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        For anyone who’s lost someone they love.

        And in memory of Dad.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      We heard of many great and noble deeds of self-sacrifice performed by those on the Titanic that night: tales of heroism and bravery of men and women . . .

      Standing out equal to each or any, and superbly noble, was that of a young girl.

      A boat full of women and ready for lowering was found to be too full and the order was given for some one to get out, as it was considered unsafe. A young lady—a girl, really—got up to leave the boat; then some of the others tried to persuade her to remain. “No,” she said, “you are married and have families; I’m not, it doesn’t matter about me!”

      This girl-woman, in the highest and noblest sense, got out of the boat and returned to the deck of the ship. Those in the boat were saved, the girl on deck went down with the ship. From being in a position to be saved she deliberately returned to the uncertainty, and so gave her life willingly so that others might have a better chance of being saved.

      

      —Captain Arthur H. Rostron, Scribner’s Magazine, March 1913
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      Oh, Clara. What can I say that I haven’t already said?

      I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. You’re the kindest and best person I ever met, but all I did was fail you.

      I don’t know if you can hear me. Sahar doubts it. But even she admitted that it might do me some good to get the story out. And Clara, I have to believe that somehow . . .

      Do you remember any of it? Do you remember me?

      I’m Liam. Liam Peterson.

      We first met—well, from your point of view, we first met at the last tea served in the Third Class Dining Saloon on the Titanic.

      If you don’t remember my name, perhaps you’ll recall my appearance. I’m five feet, eleven inches, slim build, brown skin, black hair. Syrian heritage, actually, though I’ve lived in Eloy as long as I can remember. And no, Liam’s not an Arabic name, but it’s what was on all of my paperwork, and it stuck. I’m adopted.

      My preferred costume is—or was—a double-breasted navy suit, similar to what an officer of the Titanic would wear. But I’m just an employee of a history-themed amusement park.

      Ah, rather, I was an employee.

      You might remember my voice, or at least the accent. No, I’m not British. I put on the persona for my role at Historytown. You said you fancied my accent, so I still use it for you.

      Historytown—eleven years ago, a ridiculously wealthy man, Alistair Rochester the Third, opened a theme park in Eloy, Arizona. Eloy’s a little city between Phoenix and Tucson, bigger now than it was before Historytown came.

      The park has several “territories” themed to different eras. The best rides are populated by “holoactors.” Those are three-dimensional projections that mimic humans almost perfectly, except they’re slightly transparent, like ghosts.

      Five years ago, near the end of my junior year of high school, Rochester announced that he was adding a new territory themed after the Titanic. The centrepiece was to be an immersive, twelve-minute adventure that would leave “explorers”—park guests—feeling as though they’d experienced the⁠—

      Oh, Clara. You remember what happened to the Titanic, yeah? 2:20 a.m. on April 15, 1912? Please, tell me you remember that much.

      I’ll . . . just have to say you do.

      Some of the public found the idea of a Titanic ride to be crass or disrespectful. Sahar—my sister—was so disgusted that she boycotted Historytown and scowled every time someone so much as said the park’s name.

      But I’ve always felt an inexplicable and macabre draw to the Titanic. Perhaps it’s wrong of me; I don’t know. Though back in your time, people made catastrophes into spectacles, too. Less than a month after the Titanic disaster, survivor Dorothy Gibson performed in a film about it, wearing the same clothes she wore off the ship.

      Titanic Village opened in late May, right after I graduated high school. I was lucky enough to be hired as one of the “historians” of the signature ride, Titanic Voyage.

      Historian—that’s Rochester’s fancy word for employee.

      Yes, that’s a misleading use of the word.

      And yeah, I’ve said a lot of misleading things to you. You’d probably call them lies, and I know you abhor lies. I promise I’ll try not to tell any more.

      At orientation, they gave us all copies of your journal. Yes, Clara, somehow Rochester came into possession of your journal. Some time before Titanic Village opened, and 108 years after the Titanic sank, he published it. It was one of the few good things to come out of the year 2020, but never mind that.

      Clara, I’ve read your journal so many times that I practically have it memorised. I still read it when I wish you could speak to me.

      I hope you don’t mind. But why would one write a journal unless they expected someone to see it someday? In my time, people freely share things far more trivial, and far more private.

      Besides, you saved several people from the ship. You’re a hero, and your story deserves to be heard.

      Anyway, Titanic Voyage isn’t about you, but Rochester peppered your image throughout. If he hadn’t, I never would have met you.

      Oh, Clara, I want to tell you the whole story. But it’s muddled in my own mind. That’s the problem with time travel.

      Still, I have countless hours of security recordings which Rocky put into order, as well as a few poor notes of my own. I can go through the video and describe it.

      Clara, might remembering be another form of time travel?

      How about we try it, yeah?
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      It’s Sunday, December 9th. That’s roughly five weeks ago by my count. Or the way you’d see it, it’s much more than one hundred years in the future.

      Ten minutes before the start of my noon shift, I enter Titanic Voyage’s break room. The space is deserted, but the smell of instant ramen wafts through the air. Ah, ramen’s a sort of noodle soup, saltier than the Atlantic and only slightly more nutritious.

      Between the new pay coffee machine and the lockers is a digital message board. It offers daily trivia about the Titanic or her passengers, such as the anniversary of a passenger’s birthday. I think Melia—my boss—and I are the only ones who ever pay it any mind.

      Normally, the letters are white on black rectangles, mimicking blocks on an old-fashioned board. Today, though, the words are bold red on a white background. They read:

      
        
        MANDATORY MEETING FOR

        TITANIC VILLAGE HISTORIANS.

        FIRST CLASS DINING SALOON

        HARD CLOSE AT 5:30 P.M.

        MEETING AT 6:00 P.M.

      

      

      My chest tightens. Surely Rochester wouldn’t close early to announce good news. And last month, they replaced the complimentary coffee machine with one that charges.

      I use my phone to search for rumours.

      Ah, Clara, you remember my phone, yeah? It’s smaller than your journal and can access all of the world’s information. Well, most of the world’s information. I can’t find anything about the meeting or any news Rochester might be announcing.

      I stow my keys, wallet, and phone in my locker, then press my finger to the screen of my company-issued timepiece. That’s a rubberised bracelet worn by both historians and explorers. My historian model features a screen the size of a postage stamp.

      Still touching my timepiece, I ask aloud, “What’s my rotation?”

      Like all historians, I also wear an earpiece to communicate with my fellow employees. But the tinny voice that sounds in my ear isn’t a person. It’s a computer, a machine, programmed to answer simple questions. “Your rotation starts at the entrance in five minutes.”

      I want to groan, but there’s no point. Computers have no sympathy.

      The entrance is my least favourite position. On a good day, it’s dead boring. Today, I have to stand beside a sign warning of an early closure. Every few minutes, an explorer comes by and pretends that the closure has ruined their entire day, though the ride will be open for several more hours. Thankfully, Claude relieves me after twenty minutes and bumps me to the next position in the rotation. Cleaning rubbish from the queue is in some ways more pleasant than dealing with explorers.

      Unfortunately, I have the misfortune to be stationed at the entrance starting at 5:00 p.m., the time Melia’s decided we have to close the queue to make certain the ride is cleared in time for the meeting. Most explorers are decent enough to notice the prominent sign or the closed door behind it and retreat. But four separate times, someone shows up excited and I have to turn them away. I fabricate playful excuses—engine trouble, iceberg watch—and even make a cheeky remark to a young man roughly my age. “Tough luck, eh? Missing a trip on the Titanic?”

      Oh, Clara. I know that’s disrespectful of the tragedy. But historians are tasked with ensuring explorers enjoy their visit. The young man’s disappointment melts into a smile, so I feel that I’ve done my job.

      Then a family comes up and the father pretends not to understand the sign, even though his six-year-old literally reads it aloud. Once I explain, the father asks that I let them ride for the sake of the children.

      It’s unpleasant enough to turn explorers away from a twelve-minute diversion. I don’t know how the officers on the Titanic barred people from the lifeboats, or how the doomed passengers and crew bore it. People must have been made of stronger stuff in your time, Clara. You were.

      The father’s still pestering me when Henry’s voice sounds through my earpiece. “Explorer on the set!”

      “What?” Melia’s disembodied response is immediate. “Where?”

      “The bow.”

      “Anywhere near the track?” Melia asks.

      “No.”

      “Stop the ride,” Melia orders. “Ginny, stop loading. Say we’ve thrown a propeller blade. Liam, leave your station and get to the bow set. I need you to retrieve the explorer.”

      “Pardon me,” I mutter to the family. I press my timepiece to a plate behind me to unlock the door to the building, then rush through it. I tap the screen of my timepiece three times, turning on the function to broadcast to our whole crew. “I’m on my way.”

      Melia issues commands to the others while I dash through the queue and around the lit Christmas tree we put up to brighten the waiting area. Then I use my timepiece to open a door labeled “Historians Only.” I climb a dim flight of stairs.

      Melia asks, “How could someone have gotten out of their lift? Weren’t you monitoring?”

      “The sensors track timepieces, not people,” Henry says.

      Ashley adds, “And some of the cameras are out. Can’t even see the second half of the Promenade Deck scene.”

      Melia doesn’t curse but her wordless grumble sounds in my earpiece.

      I know my way through the historian areas as well as anyone, aside from Melia, but it’s still nearly two minutes before I reach the bow set. I take a deep breath, hoping no one can hear me panting. “Is he still there?” I ask.

      “She,” Melia says.

      Odd. At Historytown, anyway, most of the troublemakers are young men.

      “Try to get her out without a fuss,” Melia adds. “I’m ready to call security, but she doesn’t need to know that. Maybe we can keep this quiet.”

      Some crazy woman must have climbed out of the lift—the ride vehicle. The most famous Titanic film has an iconic scene at the bow; perhaps she intended to re-enact it. Perhaps she’s narcissistic enough to want a video of herself there!

      I crack the door on an eerie scene. The Titanic’s forecastle stretches before me, a full one hundred feet long. Every detail is projected, from the grain of the planks beneath my feet to the shadowy capstans and winches scattered across the deck. Stars shine in the moonless sky overhead, casting a dim light over the set. A blast of cold pierces through my uniform.

      Only the stopped lifts on the starboard side betray the fact that it’s a ride and not the real Titanic. The ride vehicles have all been turned to face away from the set, but the historians in the control room can see me through the surveillance cameras. I try not to think about that.

      It takes a minute for my eyes to adjust enough to make out a figure far ahead, silhouetted against the projected sky. She’s near the tip of the bow, leaning against the port railing.

      “Hey!” I call, but she’s at least eighty feet away and she doesn’t look back.

      I step out of the historian passageway and into the aft section of the bow set. My shoes slip, sending me skidding forward. I slide through the projected breakwater, a low wall that divides the sliver of Third Class space from the crew-only area ahead. A chorus of gasps sounds in my earpiece before I manage to stop myself.

      “Stop fooling around,” says Melia.

      “The deck’s tilted!” At least, it seems to be. In the distance, the projected horizon is crooked, and it feels as though I’m standing on a downward slope.

      Melia groans. “The projections must be malfunctioning. But the set can’t move, Liam. It’s flat. Do your best.”

      I carefully edge my way to the port railing. Unlike the rest of the set, the railing is real. Once I take hold of it, I’m able to keep upright as I walk. When I’m about halfway to the explorer, I shout out, “Miss!”

      She spins and jumps back, moving closer to the tip of the bow.

      I make my way towards her. “Miss,” I repeat, putting on a chipper tone. “I need you to come with me.”

      She’s as still as death for a few moments before she takes a step towards me. Then she slips, flailing. “No!” she cries as something small and shiny flies out of her hand and over the edge of the ship.

      Before I know what I’m doing, I half-run, half-slide to her. “What’s wrong?”

      “My locket!” She leans over the railing, reaching down. Her feet leave the deck and my heart stops. It’s at least a twenty-foot drop from the bow to the floor of the set below.

      I leap forward and grab the back of her coat. “Careful!”

      She’s still stretching over the edge. Projected water shimmers below, not four feet beneath her fingers.

      If the projections were functioning properly, the virtual water would have been a faint glimmer on the floor far beneath us.

      Malfunctioning technology is the least of my worries, though. “Come on, miss. I promise; we’ll have maintenance look for your locket. But you can’t be here.”

      She shudders. “I’m sorry, sir. I saw the signs. But I couldn’t believe—I wanted to see . . .” She trails off as I pull her back.

      She has a canvas overcoat, men’s fashion. It’s buttoned over long, dark skirts. Clara, she has your tousled updo and your outfit. Even the freckles match yours. I’ve never seen a better cosplayer. And she’s pale and trembling, as though she’s really facing her own mortality on the Titanic.

      I gawp at her for a moment, then release her. “This way, miss. Hold the railing with both hands and head aft. I’ll be right behind you.”

      She takes one last look out at the water, then obeys, edging past me and stumbling in the direction of the exit. I follow. With the tilted horizon, it feels as though I’m climbing uphill. Projections of lifeboats bob in the water, like miniatures in a model.

      “Are the lifeboats really safe?” The explorer’s voice breaks. “My sister’s in one.”

      It’s no place for acting, but I reckon I’ll get better results if I pretend to play along. “She’ll be fine. The lifeboats are safer than this ship. Hurry; I’ll see you to one.”

      She stops walking. “I’ll . . . I’ll try, but I have this feeling . . . I’ve had dreams . . .” She turns to me, her hazel eyes wide and brimming with what look to be real tears.

      It’s madness but in that moment, I’m some sort of officer and she’s a distraught and brokenhearted passenger, not a bothersome explorer.

      I clear my throat. “Hurry. I need to see you safely off of the ship.”

      She wipes her eyes with her sleeve, then shakes her head. “So many people are still down there. A dear little girl—even babies! Of course I can’t ask you to endanger your life or abandon your duties, but⁠—”

      “I’ll help you find them. Come on.”

      She swallows. “Thank you. My name’s Clara. Clara Jones.”

      That should be enough to break the spell. Dressing up like you is one thing, but now this lunatic dares to use your name?

      And yet I reply, “Liam Peterson.”

      The explorer and I head aft in silence, half walking and half climbing. Finally, we’re mere steps away from the exit, a black, open door in a mostly black wall. If the door were closed, the wall and its painted faux-railing would give the illusion that there was more ship beyond the forecastle, but the light from the historian passageway ruins the effect.

      I release the railing and motion to the doorway. “Right through there, miss. Here. I’ll help you.”

      I reach for her arm but she grabs my hand. A faint flush colours her cheeks.

      Her hand is ghostly pale in my darker one. My skin tingles where we touch. It’s unprofessional, but I can’t help but smile.

      The explorer and I take a few careful steps, stopping at the doorway. Then I pull her through into the historian passageway.

      Or I try to.

      I walk through but the woman gasps and then—she’s gone. My hand is empty and she’s gone.

      After a few moments of silence, Melia asks, “Liam?”

      I’m left staring at the space where the explorer was. “She vanished!” I poke my head through the doorway, peering into the darkness on the other side. The horizon’s level now and I think the deck’s straightened out. “What’s going on⁠—”

      Raucous laughter sounds through my earpiece, perhaps deafening my left ear. “You fell for it! You all fell for it!”

      I know that voice. So does Melia.

      “Rocky?” we both ask.

      You might remember him, Clara, though you never saw him. Alistair Seymour Rochester the Fourth: prodigy son of Rochester himself, computer genius, and insufferable brat. He goes by Rocky. I would too. He’s been poking around Titanic Voyage lately and no one’s dared to interfere.

      The monkey laughs for a full fifteen seconds, so loudly that I can only hear Melia’s shouts, not her actual words. Finally, he stops to take a breath.

      “Rocky,” Melia says, “I was about to call security! Do you want me to lose my job?”

      He laughs again. “I’m so good! You all thought a holoactor was a person!”

      My face is as hot as the inside of the Cadillac in July. I slam shut the door to the bow set and stalk towards the stairs. Melia tells everyone to start the ride back up.

      I actually had a digital art elective with Rocky back in my senior year of high school, spring semester. That’s when Rochester brought his family to live in Eloy year-round. Why someone with that kind of money would send his child to a public school, I don’t know.

      If the idea was to keep him humble, it didn’t work. Rocky was a ten-year-old freshman, yet he would regularly correct the other students, including myself. He’d even point out the teacher’s mistakes. And between him graduating high school at thirteen and his family having ten times as much money as everyone else in Eloy put together, he’s easily the most arrogant person I’ve ever met.

      The good news is, there’s a fair chance that Melia’s about to murder him.

      “I made a holoactor good enough to fool you all!” Rocky draws out the word “all” for so long that he ends up taking a breath and continuing.

      “Shut up!” Melia shouts.

      In the historian passageway, I pause at a status screen and pull up the ride map. Dots display the location of every historian and explorer in the building—or their timepieces, at least.

      The ride’s back to full speed, with the last explorers traveling through the bow set. The queue and the sets are empty.

      Rocky’s dot is in the processor room and Melia’s is slipping out of the control room. I’d pay good money to see her tear into him, so I run towards the processor room.

      “Rocky,” Melia says through my earpiece. “We had to stop the ride—we even had to throw a hundred explorers out of the queue!”

      He grunts. “Have you seen the reviews lately? Maybe they didn’t deserve to go through anyway. Let’s see . . . ‘A disgusting money grab.’ ‘Profiting off of tragedy. Why not celebrate 9/11 too?’”

      Melia clicks her tongue. “Even so, malfunctions aren’t helping our reputation.”

      “Wait!” Rocky says. “How about this? ‘Who could be dumb enough to think Titanic actually sank? They took Olympic and sank it for the insurance money.’ Or this one complaining that we didn’t show how the coal fire sank her.”

      I reach the processor room. The open area is perhaps fifteen by fifteen feet, dim and cluttered with boxes. Against the far wall are the computers that run Titanic Voyage. The room is kept colder than the bow set, and it smells of dust.

      On the wall across from the door are two oversized monitors, each larger than my torso. Rocky and Melia are eyeing them.

      Rocky’s put on weight and gained at least a dozen pimples since I last saw him. His hair is almost shoulder length, and he wears a tattered flannel shirt with a faded T-shirt beneath. He must be fourteen, but he’s still nearly a foot shorter than Melia, let alone me.

      Melia’s grey-blonde hair is starting to pull free from its bun, and her navy blue pseudo-stewardess dress is a touch disheveled from her dash through the passageways. But to my disappointment, she’s focused on the words Rocky’s brought up on the screen, not the monster beside her.

      Her voice drips with disgust as she reads. “‘The movie was better.’ Or ‘If they’re going to make up a story, do it right. Don’t pretend a fake journal is real. There’s no proof that’s even her necklace.’”

      Rocky folds his arms. “Who cares if people like that get thrown out of the line?”

      I hate him for playing Melia like Hartley’s violin. (Wallace Hartley, I mean, the ship’s famous and brave bandleader.) But I admit, I’m a little impressed, too.

      Rocky gazes at the floor, faking penitence like a naughty dog. It might look more plausible if he didn’t have the hint of a smirk on his lips, but he’s mastered the sorrowful voice. “I did think it was funny to prank you. But I was only testing to see if I could make the ride better. I didn’t think any of those idiots would notice, or care.”

      I shuffle a foot, which successfully draws Rocky and Melia’s attention. I raise my eyebrows and frown at Rocky. “Bring up the most recent reviews.”

      His eyes go wide. “What?”

      “These are months old. Where are the newest ones?”

      Rocky looks between Melia and me, then taps on the keyboard. Six reviews come up from the last five minutes. The most charitable one says, “As organized as the real Titanic at 2:00 a.m. on April 15.” Surely you recall, that’s not organised.

      I scowl at him. “The explorers noticed.”

      “But I had to see if it worked. And it fooled all of you⁠—”

      Melia’s eyes glint. “It’s not a joke, you little rat! Management will see those reviews. You endangered all our jobs! And believe me, when I’m asked what happened, I’ll mention you. Alistair.” She touches her timepiece to broadcast to the historians. “Sorry about that, everyone.” Her voice echoes softly into my earpiece. “Looks like we’re closing early.” She shoots another dark look at Rocky before continuing. “Nice work saving Miss Jones, all of you. Even though it proved unnecessary. Good night—uh—see you at the meeting. We’ll have to skip the last ride tonight.”

      Most nights, after the final explorer has boarded, Melia has a historian hop into a lift. She likes to have someone do a visual check that nothing’s amiss. She also feels that it’s a nice tradition to say good night to the victims.

      She taps her timepiece to turn off the transmission, then nods to me. “Good work, Liam.” She heads out of the processor room.

      I’m right behind her but Rocky says, “You didn’t have to take her side.”

      My face heats and I turn and glare at him. “You made me look a fool!” I could say much more to him, but then I remember. He’s Rochester’s son. I’d rather eat a Christmas ornament than spend an hour with him, but I probably shouldn’t try to make him my enemy.

      “Not just you.” Rocky laughs. “I made everyone look stupid.”

      With a heroic effort, I keep my mouth shut and walk out. Once I’ve fetched my effects from my locker, I take a shortcut to exit through the gift shoppe.

      The historians working there fix watchful eyes on a few lingering explorers, trying to urge them out without making them aware that they’re being forced to leave.

      On my way through, I spy a large display of costume jewellery, ostensibly “Clara Jones’ locket.” Except the locket I remember is pink plastic in the shape of a heart, with a faux jewel on the front. There is a nicer version available behind the counter, but it’s a similar design made of a distinctly pink metal.

      The necklaces in front of me are nothing like either of those. They’re silver-coloured, an oval shape decorated with ornate vines and flowers. They’re pretty. I pick one up.

      The packaging shows a murky image of the Titanic’s anchor. I make out a silver streak near the tip. Is that supposed to be your necklace?

      A worker—her name badge reminds me that her name is Nancy—calls out, “Sir, I’m afraid we’re closing, but most of the same items can be found—oh! You’re a historian.” She smirks, not hiding her judgment of me for my interest in our overpriced trinkets. She takes a quick glance around, then leans close and whispers, “You saw we have a meeting, right?”

      I thrust the locket back on the rack and straighten, wishing I could vanish like Rocky’s simulation. “Shopping for my girlfriend,” I blurt out before I stumble out the door.

      By now, Titanic Village is practically deserted. But the iceberg-blue walls of the Ice-Blaster Coaster building beckon explorers, and a few people still wander towards or away from the ride. That ride’s historians must not have been summoned to the meeting. For some reason, that adds to my worry.
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        * * *

      

      Historytown’s First Class Dining Saloon copies the Titanic’s, though it’s only half the size. Large picture windows look onto Titanic Voyage’s Reception Room. Other windows, ornate and made of leaded glass, let in faux daylight which illuminates thick layers of grey dust on the tablecloths. The restaurant’s been closed for nearly a year.

      Dozens of historians have gathered for the meeting, wearing an array of uniforms—dark blue jackets and trousers like mine, stewardess dresses like Melia’s, sailor-inspired outfits like Nancy’s, and even modern chef clothes.

      Some of the historians are in T-shirts, though. My stomach drops. Rochester called in historians on their day off.

      The tables nearest the piano are gone, replaced by a podium. Melia’s claimed a square table in front, and she motions for me to take one of the other three seats.

      As I draw near, I notice Rocky slouching in the chair across from Melia. I grit my teeth but sink into a seat. The padding of the scarred green vinyl is so compressed, I may as well have been sitting on the red, blue, and gold linoleum floor.

      Rocky straightens and surveys the room. “Everyone’s here, aren’t they?”

      How would he know? I shrug.

      “This is a big deal,” he adds, eyes wide.

      I fold my arms.

      When I don’t reply, Rocky continues. “You still haven’t said what a great job I did on the simulation.”

      I remind myself that he’s the son of the founder of Historytown, and that striking his arrogant face might not bode well for my career prospects. But that doesn’t mean I have to speak to him. “Melia?” I ask. “What do you remember about Clara’s necklace?”

      She crinkles her nose. “I’m not sure I should say what I think of it here.”

      “Remind me what it looks like, then. Where the design comes from.”

      “From some second-grader’s drawing, I suspect.” She shakes her head. “Her locket wasn’t plastic, and it wasn’t even rose gold. There’s no evidence that it looked anything like a heart, though some argue that there’s no evidence that it didn’t, either.”

      I tell her, “They updated the design.”

      Melia’s eyes light up. “Oh?”

      “Yeah. It’s silver, or silver-coloured, anyway. Not a heart. But the packaging makes it look like it was discovered hanging on the anchor.”

      Melia’s smile vanishes. “Is that what they’re resorting to now? Inventing history?” She glares at the empty podium. “My great-great grandmother survived the sinking, you know. I won’t abide such lies.”

      Rocky laughs. “Like you get to tell Dad what we sell?”

      She deflates a bit. “Well . . . it’s still a filthy money-grab.” She turns her attention back to me. “But I never heard anything about it, and I read all the merchandising memos and announcements. When—” She cuts herself off and faces forward.

      A well-dressed man approaches the podium. I recognise him from the monthly newsletter but in person, his salt-and-pepper hair has a quarter cup more salt to it. His steps are deliberate and his expression guarded. I swallow, hard.

      The room goes silent. Alistair Rochester the Third sets a sheet of paper on the podium and takes a breath.

      Rocky’s right. It is a big deal.

      “Historians,” Rochester says, his eyes on his script. “Thank you for coming. Ever since I dreamed of building Historytown, I had a dream to bring Titanic to life, to let her and her passengers sail once more. I imagined that travellers from around the world would flock here to see the grandeur. Titanic Voyage is by far Historytown’s most costly adventure. And yet, visitor numbers—and satisfaction—are both middling or worse. Perhaps we rushed the technology. I understand that just today, the ride had to close early due to a projector malfunction.”

      Rocky’s an idiot because he’s covering his mouth with both hands and snorting with laughter. No one else even smiles.

      Rochester flinches and glances up for just a moment before retreating to his notes. “It pains me to say it.” His voice is hoarse, and I can almost believe he means it. “But no one wants to see Titanic in the desert, and we have no choice but to cut our losses. The last day of operation for Titanic Village will be January first.”

      Some of the historians gasp or murmur. I feel like I’ve been punched.

      Rochester tells us that the Archives will remain open for all historians, all day and night. He drones on about merchandise discounts and overtime opportunities. He says he’ll try to find comparable positions for everyone he can, based on seniority. He promises that the Ice-Blaster Coaster will be re-themed, and that a glorified shooting gallery adventure will replace the grandest ride ever created. The place I’ve worked my entire adult life.

      My phone vibrates in my pocket, and beeps and dings echo throughout the room.

      “I’ve sent you all a more detailed project plan of the new vision for this territory of Historytown. Know that I appreciate all of your hard work. Any questions or comments can be sent to me and will be answered promptly tomorrow.” He edges away from the podium, hesitates, and then returns to it. I have a ridiculous hope that perhaps he’ll take it all back, that maybe he’s as prone to pranks as his son. But all he says is, “I’ve ensured that my email settings will allow you until 8:00 a.m. to recall any messages, just in case you say something you may come to regret.” And then he turns and walks out without a second look at any of us. It’s so quiet that his footsteps echo. Only after he’s gone do people start talking.

      Rocky’s turned in his chair, staring at the podium, and Melia dabs her eyes.

      “Are you surprised?” I ask her.

      She wads up her tissue. “I’m—I shouldn’t be. But to lose this . . . the ship, the holoactors. The historians!”

      I give her what I hope is a reassuring smile. “Well, I’ll be around.” I’m dreading the thought of being shuffled to another territory, but I’ll manage.

      Melia drops her gaze.

      “He said he’d do all he can to find positions for us, yeah?”

      “And Liam, if I have any strings to pull for you, I’ll pull them. But I don’t know where they’d put anyone. And he mentioned seniority. That time you took off for your father . . .”

      I feel like I could be sick. I missed so much work to take Papa to appointments and to care for him before we put him in the home. Clara, there are laws to protect employees, but I took too much time or didn’t report something the right way, so I’m not covered. I didn’t think it would be a problem because Melia was so sympathetic, but now . . .

      And I need this job to keep Papa at Friendship Vista, the only decent care home in the area. Rochester’s always paid a good wage, and there’s no other opportunity in Eloy to earn what I’m making.

      Rocky huffs. “Whatever. I’m not giving up. Maybe if we get enough visitors and enough good reviews, he’ll change his mind.”

      Though Rocky’s still the most obnoxious person I’ve ever met, I can’t bring myself to crush his hopes with the truth. But no one ever holds meetings like this if the decision isn’t final.

      We have just over three weeks until the final Titanic Voyage.

      Melia gathers all of the historians from our ride. She thanks us, promises to do her best for us, and encourages us to stay if we can. It’s not the worst speech, given that she had absolutely no time to prepare.

      Most of my coworkers are taking it well enough. Evan looks bored. Winnie’s biting her lip and holding back tears, though. Melia takes her aside for a minute. She’s probably offering comfort she couldn’t offer me. Winnie’s been at Historytown since it opened. She’ll be fine.

      I retreat to our table, not wanting to eavesdrop, but figuring that I should wish Melia goodnight before I leave. I also keep an eye on her purse. I wouldn’t put it past Rocky to steal her wallet or spit inside. But he’s still slouched in his chair, playing on his phone.

      Once Melia’s finished chatting, she starts towards the table. Then she snaps her fingers. “Nancy!”

      I groan as the woman leaves the cluster of gift shoppe workers to come over. When she sees me, she smirks.

      “That new design for Clara’s locket,” Melia says. “When did that come in?”

      Nancy squints. “What new design?”

      “Liam said there was a new design.”

      Nancy turns and mouths to me, “She’s your girlfriend?”

      How much more embarrassed can I be in one day? Melia’s twice my age! I shake my head so vigorously, I get dizzy.

      Smirking, Nancy turns her focus to Melia again. “I don’t know what you mean. We’ve had those lockets since opening day. They’re based on the artefact they found at the bow.”

      Rocky’s still gazing at his phone, but his eyebrows shoot up.

      “Stop teasing,” I say. “Just last week, they were plastic and heart-shaped. And pink!”

      Nancy scowls. “Don’t call me a liar.”

      “I wasn’t⁠—”

      “We’ve never sold a pink locket,” she snaps.

      Melia’s brow furrows. “All right. Thanks.” But once Nancy’s gone, she says, “I know the merchandise as well as she does.”

      I’m sure that’s true. I imagine that Melia’s home holds as many souvenirs as we sell on a weekday.

      “Hey.” Rocky holds out his phone to me. “Look at this.”

      I shake my head. “I’ve had enough pranks.”

      But Melia takes the phone. “What am I looking at?”

      “The top twenty images for Clara’s locket. They’re all silver. A few show it caught on the anchor.”

      A wave of heat shoots through me. “So you’re behind this! Did you pay off the historians? And cobble together fake search results?”

      “I didn’t!” Rocky lifts his hands in surrender. “Check your own phone.”

      The crazy thing is that I almost reach into my pocket for it before I stop myself. “It’s not funny.”

      He’s not smiling. “Then let’s check the shops. You don’t think I could have switched out all the stock in Historytown?”

      He might have. But I remind myself that he’s Rochester’s kid. “Fine,” I mutter.

      Melia decides to come with us. It’s about ten minutes later when the three of us reach the Gateway Shops at the entrance. Explorers’ Emporium, the main store, has two full shelves of the new necklace and not a hint of the old one. Melia glares at the display as though it’s personally wronged her. She asks two clerks, but they aren’t of any more help than Nancy was. At least they’re more polite.

      Rocky says, “You want to check the main stockroom yourself? I can swipe us in.”

      Melia bites her lip.

      “The Archives!” Rocky says. “Dad says he’s keeping them open. You can look at whatever you want⁠—”

      “Forget it.” Melia rubs her forehead. “I must have misremembered. And even if I didn’t, you may have tampered with the Archives, too.” She turns to go, her head bowed. “Good night, Liam.” She nods to me, then heads to the exit.

      Rocky turns to me. “Liam?”

      “I need to get home.”

      “I know I can prove it to you. Give me an hour.”

      “Good night, Rocky.”

      “Hey!” he yells as I stalk away.

      Once I reach the Cadillac, I call Papa. He doesn’t pick up, and I think better of burdening him with my troubles over voicemail. I simply tell him I’m sorry I missed him, and that I love him. I promise to visit tomorrow.

      On nights like this, I wish the Cadillac could drive itself, but it’s an old model.

      I stop at a fast-food restaurant on the way home, ordering an Americanised, mass-produced imitation of Mexican cuisine. It’s comfort food, like meat and potatoes might be to you, Clara. Actually, the restaurant’s newest iteration of nachos includes meat and potatoes, too.

      Once I arrive home, I use one hand to eat my burrito and the other to research your necklace on my phone. I spend at least a quarter of an hour searching, but I can’t find anything like the one I remember.

      I check the Titanic group I’m in online. I wouldn’t call any of the members my friends, but reading conversations makes me feel a bit less lonely.

      I don’t post often, but I recall that I once shared a critical comment about the plastic monstrosity Rochester passed off as your necklace. I do an automated search of everything I’ve ever written there, but the word “necklace” doesn’t come up. I also can’t find where I’ve used the words “locket,” “plastic,” or “monstrosity.”

      Rocky’s gone to an insane amount of effort to make me look crazy.

      I lose track of time, reading about the Titanic online. It’s nearly 10:00 p.m. when a text comes through from an unknown number. It’s a link to a video, followed by the words It’s Rocky. Check this out. He included an emoji—a cartoon graphic—of a cruise ship.

      I groan and almost tell him what he can do with his video, but I restrain myself. Sighing, I view it.

      It’s a snippet from one of the dives to the Titanic. In my time, she lies two miles underwater; the wreck wasn’t even discovered until 1985. Judging by the clarity, this video is much more recent.

      We’re staring at the bow of the Titanic, a black silhouette. Her railings remain largely intact and her triangular anchor crane towers above. Stalactites made of rust adorn the centreline of the bow, giving the appearance of great clumps of brown glue placed by a clumsy hand.

      The video cuts to the port side of the bow, a bronze-green wall covered in strands of what must be rust, though it looks like old cobwebs. The port anchor is there, greener than the ship’s hull.

      Something catches the light, an unexpected glimmer. I lean closer.

      The image looks nearly identical to the packaging I saw in the gift shoppe. Somehow, the chain of your locket—or a locket—caught on the very tip of the gigantic port anchor, and somehow, it wasn’t consumed by rust.

      The brief clip ends and I watch it again, this time with the sound on. There’s no dialogue, only eerie music.

      When it ends, I fire back a text to Rocky. I’m not stupid enough to fall for that.

      Rocky replies, ITS NOT A PRANK.

      I don’t dignify that with a response.

      I set my phone aside and ready myself for bed. But once I’m beneath the blankets, I can’t resist the temptation to stare at my phone. I refresh the Titanic group but see nothing new.

      Another message from Rocky comes across my screen. Check the movie if you want. They used it to make the video.

      The most famous film about the Titanic is much more a love story than a documentary, though the sets were incredible. I remember it more than well enough to know that it contained nothing like the scene he sent.

      I text back, Liar.

      Almost instantly he writes back, Not THAT movie! He made another one like 5 years later.

      It takes a moment to register. The same filmmaker made a documentary about some later dives to the Titanic. You’d think I’d have it memorised, Clara, but it haunted me to see deep inside the wreck where people actually died. I could hardly watch it once. But I don’t remember any locket.

      It’s not funny, I text him.

      I’M NOT JOKING, he responds.

      I consider blocking him from texting me, but instead, I set the phone down.

      As I lie in bed, I try to pray for my job, and for Papa, but I can’t shake a troubled feeling. And it’s not just the unease I’ve felt ever since Papa fell ill, nor the nausea that surfaces when I think of him in the home. It’s not the heart-racing fear that strikes at the thought of being weeks from losing my livelihood. No; something else feels amiss.

      What if Rocky’s not lying?

      Sighing, I crawl out of bed. Ma had a DVD of the famous film. Did she have one of the documentary as well?

      DVDs—all forms of physical media, really—were somewhat old-fashioned even when I was born, but it would mean that we had a local copy of the film, one that Rocky couldn’t have altered, unless he had the foresight to break into my house.

      I check the bookcase in the corner of Papa’s bedroom.

      Ma had the film. And the case is as dusty as everything else on the shelf.

      I scrutinise the text and artwork on the disc itself. It looks right.

      The DVD player is older than I am, but it still works. I queue up the film, watching a few minutes before I skip ahead so I can find the place Rocky showed me and get to bed.

      Clara, the film has all the scenes I described.

      I use my phone again and search, now trying to confirm what I’ve seen instead of disproving it. There’s still no reference to you having a necklace until 2020, when Rochester first published your journal. But people were talking about the locket on the anchor as early as 2003, which is when the documentary came out.

      Clara, I have no friends to speak of, and certainly no one I know well enough to tell this. Perhaps Papa, but it’s far too late to talk to him tonight. That leaves me with Rocky.

      I hate it but I text him, What if I believed you? What does it mean?

      He instantly sends an emoji of a grinning cat. It means we changed history.

      What? He’s out of his mind, and I text back as much.

      He replies, Think about it. Clara Jones dropped her locket near the anchor. Now there’s a necklace hooked on the anchor, and we’re the only ones who remember anything different. I bet we remember because we were part of changing things. The world changed around us, but we still remember the old timeline.

      There’s too much crazy there to even speak to. I just write, A holoactor dropped a projected necklace.

      He replies, You have a better explanation?

      It’s foolishness, Clara. There’s no way that a holoactor could somehow be a time-traveling ghost. The mere thought is madness.

      Besides, even if Rocky were right, surely the necklace wouldn’t have caught on the anchor at all, yeah? If it somehow did, it should have jostled off during the Titanic’s descent or her violent crash into the seabed.

      Although if you believe it, they actually found an upright glass tumbler inside the ship, resting in its holder. The famous director surmised that if someone hadn’t poured themselves a drink and left it, it would have simply floated away as the ship filled with water.

      It’s certainly unlikely, but maybe⁠—

      No. I text Rocky, Holoactors aren’t people.

      He texts back, I watched the surveillance video. You pulled her toward the door. You TOUCHED her.

      I did. She wasn’t even transparent, either. I thought she was an explorer, not a holoactor.

      It’s insane. You don’t really believe I met Clara Jones on the Titanic.

      Well, if you want to dumb it down, sure. He sends an animated image of a famous actor smirking.

      Alistair Rochester IV, I write, if this is a prank, I swear I will strangle you and leave you in the sea of corpses set.

      He sends an emoji of a cat laughing so hard it’s crying. Then he writes, Come to Historytown. We’re closed; we can test it.

      Are you daft?

      Come on. It’ll be fun.

      It won’t be. The moment I agree, he’ll start laughing in my face. Perhaps he’ll cobble together a video of the incident and publish it online so that everyone can see what a fool I am.

      My fear doesn’t quiet the nagging, impossible thought deep inside, though.

      What if he’s not joking? What if we really changed history?

      What if I actually held the hand of the real Clara Jones?

      But one shock for a day, and I’ve had two: the fact that a holoactor might be real enough to touch, and the fact that I’m losing my job.

      Good night, Rocky, I write to him.

      I pull up a note on my phone, intending to put down an account of what happened, just in case Rocky decides to undo his prank overnight.

      Of course, if he can change the entire internet, I reckon the creep can hack into my phone and change what I typed.

      Instead, I hunt down a ballpoint pen and a small notebook from Ma’s old hoard. I’m surprised when the emotions flood out of me and onto the page. I’m left with more of a rant about Rocky than an explanation of what I remember but can’t prove.

      When I put down the pen, an awful thought crosses my mind. Perhaps I should be grateful to the brat. His prank briefly made me forget about Titanic Voyage closing. About how Papa’s going to⁠—

      I don’t write that down. Instead, I belatedly sketch your locket, the one we used to sell. It’s not a perfect image of it—women’s jewellery isn’t one of my interests—but I manage an adequate likeness. For good measure, I draw the one that’s everywhere online as well, in case Rocky takes down all the photographs overnight.

      While I’m sketching, a message comes through from Rocky. Good night.

      Before I go back to bed, I tell my phone not to alert me to any further messages from him until the morning. And somehow, I manage to sleep.
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      I was sure I set my alarm, but when I wake, it’s 9:30 a.m.

      As I crawl out of bed, something on my nightstand catches my eye. It’s a notebook, one of Ma’s. I didn’t leave it there last night, did I? Was I searching for some words of wisdom from her? But the only handwriting inside is my own. There’s yesterday’s date up top and then:

      I think I’m going mad.

      I was at work when someone spotted what we thought was an explorer on the bow set. Melia sent me in after her. She looked just like Clara Jones, even dressed like her. I took her hand and tried to pull her out of the set, but she vanished. It was all a trick of Rocky’s. He made it so I could speak with and even touch a holoactor. He thought it was hilarious. All the other historians must think I’m an idiot to mistake a holoactor for a person.

      And it gets weirder. Ever since Titanic Voyage opened, they’ve sold a gaudy pink plastic locket as though it were a replica of Clara’s. Rocky and Melia remember it too.

      But today Historytown started selling a silver-coloured necklace that they claim was found caught on the anchor of the Titanic. I don’t know how Rocky orchestrated it, but I’ve looked everywhere and I can’t find a picture of the heart locket anywhere. Rocky showed me old videos of the wreck with the necklace in place. Ma even had a DVD showing it. I don’t see how Rocky could have broken into my house, but there’s no other explanation. Unless I’m going insane.

      The holoactor dropped her locket off the port bow. Rocky said it landed on the anchor and somehow stayed in place during the Titanic’s descent. He says we changed history. It’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard. He must be trying to get me to claim I’ve traveled through time so he can laugh at what an idiot I am.

      Oh, and that’s not even the worst thing that happened today! Rochester announced that Titanic Voyage is closing. Hearing the news was one more kick in the head. Melia doubts she can secure another position for me at Historytown. I don’t know how I’ll manage to keep Papa at Friendship Vista. I don’t see that I can.

      I’d sketched a heart-shaped locket I’ve never seen before in my life and labeled it “THE ONE I REMEMBER.” Then there’s a sketch of the familiar silver locket with the label “IN SHOPS NOW.”

      I read the note twice.

      Of course I recall being fooled by Rocky’s holoactor. I could still wring his neck for it. And I have some vague, confused memory of him, Melia, and I being overly concerned about your locket in the gift shoppe. Why any of us cared, I can’t fathom.

      As long as I can remember, experts have known that your locket—well, a locket—was miraculously caught around the port anchor. I’m not sure it’s really yours, but we have no proof to the contrary.

      I take a quick shower and dress for work, hoping to visit Papa despite running late. But I get a text from Melia. Am I sacked already?

      It reads, Can you come in early? We could use the help.

      It feels wrong to put off Papa for work, but I need the money for him. And if I do as Melia asks, maybe she’ll find a way to keep me on. I text back, On my way.

      I call Papa as I walk out the door. He answers. “Liam! What a pleasant surprise.”

      I don’t know if he’s forgotten that I’d planned to visit him or if he never got the message. “Yeah; sorry. I was going to stop by today, but Melia needs me.”

      He tells me not to apologise, that he just wants me to have a life of my own, and so forth. I hate to cut him off, but I can’t risk getting a ticket for driving distracted, and the old Cadillac’s connectivity is broken so I can’t chat through the car. I let him talk for a minute before I cut in with another apology. “Sorry; I really have to go. But I’ll be by whenever I can. I’ll let you know.”

      “Don’t worry about me,” he starts.

      I haven’t the time to let him continue. “I love you, Papa. See you later.”

      “I love you too, son.”

      It’s not until I’m on the road that I realise I never mentioned that Titanic Voyage is closing. I wonder if he’s heard.
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      Since it’s a weekday morning, I’m surprised to find myself caught in a bit of traffic on the drive towards Historytown. And when I finally reach Titanic Voyage around 10:30 a.m., the queue for the ride stretches past the entrance door and beyond. I’m chuffed to see the crowd. If we’re this busy, perhaps we can save the ride after all.

      Once I’ve stashed my effects, I tap my timepiece and ask where I’m assigned. The computer reminds me that I’m not on the schedule. I have to check in with Melia, who has me fetch a sign that reads “END OF LINE” so I can serve as a human signpost.

      On my way out of the building, I pass the long-neglected switchbacks in the drafting room. They’re still empty but outside, the queue is long enough to obstruct the walkway in front of our ride. “Melia?” I ask through my earpiece. “Shouldn’t I route the queue inside?”

      “Not yet.”

      Squinting out of the entrance, I spy Asiah, all four foot ten inches of her, trying to bring order to the chaos. As I meet up with her, Melia orders us to route the queue towards the abandoned Dining Saloon and create switchbacks.

      Asiah grumbles, “There’s room inside.” But together, we corral the queue into some semblance of order. Only then do I understand Melia’s plan. She must want everyone to think we’re even busier than we are. But an illusion won’t save Titanic Voyage.

      A few minutes into my rotation at the entrance, the majority of the queue streams into the building. Melia must have opened the interior switchbacks at last. The progress cheers the crowd’s spirits considerably. Actually, I don’t remember ever hearing so many positive comments at Titanic Voyage, not since we first opened. Usually, people go through the entire queue silently, focused on their phones. Now, I overhear a few people talking about you, Clara—how they’re looking forward to seeing you.

      Being busy all day is a pleasant change at first, but the queue keeps growing. At 5:30 p.m., it surges to a hundred minutes. I haven’t seen a wait that long since February, when a weekend power outage shuttered half the park.

      It’s 7:30 p.m. when a chipper robotic voice calls into all the historians’ earpieces, “Wait time exceeds two hours. Estimated final ride will conclude at 9:40 p.m.”

      Historytown is set to close at 9:00 p.m., but we generally allow explorers to join the queue until closing. Still, expecting all the historians to stay until nearly 10:00 to run the ride seems a bit much.

      But instead of cutting off the queue, Melia offers overtime. A few of us volunteer, and she recruits a couple of former Titanic Voyage historians from other areas of the park.

      To make things simpler for the newcomers, we forego the rotation system, and I’m assigned to the boarding area. It’s perhaps the most taxing job. Explorers enter the lifts from a moving sidewalk, and I have to be careful that every party stays together and that no one falls and gets caught in the machinery. Still, everyone’s thrilled to finally be at the front of the queue, so it’s less draining than working the entrance.

      Every ten minutes, the computer voice reminds us all that we’re mad. “Wait time exceeds two hours, thirty minutes. Estimated final ride will conclude at 10:30 p.m.” and so forth. Melia instructs the end-of-the-line greeter to warn about the length of the wait, and I understand about half the explorers elect to leave—but the other half join the queue.

      By the time we finally send the last group through, my feet and back are aching and it’s just after midnight.

      “Good job, everyone,” Melia says through our earpieces. “I’ll take the last ride. Has anyone seen how the reviews are?”

      No one answers. We’re supposed to keep our phones stowed in our lockers, though I think only Melia and I follow that rule.

      “Someone, check,” Melia says.

      Clinton chimes in from the control room. “A lot of complaints about the line, but some people are saying the ride’s better than they remember. And . . .”

      “And what?” Melia asks.

      “And they’re saying how much fun it was to look for Clara.”

      “She’s not that hard to find,” Melia murmurs.

      “But the Historytown feed is full of pictures of her,” Clinton says. “Historytown was even trending for a while. She didn’t used to be in the engine room, did she?”

      “Who posted the first picture today?” I ask.

      Clinton is silent for a bit. “I think . . . someone called EpicRobotGenius.”

      “What did they write?”

      “‘Just saw Clara Jones in First Class on Titanic Voyage. Where else could she be hiding?’ And there’s a laughing cat emoji. Hashtag Hahahahaha, hashtag IAmSoGreat, hashtag Historytown.”

      Melia says what I’m thinking.

      “Rocky.”

      Melia has Clinton stay in the control room so she can ride through. She lets me come along.

      Each ride car, or lift, is box-shaped, faux wood on the outside and white and gold on the inside, with a bench seat to hold two or three explorers. We call them lifts because they were inspired by the lifts, or elevators, on the Titanic. It also sounds classier than “ride vehicle.”

      Before I step in, Melia grabs my arm, motioning to the next lift. “This one will go through First Class.” Each lift has a tiny number on its side, but I’m shocked that Melia’s memorised which vehicles take which track.

      We board and the front doors of the lift glide closed, much like an elevator’s. I raise my knees to keep the lap bar from lowering all the way. Melia frowns at my slight breach of safety protocol but I like my space.

      The lifts glide through darkness as evocative string music plays. We pass a wall of living photographs in the form of 214 video screens, each showing various passengers or crew members. The images fade to display different people at various durations. There aren’t meant to be any duplicates displaying at once, but I see your face on three of the screens. One’s waving.

      The next scene is a crowd at the Queenstown docks, with the Titanic anchored some distance away.

      Melia points. “There.”

      Normally your holoactor is hidden in the crowd but now she’s close to our lift, chatting with a whole family of redheads. It seems as though she’s made friends with them in an instant. That seems like something you’d do, yeah?

      The lift turns another corner; it’s where the track splits into three, shuffling the lifts to the different classes. We glide over a projected sea to the port side of the Titanic herself, then pause at the gangway door.

      Chief Purser Hugh McElroy, a solid man with a warm smile, greets us. “Ah, Dickinson Bishop. Welcome aboard the Titanic.” Our lift swivels to face an ornate mirror. Instead of seeing ourselves, though, there’s an image of a well-dressed man with a serious expression and his hair neatly parted far to one side.

      “He survived,” Melia whispers. I’m sure she’s right.

      In a moment’s time we’re in a lovely room overlooking the famous Grand Staircase. Elegant music greets us, strings and piano, and a small crowd of well-dressed holoactors gather in the corner to listen. We glide towards the staircase, coming close enough to see the gold detailing on the fancy ironwork that supports the railing. Our lift tilts gently forward to provide a better view of the the clock on the wall of the landing, which features two lovely women carved in relief—Honour and Glory crowning time. Then the lift tilts back, pressing me gently against the back of the ride car and forcing my attention up. The dome shines overhead, elegant lines in perfect symmetry, all pointing to a sparkling chandelier.

      A huge feathered hat half-hides a holoactor’s face, and an oversized fur coat has nearly consumed her. But I recognise your projection as she grips the railing and gazes at the musicians from across the Grand Staircase. She bumps into someone, Guggenheim, I think, then smiles sheepishly and backs away.

      Melia grunts. She’s likely unamused at Rocky’s ridiculous attempt to get you to fit in with people who spent more money on their passage than you’re likely to see in a year.

      After a stop at the Smoking Room (men only; even Rocky respected that), we enter the Reading and Writing Room, a bright place with white walls and huge windows. Yes, windows, not portholes. Light streams in, transforming your projection into a silhouette. She’s hunched over a desk, scribbling in her journal. I stretch out to gaze at her even as the lift takes us out of the set.

      Then our lift joins those that explored Second and Third Class. When we reach the engine room, our ride vehicle rumbles with the din of the machinery. Melia motions to a metal door at the edge of the set. Your holoactor peers through, eyes round. We don’t see you in the heat of the boiler room, but a quick jaunt to the First Class Promenade brings us to your projection as she lounges in a deck chair.

      Then we pass the First Class Lounge, grand as a palace, the walls panelled in oak and the ceilings fancier than a wedding cake. Captain Edward Smith and builder Thomas Andrews are front and centre. Andrews says, “It’s as cold as ice out there. Are the officers’ heaters holding up?”

      Captain Smith does a double-take. “What? Oh. Yes.” He pulls a paper from his pocket, presumably a Marconigram, and murmurs, “Ice . . .”

      If a holoactor of you is there, I miss it.

      We go to the Third Class Dining Saloon and your projection is back in the same oversized coat and long skirts as usual. You’re having a boisterous conversation, just as you would have if Rocky hadn’t interfered.

      But when we reach the hymn sing in Second Class, your holoactor is singing along with the passengers. Oh, Clara, how I wish you could have really been there! I don’t recognise the song but lovely music echoes in our ears as we emerge into the dark of night.

      The whole length of the forecastle spreads before us, and we float along the starboard side, coming to a gentle stop just a few lifts from the tip of the bow. Behind us, the other lifts fall into place on a slope, each ride vehicle higher than the last. I scan the deck, my eyes lingering on the railing near the port anchor. But there’s not a trace of you.

      And then a bell rings, three times. A projected iceberg, taller than the impressive bow, appears close ahead of us. Our lift trembles as the berg scrapes across the Titanic’s hull and passes through us.

      And then every scene is chaos and tragedy. I don’t see your holoactor until we reach Scotland Road, also called the Working Alleyway—the longest passageway on the ship, utilised by Third Class passengers and stewards alike. Your projection is dragging your sister’s. That’s typical. But two scenes later, your image shoves her way against a crowd near the lifeboats, trying to get away from safety. She joins us in staring down at the water rising up the Grand Staircase.

      I don’t see her as the ship goes down. But in the quietness after, I fancy I spy her on a lifeboat.

      The end of the ride tells us the fate of “our” passenger, Mr. Bishop. He and his wife were newlyweds. They both managed to survive the sinking, though their little dog Frou-Frou was left behind in their cabin.

      Melia scowls as she steps off the lift and onto the moving sidewalk. I almost think she’s upset about the poor dog, but she says, “How dare he put her in everywhere! Historytown is intended to represent history. He’s spitting on the memory of the victims! The survivors, even!”

      I know what Rocky did to the ride was wrong, and I know the projections weren’t you. But a part of me enjoyed seeing you enjoy your time on the Titanic. And all of me was glad to think of you surviving it, even if it was an illusion.

      Behind us, the lifts glide to a neat stop.

      “Good work, Clinton,” Melia says through her earpiece. “I’ll take care of Rocky. Go home and get some sleep.” She turns to me. “You too, Liam.”

      I return to the deserted break room to retrieve my effects. But as I pick up my phone and wallet, I get the ridiculous urge to text Rocky.

      I fire off a quick message. Melia is going to kill you.

      I’m not even out of the break room when he writes back, I’m on it.

      I always leave my earpiece in until I’ve left Historytown, just in case someone needs me. I’m nearing the historian exit of Titanic Voyage when Rocky’s words sound in my ear. “I’m sorry, Melia.” There’s a faint tremble in his voice. “I know it was wrong, but I wanted to give her a happy ending. Even if it was just for a day.”

      There’s a long pause. I’m not sure if Melia’s speaking and I just can’t hear, or if she’s silent. I wait by the exit door and listen.

      Rocky adds, a bit more cheerful, “And the reviews are great⁠—”

      “And they’ll likely turn angry when you change the ride back.” I’d expected fury from Melia, but she just sounds tired. “And you will change it back.”

      “Yeah, sure, if you want,” Rocky says. “By 9:00 a.m. tomorrow, it will be back to the old ride.”

      “An hour before open,” says Melia. “I’ll check it in the morning. And if I get any word that you’re pulling any shenanigans⁠—”

      Rocky snorts; I reckon he’s trying to stifle a laugh. “No, ma’am. I’ll be good.”

      “Good night, Rocky.” There’s an edge to Melia’s voice.

      The very words “good night” set me to yawning. I’m about to push open the exit door but Rocky says, “Liam, wait. Meet me in the processor room.”

      I check my timepiece to make sure I won’t transmit to Melia. Its tiny screen shows that her earpiece is already offline. “Why?”

      “Just come.”

      “If this is another prank, I’ll—I’ll tell Melia how you’ve been playing her.”

      Rocky gasps but his voice is full of sarcasm. “What’s she going to do? Fire me? I don’t even work here.”
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