Jessica’s Journey
By Christian Reeser

Once upon a  time there was an old woman named Jessica A. Robertson. She was a very wealthy hotel owner who believed she could do anything that she wanted. This story tells us of how very wrong she was. 
The story begins one evening with Jessica talking on the telephone with a lawyer.   She and this  lawyer were arguing about her property and the laws surrounding this property.   “I don’t care about the laws, I don’t care about anything,” she shrieked! “I just want the land cleared as soon as possible”. Jessica  was very angry and didn’t want to hear what  the lawyer was trying to explain.  There were  laws that protected historic monuments. If she tore down the remains of the Titanic she could go to jail and pay a very large fine.  
Jessica didn’t care about the laws or any fines, she just wanted the land at the bottom of the sea cleared so that she could start construction of the worlds very first under water luxury hotel.  You see, she thought that because she owned the land where the remains lie, she could do what ever she wanted to with  what was left of the Titanic.  Her plan was to  sell off all the artifacts to make even more money for herself and her hotels.  “My plan is perfect, “she cackled! 
     Just then, the clock chimes nine. She needed to get  to bed because tomorrow she would be going to the New York Harbor.  At the harbor she would be hosting the official countdown to  the demolition of the Titanic.
     She would have invited all her friends and family, but her family was dead and she didn’t have any friends.  So, instead she decided to invite her neighbors.  Not a single one of them replied to her invitation  because all of them felt that she was just a selfish mean old witch.  “You’d think people would be excited about the building of my grand hotel,” She said on the way to her bedroom.
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   Jessica crawled into bed and fell fast asleep dreaming of the events of the next day. Her dreams were short-lived however when she was awakened suddenly from her slumber by a dark figure standing at the edge of her bed.
    “Who are you?” she shrieked.  She was clearly frightened. 
   “Who am I? Who am I?” The person repeated. “ I am Thomas Andrews Jr. I don’t suppose you have heard of me?”
    “No, I’m quite sorry, but I haven’t,” Jessica said.
“Let me just tell you then.” Andrews said,  “ I was the ship builder in charge of the construction of the RMS -Titanic.”
“No, no. That’s not possible!” Jessica stuttered. “ The Titanic was built almost one hundred years ago, and the ship builder in charge of it is…DEAD!” Thomas Andrews is in fact a ghost.
  “Why have you come here?” Jessica shrieked.
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   “To warn you,” Andrews said matter-of-factly, “about what will happen if you destroy the remains of Titanic.”
 “What will happen?” said Jessica.
 “That I cannot tell you, I have to show you” said Thomas, as he reached for Jessica’s hand.
“No, no wait,” Shrieked Jessica!
    Just then Jessica looks at her surroundings . She was no longer in her cozy apartment with lavish furnishings and decorated rooms. No, she was on a dock. An old rotten wooden dock!
“Where am I,” She called out?
   “You are in the New York City Harbor,” a voice said behind her. Jessica turns around to find Thomas standing on the other end of the dock.
   “Why am I here?” Jessica asks as she starts toward Astor. 
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       “Because I needed you to pay attention to what I have to say”, Thomas said, “If we had stayed at your apartment you never would have thought that any of this was true.”
       “But I would have…” Jessica tailed off; she knew Astor had spoken the truth.
      “Anyway”, Thomas went on as if Jessica hadn’t said anything, “Do you know how many died that dreadful night of the Titanic’s sinking?”
“No, no I don’t”, She said.
“Well, one thousand five hundred and seventeen people perished that dreadful night. It is the largest shipwrecks ever! It is a part of history that no one should ever take away”, Astor had said.
   “I don’t care about history! What I care about is money, and my valuable time. And you Mr. Andrews, are wasting my time”, Jessica shouted at him!
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     “Well, since I can’t convince you to change your mind about this whole thing, then it is probably time for me to  leave you. Good day Jessica”. Just like that, Astor was gone. 
   “Wait!”  Jessica shrieked, but it was too late, “No he can’t just leave me here. No. No. No!”  Jessica felt a rush of abandonment sweep over her. So she did the only thing she knew to deal with this. She cried. She dropped to her knees and she cried.
      Ten minutes of crying went by before Jessica realized something. She was still kneeling on planks of wood, but these planks weren’t hard and rough. These planks were softer and recently waxed. As she realized this, she quickly looked up to a familiar sight. She was kneeling on the floor next to her own bed. She was home!
    “I’m home”, Jessica said with such excitement! “Oh I can’t believe I am home, thank you spirit for bringing me home. Thank you. Thank you!”
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“Don’t thank me yet”, a familiar voice said behind Jessica. She turned to see 
Astor sitting in a chair by her bed.
“Why not”, Jessica was getting tired of these word games?
   “Because, I was just the first, there will be two more spirits visiting you tonight”, Andrews said matter-of-factly.
    “Not if I can help it”, Jessica said. By this time Jessica was scared out of her wits. She jumped into bed, and pulled the covers over her head. Praying that Astor  would go away, and that this whole thing was a dream.  
    Sadly it wasn’t. Jessica had at some point fallen back to sleep, but just like before, she awakened  with a start. Just like before there was someone standing at the edge of her bed.
    “Who are you?” Jessica said a little tired, and not wanting any visitors.
     “Who am I? Who am I?” said the person sounding absolutely cheerful,” I am Isidor Straus! I suppose you have heard of me?”
7
      “Well, you I have heard of!” Said Jessica you owned the first Macy’s Department Store!”
      “Yes, yes I did, but that is not why I’m here. I need to talk to you about the Titanic.” Said Straus, getting back to business.
   “Ok.” Said Jessica holding out her hand, knowing what was about to happen to her. Isidor apparently understood her actions. . 
     “Oh no dear child, I’m not taking you anywhere,” Straus said, “Frankly, I think it is rude. I think we can just talk here.”
    “Oh, well thank you for that”, Jessica stuttered, “So what do you want to talk to me about?”
    “Well”, He stated, becoming serious again, “Did you also know that I was also a US Congressman,?  I was very much a follower of the law. In fact, I helped write many of the laws still in place today.  Did you know that there are laws restricting anyone, including 
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you, from taking historical artifacts from the Titanic or any other documented historical site?
  “But, I own the Titanic”, said Jessica.
   “No you don’t.  You own the land surrounding it.  No one can own the actual Titanic” said Straus. “Except the government” he added as an afterthought.  “Anyway, you will be breaking the laws of  at least four separate countries! Back in my day, the officials  would take away all the artifacts you had stolen, put you in jail and make you pay a fine so large that even you couldn’t afford to pay it!  In fact, that is probably what will happen to you anyway. The laws haven’t changed much. If anything, I bet the  punishment for this sort of crime has gotten even more severe!” 
    “How would you know, you have been dead for a long time?” These words comforted Jessica but she was still nervous about what Straus had said.   Straus must not have seen her nervousness because he soon said…
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    “Well, it looks like I am not going to be able to convince you so I’ll be off now. I am through wasting my time! Good day Jessica.” 
     Jessica watched as Strauss walked down the hall and disappeared around the corner. She never heard her front door slam, but she had known she wouldn’t. Still, she had half a mind to go check her house to see if Straus was actually gone.  She never got the chance. She was so tired that she was asleep before her head even hit the pillow.
    When Jessica woke, she didn’t know if she had slept for two minutes or two days, but she did know  she wasn’t in her bed!  This time, she was lying in the middle of a dirt road and she had absolutely no ideas where she was.  Jessica stood up and looked around.” A cemetery?” she said. 
     Just then she saw a hooded figure at the other end of the road.  Exhausted of it all, she decided to get it over with.  She made the first step and crossed the road towards this new mysterious figure. 
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    “Who are you?” She asked.   The hooded figure didn’t answer. “Ok, so what do you want from me?” Still no answer. The hooded figure just stood there like a statue. Jessica was getting upset by the stranger’s silence.
  Just then, all at once,  it raised a very boney finger and pointed down the road. Jessica assumed that she  was supposed to walk that way, and so she did. 
    She thought that she heard the stranger following her, so she turned around only  to find the hooded-figure was nowhere in sight. She turned back to the way she was going to find the figure standing about ten yards in front of her.                                  
    After all that happened that night, she found this to be very spooky. This happened for three more  times. She would look ahead to see the figure standing and pointing the way for her to go. 
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Finally, after the fourth reappearance the silent figure pointed at one of the nearby tombstones. It was a new tombstone, probably not even a year old.  When she read the inscription, her heart sank. 
      Then, a sob broke from her throat.  She couldn’t help it, the inscription read, “Jessica A. Robertson…1983-2020.  It was her tombstone!
    She turned to the hooded figure and shrieked, “Who are you?  What is the meaning of this!!!”
   The figure once again raised his boney hand and the entire scene disappeared. In its place was a very different scene.  This place was busy  with people everywhere, and they were all screaming!   Jessica looked around, but she really couldn’t see anything. There were too many people.  After a few moments she noticed that there finally was a break in the crowd. Jessica could see a small podium on top of a stage.  Could it be that she was seeing herself standing behind that podium? 
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     “What is going on?” She shouted.  But no one heard her.  Was she dreaming again?   
   As she watched the podium she could see herself giving the speech she was supposed to be giving tomorrow at her ceremony. This must be the ceremony.  My ceremony to destroy the Titanic, she thought.
      Just as these thoughts were going through her head, a roar erupted from the crowd. Out of the corner of her eye she saw something. As she took a second glance her and a sense of extreme fear swept over her entire body. There not five yards from the podium was a complete stranger pointing a gun at her!  gun! “No!” she screamed.  But it was too late. The shot was fired, and Jessica A. Robertson was dead.
      Seeing this with her own eyes was more than Jessica could bear.  She dropped to the ground and broke out in tears.  It was right at that instant that her scenery changed yet again. 
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She was back  kneeling in the grave yard.  However, this time she was kneeling at the feet of the strange hooded-figure.  Again she asked, “Who are you?”
  “His name is Astor, John Jacob Astor the fourth.” said a familiar voice.  Thomas Andrews had returned.  
Not only was  Thomas Andrews there once again, but Isidor Straus was there as well.  “Together we decided that the only way to convince you to stop the demolition of the Titanic was to have you witness your own assassination.” said Straus.  “You must now see that if you continue  with your plans, there are people who will go to any extreme to stop you.” 
“Jessica, you must understand that the Titanic  is a link for all of humanity. What is left of the ship is a link to our past, our present, and our future.  If we do not preserve what we have from our past, then history could be forgotten.” pleaded Mr. Astor.  Finally the stranger spoke.    
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The story ends… Jessica is waking up from her slumber.  Startled and confused.    What had happened, it all seemed so real.   At that moment, she knew what she needed to do.!   
Reaching for her phone, she dialed a very familiar number.  The lawyer was very happy to hear that  Jessica had finally come to her senses and was calling off the demolition of the remains of the Titanic.  “It should remain there just as it is, just as it has been for the past 150 years.” she said.  “It’s a piece of history that belongs to the people, not me!”
     Jessica quickly got out of bed and dialed another number.  “We need to find a new location for my under water luxury hotel.  Get here as soon as you can!” she yelled at her assistant.  

The End.                   



  
    
 
     


      
    



















Main stairwell before sinking.







Main stairwell now.
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