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mechanism. Kind of cool and weird at the same time,
when you think about it.

Basically all the books agree on one thing: the brain is
a mystery. And what causes memory loss and what brings
it back are things people don’t completely understand.
Great. That’s no help at all.

What if I never get my memory back? I figure I have
two choices: Create a life with no past, starting here and
now. Or go to the Concord Police Department and turn
myself in. They’d call the media and put me on the news,
and eventually someone would see me and identify me.
I'd be taken home to parents I don’t remember, a life
that I apparently ran away from. If they want me back,
that is. Then there’s the chance that I'm facing jail time.
All of which make option number one sound like the
best choice: creating my own life, on my own terms,
something like what Thoreau did.

“Did those books help?” Thomas asks me, setting one
more book on top of the pile, which threatens to topple
ovet.

“Basically they say I might remember a litde at%a time,

remember everything at once, or never remember

another thing for the rest of my life.”
“Hmm,” says Thomas, scratching his bearded chin.
“Well, that leaves things pretty much open, doesn’t it?”
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“Yeah,” I say, leaning back with my feet straight out
and my arms crossed over my chest, shutting down.
“Sucks.”

“Listen, Hank, I have an idea. There’s this database
for missing kids. We can bring it up on the computer and
see if you’re on it.”

He signs me up for one of the library computers,
and together we go online. And there it is, the National
Center for Missing and Exploited Children. My heart
jumps in my chest, just looking at those words. Missing,
Exploited. Which am I?

“Any particular state you'd like to start with?”
Thomas asks.

“How about New York,” I say. Makes sense. It’s where
I woke up.

A few swipes on the keyboard, and he has opened up
a page of missing kids from the state of New York.
Over a hundred of them.

“Okay, Hank, go to it,” Thomas says. “I need to get

back to work. Let me know if you find anything
significant.”

“You’re brilliant,” I tell him.
“I know. Although, of course, if you don’t find yout-

self listed there, it’s just one mote bit of evidence to
prove my little theory.”
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John Alexander Zane, the listing says. Endangered
runaway. His date of birth tells me he turned sixteen last
week. He has been missing from Bridgeport, Connecticut,
for about 2 month. So he and Nessa had only been on
the streets for a month?

One picture beneath his is the female version of Jack.
It’s Nessa, smiling in what looks like a high school
portrait. I hadn’t realized how much they look alike.
Vanessa Lee Zane. She’s barely fifteen.

For a second, I want to call the number listed and
report that I've seen them, so at least one of these
desperate families can know what happened to their
kids. Maybe there’s an aunt or somebody who would
take them in, get them away from Magpie and off the
streets. But then I remember the look on Jack’s face
when he said he’d never go back home. Something bad
happened with their dad, and I can’t be the one to poten-
tially send them back to it.

Thomas pops in to check on me. “Anything yet?” 1
decide not to tell him about Jack and anmm mmcbbm it

" would do nobody any good.

I shrug, “Not yet. My neck is starting to cramp up

from all this computer stuff”’
“So close it down for now and come help me,”

Thomas says. “We’ve got a bunch of shelving to do over
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in fiction. I could slip you a few bucks if you’ll help me
out. Sound good?”

I grin at him. “Money always sounds good.”

b

The Battle of the Bands is only one week away, but
Hailey is able to pull together a couple musicians to play
with us. The drummer is this laid-back stocky guy named
Sam who plays in the school jazz band, and the bass
player is a friend of hers from m..nmmmw lit class, named
Ryan. Ryan, a short, thin guy with glasses, has never
played with a band before, but she says he’s taking lessons
and is ready to play. So we all show up together to
rehearse for the first time Monday afternoon on the high
school stage. Hailey introduces me to everybody as a
new transfer student. I wonder how long I’ll be able to
get away with that.

Secrecy, as it turns out, is 2 big part of the Battle of the
Bands event at Thoreau High. The windows on the audi-
torium doors are covered with black paper so nobody

can peek in from the hallway, and only one band at a time

‘rehearses with the stage crew to keep everything a

surprise until performance night.
Bands are allowed to play one to three songs. Of

course we choose just one, “Blackbird,” hoping we can
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“Sounds great, Sam,” I tell the drummer. “Ryan, well,
dude, you’re getting there.”

Ryan’s face burns as he puts his bass in its case. “T’ll
work on it at home. I’ll get it,” he says again.

“I know you will,” I say, hoping like hell.

“One mote thing,” Ms. Coleman says. “What’s the
name of your band?”

The four of us look at each other. We hadn’t given
that detail any thought at all.

“Can we get back to you on that?” Hailey asks.

“All right, just let me know as soon as possible so we
can put it in the program,” says Ms. Coleman. “Good
work today. Be here at seven on Saturday, ready to play.”

“We will,” Hailey says. She turns to the rest of us.
“Can you all practice at my house Wednesday afternoon?
Like three o’clock?” Everybody says yes.

Her cheeks are pink and she looks excited, but there’s
this wild thing lurking behind her green eyes and I know
she’s also terrified that this year will be a replay of what
happened last time. I want to tell her to relax, it’s going
to be great, that she’s going to be amazing, ~

But I never get the chance, because just then the back
door of the auditorium crashes shut like a gunshot. This
time, thank God, I don’t collapse onto the floor. But

then I see who came in, letting the door slam like he did
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it on purpose: Cameron. And he looks pissed.
“Uh-oh,” I hear Hailey breathe beside me.

“Cameron, you know the rules,” says Ms. Coleman.
“You'te supposed to wait in the hall until someone from
the crew comes to get you.”

Cameron’s eyes are locked onto Hailey’s, but he
responds to Ms. Coleman. “I’m sorry. Guess I forgot.”

“That’s okay, I think these folks are done.” She shoots
Hailey a questioning glance, and Hailey nods. “You can
bring your group in now, Cameron.”

“Cameron has a group?” I whisper to Ewmn%.

“Yep,” she mmu.a_ biting her lip. “It used to be my
group.”

While Sam, Ryan, and I gather our gear together,
Cameron pulls Hailey over to the side of the stage and
L try to eavesdrop. They talk in hushed tones so it’s hard
to hear, until the voices rise in argument. Coiling a cable,
I draw closer to listen.

“Why the hell should you care? You have another
lead singer now,” Hailey says,

“That’s only because you said you wouldn’t do it
Cameron argues, yanking his cap off, as if his anger

makes it too tight on his head. Their voices lower again
and I can’t hear the rest.

“Hank.”
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“Let’s get out of here,” I suggest. “You want to go
downtown?”

“Yes. Need ice cream, stat,” she says and manages a
tight smile. “By the way, what did the janitor want? I saw
her talking to you.”

“Nothing. She just kind of likes me, I guess.”

“Of course she does.”” Hailey reaches over, so easy,
and takes my hand. Hers is warm and soft and fits
perfectly into mine. “She’s a sweet lady, but a little crazy,”
she says with a shrug, “That’s what people say anyway.”

“Yeah.” But I know she’s not that crazy. Stll, it’s not
possible that somebody really did come looking for me,
not here in Concord, Massachusetts. Is it?

Don'’t think about it.
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HELEN'S RESTAURANT IS PACKED WITH THE AFTER-SCHOOL
crowd. A hum of .Hmcmwnmn and conversation floats in
the small space like smoke, punctuated by scraping forks
on plates, the clink of soda glasses behind the breakfast
counter. We sit in a booth across from each other, and
Hailey orders a strawberry sundae with extra whipped
cream. 'm not hungry, so I just get a root beer.

“Don’t judge me,” she says, her spoon poised above
the sundae.

“Why would I do that?”

“Danielle is always lecturing me about what I eat.
Drives me crazy.”

“I wouldn’t judge you,” I tell her, wondering what ice
cream has to do her health, making a mental note to

find out. “Anyway, tell me about Cameron,” I say, glad I
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“Well the license thing, that’s not your fault,” I say,
hating that Cameron has any excuse to manipulate her.
The waitress comes by and gives me a refill on my root
beet, without me even having to ask.

“No, but it still nanw down to this: he did me a huge
favor and kept me from getting a DUI on my license,
and probably having to pay a huge fine and go to driving
classes. So I do owe him. To a point anyway.” Hailey’s
spoon clinks against glass as she scoops up the last few
spoonfuls of melted ice cream.

“I don’t know. It sounds like he’s totally taking advan-
tage of the situation.”

“No doubt about that. Anyway, let’s not talk about
this anymore.” With a flourish, she takes the last bite of
her sundae and then licks her lips. She has no idea what
this does to me. Or maybe ‘she does and just wants to
torture me a little. I fight the urge to grab her, right here
in this booth, and kiss the last traces of whipped cream
off her lips.

“Come on, T'll give you a ride back to your uncle’s
" house,” she says. g

“My uncle?”

“Yeah. Didn’t you say that’s where you're staying?”
She looks at me for a minute like I'm a bug under a

microscope. “Seriously, sometimes 1 feel like I don’
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know anything mmuoﬁ.%osu Hank. Mr. Mysterious. Who
the hell are you anyway?”

“I have no idea,” I say, flashing a charming smile to
show her I'm kidding, “It’s just that, uh, he’s more like a
friend of the family than an actual relative. T just call him
uncle. Uncle Thomas.”

“Is he your teacher, then?”

“What do you mean?”

“For homeschooling. Does he teach you?”

“Oh.”” I clear my throat, shuffle my feet under the
table. “No, I do it myself. On the computer and stuff,
That’s how it wotks.” God, I hope that’s how it works.

She squints at me, but then shrugs, like she’s accepted
my explanation. Whew.

“By the way, I told Ms. Coleman your situation, with
the homeschooling and all, to make sure it’s okay for you
to be in the Battle of the Bands. I didn’t want them
kicking you out at the last minute or anything”

My stomach drops. “And?”

“And she said it was okay. She’s cool like that. Plus, she
really likes you.”

Whew, again. “Good.”

To celebrate these small victories and also because I
can’t hold back any longer, I kiss her. And she tastes deli-

cious, like strawberries and whipped cream and Hailey.
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That’s when it happens. That’s when I see the face.
My face.

It’s me, but somehow it’s not me. Same face, same
hair, but 'm smiling, confident. A high school picture.

High school kid who looks secure in his existence.

A guy who seems to know exactly who he is. Or was.
A guy named Daniel Henderson. My heart seizes up in
my chest.

Daniel Henderson. I say the name to myself,
whispering it out loud in the library.

Daniel Henderson, the listing says. From Naperville,
Illinois.

So this is me. My real name. I think back to the image
T'had of my dad, calling my name in Walden Woods. The
name I couldn’t quite hear him calling was Danny. Yes,
that sounds right. I am -Danny Henderson  from
Naperville, Illinois. It says my birth date is May 12, which
means I’ll turn eighteen in just a few weeks. I must be a
senior in high school. Will I miss my own graduation?
Was I going to college?

I'hold on to the edge of the table, not breathing, Bracing
myself, I wait for all of Danny Henderson’s memories to
come rushing back into me, filling every empty space
inside with life and memory and realization.

But nothing comes. I can’t believe it. Nothing comes.
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I’m not Hank, but Danny. So why do I still feel like
Hank?

I look over at Thomas, where he sits at his desk,
entering information into his computer. I’'m not ready to
tell Thomas. I need to take time with this, need to get a
grip. Where the hell is Naperville, Illinois? Will I
remember, if I research the town where Danny
Henderson lived?

I take a break, wander around the room, and stretch
my legs. My heart is pounding against my ribs like I'm
going to have a coronary. Can’t take too much of this all
at once. Can’t seem to absorb it. I go down to the candy
machine. Buy M&Ms. Make myself eat them slowly, one
at a time, by color. Red, blue, yellow, green. Then I return
to the computer and sit down.

Search: Naperville, I/linois.

There’s a website for the town. I look at pictures of
the downtown area, There’s a riverwalk. It’s a big town
with four high schools, one of them mine. But which
oner Pretty houses in the suburbs, sort of like Concord.
Danny Henderson lived in this nice suburban town,
about forty minutes west of Chicago. Maybe I rooted
for the Bulls. The Bears. The White Sox or the Cubs? My
gut says Cubs, but I can’t be sure.

There’s a link on the website to the local newspaper
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His voice, too loud for the library, is like sounding an
alarm: “Hank, what’s wrong?!”

T'almost fall down the concrete steps, vision bombarded
with black-red flashes as the beast roars to life from its pit
inside me. But it’s not just one beast, not anymore. It
divides itself into a billion smaller versions of itself, each
with curled claws, red eyes, rising, choking, leaping at my
throat, trying to kill me for starting to remember what is
crucial to forget.

Down the sidewalk, toward town. Feet pounding on
pavement. Left on Thoreau Street, right on Walden.
Cross Route Two. Arms pumping, keep moving, Running
until I reach Walden Pond. Running along the path that
tings the pond, then branching off and bolting into the
woods. Crashing through the underbrush. Still running,
sweat streams down my face into my mouth, salty. Past
the railroad tracks, deeper into the woods. Trying to
outrun the snarling beasts, desperate to find the calm that
comes with running.

And somehow I find a way to outrun the terror by

. forcing myself back in time, before the memory of lights
switling red and blue, before the pink ballerina broken,
before the blood.

Settling my body into the cadence of running, the
steady inhale, exhale pattern that keeps my heart from
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beating out of control, I begin to remember my life.
b
The last good day was cold for early April. My breath

came in white clouds as I went for my morning run

around the neighborhood, nothing too long or crazy,

just a chance to stretch my legs and wake up my brain.

When T got home, I wheeled the green trash barrel
to the curb, like I did every Friday morning of my life.
The sky was milky and the air smelled like snow, but
I was sure it wouldn’t dare snow, not this weekend. The
next day was the big meet against Aurora. That night,
I had plans.

The recycle bins went next, overflowing with empty
cereal boxes, newspapers, and soup cans. Every week,
counted the empty wine bottles. More than three meant
that Mom had a bad week.

After I showered and got dressed for school, I came
downstairs and found my mother standing at the kitchen
stove, cooking us cheesy scrambled eggs and bacon. 1
remember the bacon crackling in the pan, how it smelled,
how Mom looked at me with her eyes all soft, and the
warmth of the kitchen. I remember home.

“Okay, Danny, here’s the info,” she said, pointing to a
sheet of paper stuck to the fridge with magnets. “This is
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“Tonight?”” Dad asked.

I cleared my throat. “Yeah, see, there’s this band
coming to the House of Blues, and Joey got tickets
through his Uncle Phil, who works there. I told you
about him, remember?”

Mom and Dad looked at me blankly. Okay, so I never
actually told them about Joey’s Uncle Phil, who worked
security at the House of Blues in Chicago, but they
wouldn’t remember that.

“He promised we could get backstage after the show
to meet the band. And the lead singer is this guy who
runs his own recording label, and he’s always looking for
fresh talent. And we have that CD we recorded in Matt’s
basement last month.”

“It’s really good,” Rosie set down her glass and wiped
off a milk mustache with the back of her hand. “Best
band I ever heard.”

Mom glanced over at Dad. He took his time crunching
into a burnt slice of bacon.

“Danny, I don’t think...”

“Do you realize what an amazing opportunity this is?”
I blurted. “I mean, this could be big for the band. Huge.
It could be—"

“Your big break?”

“Well. Yeah.”

190

“First of all,” Dad said, “you have that big competi-
tion tomorrow with a lot riding on it, so you need a good
night’s sleep. Second, we need you here to watch Rosie.
You have family responsibilities, son.”

His gray eyes were fixed on me, and I searched them
for the good-guy friend version of my dad, the one who

took me on camping trips and to Cubs games and shot

hoops with me in the driveway on Sunday afternoons.

But good-guy Dad had left the building,

“Matt already asked Jessica if she could baby-sit, and
she said yes,” I said. Matt played bass and mm:m._omm in
the band, and his girlfriend thinks Rosie is the cutest kid
on the planet. “It’ll just be in Chicago so it’s no big deal.
Joey’s uncle will be there. The meet isn’t until late aftet-
noon tomorrow, so I'll have plenty of time to rest up.”

Dad avoided my eyes. “I'm sorry, Danny,” he said.
“The meet is just too important to take that chance. The
whole team is counting on you.”

Figured he’d pull that “whole team counting on you”
thing. Like my life wasn’t my own. Like the purpose of

‘my existence was to fulfill the expectations of other

people. And usually, that’s exactly what I did.

Well, almost. There was still that one huge secret I was
hiding from Mom and Dad. I never did get around to
telling them, not after everything that happened.
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“I never promised I could get you backstage,” Uncle
Phil told us after the concert, standing at the stage door
with his arms crossed like he was made of stone. “All
I said was that I could try and deliver your CD if
you wanted.”

“That’s not what you said yesterday,” Joey shot back.
“Are you serious, Uncle Phil? Man, I should’ve just
listened to Mom.”

“Why? What’s she saying about me now?”

“Porget about it.”” Matt grabbed Joey’s shirtsleeve.
“Let’s just go.” He nodded politely at Joey’s Uncle Phil.
“Thanks for getting us the tickets. It was a great show.”

When a defeated Joey handed Phil our CD, I was

embarrassed by how amateurish our cover art looked—

some guitar in flames that Joey’s sister painted for us in -

art class. But whatever, our sound was good, and that’s
all that mattered. Phil accepted the CD and nodded at
us, purposely avoiding Joey’s blazing expression.

“I’ll make sure this gets to the right people,” he prom-

ised us, like he was this amazingly generous guy instead

_of a total douchebag. .

Matt thanked him profusely, I managed a non-
committal shrug, then we all turned and walked in silence
to my mom’s car. We got in and started the dtive back

to Naperville.
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The thing that happened with the car, now that was
just stupid. I’m not sure who was to blame, but it was
probably all our faults because we were being loud,
yelling stuff out the windows. We weren’t hurting
anybody, just letting off steam like guys do. Sure, they
were drinking rum or whatever Joey stole from his
parents’ liquor cabinet and put in his dad’s flask. He
made us laugh all night because he kept taking sneaky
sips from it, like a sketchy 1920s guy during Prohibition.
Not that I'm a saint or anything, but T wasn’t drinking
that night. Not just becausé I was driving, but because I
was driving my Bonwm cat. The guys weren’t really drunk,
just buzzed, but in Joey’s case it made him even more
obnoxious than usual, which was saying a lot.

“We should just turn around and start pounding on
that backstage door until they have to let us in” He
grabbed my shoulders from the backseat and shook me.
“C’mon, Danny, let’s go back and demand they let us talk
to the band. I know how to handle my loser Uncle Phil.”

“Quit it, Joey, 'm trying to drive.” I pushed his hands
away.

Matt reached back to smack Joey on the back of the
head, and Joey smacked him back, like some Three
Stooges routine. T watched in the rearview mirror,

laughing and not watching where I was going,
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“Are you coming to my recital next month, Danny?”
Rosie asked over the muffler sounds as we pulled out of
the driveway. “It’s going to be really amazing.”

“Yeah, of course,” I said. “Have I ever missed one?”’

Sure, three hours of little girls in tutus is a strange
form of torture. But she came to my meets—which
were also really long—and I went to her recitals. It was
only fair.

“Okay, so my solo goes something like this,” she said.
Rosie pointed one of her pink sneakered feet at the
windshield and swooped her arms around. “I’m this
pretty white bird like a dove or something, who escapes
from its cage and has to learn how to fly all over again
because she forgot how, get it?”

“Gotit”

The dance school was only.about ten minutes away by
car. All you needed to do was take a left turn out
of our neighborhood, drive to the light at a major
intersection, and go straight through it and over the hill
into downtown Naperville.

The light turned red just as we approached the
intersection. I pressed down on the brake, like I'd done

hundreds of times. Only this time, nothing happened.
My foot on the brake met no resistance, and the pedal

went straight to the floot. The car didn’t even slow down.
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It barreled into the intersection, way too fast, after the
crossing traffic had already begun to accelerate. A big
gray truck headed straight for us.

Icy snow had scraped the hell out of the bottom of
the car the night before. Metal on ice. Sharp smell in the
garage—brake fluid draining. The twitling ballerina from
the music box broke off, a terrible red wave crashed

before my eyes, behind my eyes, everywhere.

L

No more, says the beast now at Walden Pond, the beast
who has become my friend in spite of myself. My
protector. Enough, he says.

Red turns to black, total eclipse, and I collapse behind
a lichen-covered rock, far from home in the silent forest

of Concord, Massachusetts.
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