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Henry stays with me every minute in my underwater
sleep, sits on a white rock with his hair floating in the
current, and talks to me. He looks a little older than the
last time I saw him in a dream. Last time he was clean-
shaven, but now he has long sideburns that connect to a
full dark beard. Henry helps me pass the time by quoting
passages of Walden and tests my own twisted memory
by having me quote some back. He tells me things about
myself. But only the ones I can handle right now, he says.
Just little things, like I was obsessed with Legos when 1
was 2 kid and my favorite birthday cake was yellow with
chocolate frosting. My best friend’s name in kindergarten
was Silas. But when I ask him to tell me my name, he
won’t answer. Give it time, he says, just give it all a little
time. So I do. :

Now and then, a phrase ‘floats in and out of my
thoughts. O/d King Cole was a merry old soul and a merry
old soul was he. 1 think it’s a song or a poem or some-
thing, And it’s important somehow. But why? Like the
rest of my memories, its significance is always just out
‘of reach. =

Underwater there is no time and yet time passes, until
I find myself restless with life under the dead leaves and
pondweed and invisible jellyfish of Walden. I #hink
Jyou’re ready, Henry tells me at last, and even though I'm
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scared to go back, I agree. The sun breaks through the
surface of the water, tries to reach me with healing
fingers of light. So I kick my feet and push myself back
to the air and sunlight and life. Ready now for whatever

1S next,
: b

“Well, look who’s back.”

Thomas sits in a small wooden chair, big arms resting
on his knees, watching me. P'min a blue-painted bedroom
with a slanted nmEDm. and the sun shines in the window,
too bright. I squint against it, but notice the headache is
finally gone. I sit up, too fast, see little bursts of light
flashing in front of my eyes, then lean back against a pile

of pillows somebody has tucked under my head.

“Whoa, easy, Hank. You’re still weak,” Thomas .wmwm.

I'm wearing a white T-shirt I don’t recognize and
green plaid pajama pants, ?.o_umzw Thomas?s. I lift up
the edge of the shirt and see a square of gauze taped
onto my skin. When I press on it, it’s sore, but not on
fire like it was.

“You had a nasty cut there, It got infected and you've
been in and out of consciousness for about twenty-four

2y
hours,” he tells me in a slow, o&B voice so I can absorb
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“I just want you to know;” he says instead, “that I’ve .
been in trouble myself, Hank. When I was younger, I got
on the wrong side of the law a couple times and had to
learn some lessons the hard way.”

He pauses to check my response, but I don’t know
what to say. I vaguely remember babbling something
about jail and begging him not to call the police. But he’s
going to wonder what kind of trouble I'm in, and T don’t
know where to start. How can I explain that the trouble
that scares me most is the trouble I've forgotten?

“I even did time. A couple years in prison, for breaking
and entering” He pauses again. Maybe he’s thinking if
he opens up to me about his past, I'll do the same. “I’'m
not proud of it. I was an angry, rebellious kid. I'm still a
rebel in my way, but I know how to channel that energy””

- Breaking and entering is not as bad as Simon in the
alley, assault and battery. Sure, it was moﬁ.mmmob.mm“ but
would the police see it that way? And there are the crimes
I might have committed before I woke up in Penn
Station. And there’s that other thing. Maybe you killed

© somebody. Did somebody hurt my sister? Did I kill the
guy? Is that what I’m blocking out?

“Anyway, I guess I’m just trying to say I understand.
And if T can, I'd like to help.”

A guitar case is leaning against the wall in a corner of
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the room, and I focus on that instead of Thomas. I could
use someone to trust. And I could sure use some help.
But I'm not ready to ask for it.

“You play guitar?” I ask.

Thomas follows my gaze. He gets the guitar case,
brushes away some dust, and lays it at the foot of the
bed. He snaps it open, and inside is an old Telecaster

with a butterscotch finish, gorgeous and in excellent
condition.

“Wow,” I say. “Nice ax.”

Thomas picks it up, slips the strap over his shoulder,
and plays a few licks. It’s not plugged into an amp,
so the sound is soft and tinny. “Haven’t played for a
while,” he says, twisting the pegs to get it in tune. “But I
was in a punk rock group in the nineties. One of the best
times in my life.” He strokes the body of the guitar like
it’s a woman and he’s madly in love with her. “This guitar
helped get me through some really bad stuff, believe me”

“What kind of stuff?” I'd rather talk about music and
Thomas than answer any questions about myself.

Thomas runs his fingers up the neck of the guitar,
miming chords. “Foster care from the age of eight,” he
says absently. “Bounced around to four different homes
by the time I was eighteen.” He clears his throat, then
pulls the strap off his shoulder and lovingly puts the
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Lying back against the pillows, I tell Thomas every-
thing I know, from the moment I woke up at the train
station with Walden at my side, not knowing my name or
whete I came from, to the freak-out scene at the library.
I tell him about Simon’s knife and the crime I committed
in the alley. I tell him about Jack and Nessa and using
Simon’s money to get a train ticket. Tell him the whole
thing in a detached way, like it’s somebody else’s story,
somebody else’s life.

Then I tell him about the few memories I can access.
Like what I know about my father and mother. My sister.
Big eyes, blond hair, blood. That’s when it stops feeling
like somebody else’s story, and it becomes completely
and painfully mine.

I have to get out of this bed. .

“Hank, take it easy.”” Thomas is standing by the side
of the bed, hand pressing down on my shoulder. “When
you’re stronget, I'll help you find answers, I promise.
I'm a research librarian. Finding answers is what I do,
remember?”

I settle back against the feather wEoﬁmu lettidg them
engulf me until the dizziness passes. Gazing up at
Thomas’s strong presence makes a flicker of hope ignite
in the center of my chest. But just as quickly, fear snuffs

it out.
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“Do you think I'll go to jail, Thomas?” Staring up at
the ceiling, at water stains and fault-line cracks in the
plaster, I feel like a little boy asking if the boogeyman is
hiding under my bed. Except that it’s way scarier than
that. Depending on what I did, somebody like Judge
Hoar could send me to jail for the rest of my life.

“I don’t know, Hank.” Thomas sits down, scratches
his shaggy black hair thoughtfully with both hands until
it sticks up in spikes. “Your circumstances are unique,
s0 it’s hard to say. But look, what you need right now is
a safe place to stay for 4 few days, and you've got that.
We’'ll figure out the rest later.”

We. The ceiling cracks and stains blur into amoeba
shapes before my watering eyes. “Why would you do
this for me?” I whisper,

“Like I told you. When I was younger, some good
people helped me out, and that made all the difference,”
he says. “This is my chance to pay that back. Maybe
youwll do the same someday for somebody else.”

“Thank you, Thomas” I swallow hard, brush tears
from my eyes before they can drip down my stupid face.
“So what do we do first?”

“First, get out of this bed and take a shower, dude.”

Thomas punches me in the arm. “You reek.”
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Frankie ate. Or maybe my memory isn’t as great as I
thought. “Nope. No idea what’s next.”

“That proves nothing. Not even Henry could recite
every single word he wrote,” Thomas says and shrugs. “1
still say you could be him reincarnated. Why not? There
are far weirder things in this world, Hank.”

I shake my head. “You have a lot of strange ideas,
Thomas.” . |

“I know. I get that a lot,” he says cheerfully. Gotta
admire a guy who’s clearly comfortable with his own
quirks. “But if anything comes to you about Henry’s
love life—or lack thereof—Ilet me know. There are a lot
of Thoreau scholars who have questions we’d like to get
cleared up on the subject.”

“Promise.”

Thomas smiles at me and: winks. Then he turns back
to his Harley and loosens the bolt on the oil tank with
his wrench, giving the job his full attention like he’s
already forgotten all about me and his bizarre theory.

Thoreau reincarnated? Ha. If that’s true, then I'm
totally screwing up Henry’s second chance at life. Just
one more reason to feel like a loser.

Sitting there on the steps in the sun, watching Thomas
change the oil in his motorcycle, my mind wanders to

that beautiful butterscotch Tele that Thomas has in the
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seriously,

guest room. If I’'m really careful, I wonder if he
play it.

And then I'm struck by a scrap of thought. An old
memory? No, a new one. There’s that thing I forgot to

I let me

remember. Something I was supposed to do before I got
sick. Damn, what was that? Then I remember. Hailey.

I never called Hailey, :

The last time we spoke, when I said I’'d call her, was
days ago. She’s going to think I blew her off. ._

X -
Thomas, can I borrow your phone?”

Ao

Hailey answers her phone on the first ring, and at first I
have no idea what to say.

“Uh, Hailey? It’s Hank”
No answer.

“Hailey?”

“Yeah, I'm here.”

“Pm so sorry I didn’t call. I was sick. I mean,

there was this infection, and I was really out of

it for a while.”

“What do you want, Hank?”
Damn.

“Well, T thought we might mnﬁ. together. You know.
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Her house is one of the smaller ones in her neighbor-
hood, which basically means it’s a normal size. The other
houses look way too big for one family, like mansions.
Even though it’s smaller than the neighbors, it’s decorated
really nice, with fancy furniture and paintings and Oriental
carpets. She leads me into a room that’s all white. No
kidding. White rug, white sofas, white walls, even a white
grand piano. I'm afraid to have a dirty thought in this
room. Which is difficult, considering the way I'm starting
to feel about Hailey.

“Wow, you could hide a polar bear in this room if you
wanted to,” I say. Lame, but a smile twitches at the corners
of Hailey’s mouth, which is good enough for me.

“My mother likes to do dramatic decorating stuff. It’s
just annoying.” |

She shows me where I can plug in the amp, then I sit
on one of those white sofas and tune up the guitar.
Sensing that Hailey is not in the mood for small talk, I let

- my fingers launch into a random tune, just to warm up
and get used to the guitar. It plays real nice. Smooth.

* As I'm playing, Hailey finally smiles at me, thenshakes
her head and bursts out laughing, She has a great laugh.

“Cute,” she says.

I stop playing, fingers suspended above the strings.

“What?” -
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“That song you’re playing.”
- I stare at her and blink like 2 total idiot. “T'm sorry?”
“Come on, Hank. You’re kidding me, right? You’re
playing ‘White Room,” by Cream. My mom is a big Eric
Clapton fan too.” _
Clapton. Of course. In my real life, I must be a
big-time classic rock geek, and this crazy room triggered
my muscle memory. I smile at her like, yeah, “White
Room.” I meant to do that. ,

Now that I've got Hailey in 2 woom mood, I start in on
the song we played in the band room, “Blackbird.” The
Beatles. She lets me play the first verse all the way through
before she starts singing. Her voice is quiet at first,
almost a whisper, but then she clears her throat and
allows her voice to rise. Again, that gotgeous, silky alto
voice. Funny how just a voice can drive me crazy. I finish
the song and we just stare at each other like we’re holding
our breath waiting for what comes next.

“Hailey;” I say. “Your voice just blows me away.”

She looks down at her fingernails, picks at some red
polish on her thumb, and I figure she’s just being shy.
But when she looks back up at me, her eyes have gotten
all shimmery.

“Thanks, but it doesn’t do me. any good if I'm too
scared to get up and sing”

153




SSl1

. 1943 3nip 1899
oy ‘odedss aypumpm oy, szopew as[> Sumpou sy
Sunjew pue Loprer] i W] USYA 33 STy} Op 03 usoq
sem 1 3] ‘Bupypid pue Suruwnns 143 fwr vo sxoFuy
's1933 oy ssoxe Suiky puey o[ dwr wo sya8uy ‘[ermyeu
OS S[99) 3] JeNn3 o YA 2J0W SWOS punore Lerd 1 os
‘JOOP U0} Y} O SPEay PUE WOOT YA Y3 S2ABI] IYG

. JT0Mm 1E [[ns
a7e syuared A, -shes oys «« Ye3 3938 e108 | ‘vo Juepy,,
's8urr [aqroop oy T,
«G4EN VUE] Mmouy 3uop [,
<03 242 nOX “A[snomag eaf siyy moys o op
Pmoys nox 4oprey “Suorm os ey, "Peay Auwr axeys |
«'03 2ou1s d1qnd uy Suns 3,usaey | Kes 03

SSI[POIN,, "2UI 3¥ SIS 03 $ILH} PUE 940 1911 3 sodim ayg

urede suaddey

1 9SEd UT Sw punore 9q 03 paress woss s ardoad

SWOS pue 9no payessy jo pury £poqfrans og smouy

nok Juasffip oq 01 yuem 3uop 1sn[ 1 In0qE B 03 =) |

1UOP 1 Inq Supu moqe sem | sours i PeY 24,J sa19qemp
o Inoqe mouy Lpoqou 1sowe ‘st worqoid ayjy,,

« POOISIOpUN

Apoqhrans oms wry ¥y dpy 3,upmod noy, "19112q

n ew 01 Sury 1ySm oy fes AeorSew pnoo 1 ysia |

S 39Y UMOP [[03 03 APEas ‘Sa45 191 UT puess sies 1,

Gl

 Sunenuny seam 17 SunpLiaas pue sduemque
UE |[ed 03 peY A9y ], KpOqAIaAd JO 1UOIJ UT 9INZIdS SIY
Suraey pa1IEIs PuE 100 Passed [ ‘ULIW | “UONIEI UNNSUI
INO-[[NJ SIY3 O3UT Jua T 98e3s o dn seam | swm oy g
31 INOGE JUIY3 U4 JUPI( Aep 181 yonw 3es JUPIp ] 05
SNOAIIU SEM ] "9SIOM UONW ‘Yonul Sem 37 3nq ‘Yeax,,
00 SpUEq 34} JO omieq oy e pauaddey yeym Je s,
"unnsur pue seaxdued o) INoqe JuTpaWog ‘ST I8y} JeyM
[[e291 03 wads syueq AFowaw padewep L OBaqeL(]
dn yeq
¥ 30l 03 2omf owros JuIp 01 pey | 939] nok 13y KzzIp
5P & 308 T 0s “9omoerd 98S01IE[ 191y Yserd 03 Suniels
SeA. JE3NS POO[q AJA] "DHOqEIP Wi "SI Y1 ST TPM,
393[qns 2305 © 2q s 1y 31 pornSy
nq ey Moqe 319y unse Jo 1ySnoy) p,I . Op I “Ye34,,
218 JO puRy| urjool noqe 2w 3uiddng sem I[PIUE(
uaym Pw am Aep oy IPQUPWIYY,, 'SIAS AW SPIOAE
YOI} I2Y STEI[D AS[IEE] . 'SeM I [[¢ SILYI YSIA | 'ON],,
ordoad
30301 ® 03 suaddey rey Aoy ySuy 28eis axy ey,
w e Syl
Jo ameq oy 38 Teah 35w "pauaddey peq Sunpowog,,
(£8UTS 01

Pa7e28 9q 3249 noAk a1 Apoqawios pinom Ay, JONGSIP
Ul 1932301 Sumpunid smoiqaks Aw 99y e d1eIs |



I stop playing when I hear voices arguing.

“T don’t want to, Cam. Can’t you get somebody else?”

I pause with my fingers hoveting over the strings and
listen. It’s Cameron.

“You said you'd do it, Hailey. What else am I supposed
to do? Plus, not to be mean or anything, but you owe me.”

“God, Cam. How long am I going to owe you?”

I set the guitar down, lean it against the sofa.

“C’mon, Hailey, you know the deal.” .

I walk to the front door and stand behind Hailey like a
bodyguard, arms crossed over my chest, hoping it will
make my biceps look more substantial than they actually
are: ““You okay, Hailey?”

He looks surprised, then pissed to see me there with
Hailey, at her house. And in spite of my macho stance,
I’'m praying this isn’t the time he chooses to pick a fight,
when I'm stll really weak.

“Yeah, I’'m okay,” Hailey says over her shoulder.

Cameron looks like he wants to take me down, and I'm
glad he doesn’t know he could knock me over with one
finger if he really tried. But then he starts looking me
over from head to toe, shrewd eyes sweeping.

“So, Hank, where did you get that shirt?” he demands.
1 look down. Long-sleeved black T-shirt, white words.
From the high school lost and found. “I dunno,” I say.
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“Why are you so fascinated by my wardrobe, Cam?”

“Because my dad got me a shirt just like it from the
Nashville Music Hall of Fame. ‘That’s what it says on the
front. I lost that shirt about a week ago. The same time
you just happened to appear out of nowhete. Not 2 shirt
you see every day in Concord, Massachusetts, don’t you
think?”

Uh-oh.

Hailey rolls her eyes. “So what are you saying, Cam?
That Hank stole your shirt?” .

“I'm just saying it’s a really weird coincidence.”

“The world is full of really weird coincidences” I say.

“Look, Cam, I think you should go,” Hailey says. “We’ll
talk about that other thing later.”

Cameron glares at both of us, and T almost laugh out
loud. He’s trying to look all tough and badass with his
scuffed-up black boots and sideways cap. I fight the urge
to smack the hat right off his head.

“Yeah, we’ll talk about a lot of things later,” he says.
He jabs a finger in the air as he turns and heads back
down the front brick steps. “And I want my shirt back,
douchebag,” he says.

Hailey closes the door and leans back against it, biting

her lip. “Sorry about that,” she says. “Things with Cam
and me. They’re kinda complicated.”
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Kneeling in front of me without a word, she removes
the guitar from my hands and leans it against the couch,
and I let her do it. Then she puts her hands on both
sides of my face. Her lips are soft and sweet, like cherry
candy. I get lost completely in that kiss, the same way I
got lost in our music.

“So we're doing this thing, right?”” Her breath is warm

in my ear and makes me shiver. With where my mind is

heading, I’'m taken totally off guard by the question.

“Uh. Doing what?”

“The Battle of the Bands. After we sang together in
the band room that day, I actually started thinking 1
might be able to do it if you’ll help me. Will you, Hank?”

So. Hang on a second. Only a few days ago I realized
I can play guitar, and I'm already going to petform in
public? Am I crazy out of my mind? |

Well. Yeah, I am. For Hailey, T am. |

I nod, and she makes this happy mﬂamﬂ% sound. Then

“she kisses me again. |
-No matter what I’ve done or who I am, it’s clear that
this funny, talented, pretty gitl really likes me. So-maybe,
just maybe, when it comes right down to it, ’'m not such

- a bad person after all.
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