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My side hurt and was bleeding again, so I let myself

into the nurse’s office to get antiseptic and bandages.
The cut should be better by now, but it’s still red around

~ the edges and hurts to touch it. Worst of all, it reminds
me of Simon.

In my imagination Simon is a zombie, withered hands
reaching, eyes glazed, blood streaking down his fore-
head, nubby teeth grinning, Will he be looking for me
too, like Magpie and those guys who work for him? But
no, none of them can find me hete. There’s no way.

Don’t think abont it.

Walden Pond is a mirtor, reflecting gray-blue skies, the
pines, and oak trees with new leaves pushing out of fat
buds. Some people are out hiking, but the deeper I go

“into the woods, the more alone I am. Walking faster, I
break into this little trot, a comfortable jogging pace that
just feels good. Maybe I really did run track in my former
life, because running feels as natural as walking, as playing
guitar, as breathing, Somehow I’m even able to set aside
the pain in my side to focus on the running. My legs and
breaths settle into a thythm that calms every cell in my
body like meditation, like some kind of drug. Even
though my body is moving, my mind is relaxed.

A collage of images floats into my consciousness,

snapshot memories of Jack and Nessa, of Magpie and
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Simon. Thomas. There’s Hailey smiling at me and
Cameton glaring. Ms. Coleman. Sophie and Billy. In such
a short time, my weird disjointed life has put me in
contact with a lot of .Wnow_m. Some I'm glad to have
etched on my brain. Othets I'd erase in a nanosecond if
I could figure out how. |

Leaves and pebbles and pine needles crunch in
cadence under my sneakers, lulling me into a comfort-
able trance, and in this frame of mind, I try to access the
memorties that lie just out of reach.

Gently pressing my memory to the edge of places that
don’t feel safe, I think: Dad. Then I think: Mow. The
beast inside twitches in its sleep, but I refuse to surrender,
focusing instead on my pumping arms and legs, my
breaths. Inhale. Exhale.

Dad. Mom.

Like a camera taking a picture, an image of my dad
flashes behind my eyeballs. Tall man, dark hair, wire
rimmed glasses, gray eyes like mine, a kind smile. We ate
outside, Dad and me. We’re in the woods, building a fire.
We have sleeping bags and backpacks and compasses.
This is something we do togethet, something that
belongs to us. _

Now I see Dad clutching a suitcase, waving good-bye.

Thete are no words, but I know he is going, leaving
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Jamming my feet down, I find the pond’s spongy
bottom and push myself to the sutface, where I fill my

lungs with cool fresh air and cough and cough.

L5

I take the long way back to the high school, through the
woods, away from the streets. My tecth are chattering and
my body is shivering so hard it hurts. Icy pond water
squishes in my sneakers with every step and my cold,
drenched clothes weigh about fifty pounds, or at least it
seems like it. By the time I get there, it’s afternoon and
the school is already growing dark and silent under clouds
threatening rain.

Opening the back door of the school with Sophie’s
keys, I'm thinking of warm, dry clothes from the lost and
found and a hot shower in the boys’ locker room. But
then I'm stopped short by a shrill beeping sound. It’s
coming from the keypad on the wall near the door, which
flashes the words enter code in a small gray screen.

Oh crap. Even though I ommbnm__&m outside door with
the key, there’s some kind of backup security system that
needs a code. Just a few numbers punched in, that’s all. In
a panic, I pound a few keys, as if somehow randomly T’ll

hit the right combination. Stupid. After about thirty
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seconds, it’s all over. The burglar alarm starts screaming,
a continuous, pulsing wail. The police ate probably on
their way.

I run down the hall, toward the auditorium to my
hiding place above the stage. Just in time, I realize I’'m
leaving wet footprints behind me. The pond water is
squishing out of my sneakers leaving a trail. I duck into
the boys’ room, where I take off my wet sneakers, my wet
clothes, and quickly dry off with paper towels. Then I
wad up more paper towels, rush back into the hallway
and do my best to dry the footprints, pushing the towels
around with my feet. I run back to my hiding place,
dressed only in my undetwear, clothes bunched in
my arms.

Just as 'm scrambling up to the platform above the
stage, the sound of a door forced open echoes down a
long hallway. There ate low murmurs, voices I can’t make
out. Abruptly, the alarm is silenced, leaving my ears
ringing as I huddle in a ball, shivering. 'm tetrified that I
left footprints leading to my hiding place; sure they’ll hear
my heavy breathing and the jack-hammer of my heart.

Disembodied voices and footsteps echo through the
school. Approaching, closet. Too afraid to peer down
into the auditotium space, I tty to slow my breaths. Two

men are here. I hear their voices.
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Using Sophie’s _mmuau,H let myself in the nurse’s office

to put fresh _umbn_mmmm on my side. It hurts more than

before, and now there’s yellow pus oozing out of the
cut. The red skin around the cut is hot, and my face feels
hot too. At the same time, there’s this chunk of ice inside
me. So cold. I find blankets on a cupboard shelf, lie shiv-

eting on one of the cots, and the tide of sleep takes me

under in a heartbeat.

e

“Time to wake up, son.”

A voice jolts me from a dream, and my eyes fly open
to see a woman sitting in a chair like she’s been there a
while, watching me sleep. Gray-streaked, curly hair,
Young-old face with sad brown eyes. It takes a moment
to recognize the janitor. . )

“You're not supposed to be in here, you know.” Her
voice is firm, but also kind.

“I'm sotry,” 1 say politely, as if I've taken a wrong
turn and wandered by accident into her fancy rose
garden. “Ill go.”” My temples pound when T sit up.

But she just sits thete, head cocked to one side like
she’s in no hurty for me to leave. “It really is amazing
how much you look like Michael.”

“Michael is.. .your son?”

16
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Sophie nods, focusing dry eyes on the medicine
cabinet over my shoulder. “He died a few years ago,
when he was thirteen. Leukemia. But I bet he’d look a
lot like you now. What are you, seventeen? Eighteen?”

“Um, yeah.”

“By; the way, I also know you’te not a student here.”.
She frowns at me, but she doesn’t actually seem angry.
“You're lucky Billy isn’t good at remembering faces like
I am. You're trespassing on town propetty.”

“I'm sorry,” I say again. For some reason, I can’t lie to
this woman who watched me sleep and called me by her
son’s name.

“So, tell me. What are you doing in the nurse’s office
at six in the morning when nobody but the janitors are
supposed to be here?”

“I'm here, because—" A hundred lies pass through
my head and I discard them all. “I’'m here because I ran
away from home and there’s no place else to go.”

Her face is soft and sad as she reaches out to touch
my cheek. Her fingers are ice cold against my skin, and
I flinch. “You’re feverish,” she says with such deep
concern that all I want is to lie on this cot and let this
nice lady take care of me so I can feel better and find
my sister.

The distant sound of a man whistling off-key echoes

n7
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Plus, I'm running dangerously low on money. Something’s
got to change soon. A part of me actually considers
going back to New York to find Jack and Nessa. At least
that way, I wouldn’t be so alone, And lonely.

With my teeth I tip open a packet of Advil that T
bought at the convenience store across the street, and
wash them down with bitter coffee. Maybe if I can get
rid of this headache and stop feeling so dizzy, I’ll be able
to think straight. Like some wounded animal, T want to
curl up and hide until I feel better. Even animals can find
a cave or a hole in a tree where they can rest. Where can
Igo?

When the wortkets behind the counter in their goofy
paper hats start giving me funny looks and whispering to
cach other, I figure I’ve ovetstayed my welcome. I hit the
streets and just walk. One foot and then the other foot,
getting me somewhere. Anywhere, As if they know
where they’re going, they take me down the street to the
Concord Free Public Libraty. They take me up the stairs
and through the front door. Public building. Warmth.
Sheltet. I’m in.

At first 'm kind of surptised that it’s not the Henry
David Thoteau Memorial Libraty. T mean, isn’t every-
thing in Concord named after Thoreau? And when I
wander into the lobby, ’m sure at first that the life-size
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white marble statue of a guy sitting on a throne-like chair
is Thoteau too. I almost expect him to get up off his
matble throne and start yelling at me for being such a
failure. But the base of the statue says he’s Ralph Waldo
Emerson. That name again. Guess he was pretty famous
in Concord. One of Thoreau’s buddies, maybe. Whatever.

Damn, my head hutts.

“Hank?”

At first I think I’ve imagined someone saying my name.
But when I hear it again, I whirl around and see a big man
in black horn-rimmed glasses standing behind me in the
library lobby, smiling like he’s happy to see me.

I'look at him blankly.

“Hank, it’s me.” When I still don’t respond, he pulls
off the glasses.

“Thomas?”

He laughs at my stunned expression. “In the flesh.
Good to see you, Hank.” He reaches out a huge hand
to give me a cheerful smack on the shoulder that
actually hurts. .

“Good to see you,” I echo weakly.

“So what brings you to the library in the middle of the
morning?”’

“I want to take out books,” I say. Duh, I sound like

a mororn.
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created the Concord grape. That’s his claim to fame.
Another head is Louisa May Alcott who mostly wrote
books for gitls. Then thete’s Ebenezer who was a judge
and whose last name is Hoar. I bet he got teased a lot in
high school for that. When Thomas starts rambling on
about the statue of Bronson Alcott, who was Louisa
May’s dad and started some fancy progressive school or
something, my eyes start to glaze over, 1 hope Thomas
doesn’t notice. “And, of course, over hetre, is our friend
Henry Thoreau.”

Thomas points to another pedestal off to his right,
away from the other statues. On it is another one of
those head-and-shoulder deals, but this time it’s
Thoreau. T take a closer look, stare into those empty

white statue eyes. T don’t remember him having such a

huge nose. 4

“They all knew each other in Concord in the mid-
nineteenth century and moved around in the same
circles. I’ll look for one book of biographies that deals
with all of them if you want,” Thomas says.

“Yeah, sure. That would be great.”

He leans over his computer screen, starts tapping
away at the keyboard, and then jogs over to a nearby
shelf to grab a book. Sitting back down at his desk, he
leafs through it and attaches a yellow sticky note to each
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page that corresponds to one of the statue people. Then
he hands the book to me like it’s the fricking Holy Grail.

“Thanks, man,” I say.

Thomas nods at me, all pleased with himself, but then
takes a good long look at me and yanks off his glasses.
“You feeling okay, Hank?” he asks me. “Your eyes look
a little glassy.”

“Nah, I'm okay,” T tell him. “Just not getting enough
sleep, I guess.”

“You’re not still sleeping at Walden, are you?” he asks
in a low voice. .

I force a laugh. “Of course not. That was just one of
those things. Just that one crazy night.”

Thomas nods thoughtfully. “The night you fell out of
the sky.”

“Yeah.” T clear my throat, shuffle a bit, and pick up
the book. “Thanks for this,” I tell him. “T’ll go read it
right now.”

I duck into the next room, where there are tables and
chairs for studying. I sit at a round table near the window;,
and scan the biographies of all the statue people in the
book, including Emerson and Thoteau, just in case
Thomas decides to grill me about them. But my head
hurts so badly, it’s hard to focus. So when I’'m done, I

get up, cram all my stuff, including the library book,
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“Thomas, I can’t get the main computer to shut
down,” she says. “Something weird keeps popping up on
the screen. Can you come take 2 look?”

“Sure, Annie. I'll be tight there.” He turns to me and
says in a firm voice, “Well, you go home and get some
rest now, okay, Hank?”

With a little wave, T pretend to head toward the front
door as Thomas leaves the room. But as soon as he’s
out of sight, I struggle to make my mind work, try to
decide where to go, where to hide. What kind of secu-
tity system would a Eﬁm@. have, anyway? Cameras and
alarms? Motion detectors?

There’s no time to think this through. Next to the
couch in the lobby, there’s a grand piano, covered with
a woven brown cloth that almost reaches the floor.
When I hear Thomas’s voice rise in the other room, T
dive under the piano. By accident, T hit the pedals and
the piano makes a Bﬁmmma.u musical bang, T freeze. My
heart thumps so loud I imagine it can be heard echoing
through the entire library, Cowering, I wait for Thomas
to come in and discover my hiding place.

“Come on, let’s go already,” T hear the woman librarian
say to Thomas. “This place gives me the creeps after
dark.” T hear their footsteps approach the front door.
“It’s all your fault, you know. All that talk about the
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library being haunted. I'm going to have nightmares.”

Thomas laughs, apparently having forgotten all about
me. “Sometimes I swear they’re here, especially late at
night, trying to communicate with me.”

“You wonld think that.”

The library goes datk, and I hear the door click shut,
locked from the outside, and then all is silent. More
silent even than the high school, if that’s possible. Silent
as a tomb.

I wait a long time, to make sure they’re teally gone,
When I start to get a cramp in my leg, I crawl out from
under the piano. I don’t need to go far. The couch is right
there, inviting me to lie down and sleep. It’s too short for
my lanky body, but I don’t care. I collapse into it, feet
trailing over the edge. Just need a good night’s rest, and
tomorrow will be better. Tomorrow, I’ll figure out what

to do, how to find my sister. It'll all be better after I sleep.

Just as I start to drift off, there’s this strange shushing
sound, like the sizzle of the surf. But it gets louder and I
recognize what it is. Someone is in this room with me,
whispering. What the hell? T open my eyes to see who’s
here, except that nobody is. I’m alone. Well, almost.
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lizards. Broken shards of glass and twisted metal. Razor
blades and knives and meat cleavers and spikes. The
snakes slither toward me and I can smell rancid flesh,

Henry’s statue sits frozen on its pedestal, still intact,
watching me with a detached kind of sympathy.

L try to say, do something, Henry, but can’t make any
sound.

Bad spirits rise from the ruins of the statues then, curl
toward me and lean over to stare into my face like they
can extract information from me or maybe tap into my
life force, jealous that their lives are over forever and I’'m
screwing up mine. They touch my hair and pull at my
shirt.

Stop it. 1 try to swat at their fingers, turn away from
their cold breath on my face, but I can’t move. Go away.

Still can’t move, can’t speak, can’t shout, until at last,
I can.

&

R

“Get away from mel” Hear my own voice at last, feel my
body writhe.

“Shhh. Hank, it’s okay, you’re all right.”” Somehow;,
Thomas is here. Thank God, Thomas, Is here.

“Thomas, make them stop, make them go away.”
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“There’s nobody here, Hank, you’re just imagining it.
Youte burning up with fever, buddy” He has a cell
phone in his hand and puts it to his ear. :.Io;u_dﬁ.: be
here before you know it.” ‘

I grab the phone, jab blindly at the Off button, throw
it across the room, and scream at Thomas, begging him
not to call anyone.

“Jesus, Hank. Calm down. You need help.”

But 'm begging, shouting at him like a2 mental patient.
“Don’t call, please don’t call anybody, you don’t undet-
stand. Can’t let them find me.”

“Hank, look at me, open your eyes. Why can’t I call
someone to help you?”

“My sister.”

“Your sister, Hank?”

“My sister needs me, I need to go to her. And I can’t
help her if I'm in jail.”

Thomas rears back. “Jail? What ate you talking about,
Hank?”

“If you call somebody, they're going to lock me up.
Please. I beg you, please, Thomas. Please.”

My body heaves with sobs but I'm aware of this from
a distance, like I see myself from the ceiling, or maybe
Pm one of the statue heads back up on its pedestal,
intact and hiding the ugliness inside, looking down and
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