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      Aya

      Aya knew the bulldozer would arrive at dawn, but she wasn’t sure she could wake up early enough to handcuff herself to the damn thing—or whether she would be arrested.

      It would have been a beautiful morning to burst out her door, run to the mountain bike, and take off in the cool summer air. Unfortunately, she had to wake Emi, who never got up early unless she had to work.

      “I don’t know why you’re doing this, Aya,” complained Emi, burrowing into the small couch. “I had enough early mornings during residency to last me a lifetime.”

      “So you should be good at it,” said Aya, zipping up her jacket as she poked her friend’s shoulder.

      “No,” said Emi firmly. “This is my vacation.”

      “Come on,” begged Aya. “Don’t you want to see me in leopard-print handcuffs?”

      They were all she had been able to find at the last minute.

      The lump on the couch stirred. “Yes,” said Emi. “Actually, I do.”

      The sky was already turning pink as they left. The mountains surrounding the town of Love Hollow were still dark, but the stars were no longer visible, and the dog walkers were already out.

      Aya fiddled with the handcuffs in her pocket. For all her bravado, she was secretly terrified of getting arrested. Since she was already low on funds, the idea of not even being able to get a low-earning job was terrifying.

      Emi, apparently unbothered by those thoughts, was still yawning. “I mean, I know you liked to sit on that rock, but it’s just a rock.”

      Aya was not going to share her reasons. It was not just a rock, but the rock itself didn’t matter anymore. So much more was at stake.

      “Let’s go,” she urged her friend. “If we miss it, they’ll start driving the bulldozer around, and we’ll have to catch it.”

      Emi laughed. “I am not chasing a bulldozer. If we’re late, this is off.”

      When they arrived, Aya took out zip ties. They would be less impressive, but she just couldn’t face the thought of leopard-print handcuffs. Construction had been happening for weeks, but as obnoxious as the tents and stages might be, at least they would go away once the crowds did. The rock, the one with the perfect view of her past, where she had once been able to sit and imagine a beautiful future… If they took that away, it would be gone forever.

      And again, Aya reminded herself, it wasn’t about the rock. It was about her family’s history. She pulled out a little baggie of zip ties, noting in dismay that they were pretty thin. Maybe she could pull the sleeves of her hoodie down a bit so that wouldn’t be as noticeable.

      Emi made her own zip ties so loose that she was able to easily slip her hands in and out. “That’s it,” she said. “Aya, you need to wear the handcuffs.”

      Aya grumbled, but she was secretly glad she was the one who would wear them. If Aya ended up trapped with a bulldozer, at least Emi’s hands would be free for a rescue.

      “Can you cover them with my sleeves a little bit?” Aya asked. “That way, the pattern won’t be so obvious.”

      “I would murder someone for a cup of coffee right now,” Emi said, grinning as she pointedly ignored Aya’s instructions.

      It was barely dawn, and the sun rising over the mountains was a sight that never failed to touch something in Aya’s soul. She was sure there had been sunrises when she was in Boston, but she certainly never noticed any of them.

      “I have coffee,” said Twyla, strolling over with a huge grin on her face. No matter what she was doing, Twyla always looked like she was dancing. She still had the permanent turnout common with former ballerinas, and her lithe frame had a knack of making even the most casual clothes look fantastic.

      “Twy,” groaned Aya. “Go away! Nobody is going to take our protest seriously if you’re here with a latte.”

      Twyla raised her eyes. “I’ll have you know this is a thermos full of coffee I made myself. Not some fancy schmancy latte. But I suppose I don’t have to give you any.”

      Emi was pretending to be serious. “Yeah, you’d better not have any, Aya. What if you need to pee?”

      “What if you do?” asked Aya, glaring as Twyla twisted off the top of her thermos and filled it up for Emi.

      Emi pulled a hand out of the zip tie, waggled it around, then put it back through. “That’s why you keep these things loose, champ.”

      “Seriously,” Aya begged. “Twy, you have to leave.”

      “You should be telling me to stay. If the local press doesn’t show up to cover the story, did it even happen?”

      “I really think you have a conflict of interest here.”

      She lowered her voice. “Of course I do! I’m a huge Noah Kato fan. The man, the music, the magic. Speak of the devil!”

      She looked over her shoulder, and Aya whipped her head around.

      Oblivious to Twyla’s and Emi’s reactions, she stared at the man. Shouldn’t the person who’s supposed to operate the bulldozer be arriving first? Why is Noah striding toward us, looking both more casual and more handsome than he ever has in his music videos, smiling ever so slightly?

      “L-Ladies,” he said. “Good morning.”
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      Noah

      Strangers often thought Noah stuttered because he was nervous. But other people who stuttered knew it was the other way around. Because Noah stuttered, it made him nervous. Sometimes, it made him very nervous.

      But as he gazed at the bulldozer, stuttering receded into the background. He had many other reasons for him to feel nervous.

      He recognized the three women instantly. Aya was crouched by the bulldozer, tightly attached to a little bar next to one of the wheels with a strange pair of leopard-print handcuffs. It was still chilly, but her whole face had gone red. Noah felt constantly self-conscious about his physique, since it was pored over and criticized on gossip sites, and he couldn’t help noticing that the years had been exceedingly good to Aya. She looked embarrassed but indisputably hot.

      Emi, sipping coffee with one hand on the bulldozer, was grinning. She’d had a tough time in high school, but Noah had heard all the gossip about her medical school accomplishments and her time as chief resident. He wasn’t surprised that she radiated confidence.

      The other woman was either Twyla or Martha. Back in the day, Noah had always been able to tell them apart, but it had been a long time since he’d seen either of them.

      He often stuttered on names, anyway, so he found something else to say. Best to start with a vowel. He needed to sound authoritative, and getting tripped up over a consonant wouldn’t accomplish that.

      “I hope you’re planning to leave by the time the work gets started,” he said. “We’re on a very tight timeline here, so we have to move things along.”

      “There won’t be a festival,” said Aya, staring up at him.

      Emi suppressed a laugh. The other woman whipped out a notepad and began writing. Noah realized she must be Twyla, not Martha. He vaguely remembered hearing that Twyla had left a job at some major newspaper in order to come home and write for The Love Hollow Post. Noah never read his hometown newspaper, as all the articles about arrests and minor tragedies were just as depressing as the national news. But if Twyla had gotten up early in the morning to try to get a story on the little confrontation, she must really love her job.

      He had to shut it down.

      “The festival will be starting really s-soon,” he said, coughing a little bit to try to disguise his stutter. “We’ve gotten all the permits that are required. Our crews have been hard at work.”

      Aya glared. “Permits are one thing. You didn’t even think of asking for permission from the Zion Creek Memorial Museum.”

      Her tone was biting as she used the full name of the place, and Noah looked away. Technically, Aya was wrong. Noah had thought of it, and Grace Kim, his PR manager, had recommended that they take that step. She had been very forceful, in fact. So Noah had told her it was fine. He said he knew everyone on the board of the museum as well as the director and had gotten their blessing.

      Only parts of that were true. And if Grace came out to the site in the next few minutes, she would know for sure that they had a potential public-relations disaster on their hands. It would be terrible for not only the festival but also for Noah. Grace usually kept a cool head, so when she got angry, it was terrifying.

      “Look,” he said, holding up his hands. “I’m sure we can work something out.”

      “Yes,” said Emi. “Thank God. Can we go convince Mama and Baba Chang to open early? I’m starving.”

      Twyla smiled, still taking notes. “They won’t do it for you, Emi,” she said. “You left us, remember? They’ll do it for me.”

      Noah’s stomach rumbled. He was flooded with memories of the Changs making baozi and savory pancakes for him on weekends. Noah hadn’t even been a member of Emi and Aya’s little club, though he hung around Aya enough to have some sort of honorary status. The Changs’ restaurant was the first place outside his home where his skill with chopsticks was looked on with pride, not mockery.

      Though Noah ate Chinese food all the time in LA, somehow, it wasn’t the same. He had to use the private dining rooms to avoid being recognized, which tended to mean he was stuck with only the most expensive restaurants. Otherwise, he had to get takeout. It wasn’t like eating at Chang’s, with its faded calendars and spotless lazy Susans.

      Aya was the holdout. She looked beautiful, sitting in the dirt next to the bulldozer, her long hair braided back. She was wearing jeans and a college hoodie. He admired her choice of the UC Santa Cruz Banana Slugs, one of the zaniest mascots. She had at least two advanced degrees, including a doctorate, but she probably wouldn’t wear any sweatshirts from those institutions. It wasn’t like Aya to brag. She had probably always been too smart for him, and she was definitely too gorgeous for him too.

      Noah forced himself to stop staring. “So, let’s meet later, okay? At my office. We can work this all out,” he said, addressing the group.

      “No,” said Aya firmly.

      Noah was instinctively annoyed. If she had any idea the amount of work he had put into the event, the amount of time, the tiny details that seemed to take days to work out… But she was a typical academic, just sitting there, expecting her idealism to get things done.

      “Deal,” said Emi, whipping her hand out of the zip tie and standing up. “More coffee, Twyla. There’s a good girl.”

      Twyla squinted at her. “I don’t really have to listen to you, Emi. You’re not that much older than me.”

      “But I’ll always be older than you. That’s the point,” said Emi. “I’m that thing. I forget what it’s called. Kouhai?”

      “Senpai,” said Aya and Noah at the same time. Their eyes met, and they looked away.

      “The rock needs to stay,” said Aya quickly.

      Noah shook his head, hoping his voice sounded firm. “We’ll talk about it. I’m sure my assistant⁠—”

      “We’ll come by your parents’ house later, Noah,” said Emi. She took some nail clippers out of her pocket, snipped Aya free of her zip tie, and gave him a jaunty wave. “See you then!”
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      Aya

      The Love Hollow historic downtown was made for tourists, though they usually only had an influx in the summer months, and in recent years, that tide had slowed to a trickle. The  streets were full of historic buildings, and after the mall had closed, some of the storefronts had been rehabilitated. Throughout that time, the Changs had kept their restaurant going, and they had always lived in the two-bedroom upstairs. One of the problems with their relatively small apartment was a lack of kitchen space, so they used the restaurant for all their personal cooking.

      That virtually guaranteed that anyone who dropped in would get to eat amazing food. Twyla led them right in the back door, and Mama Chang fussed over all of them.

      “Only three of you,” she said. “Not eight! You won’t be lucky.”

      Twyla gave a wry grin. “Emi is lucky, I guess? Right?”

      Mama Chang understood immediately. “Ah, Emi! Yes, you did get married, you lucky girl. But you married so quickly! What? You didn’t want your friends to be bridesmaids? Why the rush? No shotgun wedding. I can see that. You’re too skinny.”

      Emi gave a tight smile. “It was an efficient wedding. I didn’t have that much time between finishing residency and starting work.”

      “Enough time to get married,” said Mama Chang.

      Twyla, ever the reporter, gave her a curious look. “I’m sure there’s more to that story, Emi.”

      “If there is,” said Emi a little sharply, “I don’t plan on sharing it.”

      Mama Chang only smiled, shaking her head as she walked back to the kitchen.

      Twyla sat back, looking stung. She might be a reporter, but Aya knew that Emi had always been gentle with her. Aya looked between them for a moment.

      “Emi,” she said slowly. “Why did you come back?”

      For the first time, Aya realized that Emi was in a very tender moment. She was a newlywed. Yet almost as soon as she returned from her brief honeymoon, Emi had come back to Love Hollow alone. Why isn’t she with Charles, cherishing the rare moments of time they might spend together?

      “I came for you,” insisted Emi. “What are you still doing here, Aya? My education took forever, but it’s over now. What happened to yours?”

      Aya was silent for a minute. “We’re only twenty-eight,” she said. “Lots of people finish doctorates in their forties.”

      “You’re not lots of people,” said Twyla. “Xiexie, Mama Chang!”

      The women gave a chorus of thank-yous as a scallion pancake appeared on the table. It had arrived so quickly that either Baba Chang had made it while Mama Chang interrogated the newlywed, or they were simply serving up the food intended for their own breakfast. But Aya knew it would be useless to protest.

      The pancake was quickly followed by three bowls of tomato-and-egg-noodle soup. Aya, Emi, and Twyla had been raised on Japanese and American cuisine, so they couldn’t handle it when Mama Chang made dishes that were authentically spicy. They loved the blander Chinese staples, though.

      “I don’t have time to finish my doctorate,” said Aya. “I’m running the museum singlehandedly.”

      Twyla hid her grin as she slurped noodles, but Aya noticed.

      “You don’t need to say anything,” she snapped.

      Twyla winked. “I get it! No comment. Speaking of which, do you think you could get that sizzling celebrity to agree to be interviewed on camera?”

      “He doesn’t do interviews on camera,” said Aya. “He’s self-conscious about his stutter. He’ll let you record him but only if he trusts you not to use it.”

      “Wow, you sure do know a lot of details,” said Emi. “Are you sure you haven’t been in touch?”

      “Everybody knows all that,” snapped Aya. “It’s all over social media.”

      Twyla and Emi gave each other a look.

      “Oookay,” said Twyla, putting down her chopsticks. She always ate quickly. Aya put it down to her status as a thin person. Twyla never ate slowly, took small bites, or pretended to have a delicate appetite. Why would she?

      Aya, on the other hand, had learned that so-called “curves” were perilous in the real world. When she had dessert, it was in the privacy of her home. She only ate well with friends, not with colleagues, and definitely not on dates. In fact, a few years ago, she had deleted all of her dating apps, feeling a sick sense of satisfaction as the last one disappeared from her phone. What’s the point of giddy vulnerability anyway? She had tried falling in love, and it had ended poorly. Besides, there was little point in aiming for marriage as some kind of end goal when it statistically would mean lots of stress and a shortened life expectancy for her. Only the constant successes she found in academia had been a balm for her brief foray into serious dating in high school. There was no dignity if you had to leave your study carrell and go scramble around, trying to make yourself attractive and uncomfortable.

      “If Noah’s not going to be interviewed, I at least need some sort of local interest puff piece,” said Twyla.

      “Why aren’t they having you do the hard news?” Emi asked.

      Twyla shrugged. “I was on sports before this. If I have to go to one more Rangers game, I can’t answer for the consequences.”

      The Love Hollow Rangers were the high school football team, and Aya gave a weak smile at the thought. “If I got you on camera insulting the Rangers, that would be a local-interest story.”

      “Then I wouldn’t have to quit my job. I’d be fired.”

      “Or killed,” Emi agreed.

      “So, an interview? An exclusive with the fabulous and gorgeously single Noah Kato?” asked Twyla, fluttering her eyes at Aya.

      “Don’t you have a conflict of interest?” asked Aya.

      Twyla and Emi grinned at each other again.

      “Not as much as you do. Tell me—are you going to wear something nice when you go meet your high school sweetheart?”

      Aya shook her head. “No idea who you mean. As you may recall, I was perennially single in high school. Oh, and what a coincidence! I still am.”

      Emi, the newlywed, had apparently turned into an old matchmaker as soon as she finished saying her vows. “You and Noah were perennially crushing on each other in high school,” she said. “Weren’t they, Twy?”

      “It was disgusting,” confirmed Twyla. “Way grosser than if you’d been in an actual relationship.”

      Aya finished her noodles. As dignified as she liked to seem, she never had any restraint around Mama Chang’s cooking. Even in high school, when she was mortified by her appearance, gathering with her friends to make dumplings in the Changs’ kitchen always made her feel better about it all.

      “I need to get back to work,” she said. “Twyla, find another interview subject. And Emi, stop grinning. It makes you look ridiculous. Come help me unpack the shirts for the Pilgrimage.”

      “Ooh, are you going to wear one later when you meet Noah?” shouted Twyla as they walked away.

      Aya pretended not to hear.
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      Aya

      As they were leaving, they came across a young family. A woman with a sleek brown bob was shepherding two boys and a husband, all in polo shirts, along Main Street.

      “We should get Chinese,” her husband said. “I’d love some egg foo young.”

      Emi smiled at the family. “They’re closed today,” she said.

      The man stared at her. “All day?” he said.

      Aya nodded. “Yes.”

      One of the boys scowled at them. “But you were just in there,” he said.

      Aya’s eyes narrowed, but Emi interrupted. “Friends of the family,” she said smoothly.

      The other young boy pulled out his phone. “There’s nothing to do in this town,” he grumbled.

      “Actually,” said Emi, “if you’re here for a bit, my friend runs the Zion Creek Memorial Museum. You should check it out. Closed at the moment, but it’ll be open tomorrow.”

      “Is it in Zion Creek, though?” asked the woman, looking into the Changs’ restaurant as if she didn’t believe Emi’s assertion. “Is that far from here?”

      That gave Aya the opportunity to launch into her pitch. She hated doing a hard sell to random tourists, but with everything that had happened in the town, she had to get the word out about the museum.

      “This used to be a town called Zion Creek,” she said. “After the war, the town decided that the name was too deeply tied to Japanese American internment. So they decided to rename and rebrand, basically. The name Love Hollow was born, and with it, lots of slogans and merchandise.”

      “Love Happens in Love Hollow,” said the father a bit too cheerfully.

      “Exactly,” said Aya forcefully.

      “What war?” asked the older of the two boys. He looked as if he were at least fifteen. Aya guessed they weren’t from Idaho and wondered what history curriculum had failed them.

      “Word War II,” she said, trying to inject patience into her voice. “After the attack on Pearl Harbor, Japanese American families were considered a security threat. Over a hundred thousand people were forced to live in so-called ‘relocation centers’ like the one here in Zion Creek. In most cases, they lost everything. Their homes, their farms, their property.”

      “That’s crazy,” said the boy, looking up from his phone. “Then what happened?”

      “They had to do the best they could after the war,” said Aya. “Many moved away. A couple of families stayed in the area, as there was one particular farmer who offered them work so they would have some kind of compensation.”

      “Well, there was formal compensation,” said the father of the boys as his wife started steering the younger one toward the diner down the street. “The government provided compensation.”

      “Twenty thousand dollars per person, issued a few decades later,” said Emi with a smile. “After a lot of the people were dead. Pretty cheap price for freedom, huh?”

      The dad only shrugged, but his son pulled out his phone. Aya couldn’t see if he was fact-checking or just getting back to social media.

      “I don’t think they’ll come,” muttered Aya. “Thanks for trying.”

      Emi shrugged. “I thought I could be diplomatic,” she said. “I guess I still can’t.”

      “Nope. Neither can I. And that’s why I’ve ruined the museum.”

      “Don’t say that,” said Emi as they watched the family go into Dottie’s Diner. They were probably relieved to be entering an establishment where they wouldn’t have to encounter any more opinionated young women, even if it meant missing out on egg foo young. Aya hoped they hadn’t driven paying customers away from the Changs.

      “It’s only the truth,” said Aya, turning away. “But whatever. Let’s go back to my mom’s. I need to get a few things done before this crazy meeting.”

      Her grumbled response made Emi smile.

      “Yes, crazy meeting Noah Kato after all these years, isn’t it?”

      “Emi,” said Aya, “don’t even start.”
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      Aya convinced Twyla and Emi to drop her off in the driveway of Noah’s parents’ house. The last thing she needed was the two of them twittering around, trying to get her to react as they relived every moment of high school. It was one reason she wished she’d gotten married. Apparently, the only way to survive in a small town as a single person was to ignore the way everyone tended to yell at you about getting back together with your high school sweetheart.

      “I’m over him,” Aya muttered, shuffling her feet as she climbed the stairs to the Katos’ home. “They should get over him too.”

      Standing on their porch, she shooed Twyla away. Twy drove off in her beater of a car but not before stopping to whisper something to Emi. Aya tried to reclaim some of her dignity, pretending not to watch as the car left the neighborhood. She didn’t need an audience for the little reunion.

      After high school, she’d felt the loss of the Kato family almost as deeply as she felt the rift that had come between her and Noah. The two families had always been close, and her mother was a frequent visitor there. But every time Aya visited, she stayed away. She and Noah had been together often growing up, taking trips out to the Kato farm to visit the uncles who still lived there and fidgeting through Saturday Japanese lessons with Noah’s grandmother. All of her friends from the Single Lady Dumpling Club knew what it was like to be one of the few non-white high schoolers in Love Hollow, but only Noah’s family understood the trauma of internment—as well as the particular kind of madness that had led a group of four young people to stay near the site of the trauma rather than flee to other cities, hoping to escape racism, or back to California, the only home they had ever known.

      The dry breeze reminded her of the times she had stood there in high school. On many days she’d just been waiting for Noah so they could spend time together, studying or watching movies. She loved Japanese horror flicks like the original Ringu. He was terrified of them, but they provided a good diversion from the pressures of school and, eventually, an excuse for the two of them to get extra cozy.

      Then there was that last night, the one before graduation, when she had come over to his house only to leave his porch without speaking to him. What more was there to say? She would only have been humiliating herself if she had gone through with the conversation, so she had walked home in a rare summer storm.

      Before she could lose her nerve, the door swung open.

      “Come in! Come in!” said Mrs. Kato, smiling deeply. “It’s cold out there.”

      “Aya!” said her husband, who was lying on his belly in the living room. The principal of the local high school, Dr. Kato was a dignified man, someone who wore a suit even when he was just heading to the grocery store on a weekend. Aya quickly realized he was lying on his belly because there was a beautiful baby next to him, a dark-haired little girl who had clearly just learned to crawl. She burbled, and though Aya had never really longed for a child, she felt a pang of panic. How on earth has Noah managed to keep his kid out of the press? She was fairly sure he wasn’t married, so maybe that was how things had stayed private. Who’s the mother? She must be white. The little one had the same hapa look that Twyla and Martha had shown as babies. Aya had more ambiguous features. Because she had her father’s eyes, she was often mistaken for Latina or South Asian.

      Mrs. Kato shook her head. “Being a grandparent is everything they say it is, of course. But if she spits up on that carpet one more time, we’re just going to have to move.”

      Mr. Kato maneuvered himself into a sitting position with some difficulty. “How’s the doctorate going, Aya? Good old Pile High and Deep? I would never have finished mine if it wasn’t for okaasan over here pushing me.”

      Aya smiled. It had been a long time since she’d heard a PhD referred to as a “Pile High and Deep”—of manure, presumably. It was the sort of joke academics made when they didn’t take their work too seriously. Her thesis advisor never made jokes like that.

      Mrs. Kato shook her head. “It would have been better if we’d waited to have children. But both of us working, two little ones, and having to drive to the farm every weekend to help? It was far too much.”

      “Yes, clearly, you’re doing nothing now,” said Aya, taking off her shoes. She hesitated, wondering if she could move closer to the baby but not knowing precisely what to do with it.

      Dr. Kato’s cheery expression faded. “I’m sure your mother told you about everything that happened just before you came back. What a mess.”

      Aya shook her head. “My mom didn’t want to worry me, but I did hear a little about it after I took the position at the museum,” she lied. She had heard almost everything. The whole town was a hotbed of gossip, and her heart went out to Mr. Kato. He was tougher than he looked, but surely a firestorm of controversy wasn’t what he’d thought he’d be dealing with when he took the principal job.

      Mrs. Kato’s mouth was in a thin line. “I told him he should quit. I almost did. Said it every day, in fact. But if the two of us left, what then? So now we’re in a pickle. Neither of us can retire, but going on as we have is awful, frankly.”

      “It’s part of our duty,” said Mr. Kato. “Part of what we’re being paid for. We have to deal with every person we encounter. We can’t simply pick and choose.”

      “Please don’t say this is just because I want to be picky,” said Mrs. Kato, but she caught herself. “I’m sorry, Aya. Noah is expecting you, but he went for a walk, and I’m not sure whether he’s back.”

      It really wasn’t like Noah to abandon his kid with his parents, going off for a walk and not returning. In big cities, it was more common to have kids a bit later, but twenty-eight wasn’t exactly a crazily young age anywhere. And where would the mom have gone to? Is she with Noah?

      With even more dread, Aya tried to force a smile. “Sure, that’s fine. I can wait.”

      “Why don’t you go find him,” said Mrs. Kato, who was bringing toys down from a box on her mantel and handing them solemnly to the baby. “He won’t be far away.”

      “Sure,” said Aya, taking only two steps back to the entrance and slipping her shoes on. “Thank you.”

      As she closed the door, she could hear Mr. Kato scolding his wife for scaring her off with all their talk of the town drama. She gave a small smile. Clearly, Noah hadn’t told them the real purpose of her visit. If they had any idea, that was the drama they most certainly would have focused on.
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      Noah

      The mountains behind Love Hollow were most beautiful in summer, and Noah had a perfect view from his perch next to the creek. If he could just sit there, bathing in the beauty of nature, he wouldn’t mind meditatively watching the seasons pass. He longed to go up in the mountains and hike, forgetting about all the pressures that were converging on him.

      Noah kept track of the time using his old-fashioned watch, the kind that had to be wound, and he kept it as a sort of talisman. The higher he went in the music world, the more he noticed that everyone around him had expensive watches. His hadn’t been cheap, setting him back over thirty thousand yen on his first trip to Tokyo, but it wasn’t nearly as expensive as some of the status symbols he saw other guys wearing on their wrists. And it helped him maintain his hipster image.

      Of course, if things played out the way he was afraid they might, he wouldn’t be able to sell it for much. He remembered some story he’d read about New Orleanian musicians pawning their instruments then buying them back. If his label kept refusing his ideas, his earnings wouldn’t be high for long. Coming back to Love Hollow was supposed to ground him, to make him feel like it wouldn’t be so terrible to get a “real” job if he had to. Instead, it had done the opposite. His
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