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    For my wife—my truest friend, my constant witness, the one who has never let me walk alone. Every Rewind begins and ends with you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some of us are born with empty frames where fathers should be. We spend a lifetime trying to fill them—not with faces, but with forgiveness. In the quiet between songs, we learn: to be kind is to continue, and to continue is to grow."
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Tagline: Some songs don’t just play—they pull you back.

REWIND: TRACK ONE

Something Happened on the Way to Heaven

by Glenn Diaz

© 2025 Glenn Diaz. All rights reserved.

Revision 1.3 — Minor Editorial Update & Immersion addition (2026)

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission from the author, except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

First Edition – 2025

Series: The Rewind Series

Book 1 of the Rewind Chronicles

Genre: Speculative Fiction / Time Travel Drama

ISBN (Placeholder): 978-1-000000-00-1

Imprint: Rivergrove Works Press

Cover Design: Glenn Diaz & Echo Studio

Interior Layout: Glenn Diaz

🎧 Immersion Experience

Music is part of the story.

Throughout REWIND, certain moments are connected to specific songs — not as background noise, but as emotional waypoints in Cal’s journey.

To experience the story as intended, you may listen along using the official REWIND: Track One playlist:

▶ REWIND: Track One — Immersive Playlist

(Available on Spotify — free listening supported)

As songs appear within the chapters, links (ebook) or QR codes (print edition) will be provided so you can listen as the story unfolds.

Listening is optional — the story stands on its own — but for those who choose to follow the music, the Rewind may feel a little closer.

Some songs don’t just play.
They pull you back.
For those who hear the Static and listen anyway.
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Inheritance in Shadows

The bobber drifted across the pond, ripples spreading like glass under the late-afternoon sun. Cal gripped the fishing pole, sneakers dangling above the muddy bank.

“Patience, Cal.”

Grandpa Will leaned back against the dock, the brim of his straw hat shadowing his eyes. His voice carried the calm certainty of someone who knew life didn’t bend to hurry. “The fish’ll come when they’re ready. You can’t rush what’s worth having.”

Cal squinted at the bobber. “What if nothing bites?”

Will chuckled, low and warm. “Then you’ve still spent the day outside with me. That’s worth more than a bucket of fish.”

They sat in silence. Crickets chirped. Wind moved through the trees. For a while, time seemed to hold its breath. Then Will spoke again, softer now, as if to the water.

“Cal... when you’re grown, and life pulls you in every direction, remember this.” He gestured at the pond, the fading light, the stillness around them. “Stillness has its own kind of strength. Don’t forget that.”

Cal looked up at him. He didn’t understand fully, but nodded anyway.

Will’s smile wavered, just for a heartbeat. “That’s my boy, Calvin Halloway.”

The name rippled across the water, stretching until it became the hum of fluorescent lights—no longer the splashing of water, but the tick of a clock on a polished office wall.

“Mr. Calvin Halloway?”

The voice was crisp, professional. Cal blinked. The smell of pond water was gone, replaced by leather-bound books and the bitter tang of coffee.

He sat across from a walnut desk. The lawyer adjusted his glasses and smoothed the will across the wood between them. “Your grandfather’s estate is... modest,” he said carefully. “But the house, the land, and all belongings within are yours.”

The lawyer slid a small envelope across the desk. Inside lay a single brass key. Old. Tarnished. Solid.
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Cal turned it over in his palm, the metal cool but strangely heavy, as if it carried more than its own weight.

“Guess I’m headed back to Rivergrove, then,” he murmured.

Back in Dallas, Cal moved through the ritual of leaving. Jeans and shirts folded into a duffel. A row of paperbacks stood untouched on the shelf, while a stack of records leaned against the turntable, their spines faded from use. The guitar in the corner he left behind—he couldn’t bring himself to carry its silence with him.

He caught his reflection in the window as he zipped the bag. Late-forties, tall but softened by years of quiet work. Silver threaded through dark hair at his temples. His eyes, tired but steady, looked back at him like someone he almost recognized.

Will used to say he had his father’s eyes. Cal never knew if that was true. He’d never known his father at all. Thomas was a name spoken rarely in the house — always softened, always unfinished, as if saying more would reopen something that never healed.
Will always said it softly, like the words carried splinters. Sometimes he’d start to follow the thought and stop, as if there were a room in his memory he refused to open.
The apartment was hushed when he set the duffel by the door. He slipped off his shoes, poured a glass of wine more for ritual than taste, and lowered the needle onto the turntable.

Vinyl crackled. Then, slow and haunting, the opening chords spilled out—In the Air Tonight.

The room seemed to exhale with it.

Cal leaned into the couch, eyes catching on the packed bags by the door. Tomorrow they would be in Rivergrove. Tomorrow he’d walk into Will’s house again, brushing dust off memories left too long.

The song built, Phil Collins’ voice rising, drumbeat pulsing like a second heartbeat in the room. Cal’s eyes drifted shut. The brass key lay beside his glass, glinting in the dim light.

The final chord faded, leaving the silence sharp enough to sting.

🎧 Listen Along: In the Air Tonight — Phil Collins

The bags waited.
So did tomorrow.
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