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				From birth, man carries the weight of gravity on his shoulders. He is bolted to earth. But man has only to sink beneath the surface and he is free.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jacques Yves Cousteau
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				In 2006 I published an article in a surfing magazine. A lifelong surfer read it, emailed me about how much he enjoyed it, and I married him two years later. To Lee - thank you for sending the email that changed my life forever. None of this would be possible without you.
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				Prologue
			

			
				Early October
			

			
				She knew. In her bones she knew they shouldn’t be there, and not just for legal reasons, but for all the tangled, convoluted nuances of maritime law that would undeniably stand in the way of ownership, should they find it. According to the United Nations Convention of the Law of the Sea, Canada shared maritime boundaries with Greenland and Alaska. That meant Admiralty Law regulations, plus anything involving old ships could be subject to the Abandoned Shipwreck Act. None of that mattered, though, did it? She’d already found it but hadn’t followed the rules. Did she ever?
			

			
				The captain had warned them of the storm, so she knew the risks and the timeline. Her gut told her she was too far in now to ensure enough air to reach the surface. But how could they possibly turn back knowing what they now knew, seeing what they’d seen? The unmistakable shape of a ship’s hull still shockingly intact, a spectral hand and wrist outstretched and frozen, pointing to a door, now corroded in rust and thick barnacles, barely attached to its hinge. Around the front, a shocking face glared, jaw open, of maybe an original sailor or more recently a salvage diver, knowing what fate would become him, recognizing his killer and certain of no escape.
			

			
				The eyes, laughing almost in the hollowed skull, had found it - the artifact no one in over two hundred years had thought of. She pictured the skeleton fragment as a living being, diving with antiquated equipment, slithering through the tight opening without his tank so he could grab it quickly and return in time to breathe. How many divers had perished from these temptations before? If he’d found it, that meant he’d done his research, knew exactly where to look, and had a cool enough head to hold the weighty secret in his heart. But how could he have known that one random British sailor had earlier in his life been a privateer on board a pirate ship and kept a king’s ransom worth of valuables hidden in the hull  for twenty years? How could the man have known this… without being the man himself? Or maybe an ancestor.
			

			
				Just one more moment, a few more feet and finagling her way through the narrow hole in the rusted hull. This had to be the place; it even looked like all her years of research foretold. In the flash of a moment, she felt the pulse of that threshold, knowing this was the line, the same line the dead diver before her had stood.
			

			
				Now or never.
			

			
				The storm on the surface made it the wrong day to dive. For her, it was the right day to die.
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				Chapter 1
			

			
				Late February
			

			
				I can see things in here, things the human living mind wasn’t ever intended to see. I know how it sounds, how it makes me sound. I’m just reporting from this strange place.
			

			
				I don’t know exactly where here is right now, but I also don’t think I’m dead. I seem to be waiting for something, but I don’t know what. I feel it, my body preparing me. Making plans – shoving things in corners, finishing less significant tasks before the insistent takeover. I can’t move forward until I find it, or it finds me. I can’t move at all for that matter, or breathe, or remember the before. This thing in my future, an intangible presence, will clutch onto my spine, feast on my innards till it’s eaten the whole of my vitality. And when it clicks into place, God help me. It’s happened before, I can’t see it yet but I feel its warm breath on the crown of my skull, descending like a promise of its inexorable coup.
			

			
				Inside the deepest me there is this knowing, a knowing of another knowing. It could be music, or a name, even a person.
			

			
				Genevieve Lucas. Yes, my bones vibrate inside as I say those five syllables in my head. Somehow, I know that Genevieve Lucas is my nemesis and my destiny.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Water has this smell deep beneath the surface. I recognize it from my scuba exploits so many years ago. A scent that’s simultaneously fresh and rank, laden with hope and death. More than that, though, the inky-blue unlit terrain is a secret cosmos unto its own. The lack of light brings about a different kind of perception down here, the way sensory deprivation in one way boosts awareness - and capabilities - in others.
			

			
				My arms are floating, and my body’s anchored to something soft, but with more form than a mound of sea vegetation or sand. More like a bed. But if I’m under water, how could that be? The brain in this state is capable of mysterious magic, though I can’t say exactly what state I’m in. I have pure awareness without the burdens of physicality. No, please, I can’t be dead. Can I? But then what is this watery grave? I say the name again to myself because it feels good and real and home to say it. Genevieve… Genevieve Lucas. It echoes, distorted by the water. I am submerged. Separate, but close.
			

			
				All the Zombie apocalypse movies I’ve watched aren’t helping. I try opening my eyes wider but only see the same bubbly nothing all around me. What’s odd is that my arms and legs can move. I try kicking and punching, but my torso and pelvis are anchored. I feel anger moving through me. What the fuck is going on? I’m a detective, dammit. So detect.
			

			
				Okay, what’s the last thing I remember? A case, a young girl at a club shot at close range on the dance floor and nobody heard a thing. We found our suspect, Jimmy Breslin, who’d been drinking at the same club every night since, as if paying vigil to his victim. We followed him, cornered him, we had him. And now I’m here in this floating nightmare, a house without windows. Something must have happened after that, happened to me, and that’s the reason for this transcendent in-between. Coma? It must be, because nothing else makes sense. I admit it’s not completely unpleasant, either. Peaceful, serene almost, but with no way out. It’s a quiet jail that comes with a dull ache in my heart. I’m getting used to the pain now, the pain of knowing.
			

			
				Wait, now I’m diving again, maybe part of this same dream, if that’s what this place is. The frigid water seeps into tiny holes in my wetsuit. My body’s shivering and I’m eyeing the surface, or at least the direction I think is the surface. Then I look down and see something. A dark outline of some structure. On one side there’s seaweed, brown and fine. No, it’s… hair. Brownish red, the color of seaweed half flowing with the water’s current, the other half held down under its head. I use my fins to move toward it.
			

			
				Something yanks against my waist. Dammit, my partner pulling my cord, a sign that we’re heading back up. I see you, I say to the figure down there. You’re not dead, I can save you. I see her. Please, one more minute. She’s just—
			

			
				Two tugs this time, harder, more insistent, a reminder of life and death. Turn back now or else.
			

			
				A hand pushes outward from the body, a woman. Oh my God, she’s alive. She’s… there’s no… how could she be down here without any breathing apparatus, how could she possibly be…? But she’s moving. She sees me. I can feel her presence inside me.
			

			
				One final tug and the cord’s pulling me backwards now against my will.
			

			
				Genevieve Lucas.
			

			
				The name feels right. I see her head and shoulders now, buried under the two-hundred-year-old ship. Of course she’s dead. She’d have to be, right? Who are you and why are you haunting me? What do you want? Did you bring me here to this liquid jail?
			

			
				The cord pulls me away from her and I feel myself sobbing. I see light from the surface. I’m rising with the pull from the cord, my partner three feet ahead looking back to make sure I don’t escape, knowing full well that is my intention.
			

			
				Terror.
			

			
				Terror.
			

			
				I’ve seen it. It’s coming.
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				First metal, scraping sounds, like a soft roar. Then something clinking against another surface.
			

			
				I returned to the dark, watery cosmos because it had become a respite. Floating, cool, buoyant, graceful, like being rocked by an invisible mother in a chair made out of heaven. Could I stay here forever? Memories were mashed up in this place, a kaleidoscope of the past – a smelly boathouse, an old man with a strange accent.
			

			
				Then that scraping sound again. Oh. My. God. What was that fucking noise? Rage now, born from a low spot in my belly, rose in a red fire up to my chest. Everything irritated me, and every body part hurt. The back of my head, left side. Something happened there. Trauma.
			

			
				“Okay, are we ready?” someone said. “Are you all asleep over there or what?” A man’s voice.
			

			
				“Sorry, Doctor. Yes, ready.”
			

			
				“Just going from one bed to the other now, very gently. Lift him now. On three. One… two…”
			

			
				Wait, no. That was… I felt something. Pressure. Fingers under my sides and butt. Where was I?
			

			
				“Did his eyes just flutter?”
			

			
				“I saw it too. Go ahead, get him settled onto the other bed. Yep, you got it, that’s good.”
			

			
				“Repositioning, one second, okay.”
			

			
				“Good. Gently move away now. Nurse…”
			

			
				“I got him. Vitals are… still fine. I’m seeing—”
			

			
				“There, again! I saw it.”
			

			
				“Detective?” the first voice said. “Detective Farin, can you hear me?”
			

			
				Yes, I heard you. Why can’t you hear—
			

			
				“Blink your eyes if—”
			

			
				Why couldn’t I answer him? I hear you, for God’s sake. Can’t you hear me? I was talking, moving my mouth, feeling the sensation of the movement but there was no sound. It was like glass separating me from the world, this bright, awful world I don’t want to be in.
			

			
				Metal scaping again and this time I knew it was a door. Please just kill me if I have to endure that sound again. My legs were throbbing, this was new. Okay, let’s start on an inventory of pain: head pain, check. My neck and shoulders were fine. My forearms ached, like deep in the bones, same with my hands. Oh, my head. I’d seriously die if I heard that screech again. Where did my blue cosmos go? I was no longer floating and could feel my heart beating irregularly. My skin seemed hot instead of cool. Why was everything so loud and pointy? I want to go back. Someone listen to me. I don’t belong here. Take me back, please. Somebody! Take me back to my liquid under.
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				A warm presence slithered in from a prick in my right elbow, I’d felt it climbing up my shoulder into my neck a few hours ago before I slept. They must have sedated me. And I now knew what happened to me and understood the effect it’s had on my brain. Oh my God. The fingers that pressed into my body when they moved me from one bed to another gave me a glimpse of something, though not a glimpse from my own head… but theirs.
			

			
				Whoever it was, they’d been thinking about TBI. I knew that acronym from my medical training: traumatic brain injury. Was I seeing or hearing their thoughts? There must be a name for this freakish new skill.
			

			
				“Eyes open, here we go. Mr. Farin. Kurt, blink if you can hear me.”
			

			
				I blinked and nodded my head, eyes squinted but anxiously glancing up at the fluorescent lights. I tried to tell her, the bulb-nosed woman leaning over me, with my eyes that the lights were killing me, that they literally hurt. Eyes, lights, back and forth. Come on, are you getting it?
			

			
				“Nothing,” she said.
			

			
				“Mr. Farin, blink back if you can hear me.”
			

			
				I fucking hear you! I’m blinking my eyelashes off. I tried to talk but something wasn’t working. Something wasn’t connected yet.
			

			
				“He’s disoriented,” the woman explained to someone behind her.
			

			
				Do you think I’m gonna bite you? I can’t even move my arms. Wait, I wriggled the fingers on my right hard. Okay, progress. Toes next, left foot, right. I drew in a breath, careful not to pull it in too deeply because the tubes in my nose and mouth could cause me to cough.
			

			
				I imagined sitting up and swinging my legs off the side of the hospital bed, placing my feet on the floor, and sinking down into the blue cosmos. But all I could do now was wiggle my toes. The staff didn’t seem to notice my success, because they were just staring at my eyes. What the fuck’s the matter with these people?
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Some measure of time had passed, because the light in here was different and everyone was gone. Thank God. The air smelled like antiseptic, a hospital smell, but I loved the fact that there was a smell and I could detect it. I raised my eyes up to the ceiling, then down to my chest, side to side, my body remembering how to move outside of the blue sphere. This was earth. Corporeal existence. California, a hospital somewhere.
			

			
				I’d coordinated a sting operation at a grungy, punk dive in Oakland called The Stork Club. A nightmare of a crowd, sweaty bodies jammed together like sardines and a wall of music that sounded like two Mac trucks crashing headfirst over a heavy bass and cymbals. Two weeks earlier, Jimmy Breslin, fresh out of prison, had shot and killed a nineteen-year-old girl right there. I still needed to talk to her parents. I was sure my partner Vaughn had done that, but I needed to do it myself, to let them see what happened to me. Then again, would it matter and why would they care? They’d lost a daughter.
			

			
				My head was pounding but only on the left side. I moved my fingers like simulated piano playing, and they all moved correctly and according to the wishes of my brain. Good, one uncertainty resolved. I raised my left arm now, slowly, cautiously. The air in the room was cool, but this was not ICU, I could tell. I reached high and bent my left elbow to touch the left side of my heeeaaaa--- God what’s wrong with me? Eyes squinted, chest heaving up and down. Was this crying? My head hurt but not just out of physical pain. My fingers had barely even touched my left temple, then I literally couldn’t stop my sobs. I was still intubated, and I was going to choke if I didn’t control myself.
			

			
				Could I extubate my endotracheal tube myself? That would undoubtedly result in a loud beeping sound and cause a nurse to tear down the hall in their tennis shoes to check what had happened. No. I could wait. I pulled a slow breath in, then out. And again. I needed rest right now as much as I needed oxygen. Because if my suspicions were correct and I’d been unconscious, the next phase of my life was gonna be hell.
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				I returned to the blue cosmos in my head for a spell, a few hours maybe, and it felt different now. If I was indeed in a coma when I first discovered being there, of course it would seem different if I had now emerged from that pre-conscious state. I could move my eyes, fingers, toes, and could feel the sensation of air coming into my body through my nose. So I’d emerged. And now it seemed the blue cosmos was gone forever. Hot new tears slid down my cheeks.
			

			
				Some new realizations:
			

			
				1 - Everything made me feel like crying now. Too much water in my cup, not enough, and literally any kind of lights felt like death.
			

			
				2 - I determined that I’d been unconscious for several days, according to the date I heard on someone’s TV, which led me to number three.
			

			
				3 - I can hear things. Not voices inside my head or anything, but things I shouldn’t be able to hear. For instance, all the rooms in this hospital had to be about 200 square feet with 1-2 foot wall thickness separating one room from the next. If the room beside mine didn’t have their TV on, whose TV was I hearing? Also, I could hear someone from the nurse’s station answering the phone with, “Zuckerberg San Francisco General.” How could I or anyone possibly make out sounds from that far away? My hearing had always been normal – not better than average, just average.
			

			
				“Why’s it so dark in here?”
			

			
				A woman’s voice, one of my nurses, followed by a raspy, smoker’s cough. I could smell it on her uniform. I watched her enter my room and flip on the overhead light while staring at my face, like she assumed I’d cry out in pain. I pointed to my tube and made a motion with my fingers, then pointed to my nose and took a few breaths in and out.
			

			
				She made some notation on her tablet, mumbled to a man in the hallway, then the two of them approached my bed for the extubation. How did I know this? Because I was awake enough and it was time. Even so – how did I know it was time?
			

			
				They used a suction tool to remove any debris, then quickly deflated the cuff built into the ETT, the endotracheal tube that held it in place. I could have narrated the whole procedure. New realization – I was a doctor, or I had been once… before my biggest failure.
			

			
				“Take a deep breath now,” the woman said as the tube was pulled out of my throat.
			

			
				I coughed gently, which I knew was a good sign considering all the potential pitfalls of that procedure. Vocal cord dysfunction, airway trauma, or spasm of the larynx were common enough.
			

			
				I looked at the water cup on my bedside table and knew they’d need to wait at least an hour before starting to rehydrate me. A mask was fitted to my face for extra oxygen, with a directive to cough every so often to keep things loose. Amazing how quickly the body forgets something as primal as breathing and swallowing.
			

			
				Alone in the room for thirty minutes, I pulled off the mask and grabbed the greenish yellow sippy cup, the kind they give to toddlers. The cool water went down fine but the color of the cup bothered me. This was realization #4: along with my severe light sensitivity came a sudden color sensitivity, neither of which I’d ever had before.
			

			
				I’d read about traumatic brain injury in medical school and knew all of these things could be considered common for TBI patients, especially just days after coming off sedation. NDEs they called them, near death experiences. Though most of my medical training had been in pediatrics, the first four years were general medical training. The specializations didn’t come till my internship and residency. I recalled that children had a much easier time recovering from TBI than adults. So the likelihood of extreme sensitivity was high, and hopefully temporary. Time would tell.
			

			
				And time was the fifth realization of this new, deteriorated Kurt Farin, the defective detective. Ha! My belly rumbled in lieu of a laugh. Was I ever defective right now. Time, since my emergence from the blue void, had a presence. I could almost see it. Remember those scenes in the Predator movies from the eighties, where you could see something clear and translucent moving past the camera – a texture different from the world itself? I could see time passing slower than usual, people moving in slo-mo through something more viscous than just air and light. And sometimes it skipped forward, too. Not fast-forwarding but actually skipping to a different time marker in my near future. After the raspy-voiced nurse left my bedside, time skipped again, or maybe I just dozed. Apparently I could talk now, though I didn’t remember my first words after waking. I’d heard the staff saying that I’d repeated the word terror while I was asleep.
			

			
				I widened my eyes to see a figure darkening the doorway. My daughter, Brooke Farin, twenty-four years old who on her worst day looks like a supermodel. I felt my mouth twitch on the edges seeing her there, shoulders hunched, head low, gazing down at me as if to say, “Is it really you?”
			

			
				I reached for her. She approached easily, proving this was not our first meeting since I’ve been here. She was crying in her subtle way of swiping tears with the back of one finger, followed by a sniff. A new dread arrived in my head – what had I told her in my stupor? Did I mention Genevieve Lucas, or some of the other things my new brain had revealed? It frightened me because no one could know yet what I knew. I needed time to process it all and validate what was real and what was artificially manufactured by my altered consciousness. The brain unplugged from itself for several days was like an unmanned lawnmower. And I was just beginning to discover where it’s been.
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				At some point in the past day or so, my speech improved and I began to eat. But the buzz of the overhead lights still unglued me to the point of concern. I had a vague taste of lemon in my mouth from some kind of yogurt. There were no words for how vile the inside of your mouth felt after being unconscious for three days. And yogurt just made it worse, though I understood the logic of its cocktail of nutrients.
			

			
				Brooke was at my bedside feeding me, wearing the same wrinkled t-shirt she had on last time I saw her.
			

			
				“Drink this,” she said.
			

			
				I sipped from the toddler cup, reminding my body of how quickly I’d regain strength from basic eating and drinking. She squeezed my arm and I knew how she felt - not because of my defective-detective special powers but because she was my flesh and blood.
			

			
				“I’m glad you’re here,” I managed, shocked by the clamor of my spoken voice. I sounded worse than Nurse Raspy. Brooke was avoiding my eyes but kept her hand on me, holding on to something she didn’t wholly trust.
			

			
				“I’m okay,” I said.
			

			
				Her head dropped to my chest, caving into the pain she’d been probably holding for weeks. I held the back of her neck, embracing her, caring for my daughter in a way that was involuntary and primal.
			

			
				“I’m okay,” I said again. “Better every minute.”
			

			
				She looked up, the shame of her tears like a pox on her soul. Lifting up, she used the back of her hand to wipe every trace of them off her still-luminous face. “There’s a lot to say,” she started. “And nothing to say.”
			

			
				I considered the comment.
			

			
				“Do you remember anything?” she asked.
			

			
				A Cheshire cat grin spread across my face.
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				“Just marveling at the irony. Yes of course I remember everything. It’s just probably not what you remember of the past week.”
			

			
				“I have no idea what that means.”
			

			
				I shrugged in response.
			

			
				“Where did you go?” she asked, her face full of wonder. “Was it terrible?”
			

			
				She was right - so much to say. To report, to relay details about my blue cosmos. I couldn’t tell her about Genevieve Lucas, not yet. I might tell someone, but not her.
			

			
				“Your nurse will be back in a few minutes,” she said when I didn’t answer. I could see in her face that she knew I was holding something back.
			

			
				“I’ll give you a million dollars if you can help me brush my teeth.”
			

			
				“You’re set up for that in the bathroom.” She pointed. “The nurse is gonna help you get up, and she and a physical therapist will be here soon. No million dollars needed. Not that you have a million dollars.”
			

			
				“Wait, I have a million-dollar life insurance policy. Are you sorry I didn’t –” Lucky I caught myself before saying something she might never forgive me for. How could I be so crass when lines of pain and fear had woven into her young face? “I’m so sorr—”
			

			
				“I don’t want your million dollars,” she clapped back. “Just need you to stick around for, say, another thirty years.”
			

			
				“Let’s get me through the next week, then we’ll see.”
			

			
				I felt another squeeze from her hands. “How do you feel right now? Are you in any pain?”
			

			
				“Yes.”
			

			
				“Where?”
			

			
				“Everywhere. Name a place.”
			

			
				“They have pain meds but they’re being very careful,” she said. “There’s a specialist who’s been talking to me, a TBI specialist. And also… Alena and Vaughn.” She watched my face and braced for a reaction.
			

			
				“They’ve been here with you the whole time?” I asked.
			

			
				She nodded.
			

			
				“Are you feeling rebellious right now?”
			

			
				“What - breaking you out of here or something?”
			

			
				I waited.
			

			
				“Don’t be ridiculous. If you could see how you look right now, you’d never ask that.”
			

			
				Watching emotion move through her face, I knew what they did, suddenly, why they’d sedated me. Jimmy Breslin’s bullet must have flown past my head and grazed my skull. The impact of its speed, inertia, and trajectory likely caused me to fall and hit my head on the hard floor, probably causing a concussion, after which they intubated me, sedated me, and put me on a ventilator. It was the smart thing to do, and the right timing.
			

			
				“Break out? No of course not. I just want to go to the bathroom and splash some water on my face and brush my teeth. Please, I beg you. Who knows when they’ll get here. I’d go myself but I might end up in a heap on the floor.”
			

			
				She pulled away to scope out the hallway. That’s my girl.
			

			
				“Well, you’ve still got a catheter in. Hopefully I don’t have to help you pee.”
			

			
				“Water on my face and brush my teeth, that’s it, promise. Nothing gross. Don’t get too close though, I’m sure I smell terrible.”
			

			
				“They bathed you, like sponge baths, when you were… you know.” She lowered her eyes. “The under place.”
			

			
				“Good word for it. Let’s go, before they get here.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Walking was easier than I expected, though I was paying more attention to foot placement than the sensation of balancing my body weight because Brooke was my crutch. The tiny bathroom was no more than ten steps from my bedside, five of which I did myself without Brooke’s attendance. Relatively certain I could stand in one place and brush my teeth on my own, she stood guard at the door.
			

			
				“Hurry up, I see her,” she said.
			

			
				But I wasn’t hurrying. I was savoring every blessed second of the minty, gritty mush in my mouth cleaning all the bacteria that I’d no doubt built up in my vacuum. God knows what kind of dental chaos was going on in there right now. My skin showed the wrinkles of someone twice my age, and my dirty blond hair looked brown. It didn’t matter what the mirror showed me, because I felt like a million dollars, comparatively speaking. I leaned over to splash a few palmfuls of water on my eyes and cheeks.
			

			
				Water. The blue cosmos. But this didn’t feel at all like that water. It wasn’t cool or thick or reassuring. It didn’t feel like an invisibility cloak and it had no smell. It just felt… wet. I put some of the pump-soap in my hands and lathered it, then went a little bit crazy with it – forehead, scalp, eyes, cheeks, chin, neck and throat, now ears, a literal soap-gasm. I might wet my pants. I was breathing heavily and got a little lightheaded as I splashed and rinsed off all the soap. With her eyes in the hall, Brooke passed a mound of paper towels to me. I opened them up, held them in my hands and tossed them in the trash. The air would dry my skin.
			

			
				“She’s coming.” Brooke collected me from the sink, shuffling me back to the bed. “Here,” she said and used her sleeve to wipe water from the tip of my nose and a speck of soap from my ear. “Better?”
			

			
				I took a long breath. “You have no idea.”
			

			
				“You did pretty good there.”
			

			
				“I’ll be jogging around the building this weekend.”
			

			
				“Better not.”
			

			
				“Good morning,” Nurse Scary said, a young man and an older woman in tow behind her. “We’re gonna get you up for a short walk just around your room. Okay?”
			

			
				“I don’t know, I feel pretty weak.” I winked at Brooke, who was perched on the edge of the only chair in the room, my partner in crime.
			

			
				“Hey,” someone said from the doorway. I knew that voice. Vaughn, my partner, and the first time I’d seen him since I woke up. His dark brown hair looked shorter, mouth formed in his signature wry smile, but his glassy eyes told a different story. Maybe I meant something to him after all.
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				I feigned weakness, shuffling at first, wobbling and holding onto the wall, to make the hospital staff feel useful when I took twenty-five steps around the room on my own. They all had smiles on their faces. Hopefully they’d leave me alone for a while. Kurt: 1, Hospital: 0.
			

			
				“Quit showing off,” Vaughn said and leaned on the side of my bed after I was settled back under the covers. He reached his hand up and took mine in his typical bone-crusher grip. “How was your… nap?”
			

			
				I watched him, remembering his face.
			

			
				“There’s so much I want to ask you,” I said. Understatement.
			

			
				“Well, all I’ve got are questions. Not sure I can help you there.”
			

			
				A nurse shouldered past Vaughn out the door, then jerked her head back with a glare. “Visitors can stay for fifteen minutes at a time right now. Mr. Farin desperately needs to rest.”
			

			
				“Yes ma’am.”
			

			
				In those fifteen minutes, I mostly listened to him talk – about the case, the club, watching his patterns of behavior and remembering he was one of the best investigators I’d ever worked with. My mind drifted to when I was first hired by the San Francisco Police Department and they assigned me to him, and how that went over at first.
			

			
				“What?” he asked.
			

			
				“Funny,” I mumbled.
			

			
				“They told me you’d need to relearn everything including how to concentrate on one thing at a time.”
			

			
				How could I explain to him that I was living in two realms at once? No, I wasn’t really capable of paying attention and following a line of verbal discourse. It’s true - I was too distracted to concentrate – but there was something else. This new me was so easily bored.
			

			
				“Okay. I’m gonna let you rest, and I’ll be back tomorrow. You—”
			

			
				“Wait.” I death-gripped my partner’s arm.
			

			
				He stopped and stared. “What is it?”
			

			
				“We have to find her.” I whispered the words but knew he heard me.
			

			
				Vaughn lowered his eyes to the floor. “We did find her, buddy. Don’t you remember?”
			

			
				He was talking about the girl in the Stork Club, Leticia Ames. I was talking about someone else. Genevieve Lucas. Was I ready to share, and could he be trusted?
			

			
				I must have looked like I was about to cry, because Vaughn sat on the edge of the bed and leaned close to my face.
			

			
				“I saw something down there,” I said, nervously eyeing the door behind him.
			

			
				“Down… where?” he asked.
			

			
				I blinked back. “Not something. Someone.”
			

			
				“Okay, wait. You mean—”
			

			
				I cleared my throat, preparing for my pitch. “I need you to bring me a police composite artist.”
			

			
				“Um,” he said, and released an anxious laugh.
			

			
				“I saw someone, under water,” I whispered slowly. “And I have to find her.”
			

			
				Vaughn got up and walked around the bed, fumbling through the odd assortment of objects the hospital staff put on the rolly-cart in the corner. “You said her. Was she alive, this woman, wherever it was that you saw her?”
			

			
				I didn’t know if he was just playing along or if he bought into my nonsense. “I honestly don’t know.”
			

			
				Long sigh, then he crossed his arms at his chest.
			

			
				“What?” I asked.
			

			
				He shook his head. “Just surprised, sort of. There’s nothing wrong with your brain obviously, or your ability to communicate, or manipulate.”
			

			
				“Manipulate?”
			

			
				“Never mind. You said she was under water, this woman. Was she diving? Were you dreaming about diving?”
			

			
				I watched his eyes, still deciding. “No, and it wasn’t a dream. But yes I think she’s alive, or it seemed so. I need to capture the image of her, and I need a sketch artist to do that so I can analyze the image and run it through facial recognition software.” I reached out my hand and he was already shaking his head. “Please,” I pressed. “You have the power to do this, and you’re the only one who can help me.”
			

			
				“I can see there’s nothing residually wrong with your brain. You’re back to your crafty self. I’m sorry but no. I can’t assemble a team to-”
			

			
				“Not a team, one person! The sketch artist we always use. What’s his—”
			

			
				“Kurt, come on,” he stopped me. “I can’t mobilize even a one-person team for a lead based on what an injured detective saw in a coma.” He paused for effect. “You know that’s the equivalent of a tarot card reader. Not gonna happen.”
			

			
				Of course it was out of the question. I was awake and alert enough to know how it must have sounded. But I could tell from his eyes that he at least believed that I believed what I was asking. That was something.
			

			
				I’d mismanaged that request, and I watched him leave obviously thinking I was out of my mind. I knew what the TBI specialist was telling him and Brooke. Alena Broderick was another story. She’d been my lover once, for a few months, but had been my friend and fellow diver since we were teenagers. I dreaded seeing her most of all, maybe because I could never hide anything from her. And now I had so much to hide. They left me here, in this room with no windows, watching annoying images blink back on the wall-mounted TV screen of my treatment plan and upcoming appointments. At some point, two nurses came in and removed my catheter. As if having a catheter wasn’t bad enough, having two women remove it was enough to induce suicide. Time to get out of here.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I tried balancing my own body weight, but the floor was too slippery in whatever socks they’d put on my feet. The cool tiles felt sublime on my bare skin when I pulled them off. Now I could grip the floor and stand up straight without feeling like I was about to collapse. I started with laps around the room, back and forth, first holding onto things, assessing how air felt coming in and out of my lungs, the rush of blood through my veins. So far I could see, breathe, drink, swallow, eat, pee, and speak with very little impairment. Good. Let’s take it up a notch.
			

			
				I pulled open my door and glanced down the empty hallway. When I didn’t see anyone for two full minutes, I took a left out of the room, hugged the walls so I could grip the railing if I felt faint, and then took a right down a long corridor toward music. It sounded like chill instrumentals. My gait normalized quickly as I rediscovered a sense of balance, and the halls were empty, save for two men comforting a crying older woman.
			

			
				Signs took up all the available wall space. Exit, No Exit, Out of Order, Proceed to Nurse’s Station. I noted that Zuckerberg San Francisco General Hospital also had the words Trauma Center in its title. Made sense that they’d brought me here.
			

			
				The room with the music was a large, two-person setup, empty with a window that showed a short stretch of dark orange from the last remnants of dusk. The color splash lit the tips of evergreen trees and part of the path around the back of the hospital grounds. Pretty. I moved toward it into the empty room, gliding almost, creeping quietly in bare feet, enjoying the power of independent movement, still curious if I could even live in this place anymore. I plopped into a chair by the window, gasping from exertion. Now just a scant triangle of orange lit the corner of my view.
			

			
				When I squinted, I was transported somewhere else, now in a chair far from the window, looking out at grimy glass with cobwebs on the screen. In this other place it was also dusk. I could see the edge of a house, half of a catalpa tree, and in front of the dirty window a rocking chair. A thin, brown-haired, middle-aged woman gripping the wooden arms, teeth gnashing, eyes wild, death taking her over. Who was this poor soul and why was I able to see her? I took a moment to reassess my surroundings and ground myself in the angry buzz of fluorescent lights overhead.
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				I knew I’d have to deal with Alena Broderick at some point. While I was still mentally rehearsing my words, she showed up the next morning with two cups of Philz coffee. I didn’t have the heart to tell her I’d somehow lost my passion for it in the blue wild. I pointed to the light switch and made a down motion with my finger. She flipped it off. I allowed her to kiss my cheek, having just washed my face again in the sink. I sipped the dark, hot brew and closed my eyes, letting her think the taste of it was heaven but really just grateful for the idea of caffeine again. I could feel the stimulating effect after the first swallow, bringing me to attention, ready for action. Was I, though, ready? Not for her.
			

			
				We did the typical hospital deal – her sitting cautiously on the edge of the bed, talking softly, trying not to tell me what I inevitably wouldn’t want to hear. Her experience as a medical case worker, specifically for TBI patients, was too much of a coincidence. Then again, her work wasn’t generally with this hospital system. I knew she’d have a vested interest in my release and recovery. She had an apology in her eyes, I could see it.
			

			
				“Just tell me. Did you get yourself assigned to me?” I asked.
			

			
				She shook her head and a piece of her strawberry blonde hair slid down from her ponytail in front of her eye.
			

			
				“No?”
			

			
				“Yes. I was just wondering how you—”
			

			
				“How I knew? Gonna be a lot of that so get used to it,” I said. “What does this mean, exactly, right now?”
			

			
				“For us, you mean?” she asked.
			

			
				“I mean can you get me the fuck out of here?”
			

			
				“Well, not immediately, no. There’s a lot we - they - need to find out first.”
			

			
				I shrugged. “Like what? I’m in the 11%, right? I can walk, go to the bathroom. I can eat, drink, and swallow. I can speak, and my mental capacity appears normal, or for me anyway.”
			

			
				She drew in a long breath. “The 89% mortality rate is for typical coma patients. Your condition, where we sedated you, has a much higher recovery rate. Yes you’re doing fine. We need an MRI and an EEG, and if those are also fine, you’re probably out of here in the next couple of days.”
			

			
				My chest loosened when she said it. “Couple of days, that’s fantastic. Why the look of gloom then?”
			

			
				Alena got up and paced, hands in the pockets of her long, brown jacket, which looked good with her tall, leather boots. Always stylish and trying to be so, which somehow diminished the effect.
			

			
				“Has anyone explained to you what you’ve gone through?” she asked. “Gunshot wounds to the head come in many different flavors.”
			

			
				They hadn’t told me anything yet, but I remembered them from my training. “Penetrating, perforating, neither of which applies here. I thought the bullet just grazed my skull.”
			

			
				She shook her head. “They intubated and sedated you for airway protection because of a concussion and blood loss from when you fell. You have a tangential wound from where the bullet grazed your head. It didn’t lodge itself into your skull or dermis, but there are still lots of complications here.”
			

			
				I knew what they were, and how most of them were rare. Still, I needed to let her talk. “What are you concerned about?”
			

			
				“Brain hemorrhaging, intracranial lesions are all possible, not to mention the lodging of bone fragments into the brain cavity, which can cause severe complications to a normal recovery and all of these were ruled out already. Going forward, we’ll need to watch for neuropsychiatric changes, problems with concentration or coordination. You’ll need to be very closely monitored, to say the least. But some of the symptoms you’ve been manifesting are, well, unusual for your type of injury. I’ve talked to your medical team about it and no one really knows what to make of it.”
			

			
				“The light sensitivity you mean?”
			

			
				“Photophobia yes, extreme sensitivity to daylight. We’ll monitor you and hopefully it will subside over the next few weeks.” She stood at the foot of the bed. “You used to complain about the light after some of our dives,” she said. “Do you remember?”
			

			
				Even now, I can remember every moment of them. How bright the sun was in our eyes after the darkness of being underwater, and how Alena’s eyes were a shade of dark blue I’d never seen on anybody else.
			

			
				“Also some things you were saying.”
			

			
				“I know, terror. Brooke told me.”
			

			
				She nodded. “Some other things too, but you said that over and over. Do you know what it means?”
			

			
				“Brooke thought maybe it was ‘terra’ referring to a place or a venue, or a geographical location. I have no idea,” I said. “Why is that important enough to keep me from going home if I’m otherwise recovering better than most coma patients?”
			

			
				“We’ll proceed with the tests that have been ordered, then we can talk more.” She moved back to the edge of the bed and placed her palm on my chest.
			

			
				“Would you have missed me that much?” I asked.
			

			
				She stared at her hand without answering.
			

			
				“Hey, did you hear what my new nickname is now? The defective detective.”
			

			
				“You’re defective all right. Just not in that way.”
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				The next morning I could barely keep my eyes open. Blood draws, multiple tests, and medical interrogations still didn’t explain my lethargy. Had they sedated me again? The ‘normal, typical, customary for traumatic brain injuries’ answer was getting old.
			

			
				I napped my way through the MRI, just saying the word fine whenever they asked me something. Yes, fine. No problem, fine. Same for the EEG, where they taped tiny wires to my head and gave me directions like breathe, open your eyes. Forty minutes later I was back in my room. I flipped off the overhead light, wrestled with the most uncomfortable bed I’d ever been in and eventually passed out after they brought in a lunch tray. I didn’t eat. Nurse Ratched would be in to harass me about that on her rounds. I was too tired to fight.
			

			
				Where are you, Genevieve Lucas? She’d contacted me once, so logically it could happen again. Couldn’t it? I sank low in the bed, in my mind, down to the floor, the core of the earth, eyes wide and searching for the outline of the wrecked ship and her chestnut hair, this ghostly specter of a woman whose name my soul knew. I said the words out loud, but they came out distorted because I was talking under water, like tiny echoes trailing each syllable. Where-where-where are-are-are you-you-you? I know you’ve got something to tell me because you chose me. I need to know why, not only because I think you need my help but because our fates are inextricably linked.
			

			
				Terror. Brooke told me I’d said this in my sleep. I saw her now, the woman - the edge of her hair sticking out from under the buried hull of an old ship. Terror. There it was again. That word. I’m not afraid, I see you. I called to her, gliding through the thick, blue water. I had no breathing apparatus and didn’t need one here. This was home, I knew this place, this ship, and the woman trapped there. Can you hear me?
			

			
				Come, the voice echoed. The body trapped below hadn’t moved, but I heard it.
			

			
				My forehead felt strangely warm in the cool water. I willed myself forward, faster, but it wasn’t working because I wasn’t propelled by anything other than gravity and the natural pulse of the current. I drifted forward, inch by inch, blinking in the water to get a better look at the structure surrounding her covered body. I saw a wooden hull, and the curve of a bell on deck.
			

			
				Don’t be afraid, the voice said to me.
			

			
				I felt myself sinking but didn’t seem to be getting any closer to her. I’m coming, I’m not afraid. I can’t seem to get to you. Help me. What do you need to tell me? What’s your secret?
			

			
				You are the secret, the voice said. I heard it more clearly this time, a deep, sultry voice.
			

			
				What does that mean?
			

			
				You’re hiding from the missing pieces of your past. Are you ready to know the truth now?
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Dad. Dad…”
			

			
				Brooke, her voice strained with panic. Did they think I was dead? How long had I been under? How deep had I gone? I touched my chin – my new gauge of time. By the stubble I’d probably been asleep for several hours.
			

			
				“I’m fine, I’m awake. See?” I brought Brooke’s hand to my mouth and kissed it. Her eyes looked wild. I made an effort to sit up and look alert, for her sake. “See, I’m okay. What did I miss?”
			

			
				“I couldn’t wake you.”
			

			
				I smiled. “Did you have your hand on my forehead at one point?”
			

			
				She nodded. “You felt it?”
			

			
				“Yeah.” I nodded. “I was dreaming and I noticed my forehead felt warm. That was you.”
			

			
				“What were you dreaming? Diving again?”
			

			
				I didn’t remember telling her anything about the blue cosmos or what I’d seen there. I hadn’t told any of them. No one. I reminded myself to be cool and not get defensive, especially around Brooke. Of course I adored her, but a deeper agenda, a sort of sinister guile set into my face when I realized, in that moment, that I might need an ally.
			

			
				“How do you know that?” I asked, making sure my voice was casual and easy.
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				“What I’d dreamt about. Did I tell you? I honestly can’t remember.”
			

			
				She pinched her lips. “It’s all you ever dream about. Mom used to say that.”
			

			
				“Say what?” I hadn’t thought about Caitlin in a long time. A comfortable, lovely long time.
			

			
				“About you and diving. She used to say there was a part of you that never left the bottom of the ocean.”
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