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Come on in you might as well hear this too

One day your mind took flight and it flew

‘Round the trees you thought were waving at you

Oh things just don’t seem like they used to




— “Won One”

Traditional Folk Song

Composer Unknown




















Part I







STOLEN SONGS, STOLEN IDEAS










1

OCTOBER 1969










MOWING THE LAWN IN October sucks. Will it be the last time of the season? If so, the show has to go out in style. If not, practice makes perfect. 


My cousin and I cooked up a plan. He’d set up on the porch with my guitar, facing the intersection on the block between our house and the high school. As the afternoon exodus began he’d signal me with a few notes once the coeds cruised by and I’d take it from there. Didn’t matter he couldn’t play guitar worth a darn. When the signal was a noise, noise was all you needed. 


How did I learn guitar? Mimicry. Hear a song, copy the song. It wasn’t hard. Not for me. My cousin put on headphones and immersed himself in a Hendrix tune, but what came out of the amp did not sound like Hendrix. Barely sounded like guitar, though I guess that was true of Hendrix too in a different way.


I always mowed the side yard first to pump myself up. A literal green room for dress rehearsal, sound check, that sort of thing. Technically undress rehearsal, since undressing might happen later if you catch my drift. 


Strip mowing wasn’t the name of the game, but it’s a funny way to remember it. First I’d kick off my shoes. Feeling the brush of the blades below my bare feet got me going. My old man said cutting the grass barefoot was only good for a free toe amputation, but he didn’t understand. Wouldn’t have delegated the chore to me if he had. The texture of the turf, the smell of the sod, the melody of the motor, and the grating guitar tone all melded into something magical. Blades upon blades upon blades. Something special to set the stage.


Jimi—no, Jimmy. I’ll use his real name since I already said he didn’t sound like Hendrix despite the phonetic similarity. Jimmy tried to play the chord we’d agreed to as the showtime signal. I pulled off my shirt and tossed it against the house, made sure the beer bottle was properly situated in the back pocket of my shorts, and focused on mowing the straightest line I could.


A horn honked and a girl hollered, but I didn’t lose my stride. Focus on the grass. Smile, but not too crass. Nonchalance earned whistles and screams. It’s how I built my following. If maintaining a reputation wasn’t a reason to mow barefoot in October, what was? Blades of grass, blades of metal. Pickup trucks, it’s all connectal. Not my best rhyme, but not a bad rhythm.


When the next car hit my peripheral vision I wiped my not-so-sweaty forehead and reached for the bottle. Bit the cap, spat it out, glug glug glug ahhhh. I called this routine the beer commercial for obvious reasons. The clip they show at the forty-ish minute mark just before an episode reaches its climax of a final act.


Around this point I tried to sneak a peek at the next vehicle in the procession, but my view was obstructed by an oncoming figure dressed like a surgeon in full scrubs. Halloween wasn’t for a couple weeks, so this cat had to be a real medical professional. Too young for a doctor. Maybe an orderly? Lab tech? Hopefully not a leftover from the loony bin. Something about him was familiar. I had an inkling he’d been here before, and that feeling left me uneasy.


“My parents aren’t home,” I said in my cheeriest Eddie Haskell voice, “but if you come back later they may want to make a donation.”


“Donation?” 


I only half heard the confused visitor repeat me. My brain tripped out over the wild, spirally four-letter logo embossed on his uniform. “Figured you were from a hospital when I saw that outfit on you. Never heard of LBDG though.” Or had I? Done gone was the first phrase my mind chose to fill the back half. Dog-gonit was the second. What about the LB prefix? Equally familiar, if only I could remember. If only. If only. If only. I was singing to myself again. Not a bad chorus. 


“I just got off work,” the solicitor continued. His speech sounded scripted. “I wanted to talk to you. Ask a favor, actually.”


Now I know hospital boy here hadn’t said anything controversial, but right about now I completely lost my cool. Interrupting the parade of ladies to ask me a favor? Nice try, jerk. Distract me when a song idea comes to mind? If only, fool. My head filled with other F-words I didn’t normally use, but I was riled up enough to tell this sucker off.


“Who do you think you are, interrupting me when I’m entertaining?” I threw the beer bottle at his feet. Grass doesn’t break glass so instead of shattering it foamed up right quick and made him jump a little. I swear it looked like he never quite landed after the leap, but I wasn’t thinking straight at the time so it wouldn’t be honest to retroactively add that detail. 


“You’ve got me wrong.” He flashed an open hand. “There’s this girl—“


“I don’t need any help getting dates from the likes of you. Now get outta here!”


“If you’d just let me expl…owww—”


That’s when I punched him. Quick jab to the jaw, one and done. As he sank almost but not quite to the ground—possibly hovering though again that’s too crazy to be verifiably true—I cocked my fist back and threatened him again. “Are you gonna get, or do I need to knock you into next week?” Not that good of a line, but the freak sort of laughed at it before standing up and darting off into the late afternoon sun.


Now here’s the rub—and this part I definitely remember, heat of the moment and all. He stood. Ran maybe twenty or thirty feet in this unusual gait I can’t describe but vividly recall. His hand came back to rub his neck. I thought he’d flip me a lame cowardly behind the back bird, but he didn’t. Instead he disappeared.


Literally disappeared. Popped right out of existence, vanished without a trace.


Except he did leave a trace, sort of. A bit of inspiration in the form of a two word phrase.


Don’t believe me? I understand if you’re the one saying “if only” along with me now.


And that’s what happened next: I gave up on mowing in favor of singing.


Grabbed my guitar from my cousin and tried to write that “If Only” song before it disappeared on me like mister lab boy done gone done up and did.
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IF ONLY NO ONE WON










SMILE. NOD. “I’M YOU.”


That’s where I should have started this story. It’s where things really started from my perspective. If you’ve read the gospel according to my son, you know the first part was important. If you didn’t, file it away for future reference. Call it a prologue. A prequel. Previously on. Things changed for me there, but I didn’t know it at the time. 


How did I find out?


Smile. Nod. “I’m you.”


It was the strangest thing. After I threw my fit outside, I took the guitar from Jimmy, paid him a few bucks for his lookout services even though they didn’t work out today, and headed inside to take a shot at turning that little if only, if only, if only refrain stuck in my head into a chorus. If only I could write something.


Playing music comes naturally, but I never put it together enough to compose an entire song. I could cover and copy and croon with the best of them, but original material was hard to come by. The bright idea I now had was to put the chant to good use. I wasn’t writing a song, I was covering an a cappella voice inside my head. Was this what the greats meant when they said lyrics just came to them?


Chords and a rhythm eluded me, so I hammered the top string with the side of my thumb while trying to conjure up an autobiographical first verse. Something I learned at the only guitar lesson I ever took got me started with a scale. Eat all day, go to bed early. If only, if only, if only. Mow that lawn, flirting with the curly. If only, if only, if only. A well-timed bout of enraged hurly-burly. If only, if only, if only. 


“Control yourself.” The voice came from behind me. “It’s the wrong song.”


I whipped around, surprised to see an old man in my bedroom. Not my old man. He worked overseas. This was a random one I’d never seen before. “How’d you get in here?”


He laughed.


“Get out!” My voice cracked a little, but I wasn’t backing down. I took the guitar strap off my shoulder and swung the instrument at the intruder. My second fight of the day, this time in self defense. You can probably guess what happened if you read that other book.


Yup. Couldn’t hit him. Went right through him.


Remember, I didn’t understand how this stuff worked at the time. Also skipped over the part where I made time with Mary Jane, so my mind was out there. I screamed. My voice cracked again. The man kept laughing.


When the joke passed he paused long enough for me to settle down. I took another couple of swing and miss strikes to no avail. Eventually I accepted the K and sat on the bed.


“Who are you?” Who? “What are you?”


“Sorry to take it out of your hands,” the man said, ignoring my questions. “Some things have to happen. This is one.”


“One what?” I swiped at his lead leg with the guitar as he took a step towards me but again only caught air.


“Are you done yet?” he waved his hand through the instrument a few times, never making contact nor getting obstructed nor coaxing a sound from the strings. Ghost-type abilities. “I’ll explain how it all works later. First I have to give you a song. If I don’t, we lose her.”


Her? Now this was going somewhere. “Lose who?”


“There isn’t time. Play what I’m about to teach you. We can’t lose her.”


I needed a minute to process. “First I’m gonna put a shirt on.” He didn’t stop me. I actually forgot I wasn’t wearing one. When the muse knocks, you answer. When a weird old guy lets himself in without knocking, you get dressed.


Back in my shirtsleeves and my element, I brought the guitar to its natural horizontal position. “If I learn this song, we win?” Maybe this was what the greats meant about meeting a muse.


This time the man’s laugh was more of a snort. Laughing with me, not at me I hoped. 


“What’s so funny?”


Smile, nod. “I assure you no one won. At least not yet.” He took a deep breath. “But we will.” He surveyed the room, pausing briefly on the window before again meeting my eyes. “Remind me, do you know real chords yet, or do you still just copy?”


Yet? Still? How could it be a reminder if I just met him? I told him I was the best cover artist this side of Woodstock. He hummed me a sparse set of notes that I mimicked right away. After a couple of fingerpicked cycles he started singing along to my playing. His vocals lacked conviction, but the lyrics were off the hook. A simple rhyme scheme of ooos—too, flew, you, knew. I joined him on harmony after the first few. Such a pretty song. My favorite line came just before the solo and went “Oh things just don’t seem like they used to.” I can’t remember if that was always my favorite or if I’m just making it so in hindsight. But I definitely dug it. Still do, so true.


“You wrote this?” It was a loaded question. If this old ghost wanted to write songs with me as a collaborator, he could haunt my house whenever he pleased.


“We did.” A proud grin punctuated his answer.


“We? You did all the work. I just copied.”


This time no nod came with his smile. “The lineage is complex, but you nailed it on the first try. I’m calling it ours.”


“Alright, alright.” Who was I to argue? “I can live with ours. I didn’t catch your name, mister songwriting spirit guide.”


Here’s the part you’ve been waiting for.


Smile.


Nod.


“I’m you.”



Now it was my turn to laugh. “You’re me? When did I get so old?”


“In the future.” It was both a reply and a continuation of his previous statement.


Again, it’s hard to capture exactly how I felt in hindsight. Especially after reading my son’s firsthand account of what came before. He also had his older self visit him at the start of his adventure. Was it hereditary? Why should I let a time traveler teach me a song? How could I help myself relearn a song I once learned but now never learned? Is there a word for this sort of thing, and if so what does it rhyme with?


Those questions are now rhetorical, but I asked most of them of the ghost who claimed he was me. True or not, he wove a compelling tale.


He (Me? We?) were once a famous folk rock star that performed under the moniker of Local Boy. He didn’t tell me exactly where the name came from, but he nodded when I pointed out a folky solo artist with a stage name wasn’t something you saw everyday. I know Dylan wasn’t Bob’s real name—but it’s not like he called himself Mister Tambourine Man.


The song he taught me was called “Won One” and was once a big hit. Same with the “If Only” one I had stuck in my head. I asked why he had to show up from the future to teach me one song when I was on the cusp of coming up with the other on my own. That sent him down a confusing long and winding explanation about subconscious telepathic messages between your past and future selves, alternate timelines, the differences between in-head and ghostly full-body time travel, and a bunch more sci-fi mumbo jumbo timey wimey fantastical theoretical calamity physics that’s all over my head. Made me wonder how we could possibly be the same guy, but I was willing to let it slide for a little longer while I was in the thick of it (and still stoned) so I’ll ask you to do the same.


Anyways, “Won One” and “If Only” and a bunch of other songs did really well in a pretty short time span in the future for me but the past for older me. Local Boy put out a few records (Done Good, Live at the Barnstormer, Quits, and a double length odds & sods collection called Coverville) over the course of a couple years. That last title holds the key to why it unraveled.


If for some reason you’re not familiar with my son, he’s the one who made it happen. He stole future songs from a bunch of great songwriters—many of whom hadn’t even been born at the time this was happening—and taught them to me in 1969, right around now. I thought we were a songwriting team, but the writing part was missing. Grand theft royalty.


Long story long, he confessed and I retired. We could go deeper into the moral implications of this scam, but I’m sure we’ll have plenty of time for overanalysis later. For now I’ll go on record saying I don’t condone stealing and I don’t understand how any son of mine could. That said, this living ghost of future me sort of stole back one (won one) of the unstolen songs too. I was at a loss on how this worked exactly, so I asked.


“Why are you here to teach me a stolen song when based on your other explanation the future me transmitting brainwaves to me doesn’t want learned but you do?”


No smile and no nod this time, just an exasperated sigh. “You need to trust me, at least for a little while.”


Heck, I let him teach me a song and tell me this wild tale, so trust wasn’t the issue. What else could go wrong?


The non-musical part of his story had a whole lot of things going wrong besides songs. Strange courtships, broken relationships, out of sequence ejaculations, gender swapped children, secret affairs, and other genetic tomfoolery that almost went off the rails but somehow managed to resolve itself into a happy ending with the help of a couple time travelers, the recruitment of a couple more, and a gullible mad scientist type who ran a mysterious experimental hospital program across a few disparate timelines. It’s all in my son’s thinly veiled memoir.


Anywho, that was a bad Cliff’s Notes version of my alleged days of glory. Read the other story if you want the unabridged version, but see this one through first. I’m genuinely curious if the reading sequence changes your perspective enough to matter. One book’s a chicken and the other is an egg. Which came first doesn’t matter. That’s what other me thought with the whole “let’s teach him the song anyways so we don’t lose her” plan.


And that Zeppelin’d into my next big question. “Does the her we can’t lose have a name?”
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HOW WE MET










PEANUTS.


I asked for a name, and the man ate peanuts. It was a cool party trick.


“Excuse me for a minute,” he said. “I’ll be right back.”


Then he vanished.


About a minute later he reappeared in the same spot, snacking on peanuts.


“Where’d you get those?”


He funneled a handful into his mouth, making a show of chewing them down to butter before answering. “Bowling alley.”


“Peanuts can travel through time?”


The man wiped some remnants off his lips, taking his smile with it. “Under certain circumstances, yes they can.” He held up a miniature thermos/canteen type vessel and gave it a gentle maraca shake. His snack continued rattling around as he clipped the container to his belt and let it disappear into the folds of his overcoat. “At least I don’t have to worry about anyone with peanut allergies when I’m like this.” He waded into my bed, still standing but cut off just above the knees by his holographic form.


“Who ever heard of a peanut allergy?” I asked myself.


“This is 1969?” he asked. Deciding he was correct, he answered my question. “Oh, you will. Worse case the victim’s throat seals up and only a shot of adrenaline can open it or they die. Lesser symptoms include itching and redness. And speaking of redness, you wanted to hear how we save her.”


When did I become so bad at segues? The transition from the verse to the chorus and back again is arguably the most important part of songwriting. It’s where the magic happens. The bridge to the bridge. But what do I know? I never really wrote a song. Except this “Won One” that I didn’t write before but for all intents and purposes did now.


“Is ‘Won One’ a song about a girl?”


That got a smile, but no nod. “Isn’t every song about a girl?” Fair point. “This one is off our first album. Most people don’t own it.”


I didn’t understand the reference, but should have realized he was quoting a future great. Not a lyric, but it might as well have been.


Anyways, I digress. As did he. By which I mean me. Turns out he was talking about multiple girls. Our daughter, our first wife, and another lady friend he wanted me to meet today.



He met her at a dive bar. I’d meet her down at the ball field behind my house. That’s how he planned our happenstance first meeting that predated his happenstance first meeting due to an impromptu change of plan. Some things have to happen. This was one of them.


“Her hair,” he recalled in the midst of outlining the plan. “Vibrant. Almost mahogany. Cute. You can’t miss it. Assuming it’s still red.”


My older self had a maddening habit of overusing pronouns instead of proper names, so I was never quite sure exactly who he spoke of at any given time. Wish I had a transcript to keep it straight, but honestly I don’t think it would help much. Really wish I asked better clarifying questions. Instead I took the instruction of “I need you to meet this girl” and ran with it. Wouldn’t you do the same?


High school baseball was out of season. Over in the big leagues the amazin’ miracle Mets were tied with Baltimore in the World Series, but local boys in my hometown were done playing for the year. Still, the field was a popular hangout even as autumn dropped the degrees downwards the same way it did to the leaves.


Though not seasonally appropriate, I had no problem wearing shorts to meet my once and future match. Wearing less clothing during cooler weather gave others the impression it wasn’t so cold. I considered wearing shorts when it was fifty degrees a service to my fellow man if it inspired sunbathing from the gals in town.


Going shirtless like I did while mowing the lawn wasn’t necessary, but older me pointed out it was a perfect alibi. So I mounted my dad’s old ride-on tractor and slow rolled down the hill behind the house. I’d cut the outfield grass and see if I could spot the flaming drapes before they took flight and flew.


“Won One” played in my brain as I mowed, like a theme song for the World Series even at a game apiece. But in the back of my mind it felt bigger than baseball. Why was this song so important that a time traveler (me) had to ensure its creation by any means necessary? I wasn’t sure how old this older me was, but at least I had something to aim for now. Hindsight being what it is, now I view “Won One” as a sort of blueprint for my life. Today we’re in the part you might as well hear. When the trees start waving, look out.


No waving trees invaded the field behind my house yet, but I made short work of the waving grass without finding a waving girl of any variety back there—redhead, brunette or otherwise. I was starting to feel like I’d been had. How could older me set up a happenstance meeting if he wasn’t all here? At least he was attempting to give me a better story than “we met at a bar.”


As I finished up my checkerboard mowing pattern in the outfield, a blonde on a blanket with a blue guitar caught my eye by the bleachers. With nobody else in sight it was worth a shot. He did say he wasn’t sure if her hair was still red, whatever that meant.


Practice made perfect. Sound check. Dress rehearsal. That sort of thing.

⨝


Guitar girl beckoned as I got closer. “Excuse me. Do you only mow grass?” One hand dropped to her lap. She scratched her yellow pantyhose just above the knee.


I laughed, enjoying a hint when I heard one. Maybe a couple of hints depending on your definition of grass and the sultry way she emphasized mow into an e-less meow. Time to turn on the charm. “Tell you what.” I idled the mower. “Let me under your blanket and you can play me a song while I work.”


Miss Blue Guitar Blondie bit her lip and widened her eyes. She assumed a playing position. “Oh, you can trim under my blanket, but the serenade comes first.” 


It was a simple song I’d never heard before, playfully comparing fizzy wine to falling in love. The tune was as intoxicating as its subject matter. Which kind of drunken buzz was better? It depended on your point of view. My point of view was her flirty smile. I saw it and raised her one. 


“Ready to have your patch buzzed?” I asked.


She made a slow show of stashing a notebook and purse into a larger bag at the corner of her blanket, contorting herself into various angles in the process. The sad blue guitar gently wept against the overstuffed sack as she bent to roll up the blanket and complete the stack. Satisfied with her consolidation, she stepped out of my machine’s path and gestured towards the ground. “Be gentle.”


Two quick passes were all I needed to even out the green. I dismounted and helped her re-cover the exposed area. While she rubbed a rough bump smooth again, I finger picked the solo from “Won One” on her blue beauty.


“You play too!” she said, definitely not phrasing it in the form of a question. “That your own song?”


“It is now.” An honest answer. “Only the second time I tried it.”


“Third’s a charm.” Apparently she could turn it on too. She rustled around in her bag. “If you want seconds, come check me out here.” She offered an orange flyer.


I stashed the paper in my pocket without reading it. “How about a teaser?” 


She took back the instrument, slung the strap over her shoulder and bit her lip that same way again. Her hands fluttered around the frets without actually playing anything, finger positioning honed by sight and muscle memory in a practiced manner I knew well. Content with the dry run, she let out a little sigh and played the “Won One” riff back to me note for note.


I was speechless. She was not.


“Only the first time I’ve tried it.” 


That earned a laugh. “Impressive. Now that you’ve warmed up with mine, how about giving one of yours a go?”


A similar sigh escaped her lips before she busted out a surprisingly familiar little ditty. I won’t recap all of the details, but you’ll find the chorus interesting.


If only. If only. If only.


Gently strummed but passionately screamed. The same words repeated in the same way as they went in my inspiration. What were the odds? They weren’t rare words, but still.


Older me agreed when I got back and told him about the wild coincidence with the song.


“I’ll be right back,” he said again.


This time he was gone longer than a minute. Not much longer, but long enough for me to wonder if he was coming back or if he’d ever been here to begin with. When he returned was when things really changed for me, because that’s when they really changed for him.


“This is bad,” he said. “Worse than I suspected.”


“Future bowling alley ran out of peanuts?” I joked. 


He didn’t laugh. Instead he produced an object from his overcoat pocket and handed it to me. “Don’t drop it,” he cautioned. “It’s not really here.”


I examined the cassette, which felt plenty real in my hand. Still amazed me how these things could fit in your palm like a more manageable 8-track. My mom got a recorder shortly before my parents skipped town for Europe, mostly for dictation but she occasionally played music on it. This tape had a hand-drawn version of the trippy logo the guy in the hospital scrubs wore on his shirt. Older me claimed scrub boy was my son who stole the songs from the future and taught them to me when I was allegedly Local Boy in some other future. Here they were on an eponymous collection of demos released in 1989 according to the fine print.




That Wine (20/20) ◊ If Only ◊ Fire Non–Starter ◊ Telling You Goodbye ◊ Won One ◊ Don’t Know When ◊ King of My Heart ◊ Got the Blues ◊ A Denial





“I thought you said Local Boy wasn’t going to happen?” I pointed at the copyright year. “Says here LBDG still did if this is from the future.”


“Look closer,” the man said. “I hoped it was a typo, but it isn’t.”


I double checked the date, thinking he meant it was from 1969, but the eight was unmistakable. I turned the tape back over to re-examine the logo on the cover. Swirly curvy lines with block letters spelling out LGDB at the end. Local—oh, wait.


I’d recently heard of dyslexia when Congress passed an act related to learning disabilities. My cousin got diagnosed with it and a few other things, which explained a lot. Whoever put this tape together must’ve had it too. They swapped the G and the B.


“Local Good Done Boy?” I asked.


The man shook his head and frowned. “Local Gal Done Bad.”


I laughed. He didn’t.


“Unfortunately I’m not kidding,” he continued. “She’s the new Local Boy. And she ruined everything.”
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WHERE HAS THE MUSIC GONE?






AND SHE RUINED EVERYTHING sounded like exaggeration. Literally everything? Like everything, everything, everything? If only, if only, if only. My inner monologue was in rapid-fire repeat mode. I fought the urge to put it to song and instead asked the obvious question.


“What exactly did she ruin?” Awaiting his answer, I went to the tape deck in my mother’s library. Figured I might as well hear some of these future hits. “Your plan to steal the songs for me that got stolen from you?”


Older me shook his head—or at least that’s what I imagined him doing behind my back while following me across the house. “I only came back for one important song gifted to us by your kid’s college roommate. Technically a cowrite. She definitely stole these.”


“How?” I asked. I hit eject and dropped the LGDB cassette into the loading slot. It fell straight down, passing through the tape machine and the dresser it rested upon. “How?” I asked again, this time in regards to something else.


“I told you not to drop that. It’s not really here, so you can’t play it.”


I retrieved the cassette from the floor. Out of the floor and the shelf that held the audio equipment. It was embedded in the hardwood, but left no mark when I easily extracted it. “If it’s not really here, how can I hold it? And how can it break?”


“It’s complicated.” The old man paced the room, passing through furniture as if it wasn’t there. “Don’t distract me. We need to solve this Local Gal issue.”


“How bad are we talking? End of the world, eve of destruction type stuff?” I snuck the lyrical reference in on purpose, and he took the bait. 


Other me reached into the pocket the peanut canister dangled below and retrieved a flat rectangular device with rounded edges a little longer than the tape I’d dropped but sleeker. He pecked his index finger around the front in a haphazard pattern until my subliminal request exploded into the room. I wondered if he knew it was a P.F. Sloan song. Gotta respect the greats, especially the lesser knowns. Even more so if I was destined to become another unknown.


I looked around for the source of the music. Mom’s tape deck was powered off. Our turntable with the fancy speakers was in my father’s den. The only other other sound system was in my bedroom, but this was crystal clear. No way it came from another room. His tiny thing from the future had better sound than my setup in a fraction of the size.


“Far out. How does it sound so groovy?” I reached for the device, but he wouldn’t hand it off.


“This song still exists, but the others are a problem.” He showed me the clear glass display, like a tiny television without any wires. The interface mimicked a tape deck with rewind, play and fast forward buttons plus a big square of album artwork. The square made me think it was more mirroring a turntable. Album art from vinyl, controls from cassettes. Best of both worlds in the future I suppose.


The artwork was Barry McGuire’s Eve of Destruction with the smirky black and white photo and the horror movie font floating over his head. Older me turned the screen away, moved his finger around a bit. When he held it out again the screen showed a yellow background. In the center a checkerboxed square framed a smiling cabbie holding his hair with a hand. Title read Heads & Tales by Harry Chapin.


“Never heard of him,” I said, more interested in the gadget than the contents. “What is that thing?”


“Watch.” My counterpart pushed a hidden button on the edge of the device twice, replacing the artwork and controls with a clock. Just as I was about to express surprise it actually was a watch, a quick upward swipe of his thumb restored the taxi driver. With his other hand he reached around and tapped the equivalent of the play button below the photo. Nothing happened. He tried again. Still nothing.


“You can’t get a picture to play music?” I asked. “Why would you try?”


He did something that moved the screen back to Eve of Destruction. This time pressing the sideways triangle caused the song to fill the room again. I thought I figured it out.


“There’s
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