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			“I’M WILL,” the voice on the other end of the line says.

			I know, I think.

			I hesitate.

			“Hi, I’m…”

			“Eden,” he finishes for me. I can hear a smile in his voice, that lengthening of words that accompanies curving lips. “I know.”

			It shouldn’t surprise me, how familiar he sounds, the way I can picture his easy grin across all the space between us.

			But it does.

			I clutch my phone tighter as the silence lingers, trying to think of what to say, of how to make this anything resembling normal.

			“So tell me something, Eden,” he says. And I can picture him now, long legs stretched out lazily, crossed at the ankles.

			I rack my brain unsuccessfully for words, a not-abnormal occurrence in Will’s presence. Except he’s not in front of me now, waiting, and still my words form a tangled web in my mind.

			
			I settle on something innocuous, casual. Maybe I’ll mention the weather or what I ate for lunch or something about our past.

			But my words rush out in front of me and suddenly I’m speaking and what comes out is the truth.

			“You don’t sound like a ghost.”
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			I’VE CRIED MORE in the last week than I have in my entire life.

			Today the waterworks start when I wake up to a last-day-of-school text from my best friend, Lacey. All it says is WE MADE IT!!!!! with an overabundance of exclamation points, but it’s really all she needs to say.

			Four years.

			Countless hours of interminable lectures.

			A hundred scandals.

			Two boyfriends.

			One broken heart.

			There’s a long green robe that goes all the way to my shins hanging in my closet. A short navy blue dress beside it that I’ll wear underneath the robe. A pair of black pumps for the fifteen most important steps of my life so far, and I only hope I can stay upright in them.

			We’re graduating today.

			FINALLY, I write back in all caps, and I mean that it feels like I’ve lived four different lives in the space of high school, that so many days felt unending, eternal—like hell. But I also mean that it’s really over and they wouldn’t let us go back even if we wanted to.

			
			We made it, she says, but it’s not totally true.

			We didn’t all make it. Some of us were short a few credits or failed a class or got knocked up.

			Some of us were driving too fast around a bend two Friday nights ago.

			One of us will never graduate high school.

			I think of Will the whole time I’m getting ready. Curling my hair, getting dressed, doing my nails. When I drive to Lacey’s and our moms stand shoulder to shoulder, wiping their eyes as they force us to take picture after picture in our graduation robes.

			“Oh my God, not you too!” Lacey exclaims when she sees me tearing up beside her as my dad yells for us to say pumpernickel.

			“It’s sad,” I sniff, defensive. I turn so Lacey and I are back to back, making finger guns to re-create the first-day-of-high-school pictures my dad took.

			It’s cheesy as hell, yes, but I can’t wrap my head around Lacey’s composure, her total indifference to the fact that everything is about to change forever.

			“I can’t believe Oliver got out of this,” she sighs as we change positions at Dad’s direction. Her twin brother, who is graduating with us and thus should be subject to all the parental weeping and reminiscing and photographing, left already to meet up with his friends before graduation.

			After we’re done taking pictures, we pile into our cars to drive to McKillop High. Lacey rides with me, and as soon as we get into the car, she turns the music up high and starts to belt along with the radio. We’re driving past Avery Park when I get the sudden urge to pull over. Will used to live close by, but that’s not why I’m stopping.

			
			“What the hell?” Lacey says, turning down the music, when she sees where we’ve stopped.

			“Let’s go in the tunnel!” I say, already climbing out of the car.

			“Are you serious? What are you, five?” she asks, correctly identifying the average age of the kids who are playing in the park right now.

			“Oh, come on, Lace!” I insist. “For old times’ sake.”

			Lacey has been edgy all day, and instead of letting loose with me, like I hope she will, she digs her heels in.

			“We’re going to be late! And we’re going to mess up our gowns,” she says. Normally, this is the kind of thing I’d be worried about, but not today.

			Today there is this strange force pushing against my chest, a closed fist tight around my sternum. I wish I could burst into a run, outsprint the feeling. I wish I could leave it behind in this park Lace and I used to play in as kids.

			I make my way to the start of the tunnel, a winding, cylindrical slide that used to terrify us when we were little. Lacey follows.

			“Really?” she says, one last attempt to shame me into changing my mind, but it doesn’t work. I climb the small stairs leading to the top of the slide, then, with one last look around to make sure I’m not endangering any kids, I push off down the slide. The tunnel is just as dark and winding as when we were little, but a lot shorter than I remember it.

			When I climb out of the other end, I can’t catch my breath from laughing.

			“Dude,” Lacey says. “Your robe.”

			
			I grab her hand and pull her toward the front end of the tunnel. “What, do they not give diplomas to people with rumpled robes?”

			“Does it still make you want to shit your pants?” she asks, peeking into the tunnel.

			“More now than ever,” I say.

			Apparently, those are the magic words, because after I go through again, she follows me, letting out a loud whoop that I hear from outside as she spirals down the tunnel.

			When she climbs out, she is laughing, and I convince her to go back one more time before we leave.

			As we start toward the car, I catch a bunch of parents side-eyeing us in our too-big graduation gowns. A chubby-cheeked kid suddenly bolts in our direction, nearly taking Lacey down in the process, as he runs for the mouth of the tunnel.

			“Nicholas, you come back here!” A flustered-looking woman hurries after him, but he doesn’t stop. I turn around to watch, silently rooting the kid on. I want to crouch down beside him and tell him to use the tunnel, to keep flying through the dark while he’s still allowed.

			“When’s the last time we did that?” I ask Lacey when we reach my car, and she shrugs.

			Then I’m starting the car and tears prick the backs of my eyes and I hate that so many Lasts happen when you aren’t paying attention.

			There would have been a day, just like any other day, when kid Lacey and Oliver and I would have raced to reach the tunnel first. We would have gone through it, whooping like Lacey did, like we always did, except that when we climbed off that day, it was the last time and we didn’t know it.

			
			“You know, our campers probably won’t be too much older than those kids at the park,” I tell Lacey as we pull into McKillop and circle the parking lot, looking for an empty spot.

			“I’m hoping we get more like eleven- or twelve-year-olds,” she says, typing something on her phone in the passenger seat.

			When I start to climb out of the car, Lacey stops me.

			“Do you think Will Mason’s mom will be here?”

			I look at her, surprised.

			“I don’t know. Why?”

			She clutches her backpack. “I want to return the jacket.”

			After Megan Tomey found it the day after the accident, Will’s jacket ended up with Lauren Herbert, who passed it on to Alex Reynolds, who passed it on to Lacey. The strangest kind of hot potato.

			“No one wants to be the one to give it to his mother,” Lacey says. Then she adds, “Maybe you could? If you see her?”

			“Why can’t you do it?”

			“Because,” she says. “Old people scare me.”

			I roll my eyes. “His mom is, like, forty.”

			“Fine. Older people scare me,” she amends. “You know you’re way better with parents than I am.”

			It’s true: parents tend to love me. I’m not sure what this says about me.

			“Anyway, I bet it would mean a lot to his mom to have it,” Lacey says, looking down. “I just don’t want to say the wrong thing. I…”

			It’s a strange role reversal, Lacey being the one who’s afraid to do something, but I understand why she’s nervous to speak to Will’s mother, why Megan and Lauren and Alex were too. What do you say to someone who has just lost her son?

			
			I also probably knew Will better than any of the other girls did.

			“Okay,” I say. “If she’s here.”

			On our walk to the football field, I think about the last time Will walked across this field. The last time he spoke to his friends, a cluster of tall, broad-shouldered guys also on the lacrosse team who look sadder than you should on your last day of school, and I wonder if he told them anything important. Anything that mattered.

			We’re surrounded by our classmates, all in their graduation robes.

			“I’m going to find Libby,” Lacey says, disappearing before I have the chance to offer to go with her. I stare after her, wondering what is up with her today.

			I find my parents already seated next to Lacey’s mom, a few rows from the end of the stage. My mom stands up to give me a hug again, like we didn’t just see each other a few minutes ago. Her eyes travel over my robe, in slightly worse condition than she last saw it, but she doesn’t say anything. On any other day, she’d say something, but not today.

			I bury my head in the crook of her neck and somehow I know that even if Will were here, today would still feel like losing something. There’s something about happy moments, happy days, that feels a little bit sad. It’s probably why people always say crap like how you can’t have joy unless you experience sorrow, that the two go hand in hand. But really I think the sadness of happy moments is just the awareness of time passing. You always know the good thing won’t last forever, and sadness is the acknowledgment of one second ending and the next beginning, then ending again.

			
			I won’t ever walk through McKillop’s halls, late for class, late for anything.

			I won’t always know all the people I know now.

			I won’t ever fly through the tunnel without feeling slightly self-conscious, too big for it.

			I won’t always remember the first boy I ever loved.
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			I SHUFFLE FROM side to side, waiting as I hear movement on the other side of the door. I tug at my graduation dress, glance back behind me at my car. Lacey gives me a thumbs-up and I’m giving her one back when the door opens.

			Immediately, I wish Lacey and I could trade places.

			I wish I’d never agreed to do this. Or that we’d found Mrs. Mason at graduation so we didn’t have to come all the way to her house.

			One Last flashes lightning-quick through my mind: Will’s last day at school, two Fridays ago.

			He is leaning against his locker, talking to one of his friends, when he catches my eye. He walks over and throws an arm around my shoulder.

			“You coming tonight?” He’s asking about Brendan Colbert’s infamous post-game rager.

			“I can’t.”

			“Can’t or won’t?” Will asks, seeing straight through my lie. “Come on, Paulsen. It will be fun.”

			“Yeah, pretty sure our ideas of fun are different. Mason.”

			
			Will’s voice drops. “They can’t be that different.” I shiver as his words tickle my ears. I never know how to take half of what Will says. Is he flirting? Just being friendly? Should I go tonight and find out?

			“I can’t,” I say again, because there’s what I hope the party will be like (dancing, laughing, easy conversation, hanging out with Will) and what I know from experience the party will be like (awkward conversation, Lacey getting drunk, Will hanging out with his lacrosse friends, someone puking on my shoes). Will sighs, letting his arm fall from my shoulder. He heads back to his locker, looking over-the-top devastated, and I laugh.

			“It’s okay,” he calls after a moment. “I still love you.”

			It’s hard to get that image out of my mind. Him grinning, saying those words to me.

			Now I’m standing in front of a mirror image of him.

			Will’s mother has the same light brown skin as her son, but her eyes are ringed with red, grief etched into her skin like a carving. She blinks at me, waiting, so I step forward and introduce myself.

			“I just wanted to give this to you. It was Will’s.” His name sticks to the roof of my mouth as I hold out his brown leather jacket to his mother. It smells exactly like him, a light, citrusy scent.

			“Oh,” she says, hesitating before reaching for it. It’s like taking it means accepting more than just a jacket, like it’s physical proof that he’s gone.

			“Thank you,” she says at last. I feel the absence of the jacket in my arms the second it’s in hers. I nod and start to back away, but she stops me.

			“Do you want to come in?”

			This time it’s my turn to hesitate. I start to say no, but there’s a desperate sound to her voice, a pleading in her eyes. I wonder if she’s alone at home, if after the memorial two days ago she came back to a house that echoed with emptiness.

			
			I know that Will was an only child, and that his father passed away when we were in middle school.

			I have no idea why she’s inviting me inside, but I hear myself agreeing before I think better of it. I shoot a helpless look in the direction of my car before I follow Will’s mother inside.

			She leads me into the living room, where all the curtains are drawn. The house is muggy, like the windows need to be opened. It’s only the second time I’ve ever been in Will’s house and I feel a pang of guilt. I’m a stranger eavesdropping on his mother’s grief, gawking like it’s on display. I wish more than anything that Lacey had just done this with me. After all, she was the one who took his jacket from Alex.

			“Can I get you anything to drink?” Mrs. Mason asks, and I shake my head, follow her to the edge of a couch where she sits on the end opposite from me.

			“So how do you know Will?”

			“I’m his lab partner. Was. I…” My voice trails off and I wait for her expression to change, for her to call me on being an impostor. To say I didn’t know her son in any way that matters.

			But she keeps looking at me as if waiting for me to add something. I shift in my seat.

			“Were you at the memorial?” she asks. More than half of McKillop High was there.

			Were you at graduation?

			I can’t ask her that, can’t bring up the fact that I just finished high school today. That this whole week has been about the start of the rest of my life, while for her it’s been about learning to live without her son.

			
			“Yes. It was beautiful,” I say, because that seems like the kind of thing you’re supposed to say. The service was nice, as nice as anything celebrating the end of the life of an eighteen-year-old boy can be. Even though his uncle’s eulogy was peppered with jokes about Will being a rascal, about all the mischievous things he got up to when he was a kid, the air was thick with absurdity, the complete unfairness that Will Mason was really gone.

			My heart pinches at the thought now. He’ll never grin at me in the hallways again, never call me Eve like he used to because he liked to keep it “biblical,” as he said. Before the party he invited me to—before the night he died—we were the kind of friends who hung out at parties and pep rallies, who partnered up whenever we were in the same classes, with the kind of de facto friendship that comes from having known each other since the fifth grade. It was completely uncomplicated.

			“He was wearing this the night of the accident?” she asks, still cradling the jacket in her arms.

			“Yes,” I say. “He forgot it at the party.”

			I don’t mention that I wasn’t the one who found it.

			I can’t gauge the expression on his mother’s face as she appraises me. It’s like she’s reading something on my face.

			I shift on the couch.

			“I should get going,” I say. I almost add that my friend is waiting outside for me, but I don’t.

			She nods and stands with me.

			I feel like I can’t go without saying something more, without letting her know that we were thinking of him today, so I add, “We missed Will today….I missed Will.”

			Her eyes fill with tears, but she blinks them away.

			“Thank you. And thank you for bringing this by, Eden,” she says, but before I go, she stops me again. She goes to a drawer in the kitchen and comes back with a pen and paper. She scribbles something down before handing the paper to me.

			
			“Here,” she says softly. When I look, she’s simply written Will and a series of numbers. I stare at her, confused.

			“I thought you might like to say goodbye.” Her voice is soft again, meaningful, like she’s telling me more than she’s saying. She’s still holding the jacket and she’s giving me a strange look and it’s then that I finally understand.

			She thinks Will and I were together.

			That that’s why I have his jacket.

			That that’s why my first stop after graduation was his house.

			“I don’t think…I mean, Will and I…” The words don’t come. She’s giving me an unreadable expression, almost sympathetic. I glance at the piece of paper, then back at her. I can’t let her think something was happening between me and Will.

			We were just friends.

			Nothing ever happened between us.

			I don’t need to say goodbye, I start to say.

			But then I realize that none of those things are true.

			Will was more than my friend.

			Something did happen between us.

			I do want to say goodbye.

			Whatever is happening on my face, she’s watching, riveted.

			It’s only a phone number, I realize, looking down at the paper she’s just handed me. It’s not like she’s given me nuclear codes or something.

			“Will was, um, a good friend,” I say at last, because the silence has gone on long enough and because it’s true. Will was a good friend.

			
			She nods. “Thank you,” she says again, before I go.

			I hurry out of her house, down her driveway and into my car, clutching the number in my palm.

			“What happened?” Lacey asks, turning to watch me as I enter the car.

			I shake my head and give her a quick rundown as I drive toward her house. “And then she gave me this.”

			She takes it from me, stares at the number.

			“I think it’s his phone number.”

			“No, it’s a different area code,” Lacey says, and when I look at the paper, she’s right. It has an area code different from any in Erinville, different from Will’s that I have saved in my phone.

			“Maybe he had another phone,” she says.

			“Or it’s some kind of message bank his mother set up for people to call and give their condolences.”

			“That makes sense,” Lacey says as we reach her house. “See you in a bit?”

			I tell her I’ll be back soon, then I drive home to change out of my graduation clothes and pick up my stuff for tonight.

			As soon as I enter the house, I am accosted by my parents.

			“There she is!” Dad cries. “Our high school graduate.”

			He turns to my mom, who is sitting on the other side of the couch from him, her feet on his lap while he caresses them. “Can you believe we have two high school graduates? One more to go!”

			Dad holds his hand up for a high five, and when Mom’s palm touches his, he clasps his hand around hers.

			“Ugh, don’t make me cry again,” Mom says.

			“Because you never thought this day would come?” I ask, dropping my grad cap on the dining table.

			“No,” Mom says. “Because we’re ancient.”

			
			Dad throws his head back as he laughs. “Speak for yourself. I personally don’t feel a day over thirty.”

			Mom snorts, but it’s a relief hearing him say those words. It’s been just over two months since Dad’s TIA, since the night my little sister screamed for Mom because Dad was suddenly slurring his words. The doctors called it a ministroke, a precursor to the real thing. A huge number of people who have transient ischemic attacks have severe strokes within a year. We’ve lived in a kind of terror ever since. As soon as we got home from the hospital, my mother spent the rest of the night purging the house of anything remotely unhealthy and, incidentally, of anything remotely edible.

			“Delusion is a powerful thing,” Mom says.

			“Oh, is that an official diagnosis?” Dad asks with a laugh.

			I don’t hear Mom’s response, but while they are busy flirting and arguing over who feels younger, I sneak upstairs.

			Alone in my room, I let my mind drift back to what happened in Mrs. Mason’s house, and I’m feeling conflicted and guilty and confused all over again. Did I give her the wrong impression about how I knew Will?

			It doesn’t matter what she thinks we were, I tell myself.

			I pull out the piece of paper.

			It’s just a phone number. It’s not like she gave me something precious, something that shouldn’t belong to me.

			I thought you might like to say goodbye, she had said.

			And I realize I do.

			I would like to say goodbye to Will. Maybe even more than goodbye.

			I want to tell him everything I wasn’t brave enough to when he was alive.

			I want to tell him about the day I first noticed him, really noticed him. We were playing volleyball in seventh-grade gym class. Thanks to a particularly overzealous setter, I got hit in the face and blood came gushing out of my nose. Mr. Peters sent me off to the infirmary and Lacey wasn’t in that class and suddenly Will put up his hand and asked if he could walk me to the nurse’s office.

			
			It was the most light-headed, dizzying walk of my life. And not just because I’d taken a volleyball to the face.

			I want to tell him that it mattered to me that he was kind and funny and always in a good mood. That I always noticed.

			It’s stupid and it’s too late for it to mean anything, but once I get the idea, I can’t let go of it.

			So, sitting on my bed, I dial the number Mrs. Mason gave me. As the phone rings, I start to compose my thoughts, figure out the right words to say what he will never hear.

			I’m expecting to hear Will’s voice.

			A please-leave-a-message kind of spiel.

			And I do hear his voice.

			But it’s not a voice-mail message.

			“Hi, and welcome to In Good Company,” his voice says. “I’m Will and you can reach me whenever your heart desires. Press one to register for an account with me.”

			My head is spinning as Will goes through a whole list of options, like some sort of automated machine.

			The whole time he’s talking, my heart does a series of flips in my chest, because it’s him. He’s here.

			His mother didn’t give me some extra phone number of his. And it’s not a message bank for condolences.

			She gave me a way to reach him, even now that he’s gone.
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			“HOLY SHIT,” Lacey says later as I hold my phone between our heads. We’re in her room and she’s sitting on her bed with her legs folded. Between us, the recording I heard a few hours ago plays and Will asks us to register to speak to him anytime. I hang up the phone and stick it in my back pocket.

			“Why would his mom give you this?”

			I shrug, and the guilt comes back again. “Maybe she didn’t believe me when I said I found his jacket. Like, she thought I had it for another reason.”

			Lacey leans over me to retrieve her laptop and googles In Good Company. Right away, we’re on a page about the history of In Good Company. So you’ll always have a friend, it says in big, bold letters under the title. We skim-read about how it was founded five years ago, how anyone can call in to receive a Companion.

			“What’s this?” I ask, and Lacey opens up a page about Cognitive Donors.

			A heading precedes the opening paragraph: Never leave your loved ones.

			
			Lacey and I take turns reading pieces of the information out loud.

			“…a compilation of voice recordings, personality tests and additional information is used to create a database of a Cognitive Donor. In the event of a Donor’s passing, the individual joins our wide range of Companions, and his or her likeness can be reached at any time by family, friends and strangers alike.”

			“So Will signed up to be a Cognitive Donor,” Lacey says, her voice a whisper.

			“Customers are randomly paired with Companions, unless one has the contact number of a specific Companion. Following the death of a Cognitive Donor, his or her contact number is made available only to next of kin.”

			“Holy shit,” Lacey says again. “I mean, I’ve heard of stuff like this, but I’ve never known anyone who has done it.”

			“I can’t believe Will did it.”

			Why would he do something like this?

			When, after a minute, Lacey says, “Well, we’re obviously not signing up,” I deflate. I realize for the first time that I did plan to register. That I want to know more about this thing, this extension of Will that is somehow existing somewhere in the world.

			“Why not?” I ask.

			“Because it’s creepy. Jesus, Eden,” she says, like she can’t believe she even has to point that out. She shakes her head. “God, and Mrs. Mason seemed so normal to me. Like, at the memorial.”

			“Kind of harsh, Lace,” I say.

			“What, you think it’s normal to talk to your dead son? To go around inviting people to talk to him too?”

			“If this Cognitive Donor thing is true, though, then Will chose to do this. He had to have signed up for it when he was alive.”

			
			When he was alive sticks to my skin like moisture.

			I can’t believe we’re talking about Will in the past tense.

			I can’t believe we heard his voice.

			“Still creepy,” Lacey says, getting off her bed. She yawns as she stretches. “Let’s figure out what we’re wearing tonight.”

			And just like that, the conversation is dismissed, the idea of Will out of her mind. I know the lack of movement in my relationship with Will has always frustrated Lacey, but I’m surprised at her nonchalance.

			“I kissed him,” I blurt out now, and she freezes.

			“What?”

			“The night he died, the night of the party,” I say, and it’s two weeks too late. I should have told her the same night. I would have told her the same night, but four hours after, Will was dead.

			“Oh my God,” Lacey says, whispering, and she opens her mouth to say something else but it doesn’t come out.

			I laugh at her speechlessness.

			“Is it that much of a shock to you? Am I that much of a lost cause?”

			“Yes,” she says, still looking flustered. “Yes. Why didn’t you tell me earlier?”

			“I couldn’t,” I say, and she nods like she understands. Pretty much since he died, Lacey and I haven’t been able to even talk about Will without breaking down, which means we haven’t really talked about him at all.

			“So…what…how?” she asks, collapsing on her bed. I flop down beside her and give her the short version.

			Sitting on the sidewalk outside Brendan Colbert’s house, music spilling out to reach us, our legs touching under the umbrella of the streetlights.

			
			Will leaning in.

			Me freezing. Afraid. Always afraid.

			“And then I just went for it. I kissed him.”

			“Holy shit cakes,” Lacey says. “So what does that mean? Does that make you his…?”

			“Girlfriend? Oh God, no,” I say. “It was one kiss. It might not have meant anything.”

			Lacey is staring at me, still, with something I can’t read in her eyes. Something like awe.

			“What?” I shriek, covering my face with my hands.

			“Just,” she says after a moment, “I mean…look at you!”

			I start laughing at her reaction and she keeps staring at me, gobsmacked, frozen, until my laughter dissolves into hiccups, which turn into tears. And then I’m laughing and I’m crying, because I loved a boy for five years and the night something finally happened, he died.

			“Tell me I’m not cursed,” I say.

			Lacey is silent for a minute, probably shocked at my display, but then she’s in motion, folding me into her arms and rocking me. “You’re not cursed,” she says, but her voice is breaking. I’m not sure she believes what she’s saying.

			We stay like that for a few minutes, then Lacey stands up and forbids any more talk of curses and death and Will tonight.

			“We’re going to have a good night. No buts about it,” she says, cutting me off before I can even start.

			“We still have our—”

			“Zeeep!” she says, using her fingers to clasp my lips together.

			“Buhht ahh—” I mumble, trying to force out sound.

			Lacey simply shakes her head. “Not happening.”

			I’ve brought a bunch of application forms for the camp we’re both planning to work at this summer, the camp we grew up going to, and if I can’t talk about Will, I’d rather we filled those out instead. But Lacey isn’t in the mood to think about work or anything other than tonight’s party.

			
			I join her in rifling through her closet and looking for something to wear to the bonfire. As we do so, she complains about her brother, the fact that he’s decided to come with us to the party. I make appropriately sympathetic sounds, but mostly my mind is still stuck on In Good Company.

			Lacey settles on a pair of barely-there denim shorts and a sleeveless black shirt with the name of some band I will pretend to recognize for her benefit. I go with a short summer dress that belongs to Lacey, rendered even shorter by the fact that I have a good two inches on her.

			“Stop yanking at it,” she says, swatting my hand. “All you’re doing is telling everyone you’re uncomfortable.”

			“I’d rather tell them that than what color underwear I’m wearing,” I say, and she laughs. Lace goes downstairs and returns with leftover pad thai. We scarf it down while putting the finishing touches on our makeup.

			It’s just after eight when we arrive at the Erinville river bottom, where the bonfire without fire is happening. Because of Will’s accident, we are on thin ice, and any signs of a party would be asking for cops. Still, there is no way we wouldn’t do something to celebrate graduating.

			The air is cool tonight and the sun is just starting to dim in the sky. It’s the perfect night to celebrate the start of summer.

			My eyes roam across the splattering of McKillop kids forming clusters on the riverbank. I don’t even know I’m doing it—looking for Will—until Lacey gently nudges me.

			
			I know, her eyes say.

			Will never missed a party. It was an unspoken routine of ours to enter any gathering and immediately scout out his whereabouts. His signature ’fro, big and thick, noticeable from anywhere: like a beacon of light, guiding you to wherever he was.

			Incoming. Five o’clock, Lacey would cough, if she spotted him first.

			What the hell is five o’clock? Just say right or left! I’d hiss back, casually running a hand through my hair.

			Now his absence is the first thing we notice. The strange thing, though, is how indistinguishable this party is from any of the others we’ve been to in the past year. The same people are here, the same music is playing from a speaker behind us and I would bet good money that people are having the same conversations they have had all year. Who is dating who, who got wasted at the last party, who is going where for college, what everyone is doing over the summer. If you didn’t know that one of us was missing—that one of us had died two weeks ago—you wouldn’t be able to tell. The wrongness of it floats through the air, and I wonder how many of us are sensing it.

			People talk about him, of course, about his memorial and memories they have of him. No one talks about the accident; it’s like a tender bruise, impossible to ignore but too raw and painful to touch. Maybe it would make more sense if he’d been drinking, if he’d gotten behind the wheel after knocking back too many at Brendan’s party. Maybe we could convince ourselves he even deserved it. But the way it actually happened—a little rain and a curve and Will hitting the gas too hard—it feels devastating.

			It feels senseless.

			I spot a few of his friends around. Just like at graduation, guys like Kyle Bennett, Brendan Colbert and Tommy Rodriguez form a forlorn cluster under a swatch of drooping trees. I wonder whether they know about In Good Company, that Will signed up to be a Cognitive Donor before he died. Is that the kind of thing they talked about?

			
			Our first order of business is to procure cans of beer from the massive cooler that is the centerpiece of this party. Then we’re weaving our way from group to group, like we often do at parties and even at school. Lacey and I are chronic blenders. The kind of kids who can slip into pretty much any group. At some point, though, I end up losing her, and then I’m caught in a conversation with Lauren Herbert about some new cleanse she’s trying. Lacey and I refer to her as New Age Lauren—forever on the hunt for the ideal meditation spot or juicing regimen.

			“It’s, like, the perfect regimen,” she gushes.

			I feel an odd sense of fondness for Lauren tonight. For everyone here. It’s more than just Will’s death. It’s that last-day-of-camp feeling, when all sins are forgiven and you’re scrambling to get everyone’s numbers because the summer is ending and you don’t know when you’ll see each other again. I want to throw my arms around Lauren and tell her what I wrote in her yearbook, make her promise not to change.

			“That sounds really cool,” I say instead. When I finally find Lacey again, she’s planted herself in a little cluster on the beach with Hail and Libby and Vance, and they are passing what I hope is a cigarette between the four of them.

			“Hey,” I say, flopping down beside her. Lacey shifts closer to Hail to make room for me. I try to catch her eye, to make her answer the question in my mind, but she is too busy laughing at something Hail has just said. Either Hail has turned into a comedian overnight or Lacey has already had more to drink than I have.

			
			“So what are we doing?” I ask pointedly, but with a decidedly nonjudgmental air. Lacey claims that I have a stick up my ass when it comes to the friends she made in shop class last semester, and I’m trying to show her that is not at all the case.

			At least, it wouldn’t be, if the smell of weed didn’t follow them around like a shadow.

			Lacey, intentionally or unintentionally missing my point, nudges Hail. “Tell her about the carnival,” she says, already cracking up again.

			I turn to Hail and try to follow a convoluted story about a bad pot brownie and a roller coaster and a girl with hair teased to high heaven. Hail has, it turns out, not blossomed into a comedian overnight, but I laugh politely and try to seem like my ass is completely free of foreign objects.

			As Hail starts to tell Lacey another story, I turn and watch other groups milling around. A horde of people are having a stone-skipping contest behind us and I’m tempted to join them, but I don’t want to leave Lacey.

			This is one of our Lasts, and knowing it is like watching color fade into black and white, like watching day fade into the sunken grays of nighttime.

			After a while, though, Lacey decides it’s not a bonfire without camp songs, and so she coaxes a whole bunch of people to join our group, then runs back to the car she and Oliver inherited from their mom to retrieve the guitar she always conveniently just happens to have with her. She slings it across her body, and along with her loose curls and the way she’s dressed, it has the effect of making her look like some tiny musical hippie vagabond. It’s an aesthetic that works on her, though.

			
			Speaking of things only Lacey can get away with: getting people to gather in a misshapen circle to sing camp songs while she strums on her guitar. Anyone else would be self-conscious, worried about being the person who always has to get up and perform at every party, but not Lacey.

			Not even when the first few chords start out sloppy, her words slurring like her tongue is slightly heavy in her mouth.

			She’s definitely had a couple of beers.

			Still, she closes her eyes and her voice rings out clear and earnest, louder than everyone else’s. A tear slides out of the corner of her eye, and she keeps singing, doesn’t wipe it away. I have the urge to reach out and brush it off her cheek, but I don’t.

			It’s the first time she seems to have noticed the vibration of sadness in the air.

			She doesn’t seem to notice, though, that everyone else singing is doing so with a hokey sense of irony and irreverence. Or if she does, she doesn’t care.

			I’ve always envied that about Lacey, the permission she gives herself to feel things, no matter who is watching.

			Even though she’s drunk, she’s still good, her raspy voice soothing. A gentle breeze makes the hair on my skin rise. It feels like a song in the dark, like a ghost in an abandoned house.

			For the second time today, it feels like Will is here.
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			THINGS DETERIORATE QUICKLY.

			First there’s the skinny-dipping.

			I know it’s Lacey’s idea, because it’s number three on the list of things we plan to do this summer, things we plan to do before we head to college.

			“I thought it would be, you know, private,” I tell Lacey, unable to take my eyes off the kids around us in varying states of undress. For number three—go skinny-dipping—I’d seen us sneaking into the community pool near Lacey’s house late at night, or the lake at Camp Rowan, not this.

			Lace, who is now in her bra and underwear, rolls her eyes. She’s set her guitar against a giant oak tree behind us.

			“It’s more fun this way.” She tugs on my arm. “Come on, Eden!”

			“Yeah, come on, Eden!” Marcus Tyme echoes from the edge of another group.

			But I shake my head and stand in the shadows, holding her clothes. It’s like sliding through the Avery Park tunnel and then visiting Will’s mom put me over the limit of brave things I’m capable of handling in one day.

			
			With a sigh, Lacey moves to the front of the pack. Hail leads the countdown, and on three, they all burst into a run and plunge themselves into the river.

			As soon as it’s done, when they all amble out, laughing, spitting out water, I feel a pang of regret. Frustration at myself.

			Why couldn’t I let go for just a second, for just long enough to join them? It was on our list.

			The other half of my brain argues back about the reality of baring my ass in front of more than half my graduating class. No matter how daring and fun it sounds to throw yourself into a river on a night like this, reality is always messier, colder, more embarrassing, disappointing, and I don’t know that I can take it tonight.

			I’m bracing myself for Lacey’s teasing, an epic display of disappointment at my chickening out. It’s pretty common for us, Lacey reprimanding me for not doing something and me feeling sheepish, realizing it probably wouldn’t have been so bad. But she is silent now as she takes her clothes from me, as she pulls them on.

			There’s a moment when she looks like she might say something, but then she changes her mind, and there’s something about the look she gives me. She looks at me not like she doesn’t recognize me, but like she doesn’t want to.

			Like she’s exhausted in some way.

			I tell myself it’s from plunging into the river.

			“I’m going with Hail to grab something from his car,” she says, and there’s a good chance that’s a euphemism for something.

			“Want me to come with?” I ask anyway.

			It’s the wrong move, because she snaps, “Jesus, I’ll be gone for five minutes, not five years!” Then she laughs, but there’s an unmistakable edge to her voice. I want to call her on it, to ask her why she’s this pissed off about me not skinny-dipping, but I decide to let it slide.

			
			“Okay,” I say, watching her head off in Hail’s direction.

			It feels like there’s something else bothering her, and I wonder if it’s because of what I told her at her house, if it’s because I kissed Will and waited two weeks to tell her.

			I don’t see her again for over an hour.

			And when I do, I nearly have a conniption.

			Lacey can barely stand without assistance.

			“I’m fiiiiine,” she slurs, sounding anything but. Drinking makes Lace even more headstrong than she normally is. It takes minutes before I manage to coax the half-empty can of beer from her hands. She keeps her guitar against her chest, a shield against the night.

			“Stay here,” I tell her sternly before leaving in search of Oliver, our designated driver. I haven’t seen him since we got here. He didn’t drift over when the camp songs started, like most other people, and he didn’t join in the skinny-dipping. He’s not among the little groups scattered around the riverbank and he’s not by the car.

			Where are you? I text, but after a couple of minutes, he still hasn’t responded. I follow the sound of voices like a trail of crumbs into the edge of the woods. As I walk, I try to swallow the feeling of resentment, regret at coming out tonight.

			I knew Lacey was going to get drunk.

			It’s a party and that’s what happens at parties. More than that, we’re celebrating being done with school. I can’t judge her for having a good time.

			Still, this is the exact reason I tend to avoid parties. In movies and in my head, high school parties are these fun, exciting affairs, opportunities to make memories you’ll cherish forever. In real life, they are sloppy and loud and we all act like the worst versions of ourselves.

			
			It feels exhausting and predictable, watching Lacey drink herself into oblivion. It used to be that we looked down on kids who did that, pitied people who had to be wasted to have any fun. We used to be able to make our own fun, people-watching or reciting our favorite movie lines or doing the most dorky and unpredictable thing we could at any given moment.

			I miss the simplicity of that time, miss who we used to be.

			It’s why I’m so excited to spend the summer at camp. No drinking, no parties, no pot. Just me, my best friend and three wide-open months of adventures, new friends, new boys and the memories of all the years we spent at Camp Rowan when we were kids.

			It’s the one thing I’m allowing myself to feel hopeful about.

			I keep walking until I make out two figures, a couple resting against the trunk of a tree. The girl lets out a sharp trill of laughter, and the sound of it is loud in the night, carefree. The boy leans forward to whisper something in her ear, his hands on her lower back. In the sliver of light that falls through the canopy of trees, I recognize Lacey’s brother.

			Oliver is exactly the kind of boy who would make a girl fall in love with him in the dark.

			For some reason, I can’t make myself step forward and interrupt them. Their laughter rings behind me as I turn around and head back to Lacey.

			I’m hurrying back through the trees when something creaks behind me.

			I jump when I hear my name.

			
			Turn back, and Oliver is jogging toward me.

			“Eden, hey,” he says, catching up to me. His hair is sticking up in all directions, and he runs his hand self-consciously through it. I try not to stare at his rumpled shirt. “Is everything okay?”

			“Lacey’s wasted. I think we should head home….I mean, if you’re ready to.”

			“Uh, yeah,” he says, pulling out his phone. “Shit. I’m just seeing your text. Yeah, I’m ready if you are.”

			He follows me over to where Lacey is. In the short time I’ve been gone, she appears to have become surgically attached
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