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For those who stayed when time didn’t.

For the songs that carried us through the years.

And for the moments we would return to,

if only we knew the right frequency.

And to my wife — Tricia,

for more than a quarter of a century of love, patience, and belief —

Thank you for standing beside me through every version of time we’ve lived together.

REWIND: ALBUM ONE — STATIC AND SIGNAL

IMMERSION EXPERIENCE

This story was never meant to be silent.

Each Track carries a signal—
a song that exists alongside the moment it belongs to.
You can begin the music before a Track,
let it find you in the middle,
or leave it unheard.
There is no single way to experience the signal. Only your way.

To listen along, open Spotify and search for:
REWIND – Track One
REWIND – Track Two
REWIND – Track Three
REWIND – Track Four
REWIND – Track Five
REWIND – Bonus Track
Let the music sit beside the story.
Not leading. Not following. Just... present.
TRACK LIST

SIDE A
TRACK ONE: Something Happened on the Way to Heaven
TRACK TWO: The End of the Innocence
TRACK THREE: Cat’s in the Cradle
SIDE B
TRACK FOUR: Turn the Page
TRACK FIVE: Stand by Me
BONUS TRACK: Don’t Dream It’s Over
Some signals are easy to hear.

Others...
you don’t realize you’ve been listening
until they’re already gone.
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Inheritance in Shadows

≋•≋

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

“Patience, Cal.”

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

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

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

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

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

Will had a way of answering questions without answering them. Cal had learned that early. If you asked something important, Will would look out over the water a little longer than usual, as if the river might offer a better version of the truth than words ever could.

Cal looked up at him. He didn’t understand fully, but nodded anyway. He remembered that Will stayed. That when the line went slack and the river kept moving, nothing felt unfinished yet.

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

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

He hadn’t realized until much later that what he missed wasn’t the river, or the fishing, or even the quiet. It was the certainty that someone older was standing nearby, keeping the world from tipping too far in any one direction.

“Mr. Calvin Halloway?”

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

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

Settled felt like the wrong word. It suggested balance. Resolution. Cal felt neither. Some things didn’t settle. They sank.

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

It wasn’t the kind of key you forgot about once it left your hand. 

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

Back in Dallas, Cal moved through the ritual of leaving. Jeans and shirts folded into a duffel. A row of paperbacks stood untouched on the shelf, while a stack of records leaned against the turntable, their spines faded from use. 

The guitar in the corner he left behind—he couldn’t bring himself to carry its silence with him. At Will’s place, silence had weight. Here, it just lingered.

The apartment had always felt provisional, like a place meant to be passed through rather than lived in. Nothing here argued with him when he left.

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

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

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

The room seemed to exhale with it.

Cal leaned back into the couch, the weight of the day loosening its grip, eyes catching on the packed bags by the door.

Tomorrow they would be in Rivergrove. Tomorrow he’d walk into Will’s house again, brushing dust off memories left too long.

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

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

The bags waited.
So did tomorrow.
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After the Music Fades

––––––––
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The door to Cal’s apartment clicked shut behind him, the sound too final for such a small gesture. The morning sun spilled across the street, glinting off glass and steel as Dallas stirred awake. Cars honked in the distance, a bus rumbled past, but the city’s pulse felt far away.

He slung the duffel into the trunk and brushed the brass key in his pocket. Cool. Heavy. He hadn’t been able to leave it behind.

Sliding into the driver’s seat, he breathed in the familiar scent of worn leather and stale coffee. He turned the ignition. The engine rumbled to life—and the radio followed: static, then melody.

The static lingered a fraction longer than he expected, rough and insistent, before giving way. Cal frowned, then let it go.

A familiar chorus filled the car — one of those songs that asked questions nobody ever wanted answered.

The Cars. Drive.

Cal froze. The song poured into the morning like it had been waiting for him. He leaned back, a faint, disbelieving smile tugging his lips. Some songs didn’t just play. They arrived.

He hadn’t turned the dial. Hadn’t asked for it. The timing felt too clean to be random, but not sharp enough to be threatening.

The city blurred into soft edges; skyscrapers faded in the haze. A shuttered bookstore slid past, its windows ghosted with afternoons flipping paperbacks. A mural of the River Festival clung to brick, its colors faded but unbowed.

The highway opened before him, stretching straight and long like a ribbon into the past. Dallas shrank in the mirror. Rivergrove waited ahead—quiet, familiar, patient.

The town had always been good at waiting. It didn’t chase people who left. It just kept their shape, in case they came back.

Cal settled into the drive, the melody threading through him. It didn’t feel like coincidence. It felt deliberate, as though the song itself had been stitched into his journey.

The sprawl gave way to fields stitched with fences. Silos rose like tired sentinels. Small towns clung to diners and hardware stores, neon signs flickering even in daylight. Each mile tugged loose another memory: summers heavy with cut hay, bike tires rattling down cracked sidewalks, Will’s old pickup rumbling beside him.

“Race you home, Cal!” his grandfather had laughed, shifting gears as the boy pumped furiously on a beat-up Schwinn.

The memory lingered, soft and bittersweet.

Some memories stayed light. Others pressed down. Cal had learned not to sort them too carefully.

The song ended, but its echo stuck like burrs. The song’s closing question lingered, uneasy and personal, like a warning meant only for him.

The green highway sign flashed past: Rivergrove—Next Exit.

The two-lane road unfolded like a photograph kept too long in a drawer. Millie’s Diner perched on the corner. The hardware store’s sign creaked in the breeze. New storefronts dotted the street, but the bones of Rivergrove hadn’t changed.

Rivergrove didn’t greet him. It simply made room.

Cal’s stomach reminded him he hadn’t eaten. The thought of stepping into the silent house empty-handed twisted his gut. He turned into the diner lot.

The hand-painted sign still read Millie’s — chipped but proud. Some places didn’t age so much as they accumulated presence.

Inside, the smell hit him—coffee, bacon, onions, grease. Booths lined the windows. Cracked counter stools waited like old friends. The bell over the door jingled as a silver-haired woman glanced up. Recognition flickered in her eyes, though she said nothing.

“Sit wherever you like, hon,” she said.

Cal chose a booth. The booth felt unchanged, like it had been waiting to be occupied again. When she came with her pad, he ordered without hesitation: burger, fries, coffee—black.

Millie poured the coffee herself, setting it down with a practiced motion. “Headed home, or just passing through?”

“Home,” Cal said after a pause. The word felt heavier than it should. “Been a while.”

She studied him a moment, then nodded. “Rivergrove waits for you. Doesn’t change much.” The way she said it suggested patience, not reassurance.

He smiled faintly. “That’s what I’m afraid of.”

Her chuckle followed her back to the counter. Cal wrapped his hands around the mug, warmth seeping in. Through the window, Main Street stretched, steady and unchanging. The town hadn’t shifted—but he had. The distance between them felt wide as a canyon.

When the meal was done, he slid a tip beneath the cup and thanked Millie before stepping back into the sunlight. The bell chimed behind him—a marker in time.

Rivergrove’s streets were hushed, lined with oaks and sagging porches. He followed them to the tree-lined road where the Halloway house waited.

The siding was pale, weathered, the grain raised like old scars. The windows stared back, unblinking.

He parked at the curb and gripped the wheel. For just a moment, a faint hiss brushed the edges of his hearing—gone before he could place it. Then the quiet tightened, like something checking its footing. And the house seemed to watch him, patient and silent, as if it knew what he carried.
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He stepped out. Gravel crunched. The porch boards groaned just as they had when he was a boy sneaking home past curfew. His hand rested on the railing, worn smooth by years of touch.

The grooves of the doorframe, the dulled brass handle, the key pressing faintly against his thigh - all whispered the same thing: you belong here.

Then it pressed harder against his leg, as if reminding him it had come this far too.

And yet, standing at the threshold, it felt heavier than it should.
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Past Unearthed

––––––––
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Inside, silence swallowed him whole. The house responded the way old things do — slowly, deliberately. Dust drifted through pale light cutting across half-drawn curtains. The air smelled of wood and time, edged with the ghost of cold coffee.

Cal’s shadow stretched across the entry as he pushed the door open. Hinges groaned. Dust stirred, curling upward as if the house were waking to his return. Every sound magnified: the floor’s creak, the thud of his duffel, the steady rhythm of his breath.

He lingered at the threshold. Shapes took form as his eyes adjusted—the sagging couch in faded floral print, the recliner by the window, the oak table scarred by old projects. Sunlight caught dust motes, turning them into drifting threads of gold.

His hand brushed the recliner’s back. For an instant, he could almost see Will there, glasses low on his nose, muttering about a ballgame. The ache tightened in his chest.

The kitchen drew him next. A chipped sugar jar waited on the counter, the coffeemaker crooked in the corner, filter basket ajar as if expecting a pot that never came. The weight of absence here was thicker than any graveyard.

He moved down the hallway. The guest room waited, the one where he’d spent restless summer nights as a boy. His gaze lifted past it, up the narrow staircase to the attic door barely visible at the top landing. The upper floor felt farther away than it should have been.

A prickle stirred in his ribs. Not yet. He thought. Whatever waited up there would still be there later. The house made sure of it.

On the shelf near the recliner, a photograph caught the light. Cal lifted it and brushed away the dust. Nine-year-old Cal grinned wide, straining to hold a bass half his size while Will steadied it with one hand. But Will’s eyes were on Cal, not the fish. Pride radiated from his face.

For just a moment, he thought he heard water—
the low lap of it against the bank, the soft pull of current moving past reeds.
Then, faint and almost lost in the house’s quiet, a voice he knew better than his own:

“That’s a boy, Cal...”

The sound faded as quickly as it came, leaving only the tick of cooling wood and his own breath, uneven now.

The memory struck sharp: the tug of the line, the frantic splash, the fear he’d lose it. Then Will’s calm voice guiding him, “Steady, Cal. Let him run. You’ve got him. Don’t let go.” When they finally pulled it ashore, Cal collapsed in laughter, lungs aching, sides sore. Will had ruffled his hair and said, “That one’s all yours, son. Someday you’ll tell it better than me.”

Now, the older reflection in the glass stared back. Tired. Weathered. Carrying years Will never saw.

He set the frame down carefully. The silence pressed in again, only now it carried echoes.

Behind it, half-slid beneath the wood, a second photo waited, two men at the river’s bend, sun in their faces, edges curled with age. One was Will, younger. The other stood turned just enough to be unnamed. On the back, in Will’s blocky hand: T., you were right about the river path—Summer ’90. Sharon wasn’t in the picture, but her presence lived everywhere in this house—his grandmother’s laughter still clung to the kitchen tiles if he listened hard enough. Cal didn’t remember ever seeing it. He slipped the photo into his pocket without knowing why.

Cal carried his duffel to the guest room. The air smelled faintly of cedar. The twin bed waited, quilt folded at the foot as if expecting him. He didn’t unpack. He sat on the mattress, feeling the house settle around him, the groan of old wood like a sigh of recognition.

The key pressed against his thigh. Heavy. Certain. Grounding.

His thoughts loosened. The house went quiet.

Morning light spilled through faded curtains. Cal rose. The house was quiet, almost listening. He stretched, stepped into the hall, and paused at the base of the narrow stairs.

The attic door resisted at first, then gave with a long creak.

Inside, dust swirled through golden light. Boxes stacked high. Old furniture lay under sheets, relics of decades past. Cal moved carefully, brushing aside newspapers, anticipation building. Somewhere in here was the radio — Will’s radio.

He pulled back a blanket and found it: an aging, AM/FM cassette radio. Faded dial, worn knobs, unmistakable. It seemed to hum beneath his fingers, alive even before he touched the switch.

The battery compartment was empty. He searched through a box marked Odds & Ends, but found nothing. With a sigh, he tucked the radio under his arm and left the attic.

Rivergrove lay steady in the mid-morning sun as Cal pulled into Henson’s Hardware. The place smelled of cedar and oil, every floorboard squeaking like it remembered his steps. He found the D-cell batteries, grabbed a pack, and headed for the counter.

A flicker of auburn hair passed down another aisle. Confident stride. Familiar, though he couldn’t place why. Rivergrove was full of faces that tugged at old summers, and for a second he wondered if she’d been one of them. Their eyes met for half a second, then she was gone.

Cal thought nothing of it, just another local.

Back at the house, the afternoon stretched long as he carried the radio into the attic. On the drive, a melody had caught his ear and stayed: Phil Collins, Something Happened on the Way to Heaven. The refrain clung to him, insistent, like a thread tugging him onward.

He slid the batteries in. The dial crackled with static, then music—that same song.

The attic shuddered, not violently, but deliberately, as if responding to a signal it recognized.

The chords pressed outward, the air tightening, light thinning around him like stretched glass.
Shadows pulsed. The walls flexed, not breaking—aligning.
The notes cinched closed. Static roared, whisper and storm at once.
The floor fell away.
Not downward—inward.
Cal staggered, heart hammering as the world collapsed into itself.
Light snapped to black.
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Echoes in the Air
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White light seared his eyes. For a disoriented moment, Cal thought it was morning sun through the guest room curtains. But this light was too sharp. Too sterile. The air smelled of antiseptic, wilted flowers, and worry.

A steady beep pulsed nearby. Voices murmured in the hall. The sound didn’t echo. It returned. Cal pushed himself up, the sheets stiff beneath his hands. The realization struck hard: this wasn’t the house. It was a hospital.

The door opened.

A woman stepped in, her face younger than he remembered but unmistakable. Abigail. His mother. Her hair was darker, her eyes bright with grief, her knuckles white around a tissue.

“Where is he?” she demanded, voice breaking. “Where is my father? He should be here.”

A nurse followed, calm and practiced. “Mrs. Halloway, we’ve called him. Sometimes people handle moments differently. We’ll keep trying.”

Abby shook her head, tears streaking. Barely holding it together. “She doesn’t have time for him to decide how to handle it. She needs him now. And so do I.”

The nurse eased her into a chair. Abby’s shoulders shook, the tissue crumpling in her hand. Her gaze never touched Cal. She looked through him, past him, as if he weren’t there.

“Mom?” Cal rasped. “What’s happening?”

Static hissed in his ears, sharp and jarring, like a radio dial spun through empty space.
He staggered, gripping the bedrail.
“Mom!” he shouted.
Nothing.
She didn’t flinch. Didn’t hear.
His words didn’t reach her.

The Static bent the world around him—sounds clipping, moments slipping, even names twisting at the edges.
It wasn’t loud enough to hurt—just enough to correct him.
The hiss thinned to a low hum. Silence followed.

Cal’s chest tightened.
Am I dreaming?
Once, he could’ve sworn someone called him “Cliff.”
The memory stuck like a glitch in the signal.
Sharon’s faint breath, her hand twitching in Abby’s grasp, the monitor’s steady tone—all of it reminded Cal how little time was left.

He drifted out of the room, down sterile halls, and through the sliding glass doors. The late-afternoon sun struck his face. Rivergrove spread before him, brick storefronts steady, streets washed in light.

Two men sat on a bench outside the pharmacy, their words carrying on the breeze.

“Shame about Sharon Halloway,” one said, shaking his head.

“Yeah. Didn’t think it’d be this soon. Poor Abby. And Will? Haven’t seen him around.”

“He’s takin’ it hard. Maybe too hard.”

Cal froze. His grandmother. Sharon. He knew the story in fragments, guilt-soaked memories, but never like this. Now he was standing inside the very day.

He walked Main Street like a man pulled by strings. The diner’s neon flickered faintly. The bell jingled as he stepped inside. The air smelled of coffee and fried onions.

He slid into a booth. Waitresses called out orders. Dishes clattered. A woman with auburn hair laughed near the counter, her voice bright against the din. Cal’s gaze caught on her. Something about her was familiar, though he couldn’t place why. Before he could look again, she turned away, lost in the noise of the diner.

A waitress set down a steaming mug without asking. “Rough day?” she asked softly.

Cal blinked. “Yeah... you could say that.”

She tapped her pad. “Burger, fries? The usual?”

Rewinds had a way of smoothing over the edges—people remembering him as whoever the moment needed to keep the memory intact.

“The usual?” Cal repeated.

Her smile flickered, amused. “Don’t tell me you’re changing things up now.”

He hesitated, then nodded. “Sure. The usual.”

“Good man.” She turned away.

Cal’s pulse quickened. She hadn’t asked his name. Nobody had. Yet everyone seemed to know him.

He leaned forward as she passed again. “It’s, uh... Cal. My name’s—” His name felt harder to say than it should have.

A jagged hiss split the air, Static ripping through his skull. He doubled over, gripping the table as the sound swallowed his voice. The quiet that followed felt earned.

No one else reacted — no one except the auburn-haired woman at the counter. She glanced back, brow furrowed as she watched him press a hand to his temple. Concern flickered across her face, then she looked away.

Cal pushed the mug aside, appetite gone. He needed air.

The bell jingled as he stepped outside. A newspaper rack stood by the door. He pulled the top issue free, his breath catching at the headline:

Rivergrove Icon Sharon Halloway Hospitalized – Family by Her Side

His grandmother. His hands trembled as he found the date: June 12, 1990.

Cal’s stomach dropped. He was fifteen then — stranded with a broken-down car while she slipped away. Abby had shouldered it alone. Will had vanished.

The paper rattled in his grip. He folded it under his arm. He knew where Will would be. He knew where he had to go.

Two men at the counter inside had spoken in low voices before he left — words that returned to him now like an echo:

“Doc said her heart gave out. But I heard it was complications from that spill last year. Family brushed it off.”

“Accident, wasn’t it? Car hit her outside the church. Nobody ever stepped forward.”

“Tragic either way. Still doesn’t sit right.”

Cal’s breath caught. An accident? That wasn’t how the story was told.

The Static stirred again, faint but insistent, warning him not to chase it. Not yet.
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