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I will wait for you …

Carli Thornley doesn’t believe in lost causes. Her best friend Josh is in a coma, and every day for the past six weeks, she’s sat by his side, read to him, played his favorite music, and basically willed him to wake up out of the darkness. Carli has always liked Josh more than a friend, but right before she could gather up the courage to tell him her true feelings, a terrible accident changed everything. Now, their friendship is tested like she never could have imagined, and Carli is left to pick up the shattered pieces.
In the summer that follows the accident, Carli must face the consequences of that single day and find a way to cope…or the courage to move on.
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Visit Shasta Larken's website for updates and subscribe to her newsletter for exclusive content, giveaways, and special offers!
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To my teenage self for knowing that writing was a worthy thing to escape into when the going got tough.








  
  Dear Reader, 

For years, Carli’s story sat on my computer, patiently waiting for me to finish it. There was always a different book that begged to be worked on first, a new book to start, an old idea to flesh out... Now, I’m happy to finally share Falling Awake with you, a sweet love story where the simple act of holding hands can give you a stomach full of butterflies.
This clean and wholesome story is somewhat of a departure for me. My other books (written under the name Rachelle Vaughn) have a much spicier heat level, but once in a while, it’s refreshing to revisit how innocent first love can be. I enjoy reading a variety of romance genres, so it only makes sense that I write in different genres too. After all, variety is the spice of romance!
I hope Carli’s journey renews your belief in love and reminds you that hope, even when it seems out of reach, can save us when all seems lost.
Feel free to contact me through my website and make sure you’re signed up for my newsletter. It’s a great way to find out about giveaways, new releases, and little tidbits I don’t post anywhere else.

Happy reading!
Shasta Larken
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Chapter One


Ever notice how in movie funeral scenes there’s always someone standing off to the side, looking ominous and mysterious? I wonder if there will be someone like that at my funeral. Or at Josh’s. I bet Josh’s family has everything planned for his funeral, right down to the hors d’oeuvres served at the wake. His mom probably already has her outfit planned and has already decided which designer shoes match her black designer dress. Would she wear one of those mesh veils over her face to look fashionable? Or would she wear her face bare for everyone to see her tears? 
I had only ever been to two funerals in my life. Two too many, if you ask me. One was for my great-grandpa and the second, a year later, for my great-grandma. They were really old—both eighty-two—but that didn’t make it any easier to lose them. I keep my memories of them tucked away inside my heart and I think about them whenever I need to be reminded of what it feels like to be loved unconditionally.
My grandpa wore thick glasses that seemed to distort the size of his eyes in a funny way, but he always asked me about school and let me sit on the arm of his recliner while he watched game shows on TV. My grandma had Alzheimer’s near the end of her life, but I don’t let myself dwell too much on the days when she couldn’t remember my name anymore. I only want to remember the way she was patient with me when she was teaching me to cook and how she loved to do crossword puzzles on the front porch.
If loss is just a part of life, then why does it hurt so badly when we experience it? When people are taken away from us, a little piece of ourselves goes with them. Maybe we aren’t meant to be whole. Maybe we’re meant to be made up of pieces, some of them missing, some broken and irreplaceable.
I bet a funeral for someone under the age of seventeen—someone like Josh—would be extra tragic. All that wasted potential and all that time needlessly forfeited.
Sometimes, I think about the oddest things while on my bike, pedaling west toward Josh’s house. The ride from my house to his takes me about ten minutes and there isn’t much else to think about besides the same scenery I’ve been riding past my entire life. Most of the streets were named after trees and I rode past Spruce, Pine, and Oak.
Speculating about Josh’s mom wasn’t fair. I knew that. It wasn’t like she was a bad person. She just had a lot of…issues. I’m sure most parents have issues behind closed doors. And most parents didn’t have to worry that their kid was in a coma and when (or if) he was going to come out of it.
Unlike Josh’s mom, I couldn’t afford to think negatively. In Josh’s case, it was when, definitely not a question of if he was going to wake up. If Josh knew I had already given up on him, along with most everyone else, then he’d ostracize me for sure. He’d haunt me forever for doubting him. And if he didn’t wake up, he’d have me to answer to. Either way you sliced it I was doomed.
It was summer in August Lake, June to be exact, and the town was already starting to feel touristy. That’s what happens when you live in a lake town. Come summer, everyone from miles around flocks to the water and descends upon the town like a swarm of locusts. The locals simply faded into the background and took the tourists’ money with a smile.
Josh and I wouldn’t be going to the lake together this summer. In fact, Josh wouldn’t be doing much of anything if he didn’t get his act together soon. Out of the two of us, I was always the sane, reasonable one. And this little dirty trick he was indulging in had gotten old real fast. Comas were only supposed to last a few episodes on a TV show. Just long enough to work a few other plotlines in. They were not meant to last for months like Josh’s.
It sounded strange referring to it as “Josh’s Coma” like it belonged to him. Or like it had taken possession of him. Then again, I guess that’s exactly what it had done. It had taken him from us and selfishly held him there inside its unconsciousness while it did who knows what to his brain.
After six weeks, it was beginning to feel like my coma too. When your best friend was lying in a hospital bed, it was pretty hard to resume life as usual. The fact that it was summertime made things even more unbearable. Then again, in September it wouldn’t be easy to go to school without him either. No matter how you looked at it, “Josh’s Coma” was a complete bummer.
I turned my bike toward Josh’s driveway and glided down the steep pavement.
The Thornton’s had it all. Wealth, successful careers, fancy cars, a custom lakefront home. But that didn’t mean everything was easy for them. Josh was an enigma that no one had been able to solve. Not the doctors they’d brought in from around the country. Not the tests or the MRIs or expert medical opinions. No one could explain why Josh Thornton had slipped into a coma after the accident and had remained there for six excruciatingly long weeks.
The lush landscaping, the designer clothing, the piles of money in their bank account, none of it could help bring their son back to them. Josh was operating on his own timeline. And no one, not even me, could do a thing about it.
The luxurious house loomed in front of me, a bold reminder of all the things that had changed in the last couple of months. Josh’s parents, Catherine and Warren, used to throw big, lavish parties here. They’d string lights on the deck and along the boat dock out back. They’d let Josh play his favorite music too loud, even if it wasn’t to their taste. The house on Lake Forest Road had been full of life. Josh had been the life of the party. The house was quiet now. Undecorated, unadorned, dark in the shadows of the tall pines surrounding it. Silent and still, it stood waiting for Josh to come to life again. Along with everyone else.
My house was nothing like Josh’s six-thousand square-foot mansion. I lived on a quiet street on the other side of town where you can’t see the lake from your backdoor. Most of the homes on my block were used as summer rentals and winter cabins. They were one- and two-bedroom chalets and nothing as luxurious as the Thornton Estate.
Four of my houses could have fit in the main level of Josh’s house alone. His house boasted a family room, den, living room—as if one room to gather in to watch TV wasn’t enough—and a modern kitchen that looked like something out of a cooking show. Five sprawling bedrooms sat upstairs, each with its own bathroom, each with a million-dollar view of Mt. August and Lake August. Outside, the deck had access to the lawn, beach, and boat dock. Yep, the Thorntons had it all.
The Thornton’s home had been decorated by a professional. My house hadn’t been decorated per se, but was, well, lived in. My furniture had come from thrift shops and if I ever wanted anything new, I had to scrimp and save all of my allowance to buy it myself. There were no free rides in the Thornley house. No rich relatives footing the bills for my every whim. No maids to clean up after my messes and no gardeners mowing my lawn for me once a week like clockwork.
Although Josh and I had our glaring differences, our relationship wasn’t a rich boy/poor girl scenario. My dad made decent money as a truck driver and our house was fairly nice. It just didn’t have a lake view and a gazillion extra rooms. And it didn’t have a boat dock. Or stainless steel appliances, a gardener, a full-time housekeeper, and a row of late-model cars in the four-car garage. Okay, so maybe we were not so similar in the financial scheme of things. But that kind of stuff was irrelevant to me. And to Josh.
My dad—along with our house—was super casual, and Josh’s parents—and their lakefront house—were extremely businesslike and formal. Mrs. T wore mostly dresses and pantsuits with heels and Mr. T dressed in suits for work at the bank. My dad preferred worn jeans, NASCAR T-shirts, plaid flannels, and sturdy boots.
Thankfully, Josh and my dad got along. Josh thought it was “cool”—his word, not mine—that my dad drove an eighteen-wheeler and made that horn-honking gesture that people, mostly kids, did on the freeway whenever he saw him. Josh never looked down on my dad because he had a blue-collar job and didn’t work in an office. That was one of the things I liked best about my best friend. Josh didn’t judge people based on their occupation. He judged them on their character.
Josh and I had been friends all throughout school. We had similar last names, and teachers, being as unoriginal as they were, liked to arrange the seating charts in their classes in alphabetical order. Josh was Thornton and I was Thornley. Nobody ever came between us on that foolproof seating chart. Unless some Swahili kid transferred with the last name of Thornmeep, no one ever would.
In school, I wasn’t popular like Josh was, but I liked to think he could be himself around me. Best of all, I think Josh respected my smarts. He didn’t try to cheat off me and I admired him for that. Sometimes, it took him longer to learn things, but when I related equations and problems to hockey, he picked them up quickly.
It was easy being Josh’s best friend. He didn’t treat me one way when we were around his friends and a different way when we were alone. He was nice to me no matter who happened to be around.
The hard part was keeping my feelings for him a secret. I didn’t want to ruin what we had. If he didn’t like me back, then everything would be awkward and we’d probably stop being friends all together because of it.
Josh wasn’t the only boy I’d had a crush on throughout the years. In seventh grade, I had a thing for Beckett March. Probably because he smiled at me in Social Studies class and I interpreted that smile as a green light for romance. Turns out, he was smiling at Leslie Unger behind me and I felt like a total idiot for sitting there smiling at someone who didn’t even know I existed.
After Beckett, it was Joe Alonzo. Josh gave me a bad time for that one and never let me live it down. How was I supposed to know Joe only liked me for my math homework skills?
During freshman year, I had a crush on Marty Hanes. He was two years older than me and a football player. One of the girls in my gym class took it upon herself (teenage girls are such matchmakers, aren’t they?) to ask him if he liked me.
Marty’s response? “I don’t do freshman.”
Sheesh, I didn’t want him to do me. I just thought it would be nice to hold his hand in the hallway or kiss in his hatchback. What a jerk. I didn’t need him to do me any favors anyway.
So, that was the extent of my high school dating life/romantic relationships. Not much of a portfolio.
Recently, I had come to the conclusion—or at least I had a hunch—that Josh’s friend Mark Vasquez liked me. He always looked at me the way I wished Josh would look at me. You know, with that hooded eyelid, biting-the-lip kind of look. Mark always used my name when he talked to me, too. Like “Hi, Carli” or “How was math class, Carli?” instead of the standard “whassup” or “sup” like the rest of Josh’s friends. They were too cool to use more than the minimum amount of syllables, but Mark always went the extra mile.
If I went out with Mark and Josh woke up, I’d feel absolutely terrible. Like I couldn’t wait for him to wake up so I was off canoodling with his best friend or something. I had no problem waiting.
Pushing aside thoughts of my failed social life, I propped my bike up against the side of the house and went around back to Josh’s private entrance. Not many teenagers I knew had their own private entrance to their own wing of the house and it was a shame that Josh had to be asleep rather than enjoying the perks his charmed life came with.
Inside the mudroom, hockey gear hung from wooden pegs on the wall, and skis and snowboards were stacked against the bench. Josh’s ice skates lay on the floor just waiting for him to slip his size elevens into them. It looked like he’d just tossed his stuff down a few minutes ago.
The room smelled like sweaty hockey gear. No matter how long he slept, the smell still lingered. And no matter how long Josh slept, I still experienced a flood of nostalgia every time I walked into his house.
Not in a hurry, I sat down on the bench and picked up one of the hockey sticks. Running my fingers over the frayed tape on the shaft of the stick, I thought about all the hockey games Josh had missed out on. How was he able to simply lie there in his bedroom while the Ravens had fought for a spot in the playoffs? In the end, they hadn’t made it, but Josh wasn’t around to witness their effort or their history-making season.
I knew everything about Josh. His favorite sport was hockey, his favorite pro hockey team was the Red Valley Ravens, of course, and his favorite player was Cody Lambert, the team’s current captain.
Every year, Josh dreaded hockey season coming to a close, but when it did, he immersed himself in something else. Baseball, basketball, football… He was always busy doing something. Playing sports, talking about the stuff he wanted to do, always going and moving and planning. The only time he ever shut up was when he was concentrating on beating you at something because he was so competitive. Now he’d been quiet for much too long.
Sometimes, I hear his voice in my sleep and the sound is so beautiful that I wake up with damp eyelashes. Other days, I can’t remember the sound of his voice at all and I’m scared that parts of my memories of him are starting to fade away.
I miss the way he smiled so easily and never tried to hide it. He was terrible at playing card games like poker because he could never keep a straight face. Laughter would bubble up inside his chest, and no matter how hard he tried to press his lips together to keep it inside, the laughter would rip from him and light up his face in the process.
God, I missed his laugh.
Looking around the room full of his deserted gear, I wondered if Josh would ever be able to ski and snowboard again. Or play hockey. Hockey was his life. Would he ever wake up and be able to play again someday? Would he be able to recreate the smooth moves he’d pulled off last year, the plays that had made everyone jump to their feet, cheering for him in the stands?
Would he ever wake up period?
Looking up, I imagined Josh walking through the door, his cheeks flushed from the cold. He’d shrug out of his winter coat and shake the snow from his hair. He’d be raving about how great the fresh powder was on the slopes and ask me for the twentieth time if I’d seen the 360 he’d done on his snowboard.
In the springtime, he’d be tossing a baseball into his glove, describing the homerun he’d hit in the same voice as his favorite commentator. He’d readjust the baseball cap on his head and his green eyes would sparkle as he searched for lively adjectives to describe the sound of the ball cracking against his bat to add flair to the series of events.
Or, it was summer and he’d burst through the door, his nose and cheeks kissed by the sun because he refused to wear sunscreen. His brown hair, naturally lightened by his time in the sun, would have streaks of honey blonde running through it. He’d toss his Oakley sunglasses on the table and tell me how he’d managed to do a Backside 360 on his wakeboard. He’d ask me if I wanted to get some tacos and bring them down to the boat dock to eat while we dangled our feet over the water. Practically every day, we used to sit on the boat dock and eat lunch. Did he feel a thrill like I did when our knees touched? Did he ever think about throwing caution to the wind and kissing me?
While we munched on our food, we’d make plans for the next day. Planning our summer itinerary was tough. We’d have to decide between going to the water park and going out on his dad’s boat. Decisions. Decisions.
Now he was left with only one decision to make.
Shaking the nonsense from my head, I stood up, slung my backpack over my shoulder, took a deep breath, and went inside.
When I walked into Josh’s bedroom, Agatha, the day nurse, was making notes on his chart. She was middle-aged with threads of gray running through her mousy brown hair and she wore her typical uniform of scrubs and white tennis shoes. I wondered if the gray in her hair was a result of her stressful job or her age.
Josh’s parents had hired two registered nurses for round-the-clock care of their son. Agatha and Mamie kept watch over him in shifts throughout the day. I didn’t see Mamie very often because she was on the graveyard shift (a term I didn’t appreciate), but she was nice enough to where I felt comfortable with her looking after Josh.
Besides monitoring his vitals, the RNs dutifully massaged Josh’s limbs and moved him every few hours from side to side to avoid bedsores, atelectasis (which is just a fancy word for collapsed lung), and pneumonia. Right now, Josh was on his back, oblivious of the team of people who watched over him, dedicating their time to his survival.
Red Valley Medical Center, the nearest hospital, was twenty miles away. I wouldn’t have been able to visit him every day if his parents had kept him there. Soon after the accident, they were able to take him off life support when he began to breathe on his own. After a month in the coma, his parents moved him home from the hospital, hoping that being in familiar surroundings would help him wake up.
Dr. Patel, Josh’s doctor, had an office nearby and was a friend of the family. He came by every other day to check on him and to make sure the nurses were doing everything they were supposed to be doing. Dr. Patel didn’t know it, but I was keeping an eye on the nurses, too.
When she heard me come in, Agatha looked up and smiled at me. I smiled back.
Once, when I asked Agatha why she became a nurse, she told me about a nice nurse of her mother’s who had given her a lollipop.
“Kids remember that kind of stuff,” I had told her. Sometimes, it was the simplest of actions you remembered the most.
Agatha looked extra tired today, the same way I felt.
“How you doin’ today, hon?” she asked, setting her clipboard down on the table.
“Good.” I tossed my backpack on the window seat and joined her at the foot of Josh’s bed. “How is he?”
“Fine. All of his vitals are good.”
I nodded. It was the same answer she gave me every day.
Agatha stretched and rubbed at the small of her back. “If you don’t mind, I’m going downstairs for some fresh coffee.”
“Take your time.”
Agatha and I had an understanding. She would leave and give me my privacy and I would let her know immediately if there was any change in Josh’s condition.
Josh remained motionless in the bed. For someone who was fighting for his life, he sure was awfully quiet about it.
It was difficult seeing him dwindle away in a hospital bed like that. Every time I gave any thought to it, my heart felt like it was being ripped out of my chest. He was being fed intravenously. They were pumping nutrients into his veins, but it wasn’t the same. He’d lost so much weight that he was just skin and bones now. Josh wasn’t a big guy to begin with, so anything more than five pounds missing from his athletic frame was noticeable.
He had stabilized, was off the ventilator, and was breathing on his own. He could breathe on his own. If he could do that, then why couldn’t he just wake up and open his eyes?
The rise and fall of his chest was deceiving. His body was allowing him to breathe, but his mind wouldn’t allow him to wake up. Why couldn’t he just wake up already and put an end to this dark chapter in our lives? We could swerve onto the road to recovery and exit this one-way highway running through Comaville. We could finally begin to salvage all that we had lost.
Even though I’d had plenty of time to research his condition, I was still short on answers. And rapidly becoming short on patience.
They say the body slips into a coma as a way to heal itself. As of today, Josh has had a month and a half to heal himself. That seemed like a long enough time to heal to me. Does the body reach a point where it can’t heal or fix whatever is wrong and forgets to wake up or just let go altogether? The body is a pretty miraculous organism. Does it ever simply make a mistake?
I’d gone through scenarios in my head so many times. Where would I be when I finally got the news about Josh? Most likely, I’d be right there by his side. But what if I wasn’t? I could very well be at school or at home. Would Agatha text me “Josh is awake!” or would she call me breathless and excited?
I didn’t think about the flipside of the coin. I could ride up on my bike to the red flashing lights of an ambulance. If I believed in anything, it was positive energy. I didn’t want the universe picking up anything negative and sending it my way.
Although the scans didn’t show any brain damage, there was still a possibility Josh might suffer from it or even amnesia. Would Josh even know who he was when he woke up? Much less me? We’d be so excited to have him wake up and then he’d not know who the heck he was. That would be a cruel, cruel trick. 
If amnesia were to happen, it wouldn’t change anything. I was still going to visit him every day. I’d show him pictures of us together and tell him stories of things we’d done together and it would jar his memory. I hadn’t almost lost him in the accident to lose him to amnesia. That wasn’t going to happen.
Maybe he’d wake up madly in love with me. Who knew? Stranger things had happened and I was holding out for a miracle.
Tearing my gaze away from him, I looked around Josh’s bedroom. So much had changed inside his room and he didn’t see any of it.
The full-size bed had been replaced by a state-of-the-art hospital bed. Everything was white and sterile, including Josh’s hospital gown. Such a contrast to how things used to be. In the past, Josh hardly ever wore white. When he did wear a white T-shirt, it would start out that way when he put it on in the morning, and by the end of the day, it would be streaked with grass stains, smeared with blood from a scratched elbow, or powdered with dirt.
I missed the royal blue comforter that used to cover his bed. It was soft like a T-shirt and we used to lay on it while we did our math homework. His cherry wood end tables had been pushed off to the side to make room for high-tech monitoring equipment. And a chair had been brought in for visitors to sit on—not that he had many these days.
Some things in his room remained the same. Posters of hockey players he idolized and wanted to be like were still tacked to the walls. There were also posters of his favorite band, The Eggs, and a bright blue Lamborghini Aventador he dreamed of owning someday. The idea wasn’t so farfetched if he actually became a pro hockey player. Those guys made big bucks and could buy any car they wanted.
An entire shelf of trophies lined one wall of the room. Over the years, Josh had earned an award in everything from pee-wee football to JV basketball. He was—or he had been—captain of our high school hockey team, the August Lake Lions. Ever since he’d been old enough to walk, he had played every sport under the sun—and some indoors, too—and had excelled in them. First place was always the goal. Second place was for losers. Anything besides first was for the people who hadn’t worked hard enough or wanted it enough. That was Josh’s theory about sports and life anyway.
Next to the dresser, a twenty-gallon hexagon aquarium bubbled soundlessly. Inside, were three GloFish that Josh had named after Ravens players. Ace, Hollywood, and Cobra sucked at the blue gravel at the bottom of the tank, foraging for food. The second they saw me step in front of their colorful habitat, all three of them swam to the top, their wide-open mouths begging for food. I sprinkled some fish flakes onto the surface of the water and left them to battle it out for their breakfast.
In the bookcase next to Josh’s computer were a few binders stuffed full of hockey and baseball cards. He’d met a few Ravens players and had their cards autographed. He didn’t have Cody Lambert’s signature yet. Even though he was the team’s captain, Cody didn’t make as many public appearances as the rest of the players on the team.
The rest of the bookcase was filled with some diecast racecars, a hockey figurine of Wayne Gretzky from when he played for the Oilers, and commemorative pucks and baseballs.
Josh used the adjacent sitting room as his entertainment headquarters. The comfy leather recliners and massive TV made it the perfect hangout and we spent hours playing video games and watching movies.
Josh’s bedroom looked out over the lake. It was a view I didn’t think I could ever grow tired of. Even if he didn’t know he was home, his bedroom seemed like a much better place to be than a drab, depressing hospital room.
I’d sort of claimed the window seat as mine, but that wasn’t any different than before the accident. After school, I used to sit there and Josh would twirl around in his desk chair and complain about his math homework. I’d tell him to quit being a wuss and he’d throw a pencil at me and I’d warn him against poking somebody’s eye out.
As usual, the drapes covering the wall of windows on the west side of the room were closed. I went over and opened them to let some light in. His mom preferred them closed, but I thought some sunlight would do Josh good. If a plant couldn’t grow in complete darkness, then how was he ever going to wake up in it?
In the distance, Mt. August stood guard over the blue lake surrounded by a red clay shore. The mountain was half bald in the summer because most of the snow had melted away. It was like a marbled white and green crown sitting atop the lake’s edge.
As I turned away from the window, I caught my reflection in the mirror hanging above the dresser. I had Agatha’s same dark shadows under my eyes, a consolation prize from insomnia. A worried expression tugged on my face, a consolation prize from caring too much about Josh. I wore my dark hair pulled back into a messy ponytail. It made me look younger and less of a threat to Mrs. Thornton. Or at least I thought it did. Besides, Josh couldn’t see me anyway. If he was awake, I’d probably leave it down and make sure I brushed it until it was nice and soft and shiny. But he wasn’t.
Unconcerned with my shabby appearance, I went around to the side of the bed. “Hi, Josh. It’s me, Carli.”
In the early days of Josh’s coma, Dr. Patel told me that there was a possibility that Josh could hear it when I talked to him. Needless to say, I’d been talking to Josh ever since.
The chair beside the bed was fairly comfortable and I pulled up my knees and hugged them to my chest. “Hunter and Dakota and a bunch of other kids are going up to the Falls today. The sooner you wake up, the sooner you can do that kind of stuff again. Remember when we used to walk to the Falls, Josh?”
August Falls was a popular tourist attraction, but also a place the local kids liked to hang out at. There were hiking trails, a picnic area, a lake, and a campground.
I tell myself that Josh being in a coma hasn’t really affected anything this summer. What would I be doing on a normal June day anyway? Probably studying or reading.
No, that wasn’t completely true. Josh probably would’ve dragged me down to the lake to fish off the end of the dock or talked me into going to a baseball game. Things would be different. We’d be laughing, enjoying the warm summer sun, and making memories to look back on. We wouldn’t be stuck inside his bedroom while life passed us by and while everyone else from school was having the time of their lives at the Falls.
I’d always wanted to go to the Falls alone with Josh. Just him and me. Not to hike or fish, but for Josh to kiss me on the observation deck. The scene was naturally set for romance, the perfect place for a first kiss. The waterfall would thunder and crash a few feet away, the mist cold and refreshing on our faces, and Josh would press his lips to mine in a fairytale moment. It was a silly thought and something that would never happen in a million years, but it was still fun to think about.
Last week, when I was feeling extra brave, I told Josh about my fantasy just to see if I could get a reaction from him. But it didn’t work. He didn’t even bat an eyelash.
The last time we’d gone to the Falls
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