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Chapter 1: Introduction and References





  Introduction




  Early in 2013, an exciting talented writer named Ms. Selene Gracham came to my attention by requesting an opportunity to work together. After some discussion, I agreed to do this. We quickly came up with a book premise -- “Let’s write a time travel story where someone has the opportunity to kill Henry David Thoreau while at Walden Pond.” We started planning and alternating writing chapters. Selene edited Chapters 1-7 and wrote Chapters 2-3 and 5. Sometime afterwards, we put this work aside. (It was nicknamed Project X as not to give away the title.) The cover was created at that time. There were no notes written down on what would take place in the next chapters. Then a few months back, Selene let me know that she had moved onto non-writing projects and had put her writing career on hold. I thank her for that brief but dynamic time of undergoing an incredible creative experience together. Her three chapters set the framework for the rest of the book. I hope this work follows the spirit of what she had in mind. If she ever returns to writing, I would welcome a chance to work with her and wish her good sailing until then.




  





  H.G.




  





  This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the authors’ imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.




  References




  I referred to these sources in creating this work:




  http://thoreau.eserver.org/smith.html -- Myths about Thoreau’s first year at Walden




  http://thoreau.eserver.org/walden00.html -- Annotated Walden




  http://www.walden.org/library/the_writings_of_henry_david_thoreau:_the_digital_collection/journal -- Thoreau’s Journal




  http://www.concordmuseum.org/henry-david-thoreau-collection.php -- Thoreau’s early years




  http://news.google.com/newspapers?nid=1126&dat=19111223&id=u9cnAAAAIBAJ&sjid=WGYDAAAAIBAJ&pg=5084,5914514 On Sophia Hawthorne




  http://www.concordma.com/magazine/mayjun01/helenthoreau.html – On Helen Thoreau




  http://www.spiritualtravels.info/articles-2/north-america/the-transcendentalist-trail-in-concord-massachusetts/henry-david-thoreau-in-concord/ -- On Thoreau the educator




  http://www.geoffwisner.com/index.php/blog/thoreaus_pencils_revisited/ Thoreau and Chemistry




  Chapter 2: Arrival





  



  “If you meet a Buddha on the road, kill him”




  Once again, it was here. The long winter and harsh winds had been held, followed by a brief and unmemorable spring. Each year the highlight for the small town of just over 18,000 hardy inhabitants was the coming of summer.




  Summer meant the time that tourists from near and far flocked here to experience their own version of solitude in nature, or to recreate the footsteps of those now famous residents that had lived here before… especially Him.




  Sure, the town had had its share of authors, philosophers, and artists. Still, there was one person that people wanted to imitate or surpass. They brought along his books and read them in various local spots. They visited the homes of his colleagues to understand him better. They visited and reflected and visited some more.




  Nearly all the locals loved these visitors and the emptying of their wallets at the area’s restaurants, inns, and gift shops. They enjoyed sharing local history and giving their time-tested insights about each area notable. However, inevitably, the inquiries would always return to one particular person. And the locals with their characteristic accents would go into an oral recitations about what they knew, stirringly quoting his most famous words.




  But there was one small group of residents that detested this ritual and wanted their town free of tourists. And emotions had risen high enough that they were going to do something drastic about it.




  



  Chapter 3: The Event





  



  One day, Professor Jonathan Randolph Brinford stopped showing up to classes.




  They found his office empty, the bookshelves cleared. The pictures of Walden Pond had been removed from the walls, and his potted evergreen shrub tree was missing. He gave no notice of resignation, and answered no email enquiries. A cryptic note lay on his desk, his last message: “Now comes good sailing.”




  Students and faculty alike whispered about the disappearance, puzzled but not entirely surprised. He had been eccentric, to say the least.




  Once, he had his students meditate on the first day of Advanced Organic Chemistry to a track of a birdsong that he had personally recorded on a nature walk. On the take-home final exam, a bonus question asked students to correctly identify the cry of a partridge (a link to several sound-clips was included with the exam instructions).




  Famous within the MIT community for working a quote by Emerson or Thoreau into every conversation and lecture, for constantly snacking on berries, for giving away free copies of Walden like a street-preacher distributing bibles, and for his frequent maniacal rants decrying the noise of traffic, he was a polarizing figure.




  Many felt uncomfortable around him, but he exerted a cult-leader-like charisma over a certain set of students that spanned well beyond the chemistry department. Most of these followers admired him from afar, but a few were invited into his inner-circle. These “Brinfordians” were frequently sighted in Professor Brinford’s office, listening raptly as he recited Transcendentalist poetry and encouraged them to seek authenticity in their lives.




  The semester before he vanished, he even held a restricted seminar that seemed to consist of only his favorite students (including non-chemistry majors and graduate students). It was called Organic Synthesis and the Transcendentalist Movement. No outsider knew what went on in this class, except that it culminated in a field trip to Concord.




  Brinford’s colleagues wondered how he had managed to get such an unorthodox course approved, and the mystery became a running joke in the department. It became known simply as “the Seminar.”




  After his disappearance, the Brinfordians became withdrawn. Many of them took to wearing black. One of them refused to eat anything but berries for a month, as a tribute to his memory. Another, Ember Dana, suffered a mental breakdown and dropped out of her PhD program in Biophysics.




  When her fiancé, Ted, asked her what was wrong, she dejectedly mumbled something about the “false society of men.” Then her expression altered, a sudden realization dawning in her eyes.




  “Now comes good sailing. Those were Thoreau’s last words. It all makes sense now.”




  “So you think Brinford killed himself?”




  “Of course not, it’s just like on the last day of the Seminar, it means –” she stopped short, her brows furrowing, “There’s no time. Ted, I have to go.”




  And just like that, Ember ran off.




  Seventy-two hours later, she was declared officially missing.




  A Girl Scout troop responded to the police’s call for information, reporting the last sighting of Ember. She was seen wandering deep in the woods of North Reading, examining tree stumps and taking samples of wood.




  Ember was not the last to disappear from MIT that semester. The seven others who had been in the Seminar soon followed.




  Their stories were similar: they vanished without explanation, taking nothing with them, and any reported off-campus sightings occurred in the woods. A freshman named Michael Zaeger was spotted last in Newton Lower Falls, but most were last seen roaming the wilderness of central Massachusetts.




  Brinford’s closest friend amongst the faculty, Professor Carl Gertz of Astrophysics, was one of the last to vanish. He had once acted as a guest-lecturer for the Seminar.




  The campus and local media were in an uproar. The police scoured the forests and the university’s public relations department held an emergency meeting to combat the possibility of a decline in applications.




  The press dubbed the eight missing students and two professors the Brinford Ten, after the first to vanish.




  They were never found by the search parties.




  




  Chapter 4: Village Whinery





  



  At 4:30 am each Saturday, only one business on downtown Walden Street exhibited lights in its windows. It was home to a cleansing ritual for three residents of the small town of Concord.




  Basilo’s had won “the best of Acton and Concord” Italian restaurant award for three years running, due to the talents of its Venetian-born chef. He had been offered many fine opportunities to work elsewhere but he stayed because he only had to work four days a week. Customers loved his lavish attention to detail, and came in droves during normal hours. In the few hours before sunrise, the restaurant provided a private meeting-place.




  Three people met at Basilo’s that morning.




  Lloyd Zaeger, nicknamed the “Concord River Boat King” since he had a near-monopoly on boats and rafts that tourists took up and down the Concord River. It had been a family business for 90 years. His younger brother Michael had attended MIT.




  Hugh Dana, owner of Basilo’s and a thriving fast-food deli restaurant. He was also the father of Ember, a former Biophysics PhD student at MIT.




  Agnes Gertz, heiress to old Massachusetts manufacturing money. She spent her days doing bird watching and volunteering at the distinctive Concord Free Public Library. Her husband Carl had been an Astrophysics professor at MIT. She had met Hugh and Lloyd while all three were arguing for hours at a town hall meeting. The three of them were seeking approval for a street improvement. Their disagreement was over the type of improvement. Even though they all had different improvement visions, they recognized each other as people who cared for Concord Center and became good friends. Along the way, they found out they all had something else in common. They each knew one of the Brinford Ten who had disappeared some time ago. Whether it was Ember Dana, Carl Gertz or Michael Zaeger, each had been scarred forever with their haunting memories.




  The ceremony was about to begin. They gathered in the back of the restaurant beside a steel barrel containing a blazing fire. Each of them held a photo of the mad MIT Professor Jonathan Randolph Brinford. Each one said a little something before vehemently throwing his photograph into the barrel.




  Agnes started, “For stealing my husband Carl. Rot in hell you demon!”




  Hugh stepped forward and said through his tears, “For robbing me of my dear daughter Ember who also prematurely ended my wife’s life. Burn forever you buzzard!”




  Lloyd was shaking as he cast his photo into the barrel. He said only, “Michael.”




  Then they each took up a copy of Henry David Thoreau’s portrait, spat on it, said, “Death to Thoreau” and set it on fire.




  Afterwards, they all went inside and silently shared a pot of decaf. Lloyd said after musing over the situation, “If there was only a way to get rid of that wicked ‘naturalist philosopher’ Thoreau. Then this would never have happened.”




  Agnes thought a bit and said, “It is too bad that a time machine could not be invented. We could back in time and discourage him from his activities.”




  Lloyd queried, “But for what time period? When he resigned from teaching rather than punish a student? Or the time that he created a grammar school with his brother John? Or could it be sometime during his friendship with Ralph Waldo Emerson? How about when he refused to pay the poll tax and spent the famous night in jail? Then there is always his three years living at Walden Pond? Finally, what about his travel phase near the end of his life?”
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