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Someone did come.

It was springtime. It was raining. There were dog-

wood blossoms on the floor of Lucius Clarke’s shop.
She was a small girl, maybe five years old, and
while her mother struggled to close a blue umbrella,
the little girl walked around the shop, stopping and
staring solemnly at each doll and then moving on.

When she came to Edward, she stood in front of
him for what seemed like a long time. She looked at

him and he looked back at her.
Someone will come, Edward said. Someone will come

for me.
The girl smiled and then she stood on her tiptoes
and took Edward off the shelf. She cradled him in her

arms. She held him in the same ferocious, tender way

Sarah Ruth had held him.
Oh, thought Edward, I remember this.
“Madam,” said Lucius Clarke, “could you please

d to your daughter. She is holding a very fragile,

atten
quite expensive doll.”

very precious,
“Maggie,”
the still-open umbr
«p rabbit,” said Maggie-

said the woman. She looked up from

ella. “What have you got?”

“A what?” said the mother.
A rabbit,” said Maggie again. “T want him”
’ Remer‘nber, weTe not buying anythir:.
We're looking only,” said the woman. i
;I\I;Iadam,” said Lucius Clarke, “please.”
e woman came
e Edward.and stood over Maggie. She
The rabbit felt dizzy.
He wondered, for a minute, if his head had crack
open again, if he was dreaming. g
“Look, Mama,” said Maggie, “look at him_”
“I see him,” said the woman. .
She dropped the umbrella. She put her hand
the locket that hung around her neck. And I—;l <
saw then that it was not a locket at a]] Itw s
a pocket watch. . Fhbos
It was his watch.
“Edward?” said Abilene.
Yes, said Edward.

Yes, said g4
) Ward’
It’s me. yeS, yeS, yeS.



