
August 21, 1975 

Fiona Belle had suggested I stay put for a few minutes and take stock of what life had thrown at me, which sounded like an excellent idea. I hadn’t yet come to terms with the way this impossible time travel/youthening/seventy-becomes-twenty trip and transformation had come about, or was offered in the first place. I looked down at the sheet music and somehow, seamlessly, my mind cleared. I remembered. 

**** 

August 21, 2025, Oak Cliff, Texas 

“Ooh! Nice. Remake the Song. Marcus Kennedy. Definitely his best. I’ve never understood why some of the stupid critics were less than kind when it first came out.” 
I waved to get the attention of the impish vendor manning the counter of the Retro Records stall at the Final Destination Flea Market, a tiny but plump woman, whose age I’d put somewhere between fifty and a hundred. Her short frame was swallowed by her striped yellow-and-black bumblebee costume, complete with yellow wings on the shoulders and little yellow antennae balls popping up behind her head. 
She winked at me. Her eyelid was covered in cobalt blue eyeshadow and her eyes were hiding behind absurdly long false eyelashes. The woman personified “retro.” Possibly in more than one era. 

She stated, in a pronounced Irish dialect, “So, lass, are ya interested in buyin’? Three dollars.” 

“You’re kidding. Of course I am. But I feel like I’m cheating you.” 

“Yer not. Trust me.” 

I handed the record back to her to bag and ring up the price on a cash register so old it could have been the prototype. “Are you sure about this? I mean, wow! Three dollars for Marcus Kennedy’s Remake album with the ghost train cover? There’s maybe about ten copies floating around the universe at this point. And no CDs were ever made using the alternate cover. I’ve looked for this more years than I can count.” 

“I picked this record and specially selected it with you in mind, because of yer love of Mister Kennedy, so don’t ya be worryin’ yer head about the price.” 

“Oh-kay.” I blinked, and paused a beat before saying, “Hang on. Can we back it up for a moment? I’m sorry, but did I hear right? What do you mean ‘specially selected’? How did you know how much I lov-...uh, admired Marcus Kennedy all these years? Like since I was twelve and first heard ‘Chasm of Darkness’ on an AM radio station.” I shook my head. “Dang. I’m old. Turned seventy back in June. It’s so weird. I don’t feel old. Not mentally. Not physically. Still lean and mean. I was able to fit into this really saucy, vintage, tiered skirt and peasant top I found at another booth... Isn’t it cute and weren’t they nice to let me change into it? Boots to match. Pretty awesome!” 

She looked up into the heavens as if telling herself to be patient, but I continued with barely a pause for a breath. “I can still dance up a storm. Outlast kids in the college where I teach. I choreographed a six-minute number for a show back in May, and half of them pooped out halfway through the first three minutes during rehearsals. I had energy left for days.” I stopped and took a breath before asking, “I’m rambling, aren’t I? I’m never, ever, this chatty.” 

She snorted. “Shiloh Meridien, yeah, yer ramblin’, all right, but yer nervous. Ya need ta get back on track.” She was right. I was nervous. Why I was nervous was a mystery. “What exactly is the track, how do I climb back on board, and while I’m at it, how do you know my name? Either you have spies all around Dallas and Oak Cliff or you’re clairvoyant?” 
She whispered in a mysterious voice, laced with that curious, on again-off again accent, “I’m the holder of much wisdom, but, darlin’, best if ya don’t ask.” She finished tapping the price of the album into the ancient cash register, then stated, “The sheet music to Marcus’s arrangement of an old spiritual, ‘Didn’t My Lord Deliver Daniel?’—complete with his notes in his handwriting— goes with the vinyl album. Want it?” 

“Seriously? You bet.” I was about to hand over the bills but stopped. “Oh, wait. Now I get it. The bonus sheet music is the catch, right? The record is three dollars but these pages are three hundred, yet you’ve already suckered me into buying it and I’d feel like a heel if I said no?” 

She snickered. “Ach, Faith and Saint Bridget, but yer not a trustin’ lass. Nah. The total price is three dollars and about ten minutes of yer time.” 

“Done.” I gave her the money. She expertly slid the bills into the register, then slammed it shut, bagged the album into a sturdy cardboard holder, then tucked both the album and the sheet music inside an enormous tote bag, emblazoned with a logo for Retro Records stamped on the front. She pointed at a group of tables set up as a makeshift cafe for weary shoppers. 

“I’m aft ta be seein’ ya there in five minutes. Would you be wantin’ iced coffee or prefer a soda? Mind, choose whichever ya like best with cranberry-orange scones. Everything’s on the house.” 

“Iced coffee if it’s decaf,” I responded somewhat absently. “Not a soda drinker. But...” 

“See ya in five,” she interrupted before whirling around and leaving. 

I plopped down onto a round, surprisingly comfortable wrought-iron chair, pulled the record out of the case, and took a long moment to study the cover of Remake the Song, the last album Marcus Kennedy ever recorded. But this was the outrageously rare cover. A sad and haunting cover. Instead of a photo of Marcus, casually dressed in jeans and T-shirt, smiling and playing a guitar, as there’d been both on the original Remake from late 1975, and a compilation album entitled Marcus Kennedy-1948-1975 released shortly after his death, this alternate cover was created when Remake the Song was re-released in 1983. It was downright spooky, showing a train car filled with riders representing musicians who passed away at age twenty-seven from whatever death curse conspiracy theorists had created, starting in the early Eighties. 
A mere five hundred copies had been distributed and prices jacked up to where the record was only affordable to serious collectors, a decision made by Marcus Kennedy’s business manager, doubtless to boost sales, which wasn’t really needed because eight years after he died his records continued to fly off the shelves. Less than two weeks following its release, record stores had swiftly removed any Remake the Song albums featuring the ghost train cover, due to a lawsuit brought by the family of one of the other artists, whose likeness was shown riding along with the other dead musicians, most of whom had overdosed on drugs or alcohol. Many were suicides. Marcus Kennedy. 
As I’d mentioned to the strange vendor—who’d already known, and yes, her knowing was even spookier than the cover—I’d been a huge fan of his from the moment I heard the song “Chasm of Darkness,” a haunting, beautiful, anti-war piece composed by Kennedy when he was in his teens. His voice was rich and filled with emotion and, in my opinion, had a unique quality no other singer possessed. From everything I read about him, which wasn’t much, since he never garnered the fame many folk singers enjoyed in the sixties and seventies, he didn’t sing about causes to make money. He sang in the hopes of ending discrimination and war and bringing justice and peace to the world. He was a huge proponent of veterans’ rights. 
When I heard of his death on December 16, 1975, I made a total fool of myself, according to my roommates at the time, Jim McLean and Wyatt Paxton, by sobbing hysterically and replaying his albums nonstop for a month until they threatened to evict me. 

Marcus Kennedy died on his birthday at the age of twenty-seven. Was he another victim of the legendary curse? No one really could pin down the “why” although the “how” was pretty clear. Theories at the time were that his death, via a needle filled with heroin, was either accidental, although his friends vehemently stated Kennedy had always been opposed to drugs, suicide for no good reason, or murder for no good reason. Fifty years later his death was still a mystery. 

An article written in the 1990s in a top music magazine brought up the suicide angle again, stating that Kennedy began experiencing Parkinson’s-like symptoms attributed to exposure to Agent Orange in Vietnam, where he’d sung numerous times for the troops in the late nineteen-sixties. But the reporter then went on to discuss motives for murder, mentioning more than one possible suspect, starting with the U.S. government trying to shut down his investigation into the aforementioned spraying of Agent Orange, corrupt and bigoted cops practicing racial profiling in Manhattan before the term was widely used, and a greedy real estate tycoon messing with New York landmarks, including one of Marcus’s pet projects, a veterans’ center which had once been a famous ballroom dance hall. The journalist claimed that Marcus had nailed all the “bad guys” in a song he’d planned to release as a single. Then he died. If there had ever been such a song, it died with him. 

Marcus Kennedy. Born and raised in the midtown West Side area of Manhattan called Hell’s Kitchen. He could play nearly any instrument set in front of him and possessed an incredible vocal range. He snagged a record deal when he was sixteen and began releasing folk songs he’d composed himself. He was granted a full scholarship and early admission to Julliard and then, following his graduation, toured for about six months with a professional opera company throughout Europe. After witnessing America’s struggles with Civil Rights, war, poverty, pollution, and political corruption from an ocean away, he returned home to New York City. He stuck with the same record label and sang primarily for small audiences in small clubs in Greenwich Village. None of his albums hit gold or platinum while he was alive, which was mind-boggling considering how talented he was. 

I’d been a twenty-year-old dancer living on the Upper West Side of Manhattan when I heard the news over the radio on a bright, sunny, December sixteenth in 1975. I’d gotten to see him about four months earlier, in August, in a small theater, also in midtown. It had been a benefit concert for the Am-Vets center, which was the very space the greedy real estate tycoon wanted demolished, and coincidently, the place where Marcus’s body was found. 

After hearing of his death, I became angry, devastated, and grief-stricken. I was also confused and frightened by my own reaction to the news. How could someone I’d never met impact my emotions for such an absurdly long time? Days, weeks, months, and, yes, years after his death I continued to mourn his loss. 

I now stared down at the vinyl album and the liner notes. He’d included quirky new takes on old spirituals like “Didn’t My Lord Deliver Daniel?” and “Wayfaring Stranger,” an ancient Irish anti-war ballad, “Johnny Has Gone for a Soldier” (made popular during America’s Revolutionary and Civil Wars), one or two vaudeville- era tunes like “Any Time” and “A Pretty Girl is Like a Melody” and a beautiful French version of “Always” (Toujours) which Marcus had discovered on an album recorded in 1941 at a Paris nightclub called Café Violette. 

Years later, music critics finally heaped praise on the work, lauding his courage in not following the trend of other folk and protest singers to merge into rock or pop or disco, and instead provide old songs with a fresh sound. When Marcus was asked in an interview with a major magazine why he’d chosen such a mix of “odd” musical genres, he responded, “Blame an obscure piece of poetry for the inspiration. Let me quote: The friends that have it I do wrong, whenever I remake a song, should know what issue is at stake, it is myself that I remake.” 

But Marcus Kennedy never got the chance to remake. 

