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Part 1

Prologue








I was never that into music growing up. Weird, I know,
especially for someone like me. But it wasn’t until I was about ten
that I started taking a proper interest, not only in listening to
it, but starting to play, too.

I don’t remember the day I decided to learn the guitar. The
first real memory I have of having anything to do with playing
music was going to school in the rain, guitar on my back. By the
time I got there, I was completely soaked, but I didn’t care. I was
the kid with the guitar, and it was awesome.

The next real memory I have must have been a couple of weeks
later. The guitar teacher taught us in groups instead of individual
sessions. There must have been about 5 of us, and he was teaching
us to play what everyone learnt first - Smoke on the Water. I
remember strumming along with complete and utter joy. I was on top
of the world. That was what music did to me. It still does. That
feeling, that burst of utter emotion whenever I pick up a guitar,
it’s still there, even after all these years and after all I’ve
been through.

 

A few years after that, my family moved to the countryside.

I remember taking my guitar to school and getting taught by the
principal. There were only three other people who could play, in
the school of 70 students. I would walk in the school with my
acoustic guitar on my back and people would look at me in awe. At
least, that’s what I remember feeling. It was empowering, having
this thing I could do that I thought nearly no one else could. It
was the equivalent of having a super-power or being rich to me.

To get to the school building I had to walk across the field. It
got very hot in summer out there, and during winter, it snowed
heavily. We suffered droughts and blizzards, and I would carry my
guitar down the road to school through the extremes. It sure was a
beautiful place out there, but the principal wasn’t such a great
guitar teacher, and, as an early teen, I was beginning to get
lazy.

 

The next year I went to the local high school in the nearest
town. There were absolutely no lessons available there, and my
guitar suffered because of it. I didn’t play for a year. Luckily, I
was saved by my grandparents coming to visit. With them, they
brought a book full of basic songs. Classical stuff, you know? It
was the first music notation I had ever read, and it took a long
while to get used to it. But, in a year, I could play all of the
songs in it, and it had got to the point where I was too bored to
play along with the CD - I would play at double, triple, sometimes
even four times the speed the guy on the CD did.

From then on, my family would give me books full of chords and
songs. I still have them, somewhere, though I haven’t seen them in
a while. I devoured anything that was given to me, spending hours
and hours playing on the old acoustic. I still have that, too. It
really needs a fix-up, though. I still play it occasionally, for
the nostalgia.

 

And then we moved. That move was the worst; it broke my heart.
Throughout my life my parents were never content with staying still
- I had said goodbye to many friends that I would miss. But never
before had I become so attached to a place. This was the place
where my desire for music was really born. This was the place where
I began to fall asleep to music. This was where I lived when I
bought my first CDs. I had to say goodbye to the room in which I
had learnt every song I could play. That memory is the strongest,
saying goodbye to that room. Everything was packed and gone; on the
truck that had come to take it all away. My guitar was in there,
too. All I had with me was one CD and a Discman. I remember sitting
in that room, against the empty wall, earphones in, looking around
me. I could see everything that had happened in that room - the
memories were visible, appearing wherever I looked. I was crying,
bawling. We were leaving a place I had fallen in love with, and
there was nothing I could do about it.

We moved to a completely different city then. The City was
unusual to me, coming from living in small towns my entire life. It
was huge, in comparison. The people there weren’t so nice, either.
Those first few years were terrible. I was bullied and pushed
about, and the teachers didn’t seem to care.

My music continued to suffer, too. Although I was closer to the
family that had given me that first book, I despised them because,
in my mind, they were the ones that had pulled me away from my
beloved home. I couldn’t stand them, and resolved to refuse their
help.

 

In the first year of living in the City, I had to work with the
students I hated in Music at school, to record a song. At first, I
was pumped. In my mind it was the first step to actually Getting
There and Making It. In reality, we had to convert a poem into
song. What made it worse were the people I worked with. They chose
to rap it, and I hated them for it. The very first recording I ever
did was rap. To this day, I dread anyone ever finding it.

 

The next year I moved schools once more. The people there were
somewhat nicer, but I still didn’t get along. What really excited
me was the music program. For the first time in years I was in an
actual, proper music class. Once the course started, however, I was
sorely disappointed. What I had hoped to be a year of new things,
playing instruments, and recording turned out to be a year covering
what I already knew - time signatures, notation, rhythm and the
like. The only really good parts were the lessons every Friday,
when we got to play around with the keyboards and guitar. I loved
that.

That year I picked up bass, too. I was pretty much over my
hatred of my grandparents, so I borrowed my grandfather’s bass, and
he taught me the basics. I had fun doing it, but I still loved the
guitar more than anything.

 

The next year, I was forced to drop music. Even though I had the
hopes of Making It and not needing to work or earn money or any of
those adult things, I knew that the chances of that were unlikely.
So I took the responsible, mature subjects, the ones that would
earn me money and ensure I wouldn’t end up on the streets. I was
told I could pick up music again in a couple of years anyway.

Nothing really happened during the first half of that year. I
worked hard at school, kept my head down, made a few close friends.
Around August, however, I met a bunch of people I got along with
really well. The next few months were brilliant. I got my first
girlfriend, and lost her, but it was fine, because I had discovered
alcohol and weed. I spent weekends with my best mate melting on the
couch and playing video games. A month later, I had another
girlfriend. She was great. We lasted a couple of months over
Christmas before we broke up. That one was slightly tougher, but I
still had the booze and, by that point, I was beginning to write my
own music. I had bought a cheap electric guitar on the internet a
few months earlier, and I had gotten an amp for Christmas, so I
dealt with the breakup by writing depressed, drunken metal.

 

School had started by then, and I had discovered that I wasn’t
able to take Music. It clashed with Math, and because of the way
the school organised things, I had to pick between the two. I was
still unsure of whether I would really Make It or not, so I did the
‘smart’ thing and took math. I don’t really regret it. In the end,
I didn’t take Music at all.

 

Over those early high-school years, I had been part of two
bands. Neither of them amounted to anything except a few low-fi
recordings. I listen to them now and then. I think that was the
stage in my life when the things we made were actually tolerable
enough to listen to. However, they definitely weren’t tolerable
enough for us to get signed.

Neither of those bands lasted very long. One of them wasn’t even
really a band, just one single practice session and an idea that
didn’t come to anything. The other members were real white-bread
hipsters - the pretentious kind. They played psychedelic
alternative blues rock. I have to admit, I saw one of them playing
live a couple of months later, and they were really good. They
weren’t the kind of people I wanted to work with, however.

 

About halfway through that year I met my third girlfriend. I
thought she was absolutely brilliant at first, someone like me,
unafraid and uncaring of what others thought, willing to do
whatever she wanted. I gave up smoking for her. After a few months
of going out, it slowly began to dawn on me that the uncaring and
unafraid her had been a front to draw me in. I slowly began to hate
her subconsciously. I was very aware, however, that she irritated
the hell out of me. But, for some reason, I never did anything
about it. We lasted just under seven months before she broke up
with me. I was horribly depressed about it for a few days - far
shorter than last time, because I woke up one morning and decided I
wasn’t going to deal with the depression again.

 

That was around the time I started writing music properly. And
sober. From that single break-up I managed to get three or four
acoustic songs, plus one metal one that I ended up turning acoustic
anyway. The more important thing, however, was that it pushed me
into writing more often. I would spend hours and hours playing
around on the new electric acoustic I had gotten for Christmas (it
was getting to the point where I got a new instrument every year)
and fiddling with lyrics I liked.

Unfortunately, that breakup also brought on varying rounds of
depression. I would go from being incredibly happy with my lot in
life to being unable to get out of bed the next day.

I had one friend that helped me see one particular aspect of the
bright side though - I could start smoking again. And I did, but
far less than I did before.

 

It was around then that I really started to work on my obsession
with post-rock. My step-father had played me Mogwai and Jakob while
I was growing up, but he left the year earlier, and he had never
gotten anything new anyway.

I was fascinated by the genre. Initially, listening to bands
such as Explosions in the Sky left me feeling hollow, as if the
music had reached inside and literally ripped out all the emotion
from my body. I loved that sensation, and wanted more. After a
while, that faded, however, leaving only appreciation for the
brilliance of it. I absorbed all the post-rock I could find, until
it got to the point where I had enough to listen to a week’s worth
non-stop without repeats, and I was still getting more.

That’s where it all began, really. The fascination with music,
the guitar, the heartbreak, the drugs, it all culminated and began
to fit together with the discovery of post-rock, and what
followed.








Part 2

Part One








The room was dim, lit only by the stage lighting. I couldn’t
hear anything except for the bands playing. I was at one of the
white-bread hipster’s gigs, and they were pretty damn good. Sort of
bluesy.

While watching the band’s guitarist shred out a solo, I thought
to myself. I had been writing some solo post-rock stuff for a few
weeks, but it was nothing serious. The hope of Getting There and
Making It had been thrown out of the window a year or two before,
and by then music was a pastime I enjoyed passionately rather than
a way of possibly making money. But the thought of playing a live
post-rock show drifted into my head, and I liked it. I couldn’t
play solo, that wouldn’t work so well. But I had friends who had
liked the post-rock I gave them, and they also happened to play
instruments. I had a friend who could play the flute. It turned out
she enjoyed the music I ended up giving her. It was unavoidable. I
would form a post-rock band.

I spent the rest of that night not on edge, as such, but more
eager to get up on stage and play. I sent text messages around to
everyone, and they were all willing to play, except the pianist.
But it was fine, we had a keyboardist.

And that was that, really. The band was formed. I couldn’t wait
to get home. The rest of the gig seemed to take forever, and the
train trip somehow seemed even longer. I began writing the minute I
got home, though.

I sat down, picked up my guitar, and plugged it into the PC via
my amp. I had an effects program back then that replaced thousands
of dollars worth of pedals and amps. It was that night that I began
to write that first EP, at 1am on a Friday night, eating Ramen
noodles and drinking coffee. Those memories are pretty vivid in my
mind, and I think they always will be. Even after everything that
followed, I can still remember that night.

 

*

 

Things moved pretty slowly for a while.

It was over a month before we had our first practice, and even
then, it was only me, Carl Oleson, our bassist, and Laura Clancy,
the other guitarist. Carl turned up early, so we made up some wheat
paste while we waited for Laura (Carl was a street artist, and I
was filming him for a Media Studies assignment).

“So, what’re we doing today?” Carl asked.

“I have one original we can play, plus I have a few covers lined
up,” I replied.

“Oh, cool, what are they?”

“The Precipice, by Mogwai, and Only Moment We Were Alone, by
Explosions,” I said proudly. I thought they were two brilliant
songs.

A couple of hours later, Laura arrived. We joked around for a
bit, as was pretty usual for us, then we got into playing. I hadn’t
noticed it before, but the original I had ready was extremely
boring for anyone who wasn’t me; the bass playing basic notes and
the second guitar playing repetitive chords. Laura and Carl didn’t
look too pleased with their lot, so I gave up on that particular
song and we moved onto Mogwai.

That went off without a hitch. We got through half the song
almost perfectly, until we reached the change into distorted
guitars. None of us had any pedals, so we gave up for the day,
resolving to learn the entire thing and get it down pat for next
time.

We ended up just hanging out for the rest of the day, eating,
chatting, and laughing. Those were good times, back in the early
days.

That night Carl and I went out to put up his posters. The night
was absolutely freezing, and it rained softly every now and then.
The first one we had lined up was on a reasonably busy road. We
waited until about 9pm before casually strolling up to the wall he
had picked out. Within minutes he had the poster on the wall, and
none of the cars that had passed us had bothered to stop. Then, one
did, about ten metres down the road. Carl didn’t notice and kept on
going, but a man got out of the car and started pacing towards
us.

“Dude, that guy is headed right for us. Let’s gap,” I said,
anxiously. Carl glanced around and swore, before starting to put
everything back in his bag. We stood and for some reason walked
towards him, looking away so he couldn’t see our faces. Luckily, he
walked straight past us and the poster without breaking stride,
walking into the dairy next door to the wall we were pasting. Carl
and I breathed a collective sigh of relief, and moved on to the
next location. The guy stopped again, when we were about 50 metres
down the road. He started walking toward us as before, except this
time he actually acknowledged us. He wanted directions. I don’t
think he even realised what we were doing back there, and that was
cool with us.

The other posters went up pretty much in the same way. We ran
into one or two people, but they didn’t seem to care, and it all
went off without a hitch.

 

*

 

The next few weeks were pretty slow, band-wise. We had practices
every few weekends, but nothing major really came of them. We were
all pretty busy; with the school term about to end, a bunch of
assessments were due in. I was slowly writing more songs, but
nothing that was amazingly good.

By the time the holidays came around we were able to play
through a few songs with no mistakes. Our setlist consisted of two
covers and two below-average originals, but we reckoned we were set
for our first gig.

It was Erik Hegg, our keyboardist and guitarist that first
suggested the idea.

“Hey, do you guys reckon we have enough for a gig? I mean, the
songs are pretty long, so we have a pretty long setlist, if we’re
not headlining.”

“Hmm, you make a good point,” I mused. “What d’you guys think?”
I asked the others.

“Yeah, sounds good,” agreed Carl.

“Yup,” added Laura. The flautist, Charlotte, was fine with it
too.

So that was that, really. I got in contact with the local youth
club - they ran shows every week - and signed up for us to play the
next month. We had chosen a name, too - Against the Current.

The time leading up to that show was spent playing music. When
we weren’t together, and when I wasn’t writing, I was going over
everything we had to know, playing the songs over and over until
there was no possible way I could mess it up. It was a stressful
time, and not as enjoyable as I hoped it would be. It was around
then that I started smoking a bit more. I found it relieved some of
the stress, and it had the added bonus of boosting my creativity. I
don’t think anyone other than Carl knew. I was sure the others
wouldn’t be too happy with it, so I kept it to myself. But I never
let it get too bad, I think. I was in control of it back then. I
could stop whenever I wanted, I just chose not to.

 

*

 

It was an August night when we played live for the first time.
I’ll always remember it. I think every performer remembers their
first show.

We all caught the train there, even with our gear. We must’ve
been a sight to see, five young students with guitars and amps,
sitting on a train in peak hours. I don’t think the conductors were
too happy about it, but they let us on, all the same.

None of us had realised that the venue was a five minute walk
from the station without gear. We didn’t plan for that. In the end
it took us closer to half an hour to lug all our stuff. It was cool
though; it was a chilly afternoon, but at least the sun was
shining. The trip would have been much harder in the rain.

Once we got there we were let in right away. I had been to
plenty of gigs there before, so I had witnessed the usual deal. The
crowd would wait outside, while the bands walked in and
sound-checked. It was pretty exciting to be the ones inside, for a
change.

Since we were the newest band playing that night, we were up
first. Our sound-check probably took the longest, though, what with
all the effects we used and all the pedals we needed. Playing
through the few seconds of song while checking in the empty room
was one of the best feelings in my life. I still get that feeling.
There’s something different about standing on a stage in an empty
room and doing what you do best. It’s an unusual experience, but
brilliant nonetheless.

Eventually, the time rolled around for the crowd to be let in.
There weren’t that many people there - there never was, really -
but it still gave us that feeling of awe, that these people were
here to see us. They were there to see lil’ ol’ me. I really was
nothing special, but they came. That really was great.

As we watched from the wings, the people started filing into the
room. I recognised most of them - they were regulars, and I had
talked to quite a few of them over the years. I couldn’t stop
grinning as we waited.

“Right, go on,” one of the techs nodded our way. The others
seemed far more contained than I was. I couldn’t wait to get up on
stage.

“Let’s do this!” I practically yelled. As I walked up the steps
to the stage I was visibly shaking. The raw excitement combined
with nerves and energy drinks was starting to get to me. I walked
across to the mic and greeted the crowd.

“Uh, hey. We’re Against the Current. You probably haven’t heard
any bands like us. Unless you happen to listen to really obscure
stuff,” my voice was shaking, but I laughed it off. I picked up my
guitar, and my hands, gripping that familiar neck, stopped their
shaking. I inhaled deeply, and I could feel myself calming. I
plugged in my various pedals and turned on my amp. I could hear
every soft movement I made on my strings amplified thousands of
times over, and I loved it. I returned to centre stage and looked
around, grinning.

“Ready?” I asked the others. They all nodded. I exhaled, and we
began.

Our opening song was powerful, full of deep, repetitive
drumbeats and bass, with a cheery, flowing melody supplied by the
two guitars and the flute. The keyboard added depth to the piece. I
personally thought it was the best thing I had written.

As we finished, I looked over the crowd, unsure of how they
would take it. They looked rather unsure themselves, and I felt a
pang of horror strike through me. A few people started clapping
enthusiastically, others simply politely, but I was pleased. I
think I was expecting that reaction. As a rule, post-rock isn’t
something you can get used to and appreciate properly in one song.
I turned to the others and we went right into The Precipice.

A few more people seemed to enjoy that, probably because it was
far more polished and complete than anything I had ever written. I
really didn’t care by this point though; I was having far too much
fun.

Standing on that stage, blue lights glaring into my eyes, a
guitar in my hands, an audience in front of me and my band behind
me, that was perfection. I knew then that this was how I wanted to
live. Now that I had tasted it, tasted what Getting There and
Making It was like, there was no way I could go back to being
sensible, with Math and responsible subjects. I was trapped, but I
didn’t care. It was brilliant. It was exhilarating. I loved it.

 

*

 

The rest of the gig continued in a similar fashion. We played
another original, and an Explosions cover. Afterwards we got some
pretty good comments from the crowd. Those in particular meant the
world to me.

It wasn’t until after the gig that I realised what had happened
that night. We had played live, for the first time. Against the
Current had debuted live. We were on top of the world.

 

*

 

We all went back to mine that night. I had stashed a bottle of
bourbon away in advance, just for that night’s celebrations. My
parents were out that night, I don’t remember where, but I remember
not caring. Nothing could go wrong; we had it all.

We were hanging out in my room when I got what was probably the
surprise of my life. Laura, no-drugs Laura,
I-smoked-once-but-didn’t-like-it Laura, brought out a joint and lit
it up. What made it even more shocking was the fact that no one
even noticed, like it was perfectly normal for her to do something
like that.

I certainly wasn’t complaining though, as she passed it around.
It was good stuff, too. We continued on like that for a couple of
hours, joking about, laughing, taking puffs and chasing them down
with bourbon. We were high on the joy, really. The booze and weed
were just enhancing that.

It was a damn good night, that one. Certainly something I’ll
never forget.

 

*

 

I guess that was the start of our golden era. Or one of our
golden eras. We probably had two or three. But that was definitely
the first. That was when we started to write collectively, each
having some input to the song. And with the help of the marijuana
we were smoking, we were belting out new material on a weekly
basis. And it wasn’t bad stuff, like I was writing before; Erik was
a far better songwriter than I was. He had a way with music that I
could only long to achieve some day.

And so we pressed onwards, practicing and writing almost every
weekend, playing the occasional gig where we could get one,
although we couldn’t play at the first venue any more - not that we
were too popular for the place, far from it. It was just that we
had played there two or three times by then, and there wasn’t much
in the way of crowd variation there. We ended up playing to the
same people over and over, which wasn’t ideal. Unfortunately, there
weren’t many venues willing to accept a band full of teens that
played music that not even the average hipster would enjoy.

Post-rock always has been one of those ‘weird’ genres. Often
despised and called depressive by the pop crowd, few know about the
genre, and the majority of those that do know only of the famous
bands. Artists like Mogwai, Explosions in the Sky, and Sigur Rós.
That always did sadden me, in a way, because the way I see it,
post-rock is the purest form of expressing emotion in music.
Whenever I listen to it, it affects me. It reaches into me and
either fills me with the ebb and flow of the artist’s feelings, or
rips all the emotion out of me, leaving me a hollow husk. I
couldn’t get enough of it.

Things went pretty well for quite a while. We all got along as
well as ever, and we were enjoying ourselves.

Then, one night, Charlotte turned up at my door, completely
wasted.

“What the hell, Charlotte? What’re you doing?” I tried to keep
calm. She giggled.

“I’m d-d-drunk,” she slurred.

“Yeah, I can see that. Why?” I responded.

“Why not?” she said, indignantly.

“Ugh. Well, why are you here, then?” my patience was wearing
thin.

“Cos youuu’re nice. Not like the… the others. They’re mean.”

“What the hell are you on about? Look, you’d better come in. Try
act normal, okay?” though my mother didn’t care much, she’d
probably want to know why a drunk, teenage girl was stumbling into
our house at four in the afternoon.

I brought Charlotte in and sat her down on my bed. I had to
figure out why she was drunk on a weekday, along with why the hell
she thought the others were ‘mean’. I wasn’t looking forward to it.
She didn’t seem very capable of making sense.

I was trying to decide whether to let her sleep it off or not
when she jumped at me.

“You’re so nice, Nick,” she managed to mumble out as she fell
over me.

“What’re you doing?” I asked in bewilderment.

“Come here,” she had managed to sit herself up, and was now
patting the spot on the bed next to her. I sat down, cautiously.
And then she kissed me. I was for some reason so shocked I couldn’t
move. It was the most unromantic thing that had ever happened to
me. The kiss took a while for my brain to process, and a while
longer to realise that it probably shouldn’t be happening. Not only
was it just wrong to have a drunken girl kiss you, but this in
particular would get far too complicated far too quickly. This all
went through my mind in a matter of seconds, but those seconds felt
like an eternity.

I reacted. I pushed her away. She looked hurt.

“Look, Charlotte, you’re drunk. Extremely drunk. You don’t know
what you’re doing,” I tried to explain.

“Yes I do! You just don’t want me,” she pouted.

“No, it’s not that, I swear!” this was not going well. She stood
up from the bed, not without some difficulty. I tried to grab hold
of her, but she shrugged me off and ran out of the room. I
followed, only to see her run out of the door. She moved quickly
for a drunk girl. I attempted to give chase, but she must have seen
me, for she yelled “Just leave me alone!” over her shoulder. I wish
I could say I didn’t stop, because going after her would be the
right thing to do. But I didn’t. I stopped and watched her run down
the street, wondering what the hell had just happened.

 

*

 

It turned out Charlotte ran all the way to Laura’s house, about
30 minutes away. Apparently she turned up just as it was getting
dark, in tears. See, I found out all this that night, when Laura
called me to yell abuse down the line. I tried to explain what
happened, but she still found fault.

“You should have pushed her away immediately! You shouldn’t have
given her the wrong message! You shouldn’t have let her run away
from you, completely wasted! How could you be so stupid?” were her
complaints of choice. I didn’t know what she meant by ‘the wrong
message’ or how I could have pushed Charlotte away any earlier or
in any better way, but I had to admit, I shouldn’t have let her run
off. That was stupid of me, and I did feel guilty for it. But then
came the ultimate accusation:

“Were you high or something?”

I wasn’t, of course, and I tried to tell Laura that, but she
didn’t seem to believe me. I didn’t see why it would matter,
anyway, I mean, we all smoked, pretty heavily by that point, so
being high wasn’t that uncommon. But, according to Laura, smoking
was something we only did together, as a group, which was news to
me.

So, it went from Charlotte coming onto me drunkenly to me being
a complete dick, without me fully understanding how or why.

By the time I saw the others, they all knew. Even Carl had sided
with Laura, though I thought his reasoning probably wasn’t purely
moral.

It wasn’t until Charlotte apologised in front of all of them a
week or so later that they started to treat me normally again.

That was the first real fight we had as Against the Current. I
think it actually brought us together, in a way. Even though it was
pretty minor, and over pretty quickly, and although we hadn’t
exactly worked together to get through it, we had got through it
nonetheless, and that made us stronger.

 

*

 

It was a few months down the road that we decided we were ready
to record. We still only had about five original songs, but a lot
of time had gone into them, amongst other things, and we were proud
of them. We planned on self-publishing a 5-track EP, and we were
looking forward to it.

The very first venue we played at also had a recording studio.
It was nothing great, but we weren’t exactly rolling in cash, and
the nostalgia was an added bonus.

So we caught the train in, much like we did for that first gig,
and once again lugged our gear down the road to the venue. The
place doubled as a cafe during the day, so it was pretty busy. Once
there, we made our way straight into the studio and started setting
up. We had the studio for two hours, so we got into it pretty
quickly, playing through the first song over and over. We planned
to do five or six sessions, recording a song each time, with
perhaps an extra session for anything we wanted to fix.

Those were pretty fun days, when we were recording. I know I
enjoyed them, at least, no matter how stressful they got. And they
strained us, I suppose. The fact that we were paying for recording
time put a bit of pressure on us - none of us had jobs that paid
anything substantial, so money was always kind of tight. But we
made good use of that time, and in a couple of weeks, the EP was
done.

We called it ‘It Eluded Us Then, But That’s No Matter’.

 

*

 

I have to admit, looking back; I find it pretty weird that every
high moment was followed by a major fall. But that’s the way life
is, I guess.

We were stoked with It Eluded Us. The first release is always a
high point of any musician’s career. It’s one of the few things
that I have ever helped create that I can actually listen to over
and over. Perhaps it was the band, or maybe it was just something
about the album itself, but I still think it’s brilliant.

We decided to hold a release party at that venue a couple of
weeks after. We hadn’t released it officially, but we all had our
own copies. It Eluded Us would go on sale at that party, and it
actually sold more than we expected. I mean, it didn’t sell
hundreds of copies, far from it, but we were pretty pleased with
how it went.

The days leading up to the release were pretty tense, I guess.
We were to play through the album live, and we were all worried
that we would mess something up, or that people would hate it, or
something like that. There were one or two tracks that no one had
heard before, so even though we loved it, we had no idea how
everyone would react. The two of us that were still at school
(Laura and I) found ourselves unable to concentrate properly,
zoning out in lessons. A few people at school must have known and
spread around that we were in a band that was releasing an EP,
because we both got people coming up to us asking about it.
Normally, that would’ve been awesome, but by that point, we were
pretty sick of it.

 

*

 

We had big plans for the release party, and had even bigger
plans for a post-release party party. We would play, and hang out
around the venue, mixing and mingling for a while, just enjoying
the feeling of having accomplished something most people never do,
and then we would go with a few friends and get totally wasted. We
had a couple of bottles of spirits and a reasonably large amount of
weed lined up, and we were looking forward to it.

When we got to the party there were already far more people than
we were expecting.

“Sweet!” I exclaimed.

“Holy shit, are all these people here for us?” Charlotte
expressed aloud what we were all thinking.

“I guess so. Unless they’ve screwed up, and there’s some other
gig on tonight,” said Carl.

“Bloody hell man, don’t even joke about that,” I responded. I
was serious. I didn’t want anything to go wrong that night. It was
too important.

We walked in, just like we had months ago, except this time the
people outside recognised us. Now, it wasn’t like they went mad,
like people do for big, famous bands, but they recognised us, and
they started calling out. Not franticly, just saying hello, I
guess. I resolved to head back out before the doors open to chat to
them.

The first thing I noticed once we were inside was the table. It
was covered with copies of It Eluded Us. It was an amazing sight.
Something like that gives you a great sense of achievement, seeing
something you’ve worked hard on come to fruition. That’s the reason
I love what I do, I guess. There’s so many great things about it,
so many great feelings. Playing live, the first release, they’re
all part of the best feeling in the world - happiness with what
you’ve done.

I rushed over to the table and picked up one of the copies.

"Oh man, is that what I think it is?" Erik asked.

"You know it!" I nearly yelled. It was pretty hard to control
myself.

"Shit, how many copies did they get?" Laura asked.

"About 50," one of the staff said, walking over. "I dunno if
it'll all sell, of course - no offence,"

"Oh, none taken," I replied. "We're not really expecting to sell
anything."

"Well, some will sell, we know that. Anyway, you guys have to go
set up."

The soundcheck that night took about an hour. I didn't get a
chance to head back outside before the doors opened, and I was
pretty down about that, but I was mainly just glad we were
there.

We had to be on stage before the doors opened - we wanted to be
different, I guess. Standing there, looking out at the empty room,
waiting for the people to come in, it was peaceful.

"I'm really glad we made it here, guys," I said, emotion running
rife through my voice. Good thing I wasn't singing.

"Yeah, me too. It's been great," Laura added.

“Here’s to It Eluded Us, and many more!” Carl yelled, raising
his bass. We all joined in, filling the room with our yells. It was
brilliant. Another memory I’ll never forget.

I was happy.

 

*

 

That time was different to the first, as we expected. But it was
different in different ways. We were expecting more people to come,
sure, but not any more than 30 or so. There were well over 50, and
this time, instead of filing in, they rushed in. The room was
packed within a minute. It was beyond our expectations. I turned
around and grinned.

"Let's do this!" I yelled. Some of the crowd must have heard,
because I heard a roar from them. Adrenaline was rushing through me
- this was easily the biggest show we had played yet.

Charlotte started beating on the old oil drum we had carted in
especially for the opening song. The crowd recognised it
immediately and roared. I couldn't stop grinning, as Carl started
playing the opening notes to the first track. Erik started to join
in, followed by Laura and I playing harmonising melodies, and it
all felt exhilarating. Then Charlotte played the first flute piece,
and I couldn't control myself anymore. I started moving about and
jumping around like a complete dick, but I didn't care one bit. I
was enjoying myself far too much to stop. From the glimpses I
caught of the crowd, it looked like they were enjoying it too. It
was perfect.

 

*

 

The rest of the gig went pretty much the same way. It was the
best gig I had ever played, and I wanted more. I'll always want
more, there's no doubt about that.

The party side of the release party was brilliant. We were
swamped with people complimenting us on how we went, how much they
loved our music, and we couldn't get enough of it.

There was food, and other bands playing, and a bunch of people I
loved hanging out with, and people who wanted stuff signed - which
was completely unexpected - and people who wanted to play with us,
and one chick who came up to us and offered us all to join her on
an acid trip (which I was considering taking, until I remembered
our plans for the night) and it went on and on, but none of us
cared. We were in the limelight for once, and we couldn't get
enough of it.

It did come to an end, however, just before midnight. The place
was a youth club, you know? It had to close pretty early.

We made our way to the train station, the five of us,
accompanied by another two or three mates we actually knew who were
joining us for the night, and a few others who were catching the
same train and decided to join us in the wait. It was pretty cool,
getting to know the people who listened to our music. They seemed
to genuinely enjoy what we made, which was one of the best things
of all. They weren't the kind of people who get fanatic when they
meet artists in person - yeah, we considered ourselves artists by
then - instead they kept their cool, talking to us as they would
anyone else. I think that's better than any star treatment.

Just as the train arrived the girl who offered us acid did too,
jumping into the same carriage as us. She didn't even seem to
notice us, which was unusual, considering the amount of noise we
were making. None of us really paid any real attention to her, it
was just something I noticed in passing. But, even though I hadn't
properly taken note of her, I remember exactly what she looked
like. She was sort of bedraggled, with short hair that she probably
didn't spend much time on. She was small, I think, and somewhat
shy. She was wearing what was essentially the uniform of that area
- jeans and what I would have assumed to be a pretty old shirt, if
I hadn't seen a bunch of other people wearing similar ones. I
vaguely remembered her introducing herself earlier; her name was
Liv.

The conductor came around to get tickets and one of the people
from the gig forked out for our tickets. It was only something like
five dollars for all of us, but it was hilarious nonetheless.

The train trip was spent making jokes and chatting about stuff
that didn't matter. We were all running on high, as you'd
expect.

By the time the train rolled into our station, the others were
pretty sad to see us go. We told them we'd make sure to play
another gig soon, and began the walk to mine. It was about one in
the morning by then, but it was a nice, cool night, and the walk
was only about twenty minutes. My mother was out for the weekend,
as usual, so we couldn't have gotten picked up anyway. It was worth
it, though. Easily.

 

*

 

It wasn't long before we reached mine. The place was empty, as
it should have been, and we all stumbled in, laughing, and
collapsed on the couches. I stood up moments later to grab the
bottles, shot glasses, weed, and bong. It was looking to be a
stunning night.

I set up for our usual start - a hit of the bong followed by a
shot each. After that you could do whatever you wanted, but we
always started with the suck and swallow. The name was chosen by
Charlotte, and it had stuck, much to the chagrin of myself and the
other guys.

We all got started, alternating between passing the bong and
bottle. It was a pretty relaxed atmosphere, considering the events
of the night. I think if we had invited more people it would have
been more upbeat, but I don't think I would have enjoyed that as
much. It was nice to sit back and relax, with only mates around.
The appreciation of strangers was nice, but it did get a bit
overwhelming. There really was nothing like taking time to sit down
with friends and chill.

I suppose it wasn't what you'd expect. Most people would assume
that after releasing their first EP, any band would spend the night
partying hard, getting wasted, doing drugs of various kinds,
hooking up with people they didn't know, all that stuff. But we
weren't like that. We took it all in our stride, I think. We were
pretty content to just get wasted and high and watch a bunch of TV
shows with mates.

I'm still like that. I'd take a mate or two and a good show over
a night out any time, as long as it included a bottle of something.
That's my real weakness, I guess. Booze. I love the stuff.

We kept drinking and smoking for a long while before the first
of us started to fall asleep. Charlotte went first, drifting off on
the couch. Erik went next, followed by Carl, until it was just
Laura and I awake. I guess we were the heavyweights of the
group.

We went on chatting and drinking for quite a while. We had
gotten pretty close over the various nights similar to that one. We
weren't really paying attention to the television by that point;
our conversations tended to be more interesting. She was pretty
funny, Laura. Someone I loved to be around. I often tried to get
back in touch over the next few years, but it didn’t work out until
quite a bit later.

We were laughing about some mistake one of us had made when I
did the stupidest thing I could possibly have done. I leaned in to
kiss her.

She didn't react immediately. I knew she was completely drunk
when she did, though, because she reacted by kissing me back. We,
as a band, had sworn to not let anything happen between us after
the Charlotte incident, so that was wrong on more than one level.
We were pretty much best mates, and if I were sober, I never would
have made the move, never would have risked it.

I remember being glad at the time that she wasn't reacting
badly. I didn't care for the consequences, I just wanted her. I
guess she was on the same level, because after the kiss ended,
neither of us said anything, we just went straight back into
it.

At that moment, someone, Erik, I think it was, stirred and
rolled over. It shocked us, and I realised that if any of the
others were to wake up, they would not be pleased. I think we both
had this unconscious knowledge that if anyone woke up, we would be
forced to stop, and we, in our drunken states, didn't want that to
happen. So we moved.

We headed to my room and lay on the bed. I'll skip the details,
if you don't mind.

 

*

 

The next morning was horrible. I woke up before Laura with a
splitting headache, the result of the copious amounts of alcohol
consumed the night before. The headache was the least of my
worries, though. I was overwhelmed with doubt and confusion. On one
level, I wanted what happened that night to happen again. But I
knew that there was no way it could end well. I knew that no matter
what we chose to do, problems would be caused.

I groaned in what was perhaps premature exasperation. There were
worse things to come, and I knew it.

My groan must have woken Laura up, because she started to
stir.

"Oh, crap," she let out a moan. I felt exactly the same way.

"Yeah," I responded, "I know."

"Did we… ?"

"Yup."

"Oh god."

"I know."

"What do we do?"

"I dunno, what do you wanna do?"

"Would you have done it sober?"

"No. You?"

"No. Shit. Shit shit shit. The others aren't gonna like
this."

"Not one bit."

"Do you want to just not mention it again?"

"Honestly? I enjoyed it. But it won't work out, I know
that."

"Do you want to give it a shot anyway?"

"I really don't know. Maybe? Do you?"

"I don't know either."

"Alright. Here's what we do. We don't mention it to the others.
If it happens again, it happens again. If it doesn't, it doesn't.
We don't plan it, we don't plan to not do it. Just let it take its
natural course of action. Sound good?"

"Sounds like we don't have much choice. Let's do it."

It didn't really work out. We walked back out into the lounge,
and Charlotte was awake. She gave us a really weird look.

"Did you guys… ?"

"No, not at all!" I replied, trying to act normal.

"Yeah, we just woke up earlier and got bored, so went to play
guitar," Laura thought quickly. The guitars were a valid excuse,
and we had put them in my room before we started drinking.

"Oh, okay," Charlotte said. I wasn't sure if she believed us or
not, but there wasn't any way we could find out, so we just went
with it.

The others woke up soon after, and we spent the day cleaning and
complaining about our hangovers. Except for Laura; somehow she
never got them. Ever. We were all pretty damn jealous.

 

*

 

We finished cleaning at about 2pm. Charlotte and Erik left, so
Laura, Carl, and I decided to have a post-hangover drinking
session. These were also a common occurrence. After a night of
steady drinking, those left the next afternoon would finish up what
we had. There usually wasn't enough to get anyone really drunk, but
we spent the rest of that day bordering on tipsy. It was a good way
to be.

Laura left around 5 or so, leaving just Carl and I to finish off
the bottle. It was somewhat of an unspoken rule that we never let a
bottle last more than one weekend.

As soon as she left, Carl started asking questions.

"Dude, what was with the tense atmosphere between you two?" he
inquired. In reality, things weren't tense between us; it was more
that we were both tense about getting found out.

"Tense? What do you mean?" I asked innocently.

"Don't play dumb, man. Things were definitely weird between you
and Laura."

"No weirder than usual, dude," I responded.

"Whatever,” Carl gave up pretty easily, and I was glad. I didn't
want to have to dodge more questions. It was going to be hard
enough as it was, without the others asking questions about it. In
fact, I didn't even know what 'it' was, so I couldn't really answer
their questions, even if I wanted to.

 

*

 

I didn't see any of them again for a couple of days, until the
next practise. We had to decide where to go, after the release of
the EP.

Everyone met at mine, as per usual. There was a bit of friendly
chat before we got down to business.

"So, what do we do now?" I asked.

"Well, I see no reason to not keep going," Erik said. Charlotte
and Carl seemed to agree, but Laura remained silent.

"Yeah, I'd like to continue." I said, somewhat cautiously. Laura
didn't look happy. "There's still a lot I want to do, songs to
write, gigs to play, bands to open for,” I sort of had this dream
of opening for my favourite bands. The post-rock genre was small
compared to most others, so that dream was something that was
definitely achievable.

"Yeah, I agree," responded Carl. "I mean, we've only just
started. No reason to stop now!"

"Right then. Everyone agrees?" asked Erik. We all did, and even
Laura nodded. I had hoped things wouldn't get awkward, but that
seemed to already have happened.

That day we played more than we had ever before. That fine day,
we went on, Laura and I pushing through our difficulties,
continuing ceaselessly toward another album. At least, for another
few weeks.

For, just like so many times previously, things went wrong not
long after.

It was during another gig that Laura spoke up. We were just
about to go on stage when she revealed she wanted to leave.

"Guys, I think this will be my last gig," she told us.

"What? Why?" was the general response.

"I just can't do it anymore." she said, looking at me. I felt a
sinking feeling in my stomach.

"Wait, what?" Erik noticed her staring at me, and turned to
look. "What's going on?"

"Laura… Please… " I started to beg.

"Stop. Please, just stop,” she did not look happy, not at all. I
sighed. This was not good. "The night of the EP release. You were
all asleep, and we were really drunk. We got together. Afterwards
we essentially decided to pretend it hadn't happened. Well, Nick
decided to, and I went along with it, for the good of Against the
Current, and our friendship. But I can't do it anymore, Nick. I
just can't. Please, you have to understand. This is it." Everyone
seemed to be glaring at me, as if it were my fault. And it was,
really. I was the one who had started it, and I was the one who
decided to ignore it. The realisation slowly dawned on me. I was
the one to blame.

"I'm sorry," was all I could muster up.

"That's it?" Charlotte exclaimed. "You did all that, and all you
can say is 'I'm sorry'? Fucking hell, Nick. Fucking hell."

Laura looked like she was about to burst into tears. That really
got me. She was the strongest of all of us, and the fact that I had
hurt her this badly, without even knowing it, made me hate myself.
But I couldn't put that into words. I was rendered speechless.

"What, you're not going to say anything?" Charlotte yelled. "You
complete asshole."

"I can't! I… I just can't put it into words. I am deeply sorry,
and I fucking hate that I've done this, and I have so much more to
say, but I can't explain it."

Charlotte just glared.

"Right, well, whatever happens, we have a gig to play. We're
professionals, of a sort, we can't just not play. Let's just get up
there and do what we do best, and sort all this shit out later,”
Erik was right, as usual. We had to play, and the others couldn't
deny it.

Laura stormed up the stairs leading to the stage, and Charlotte
followed. Erik and Carl just looked at me.

"Dude, you fucked up," stated Carl.

"Yeah, I know."

We followed the girls onstage, but this time the crowd's cheers
didn't make me feel good. They did absolutely nothing to make me
feel better. In fact, they made me feel worse. They were an audible
reminder of the pain and drama I had caused.

We burst into the first song, and it was angrier than it usually
sounded. It was harsher, noisier, deeper, as if the emotion of the
band had an effect on the music itself. And it did, I guess. I
mean, if the music could directly effect our emotions, surely our
emotions could effect the music.

I felt horrible throughout the entire gig. The flute and guitar
cover of Hunted By A Freak, with only Charlotte and I playing, felt
terrible. I could feel the glares of everyone in the band on the
back of my head. I often wonder if the crowd had any inkling of
what was going on. I remember someone saying something after the
gig that sounded ludicrous, something like "my condolences".
Something you'd hear at a funeral.

Perhaps it was a funeral. I mean, even while on stage I knew it
was the last gig we would all play together, and I knew that it
could very well be the last gig Against the Current would play
ever. It was the death of something that had lasted a little over a
year, and yet, it affected me so much. It hurt more than any actual
death I had ever experienced.

As soon as the last song had ended, Laura ran off the stage.
Charlotte followed her. I looked to Erik and Carl, and they
shrugged and walked off too. The crowd was shouting for an encore,
and I didn't know what to do. I felt that if it really was to be
our last gig, an encore was only appropriate. But there was no
chance of the others coming back, I knew that. So I played a solo
piece I had been working on. It was originally going to appear on
the next album, as a sort of interlude, and we had agreed to not
play anything new, but I figured that had gone out the window by
then.

The crowd enjoyed it, but as I walked off the stage and into the
room where our stuff was, I was overcome with a wave of
despair.

"Nick, we've been talking,” Erik told me. "We want to continue.
And Laura does too,” She nodded.

"Well, that's great!" I felt a sudden burst of relief. "Thank
god!"

"Hold on,” Charlotte said. She still looked mad.

"We want to continue, as does Laura, but the only way that's
going to happen is if you leave." said Erik. Everyone looked to me
to see my reaction.

"It's for the good of Against the Current, man,” Carl explained.
I knew that, but it didn't stop me from breaking down inside.

"You don't really get a choice in this, Nick,” Charlotte stated
pretty harshly. "You're out,” I guess she was pretty mad.

"Yeah, I know. Fine. I wish you all the very best of luck.
Laura, I'm sorry. I really am. If I could go back and change
it-"

"You can't, Nick,” Charlotte cut in. "Just go."

 

*

 

So I left, and that was that. That was the end of my part in
Against the Current, the band I had formed, the band that wouldn't
have existed if it weren't for me, my child, my project. It was the
end of some of the best times of my life, and I didn't have a
choice in it. It was over.








Epilogue


I wish I could say that I got over and through my ejection from
Against the Current responsibly and honourably. I wish I could say
that I didn't take months and months and months of alcohol and drug
abuse to get anywhere near back to where I was before the split.
But I can't.

The first few weeks weren't so bad. I was down, sure, but I
wasn't out. I planned on starting another band. But, after a week
or so of looking for members, I realised it was harder than I
thought. So I tried going solo, but I found it too hard to write
the music.

Then it occurred to me that the formation of Against the Current
had caused so many problems, and ended with the people I loved
getting hurt. That's when the drinking began.

I blamed myself for Laura's hurt. That was alright, I guess,
because it was my fault. But it got to the point where I blamed
myself for every problem we ever had. And I believed fully that
they were all my fault. I was the cause of all our problems, and
they were so much better off without me.

I didn't talk to Erik, Carl, Charlotte, or Laura again for a
long while. By a long while, I mean years and years. But I did talk
to them again, and although things were never the same, we did
properly get back in touch.

But that's a long while off.

I got in with the wrong crowd about a month or two after the
split, though at the time, I definitely wouldn't have called them
the 'wrong' crowd. They offered me stuff I had never tried before,
and never would have if it weren't for them. They gave me stuff
that made me trip harder than I ever had before. They were the ones
who got me into LSD, and, quite frankly, I still owe them for
that.

The ability to spend my entire life outside of reality helped a
lot. I wouldn't call what I was dealing with depression, exactly,
but it was on the same level, and being removed from it all was one
of the things that helped me get through it. It was brilliant, it
really was.

It was worse when I wasn't on anything. I would mope about, not
get out of bed, feel extremely apathetic and misanthropic, and hate
myself to the point where if I did anything I would loathe it. I
couldn't live like that, let alone write anything. So I did my very
best to spend as much time as I could high, drunk, or tripping.
Though the group I got in with could offer me all kinds of drugs, I
tended to stick to my three favourites - weed, alcohol, and
acid.

I did end up falling out with them too, in the end, and I was
left with a dependence on all three, and unreliable sources for the
illicit ones.

So I lived out the next year or so after that in a daze. I’m
still not sure how long it was exactly. Those years are fuzzy. I
didn't care what people thought of me; in my mind I had no real
choice. Anything I did would hurt someone, so I did nothing. I
didn't get close to people, I never contacted my family, and I
spent pretty much all day indoors. And I was fine with it.










Part 3

Part Two








Prologue


It must have been about 2am when the acid kicked in. It wasn't
what I was expecting. I didn't think it would have that much of an
impact, but I was totally wrong. It shocked me how different it
made things, and I fell in love with its effects immediately.

It's hard to describe. The colour was the first real noticeable
thing. It wasn't that things were more colourful, it was that I
noticed every colour in the spectrum in everything. I was able to
tell that I wasn't exactly thinking straight, but that disappeared
after another minute or two. During the trip I wasn't sure if that
meant I was thinking normally, or whether I just thought I was. It
was a lot clearer when I was sober.

I didn't hallucinate properly on that first dose. It was
colourful and dizzying, but I didn't see anything materialise in
front of me or anything. That came later.

From that first hit I was addicted. I had to have more. LSD was
and always will be my favourite drug.










Part Two


I had to get out of that town. It was holding me back and
pulling me down. The kind of place that you grow up in and, if you
don't make enough of an effort, you stay in for the rest of your
life, never leaving. It was a small town, where everyone knew each
other, full of religious nuts. Being a teenager there was hard. No
drugs, no alcohol, no sex that everyone wouldn't know about the day
after, no privacy. It was tough, and I hated the place.

So I resolved to leave as soon as I possibly could. I was going
to shove my 'respectable upbringing' in my parents' faces and leave
for a big city. I wanted the freedom to wake up in the morning not
knowing what happened the night before without getting an earful
from people who did know. I wanted to be able to get addicted to
everything, if I so wished, without fear of some reborn Christian
wanting to 'save' me every two days.

And so I left. It wasn't that hard, really. I worked throughout
my last year of school, saving up just enough money to catch a bus
out and to rent a cheap place for a month or two, until I found
another job. I was determined, so I simply did it. I don't think my
parents even had a clue of my intentions until the day I left. They
weren't happy, but I didn't give a damn. I just wanted out, no
matter what.

The bus ride out of town was probably the best thing that ever
happened to me in that town. That place had given me nothing. In
the eighteen years of living there, I had gotten drunk only three
times, never tried any other drug, and never had any close
encounters with any relatively good-looking guys, because there
were none. They were all typical country assholes, whose only aim
in life was to inherit their fathers' farms. Dicks.

Most people would get all sentimental about leaving the town
they grew up in. I didn't. Others in my position would 'never look
back', looking only forward as the bus left. I didn't do that
either. I looked out the back window of the bus until that hellhole
was only a speck on the horizon, for I knew that I would never see
it again, and that gave me immeasurable joy.

 

*

 

The city was just as beautiful as I had expected. The people,
the smoke, the dirt, and the buildings, they were all amazing. It
was exactly how I imagined it.

I had an appointment with some estate agent about a place to
rent, so I went as soon as I arrived. I didn't want to miss any
opportunities.

The place she showed me was nothing special - extremely small,
cold, and messy, in fact - but I agreed on taking it immediately.
No matter how bad it looked, I could make it better, and all I
really needed was a place to stay.

I didn't know what I wanted to do as a job, really, but I knew
that, to start with, I could wait tables or something equally as
easy. I thought that perhaps later I could act or write or do
anything that didn't require a degree. I wasn't too keen on the
idea of studying.

I took a walk around the area where my apartment was, and it
really was perfect. There was even a store down the road that not
only sold alcohol, but had condoms on display. There was only one
show in my home town that even stocked condoms, and they were
hidden under the counter. If you wanted them, you had to ask, and
the shopkeeper would stare you down and make you feel as guilty as
possible. So most people didn't bother.

The area really did seem utterly perfect. I could already tell I
would enjoy it there.

 

*

 

I started looking around for jobs that very day. It wasn't easy.
I think that's the one thing I was wrong about in my expectations.
I had expected to have a job by the end of the very first week.
Needless to say, I didn't. It was another two weeks before I did
find one, and it was perfect, really. I was to work in a cafe not
too far from the apartment, serving coffee to businessmen and what
seemed to be an unrealistic amount of novelists.

The pay wasn't what I would call 'good', but it covered the
rent, and left me with a bit to spare at the end of the week. It
held the possibility of higher pay, too, if I were to move up the
ladder. That possibility symbolised my reasoning. I was there
because it offered so much more than the town had. I could become
anything I wanted to. Some said that, given this, I made the wrong
decisions. But I disagree. I did what I wanted, and no matter what
happened, that was the right decision. It always is.

 

*

 

I spent the next couple of weeks just living, really. Working as
much as I could, and coming home to just relax. I ended up being a
regular at the liquor store down the road. I remember the first
time I walked in to buy a bottle of bourbon.

"You new around here?" the clerk said. He must've been in his
twenties, and he was what I didn't want to be - stuck in a dead-end
job looking bored. At least I enjoyed what I did.

"Yeah, just moved in a couple of days ago," I replied.

"Oh, cool," he saw that I was buying a bottle of bourbon. "Rough
few days?"

"No, not really. Just my usual drink of choice," he looked
pretty shocked. I laughed, paid him, and left.

He seemed to be in there whenever I went in. I often wondered if
anyone else even worked there. I saw him quite a lot over the
years, but I never got any closer to him, and nor did I want to.
There was just something I didn't like about him.

After work I would spend my time drinking. I didn't care if it
was unhealthy; it was one of my favourite things to do.
Occasionally I would read, or write out what had happened to me - I
intended to send it back to my parents one day, just to shock them
- or watch whatever mindnumbing show was on television at that
particular time. It wasn't much of a life, but I was content with
it.

 

*

 

Not so long later, the cafe hired another newbie. I was no
longer the newest addition, and I even had the task of training him
up. I felt responsible, for once. Which is hilarious in hindsight,
considering that it was him that started me on acid.

We hit it off pretty well. Not in a romantic way, or anything. I
wasn't looking for anything like that. But we became pretty good
friends, you know? His name was Cody, and he had a steady supply of
drugs. I mentioned the fact that I drunk a lot once, and he invited
me to hang out with him. I agreed.

"So you're a heavy drinker?" he asked.

"You make it sound so bad!" I exclaimed. "But yeah, pretty
heavy. Spirits only. What about you?"

"Oh, I'm not much of a drinker. I tend to flow between different
things, you know?" I didn't.

"What do you mean?"

"You know, like, weed and acid and stuff," he told me. I had
found my first drug user, and I was ecstatic.

"Oh, awesome!"

"Perhaps you should join me sometime. You interested?" he
asked.

"Oh, definitely!" and I really was. This was my first chance at
really properly rebelling, and there was no way I was going to give
it up.

So I said he could come over to mine this weekend - he thought
my place would be bigger, which really made me wonder where the
hell he lived - and he would bring whatever he could. I was to buy
a couple of bottles of drink. It was looking to be a sweet
weekend.

That was the weekend I first tried acid. I was hooked
instantly.

Cody arrived at about 4pm on the Saturday afternoon. I let him
in, and he collapsed on the couch.

"Bloody hell, you look tired," I said.

"No shit, I've been working pretty damn hard," he responded. We
both had been - we wanted enough cash as possible for that weekend.
"But I managed to get a heap of shit,” He opened his bag and
started dumping stuff on the table. "A crapload of acid. Couple of
grammes of weed. Bong. Papers. And I'm assuming you have the shit
we'd need for a buckie."

"Whoa. Well, I got a bottle of tequila and one of bourbon," my
collection felt kind of weak in comparison. Cody didn't seem to
think so.

"Awesome," was his comment. Apparently what we had was more than
enough. "Well then, shall we start with a joint, then?"

"Uh, I dunno. I've never tried any of that stuff before," I told
him, even though he knew.

"Oh, yeah, I know. A joint's a good place to start, then,” So he
rolled one up and lit it. I was fascinated by it all. The way he
rolled it - how nimble his fingers were, his technique, the
packing, the smell of it - was stunning. I was enthralled.

He put it between his lips and lit the end. Smoke slowly furled
toward the ceiling. I could smell it from where I was sitting - it
was earthy and sweet, a unique scent. I watched him inhale, and the
tip of it glowed a brilliant orange, interspersed with black. He
passed the joint to me, and opened his mouth. The white mist
drifted out slowly, in what could be described as a ball. He
exhaled softly, and the smoke burst out in a rush of warm air.

I held the joint in my mouth - I could feel his saliva on the
end, and it wasn't as disgusting as I had thought. I breathed in as
softly as I could, and felt a rush of smoke enter my mouth, felt it
against my tongue - I could taste it, it tasted like it smelt, only
better. I breathed in a bit more, and even more smoke rushed
in.

"Make sure you inhale properly," Cody informed me. I gave him a
quizzical look. "Like, sort of swallow it. Let it into your lungs,
not just your mouth, otherwise it's a waste,” So I did what he
said, and it immediately started to burn.

I started to cough, and didn't stop for a good few minutes. It
hurt like hell; it felt like my throat had been rubbed with red-hot
sandpaper. It got to the point where I was struggling to breathe,
as if my throat had closed in on itself.

Cody was laughing throughout the entire thing.

"You dick!" I yelled, when I was finally able to. "Why would you
tell me to do that? It hurt like a fucking bitch!"

"Because you inhaled too much!" he laughed. "Beginner mistake.
But you really are meant to take it into your lungs; you just had
too much in your mouth. Dick," he explained.

I still wasn't happy at first, but a few minutes later, the weed
began to kick in, and I was laughing at the smoke that was filling
up the apartment.

"Man, Cody, that smoke is awesome. It's like… like a 'fuck you
Mom and Dad' in smoke form. I fucking love it," I burst out.

Cody laughed. "Liv, you are so fucking high. Seriously, it's
brilliant."

"I'm not that high," I protested.

"Bullshit!" he exclaimed, with good reason. I was playing with
the smoke in the light, making what I thought were pretty patterns.
I really was high, for the first time in my life, and I found it
fascinating. The effect it had on me was astounding. It wasn't like
alcohol - I could still tell what I was doing. But I found
absolutely everything interesting.

We took a few more hits each before just chilling for the rest
of the evening, talking while the television buzzed in the
background. We took a walk around six, because Cody decided we
needed cheap beer to chase down the tequila.

It was a warm evening. The setting sun reflected off the
buildings made everything glow. In my state, I grinned and grinned
and grinned.

"What the hell are you grinning about?" Cody asked.

"Everything's glowing," I giggled.

"You are so high," was his reply. I soon realised that was his
standard response. I simply "pfft"'d and continued walking.

 

*

 

It was pretty hard to keep a straight face in the liquor store,
especially when I saw the clerk's reaction to my being with Cody. I
could tell he was trying to keep a blank expression, but he was
secretly shocked, and, on one level, disappointed. I found it
hilarious. We hadn't ever talked more than we needed to, so we
barely knew each other. I don't even remember his name, but he
looked like a little disappointed puppy. I wasn't sure why, but he
definitely was not happy, and I didn't care.

I didn't care about anything right then. Everything was perfect.
Absolutely everything.

 

*

 

We headed back to the apartment and started drinking. It wasn't
what I was expecting, the combination of weed and alcohol. They
went together quite well.

I quickly acquired a taste for tequila, and we spent a decent
few hours coasting along on that one bottle. Every now and then,
we'd take a hit from the bong. Now, that was a real experience. In
the space of a few hours I went from being amazed at how much I
loved smoking joints to being amazed at how much better the bong
made it. It filtered out everything bad. In fact, it occurred to me
just after my first hit that everything could be made better with a
bong. I realised later that this was, in fact, complete and utter
stoned bullshit. The point is, I enjoyed it.

It must have been after midnight when Cody decided we had to
stop drinking. Within half an hour, I was racked with hunger. Cody
simply grinned at my complaints, and started pulling food out of
his bag. I was actually kind of disappointed with what he had -
chips, bread, soda, danishes, noodles, it seemed like a bunch of
crap that would be left lying in the bottom of a shopping trolley.
I, somewhat dejectedly, bit into a danish. It was at that point
that I realised he had planned it all along. The drinking had
prolonged my hunger. When we stopped, I noticed it. And the food,
oh my god, the food. It was brilliant. I had never tasted anything
so good.

"Where the hell did you get this stuff? It's better than
anything I've ever tasted!" I exclaimed. He simply laughed.

"Come on, how could you not recognise that danish?" I didn't
understand. Then I looked at it properly for the first time. It was
one of the ones the cafe sold - famous for tasting extremely
average.

"But these usually taste terrible!" I was extremely
confused.

"You really are new to all this," he chuckled. "The reefer makes
everything taste better. Far better. Try some of the coke,” It was
cheap, budget coke. There was no way it could taste good. I took a
gulp.

"Holy fucking shit, you're right! I didn't think anything could
make this crap taste good, but I was wrong,"

I think that must've been one of my favourite effects of the
marijuana. It meant I could live off the cheapest food possible,
and dine like a god.

I started to open everything, seeing how much better things
were. And everything was better. It was amazing. I kept grinning
with anticipation - I intended to make it so all the food I would
ever eat would taste this good.

 

*

 

An hour or so later Cody said it was time for the acid. I had no
idea how it would be, but I didn't have much. Just a drop or two.
Cody had the same, and he just kept staring at me.

"What?" I asked.

"Nothing," he said. "Just watching to see what you do when it
kicks in."

It must have been about 2am when it did kick in. Like I said,
things got very colourful. I kept moving my hands about, seeing
their effect on the world around them. Cody just laughed.

 

*

 

I'm not entirely sure how or when it happened, but I discovered
that something we had taken made us rather… eager. Whatever it was
heightened all our senses, too, so kissing under the influence was
a revelation.

Now, I know I said I wasn't 'romantically involved' with Cody,
but I didn't need to be. I could do absolutely anything, and say it
was the drugs. And, quite frankly, if you're on something, you
gotta make the most of it. Again, some people would - and did - say
that's completely the wrong decision, but I still disagree. It was
the epitome of freedom, being able to do almost anything I wanted
with no consequences. And Cody wasn't exactly harsh on the
eyes.

We didn't go much farther than kissing, though, even though I
could have with no qualms. I wasn't worried about protecting my
virginity or anything, I mean, it didn't matter to me. It was just
another reminder of a life I wanted to leave behind. It was just
that it didn't happen that particular night. I can't remember
exactly why, but it may have been that one or both of us got
distracted by something completely unreal.

 

*

 

I have no regrets from that night. Sure, other people might, but
I certainly don't. It was another beginning of it all, really.
Because things don't start in once place, things have their
beginnings in many different actions and moments. That night in
particular was full of beginnings. I had tried three new things,
and I loved them all, but I focussed on the drugs. Sex is nice and
all, but it's nothing without something like dope or acid to help
it along.

Cody got me in touch with the dude he bought his stuff from, so
I was able to get my own steady supply. I would spend every waking
moment when I wasn't at work high - the dealer gave me a cheap
deal, and by buying cheap food, I could get enough for a week with
a week's pay and still pay the rent. It was a good setup.

Every couple of weekends Cody and I would hang out. Those out
there who are concerned about my respectability will be pleased to
know that we did not have sex for another month or two. We didn't
decide to wait or anything, that would imply some sort of
acknowledgement of what was going on. It just didn't happen for
another month, and I was fine with that.

 

*

 

I was with a girl I didn't recognise. We were at the base of a
hill, a very large hill. We had a view over the valley we were in.
It was flat, and mostly consisted of mangroves. The ocean was in
front of us. The entire place reminded me of an old Western film,
though for the life of me I had no idea why. A hawk wheeled in the
sky above us, simultaneously too close for comfort and so far away
I could barely make it out. I didn't know what was going on, but
the hawk seemed important. I turned to the girl beside me. I had no
idea who she was or why she was there, but I tried to convince her
to come along.

"Come on, we have to follow that hawk!" I exclaimed. She simply
sighed.

"I'm so damn tired," she said. She didn't look dejected, far
from it, but the voice that came out her mouth certainly seemed so.
For some reason she made me intensely sad. I decided to stay by her
side. It felt like the right thing to do.

She sat on a dusty rock; it looked like she had just collapsed.
I sat next to her, sighed, and drifted off to sleep.

 

*

 

I awoke in my apartment with only a very vague memory of what
had happened the night before. Cody wasn't there, I knew that. But
who the hell was the girl I remembered? Did I imagine her
completely, or was there some reason for her being in my dream or
trip, whatever it was? Did she actually exist? The thought was
unnerving.

A quick check of the apartment confirmed that, whoever she was,
she wasn't there. I set her aside in my mind and began to get ready
for work.

Memories that didn't make sense like that were pretty common,
considering the amount of hallucinogens I was taking. I don't
remember all of them now, but they were certainly plentiful.

I made sure to stick to what I knew and enjoyed, though. There
was a limit to how free you could be before you got addicted, stuck
in debt, and ended up with kids and track marks all up your arms.
Sure, I wanted the freedom to get addicted, and I had that now, but
that didn't mean that I was going to get addicted. I wasn't that
dumb.

 

*

 

All my shifts at the cafe blended together in the end. There was
nothing that really made any of them stand out from any others. It
was a pretty standard job, but really, standard was what I wanted.
It got me the money I needed, and that was enough for me.

I don't even remember the other workers' names now. There was
another chick or two, but we didn't really talk. Nothing in common.
There was the extremely stereotypical gay barista, but we didn't
talk much either. To be honest, he actually looked kind of
frightened of me. Then there was Cody, of course, the boss who we
never saw, and all the customers. There were a few regulars I
talked to who seemed cool, but the majority didn't come in often
enough for me to even recognise, let alone get along with. But I
wasn't worried about making friends. I didn't see the point in
having a bunch of those. A few was all I needed. Nothing's
changed.

 

*

 

Life went on, as it does, in its blurry, uninteresting way. I've
found that no matter who you are, or what you do, or how much time
you spend fucking high, it all gets uninteresting in the end.
Unless you change your personality completely on a monthly basis,
or you're a millionaire with the ability to do everything you ever
wanted, and then do it again whenever you wanted, you're a fucking
boring person. And if you do change your personality that often you
end up not knowing who you are, except for someone completely fake.
You lose all sense of identity, and that's even worse than being
boring.

That occurred to me high, as you would expect. I didn't think
much at work, just got on with it, so all my real thinking was done
high. But that's standard, when you think about it. I mean, all the
'great minds' must have been unbelievably high to discover what
they discovered, to theorise what they did. People just don't like
to admit it.

 

*

 

One of Cody's friends walked into work one day. I vaguely
remembered him from some other time, but I didn't really know him.
Martin, he was called. Mart for short. I thought that was pretty
weird to start with, but it was natural, I suppose, if you didn't
like the name Marty, which he didn't.

He was a typical hipster dude. Smoked a lot, hit the acid a bit,
listened to music no one had ever heard of, and coffee was his
favourite beverage. Sure, he swore that was all coincidental, but
it still counted.

I got chatting to him that day, and we got along really well. He
seemed like a genuinely nice guy. Now, I'm not saying that Cody
wasn't a nice guy or anything, but Martin was a really nice guy,
you know? He was interesting too. Cody was fun to hang out with,
but there wasn't exactly much to him. All he did in his life was
get wasted. Sure, I was the exact same, but by then, I was wanting
more, far more. I wanted to get out of the apartment, see the city,
breathe in the air that was filled with the life and energy of the
city. And Mart offered that.

He was still there by the time my lunch break rolled around, so
I slid into the seat next to him with a couple of coffees and
bagels.

"Hey man," I said.

"Oh, hey Liv. How's it?"

"Good good. Lunch break."

"Oh, awesome."

Despite the awkward start, we started talking very energetically
once we had eaten, about anything and everything. He told me about
a gig he had been to, I told him about some crazy trips I'd been
having. He invited me to the next gig he was going to - some band
called Against the Current - and I suggest he came back to mine
after to drink, smoke, and take some LSD together. He seemed pretty
keen, and I was really excited to actually go to a real gig. There
were none in my home town worth going to, and I'd been meaning to
go to one in the city for ages, I just had no idea how to go about
it.

"Awesome," he said, grinning. "When do you get off Friday? I'll
pop in, drop off my stuff at yours, and we'll head to the venue.
Sound good?"

"Sounds great," I agreed. "I get off at six."

So it was settled. I don't know if I would call it a date, but
it was certainly the closest thing I'd ever had to one.

 

*

 

Friday rolled around pretty quickly. I actually didn't even
realise it was Friday until Martin walked through the doors just
before six.

"Oh, hi Mart!" I exclaimed.

"You look surprised to see me," he said cautiously. "Did you
forget our plans?"

"No… I forgot it was Friday," I replied, sheepishly. He just
laughed. "Shut up! I have to finish off. Take a seat,” He sat and
waited patiently while I closed up and wiped down the counter and
tables. "Right, done! Let's go!" I exclaimed.

Martin laughed. "You seem excited," he stated.

"First real gig - hell yeah, I'm excited!"

We walked out the door and down the various roads, busy and
quiet, that led to the apartment. We talked amiably along the way.
I was looking forward to the gig - the way he described the band,
they must have been amazing - but I was also looking forward to
getting him home. It's not that I'm a slut - far from it - I
genuinely wanted to get to know him better. And, sure, if something
were to happen while we were drunk or high or on acid, I wasn't
exactly going to be disappointed.

It didn't take long to get to mine. Mart dumped his bag on the
couch - I heard the promising clink of bottles - and I went to go
get changed. I just slipped on something casual - shirt and jeans,
not intending to dazzle one bit, but when I walked back into the
lounge Martin seemed stunned for some reason.

"Wow, you look great," he said.

"What? This?" I responded, genuinely shocked.

"Yeah, you suit the casual look."

"I don't know what the hell to make of that, but… thanks, I
guess,” I thought about jokingly taking it as an insult, but
decided against it. I didn't want to offend Mart. I suppose I was
treading more carefully than usual, for some reason. Martin
grinned.

"You're very welcome. Now, let's go, shall we?"

 

*

 

The gig was at some youth club venue out in the suburbs. Kind of
a tame place for a concert, I thought, but I kept my opinions
unvoiced. There was already a reasonably large crowd when we
arrived, which I was pleased at. I didn't want to go to one of
those crappy quiet concerts, with crowds of twenty people. And
although this wasn't the real, big experience, it was definitely
something.

According to Martin, Against the Current were a new-ish band who
played a genre that wasn't really new, people just didn't know
about it. Post-rock, or something like that. He had been to a few
of their gigs before, and seemed to really like them.

"I really think they're a serious new contender in the post-rock
genre," was his phrasing. Or something equally as hipster. I just
nodded and laughed.

 

*

 

It took about an hour for the doors to open. When they did,
there were a few people who, for some reason, simply had to be the
first ones inside. They were the major fans, I guess. I think
Martin wanted to be in with them too, but he stayed with me.
Probably acting cool. I was laughing on the inside.

I found him cute, I think. I'm not entirely sure. I mean, I
wasn't sure then, and I have no idea now how I felt about him back
then. I must've been attracted to him. I wouldn't have gone to some
gig with a dude I didn't at the very least like.

I didn't spend long dwelling on it. By then I had learnt that I
preferred to live in the moment - the future would come, all you
had to do was be patient, and the past had already happened, so
there was nothing you could do about it. I have always found it a
very valid philosophy.

We wandered in with the majority of the audience, and found a
spot around the middle of the floor which had a pretty good
view.

The band walked on-stage, and Mart pointed them all out.

"There's Nick, the frontman. Plays lead. Erik, on keyboards.
Laura, on the other guitar. Carl on bass, and Charlotte on the
flute," he explained.

"Wow, you really know your shit. But, flute, seriously?" I
wasn't too sure about that.

"Oh, they pull it off, trust me."

Nick headed up to the mic and spoke to the crowd.

"Uh, hey guys. Good to see you again, some of you. Others, nice
to meet you. We're Against the Current. We play weird shit."

And that was that, they started. I have to admit, their first
song was pretty good. Driving beat, and certainly different to
anything I had heard before. Unfortunately, I didn't really think
it was my kind of music. I enjoyed it as much as I could, but
couldn't really get into it.

Their second song was a guitar and flute piece, and Martin was
right, they really did pull that flute off. It was different to
that cheesy easy-listening shit too; the guitar had a bunch of
effects that made it sound unreal. I enjoyed that one a bit
more.

See, that was how that music got to you. When you first heard
it, you'd be impartial to it. After a few songs, you'd quite like
it. And the more you listened to it; you would like it more and
more. It was like that for me, although I never got into it as much
as Martin did, or, indeed, as much as most of the audience did. It
was still pretty damn enjoyable, though.

Against the Current played for about an hour before leaving. By
then, I was pretty sad to see them go. I was fascinated by them. I
really wanted to meet them, but they left the venue before I got
the chance. Which was unusual apparently. Martin said he'd talked
to them after every gig.

"I dunno why they left so quickly, it's weird," he explained.
"Ah well, perhaps next time?" he proposed. I knew then he meant it
as more than just another chance to see the band - he meant it as a
date. And I was more than okay with that.

"Yeah, definitely," I said, pleased. It was the first real date
I had ever accepted. A major moment.

 

*

 

We were back at my apartment within the hour. As soon as we
arrived I whipped out shot glasses and a bong, retrieving my stash
of weed from inside the couch. It wasn't really a hiding place,
more a convenient place to store it.

"Sweeeeet," Martin drawled jokingly. "The night's about to get
even better."

"You know it," I said, unintentionally sounding really dodgy. He
just laughed it off, and I was unbelievably glad. I didn't want him
turning out to be some creep. Equally, I didn't want him to think I
was some creep.

It was around then that I realised Martin was the first person
in a long time whose opinion actually mattered to me. I usually
didn't give a damn about what people think of me, because they
don't matter at all in the long run, but I found myself wanting to
make sure Mart thought I was okay. I guess I really did care about
him, after only a few weeks of knowing him. Maybe it was that I
wanted to care about him even more, and that I wanted him to care
about me. I'm still not entirely sure.

We took hits and shots for a while, continuously talking. I
couldn't believe how well we got on; it was so different to
anything I'd ever experienced. I was properly relaxed.

 

*

 

Nothing serious happened that night. A bit of flirting, nothing
more. Looking back, I'm glad of that. I think if we had gotten
together that first time, it would have cheapened the whole affair.
Because, yes, we did end up together at one point. And I really
enjoyed being with him.

 

*

 

The next few weeks were pretty uneventful. Martin and I
continued to go to concerts, almost always followed by a drinking
session back at mine. Cody and I were hanging out less and less as
a result, but we still hung out. Sometimes the three of us would
hang out together, which was cool in its own way.

I got a payrise for no discernible reason, and I certainly was
not complaining. The extra few dollars per week meant I had the
choice between even more acid, or slightly better food. It was a
real toss-up, and my decision varied weekly.

Things were going well.

 

*

 

We saw Against the Current again at the release party for their
EP. Martin was very excited for it, and, by then, I was looking
forward to having a CD I could listen to whenever I wanted.

It was at the same venue we first saw them at, and this time,
there were even more people. This time, we were among the people at
the very front, rushing into the room as the doors opened.

We managed to get a spot right up by the stage, within
conversational earshot of the band members when they weren't
playing. It was something of a dream come true for Martin, which I
could see reflected in his face. I was pretty pleased, if only to
finally get a chance to meet them properly.

Against the Current practically ran onstage. They looked pumped.
Nick had this stupidly big grin on his face that didn't leave for
the entire show. The others were slightly more laid-back, but still
looked suitably excited.

They were talking amongst themselves when Nick yelled "Let's do
this!” I don't think it was intended for us, but Martin and I
cheered regardless, spurring a roar from the crowd.

And so, they began. It was stuff neither of us had heard before.
As per usual, I didn't like it as much as their other stuff at
first, but it was good to hear something new and different from
them. Martin loved it as soon as he heard it.

They were to hang around after they had played, to mix and
mingle with their fans, and promote their EP. Not that it really
needed promoting - the vast majority of the people there knew them
already, and intended to buy it anyway. This gave me the perfect
opportunity to meet them. I'm still not entirely sure why I was so
determined to talk to them. Perhaps it was because I wasn't given
the chance last time. I've always had problems with not being given
opportunities.

The venue doubled as a cafe, which was where the party itself
was held. Martin and I hung around in there, eating finger food and
drinking from paper cups while we waited for Against the Current to
come out. Everyone seemed to know everyone else, and even Martin
was casually talking to people as they walked past. I wanted to be
more social, but I was pretty shy, strangely enough, and didn't
know how to start.

Luckily, Mart sensed my social unease, and began to lead me
around, introducing me to people at a speed far too rapid for me to
be able to remember all of their names.

In fact, they came too fast for me to remember anything about
them properly. All I can recall is flashes. There were the standard
gig-goers, the whiny, pretentious hipsters, the stoners that seemed
to go to every single gig, the gaggle of Asians who were there
simply for the social interaction, the obvious lesbian couple who
really needed to tone down their PDA, and the girl in the short
skirt who seemed to be judging absolutely everyone. Then there were
the people who didn't fit the stereotypes - these people were few
in number. Against the Current made up most of their number. There
was one other chick though, who was chatting casually with them,
grinning.

Martin and I began to walk towards them, and I was overcome with
panic. I began to shake, I was so nervous. I still don't know why,
but I think it was important that I made a good impression on them.
I mean, it wasn't likely that I would ever get really close to them
or become friends, but I wanted them to like me.

"What's wrong?" Martin asked.

"I can't so this," I replied, shakily.

"What? Why not?"

"I just can't, okay?"

He didn't ask any more questions, just looked at me weirdly and
went to talk to the band. I hung back awkwardly. I couldn't help
feeling jealous as I watched him talk to them as if they were close
friends. I'll admit it; I was pretty disappointed with myself. But
that didn't do anything to give me the courage to go over to them
and introduce myself.

Against the Current weren't a big band - far from it - but I was
a simple, shy girl from a small town. Who the hell was I compared
to them? I was nothing, no one at all.

So I sat there, sipping a bad latte, feeling sorry for myself,
when someone sat next to me.

"Hey there," they said. It was a male voice. I turned, and
couldn't respond. It was Nick, frontman and lead guitarist. I was
frozen to the spot. Nick laughed. "So, who're you?"

"Uh, I'm Liv. And you're Nick," I stuttered.

"Thanks for the stunning revelation, Liv," he laughed. I laughed
along with him. "Man, there are so many people here tonight."

"You must be pleased," I said.

"Hell yeah I am!" he exclaimed. "It's far more than we
expected,” He grinned.

"Awesome," I replied. "So, uh, hey, would you guys maybe wanna
join a mate and I tonight? We got a bunch of booze and acid and
stuff. If you're into that stuff, I mean."

"Oh, we already have plans, sorry," he responded. "Hey, I gotta
go. Nice to meet you, Liv,” And he up and left. Just like that. I
was shell-shocked. I had just held a conversation with the person
who was closest to an idol in my life. I wouldn't say he was an
idol, exactly, but he was pretty damn close. I looked up to him, I
guess. I don't know why I had invited him back to mine. He had
declined, but it still felt like an important moment.

"So, how'd it go?" Martin strolled up to me.

"Eh, I dunno," and I didn't.

But it didn't take long until I had returned to living in the
moment. That moment with Nick was gone, it had happened, and it no
longer mattered.

 

*

 

And so Martin and I hung around for a while, having
conversations I don't remember with people I don't remember.
Eventually, the coffee I had drank needed to make its exit, so I
excused myself. When I returned, Martin wasn't there. Neither was
one of the girls he had been talking to.

This was entirely unexpected. It wasn't something I would have
thought Martin would have done. I didn't think he was the kind of
guy who would just up and leave with no goodbye or explanation.

So I sat back down in the hopes that he would return.

 

*

 

I gave up about an hour later. People were leaving. Against the
Current had left ten minutes earlier, and I was resigned to the
fact that Martin wasn't going to make another appearance. I left,
walking to the train station on my lonesome.

Against the Current were at the station, with a few other people
from the gig. They were laughing loudly. Nick gave me a quick
glance, but didn't seem to acknowledge me. I was too embarrassed to
attempt to join in their conversation, so I took a seat a couple of
rows down and waited for the train.

It seemed like an age before it finally arrived. Against the
Current and Co. filed into the only open carriage, and I followed,
taking a seat at the opposite end. I thought I saw Nick staring at
me, and I turned away in a burst of uneasy emotion. I didn't know
what was going on. I didn't know why Martin had left, I didn't know
what I felt about Nick or why I felt it. All I wanted was to get
home.

Against the Current got off long before I did, and their friends
followed suit a few stops later. I was alone on the train, and it
felt kinda nice. It was quiet, which was a relief compared to the
noise and clamour of the rest of the night.

 

*

 

The train finally rolled into my station, and I walked the night
streets absent-mindedly on the way home. It didn't seem to take
long, even though it usually took half an hour or so. Perhaps I
just didn't notice the time pass. That was probably it.

I stumbled through the door and got right to working off the
emotion. I already knew the best course of action - two bong hits,
one shot, then the acid. That always worked.

A few minutes later, I had an intense craving for noodles.
Putting it off, I swallowed a couple of drops of LSD. Then it
began.

 

*

 

It must have been the craving. There's no other way to explain
that trip. None.

 

I tried to stand, but collapsed. I started laughing - falling
over wasn't so uncommon. Then I noticed some strange, gurgling
noise. It stopped, and I once again tried to stand, determined to
discover the source of the noise. I failed once more. The gurgling
started again. It took a while to click.

"Urrrghlhlhlllk?" I gurgled. That was the only confirmation I
needed. I lifted my arm, only to see it collapse in a long, stringy
heap. I wasn't frightened at all. By then I had enough experience
to know that I would return to a relatively normal state of being
by morning. Until then, I would simply enjoy life as the food I
longed for so much. It had one major bonus in particular - I
couldn't remember my problems.

 

*

 

I woke up the next morning, remembered the events of the night
before, and laughed uncontrollably.

"Oh my god, what the fuck is wrong with my psyche?" I asked
aloud when I regained control.

 

*

 

I didn't see Martin for a while after that. He had stopped
coming into the cafe. Cody didn't seem to know where he was when I
asked.

"Nup, haven't heard from him in a while," was his response.

I didn't worry about it too much, as per my 'now is all that
matters' philosophy. I just continued on working, earning the money
to pay my weekly acid bill. I sort of settled into a routine for a
while. A while longer, and it became a rut. This was a problem. I
was doing the same thing week after week. I was becoming part of
the machine, part of the standard. I was living life how so many
others were, never thinking to change. Living in the present wasn't
so great when the present never changed.

I resolved to do something to change it.

So I began to save. I didn't know what I was saving for exactly,
but at least it was different. I cut back to one bottle of booze a
week, which actually gave me quite a bit of money to spare. And it
started to build up. By the end of the first month I had just over
a hundred bucks saved up. And I still had no idea what I intended
to do with it. I didn't have the cravings for harder drugs that
were generally associated with regular drug users, I pretty much
had all the essentials I would need, and there was nothing that I
really wanted. I was, however, determined that I wouldn't spend it
on more drugs. And I guess that was the thing that really changed -
I realised that acid wasn't all-important. There were more
important things I could spend money on, even if I didn't know what
they were.

 

*

 

So I just kept on saving, letting the money accumulate without
knowing what the hell I would even do with it. A few months later I
decided to ask Cody what he would do with a bunch of cash.

"I dunno, get something I wanted I guess. How much cash are we
talking here?" he asked.

"Coupla hundred."

"Yeah, just get something I'd want. Nice bottle of drink. New
phone, maybe. If I had enough, a weekend away."

It all sounded very nice, but I didn't really want any of that
stuff. It just didn't seem necessary. It would have been a waste of
money, I think, to buy that stuff.

So, in the end, I had no idea what to do with it all. I think I
just decided that it would be handy to have a bunch of cash lying
around if I ever needed it.

 

*

 

I continued working, and continued saving. Things had changed
slightly, but I still felt I was rutted.

Cody and I were hanging out more often. We both just assumed
Martin had moved away. I never saw him again, I don't know whether
Cody did or not. It didn't matter, really. That was just how it
was.

We would chill most weekends, as we had done months before. At
least, I think it was months. Time blurred together - it could have
been over a year for all I knew.

Over that time, LSD became our dedicated drug of choice. We
would almost always complement it with weed and booze, but acid was
the one constant. When we didn't have it, we wanted it. It was
perfect for us, really. On acid you were completely removed from
reality - if you wanted to be. If you focussed, you could remain
somewhat attached. It was brilliant. It was ever-changing. It never
got boring. Though it did, on a regular basis, get really fucking
weird.

 

*

 

"Die Katze ist an dem Dach!" Cody exclaimed.

"Was? Warum?" I inquired. I was somewhat confused.

"Die Katze ist an dem Dach!" he yelled again.

"Ja, aber warum?"

"Ich weiß nicht! Vielleicht es mag dem Dach," he explained.

"Quatsch!" he was surely having me on.

"Nein! Es ist die Wahrheit!" he really did seem genuinely
sincere. Perhaps I was wrong. "Die Katze is an dem Dach, weil es
das Dach mag."

"Entschuldigung. Ich werde nie wieder dich nicht glauben," I
apologised.

"Danke schön," he thanked me.

 

*

 

We didn't remember what the hell we were talking about, or how
the hell we managed to say it in another language. It may not have
even been a real language. It could have been fake, for all we
knew. But that's all I remember from that night, random tidbits of
conversation in a language I didn't understand. Like I said, really
fucking weird.

 

*

 

We had a lot of trips like that, ones we didn't understand the
morning after. In fact, most of them were like that. Occasionally
we would have ones we remembered perfectly and could actually
understand. They just tended to be the more philosophical ones, the
ones where everything had meaning, everything was more important
than anyone else would ever know. We knew everything during those
trips. Absolutely everything. We were on par with Socrates and
Aristotle, Nietzsche and Sartre. Sometimes the trips had more of a
Syd Barrett feel, but most of the time we were simply stoners on
acid.

 

*

 

A few weeks later, I discovered what I thought I wanted to spend
the money on. I decided to find myself a better job.

That resolution came about because my choices about the money
really boiled down to either investing it, or letting it sit there,
doing nothing. So I would invest, and, to make said investment more
efficient, I would find a better, higher-paying job to add to the
pile.

I planned to stay at the cafe and look for the job on the side,
in my spare time. I figured that was the best way. I meant I had
the steady income I needed while searching.

Cody wasn't so enthusiastic about it when I told him.

"What? You're leaving? Why?" he asked. I don't think he
understood that it was purely a money thing.

"It's just for more money, man. There's nothing wrong with this
place. I quite like it. It's just that things have been too
stagnant for ages now. I want a change," I explained. He still
didn't get it.

And then he felt the need to go and tell my boss that I was
planning to leave. Needless to say, the boss wasn't happy at
all.

"You're planning on leaving us?" she inquired.

"Yes, but not just yet," I told her.

"Well. You're sure you're leaving?"

"Yes."

"Then, the way I see it, you have two choices. Hand in your
resignation now. You either leave immediately or work out your two
weeks’ notice," she gave me her ultimatum.

"What? Why?" I was shocked. She was a pretty nice boss -
usually.

"Because we can't afford to have you leaving at any moment. It's
just not good for business. So either get it over with now, or set
a date. I'm sure you understand,” And I did. It made sense.

"Fine, I'll work another two weeks."

"Glad to hear it. Now get back behind the counter,” Damn, she
sure could be a hardass when she needed to be.

 

*

 

So that was how I essentially lost my job. I was pretty mad at
Cody. We didn't hang out after that. I only ever saw him at work,
exchanging curt words only as necessary. It was tough, I suppose. I
didn't exactly have a lot of friends, and I wasn't great at making
them.

I spent those two weeks frantically looking for a job - any job,
the pay no longer mattered. But I had overestimated my job-hunting
abilities. The two weeks were up before I knew it, and I was
jobless. One of the many unemployed. It came as somewhat of a
shock, though it probably shouldn't have.

Luckily, I hadn't invested the cash yet, and there was enough to
tide me over for a month or so. So I cut back my weekends, which I
needed to do anyway, seeing as I was down to rolling solo, and only
got half as much of everything. Taking that into consideration, I
had just under a month to either find a job, or find a new, cheaper
place to live. Which was just as unlikely.

Worst case scenario - and the one I wanted to avoid at all costs
- was to return to my parents, penniless and ashamed. There was
absolutely no way I would resort to that. I would have done
absolutely anything at all to avoid it. Because I knew that if I
were to return to that town, I would be stuck there once again, and
it would be even harder to get out a second time. Almost
impossible, in fact. My parents would practically keep me under
lock and key. There was no way I would let that happen.

 

*

 

I spent the days roaming the streets, walking into shops with
copies of my somewhat shabby CV, hoping against hope that they
would hire me on the spot. But it didn't happen. Eventually, I
wandered further and further from home, to the point where if I did
get a job, it would be ridiculous to work there unless I moved
closer.

At night, I surfed the various job sites on my laptop, searching
for something I could do. There was nothing. This job business was
far harder than I had expected. The metaphorical landscape was
barren.

 

*

 

Friday nights I would pick up my booze for the next week. This
was a standard tradition that I did not intend to stop until I had
no other choice.

Needless to say, within a couple of weeks I was making what was
to be my last trip to the bottle store until I got a job. I wasn't
in the highest of hopes, and my mood was just as low. To make it
worse, when I got there, there was only one bottle of my preferred
bourbon left, and some dude was about to buy it.

I was close to blowing my top and giving him a piece of my mind
when he turned around.

It was Nick.

I stood there, speechless. Would he recognise me? Did he even
remember me?

"Oh, hey! Liv, right?" Evidently he did.

"Uh, yeah. Didn't expect to see you here," I said, somewhat
nervously.

"Yeah, I'm new to the neighbourhood. I assume you live somewhere
around here?" he asked.

"Erm, yeah, just down the road, actually."

"Oh, cool, so am I," he exclaimed. Turns out 'down the road' for
him was in the opposite direction. "So, you stocking up on drink?"
he asked. I didn't have the heart to tell him that he had just
bought my bottle.

"Yeah, pretty much," I said. My gaze drifted to the bottle he
was holding. He must have noticed.

"Oh," he was a quick one. "This is your usual. My bad. How's
about you join me, then?" I was pretty damn pleased.

"Sweet, sounds good!" My spirits instantly rose.

 

*

 

We walked the few minutes to his apartment. It was pretty
similar to mine, though slightly less furbished.

"I've just moved in, so it's a little sparse," he explained. I
didn't care; I was getting a free drink, with Nick, no less.

Things pretty much began to change then.










Part 4

Part Three








I had moved to a different suburb a year or so after I had
fallen out with the dudes who got me into acid. There was no chance
of running into them or Against the Current there, which was
exactly what I wanted. I didn't want any reminders of the past
ruining my daze of inebriation.

My luck was never that good. And so, on my first trip to the
bottle store, I had just picked up my drink of choice, when I
turned around to see that girl, Liv, standing there staring at
me.

"Oh, fucking hell," I thought silently. "Oh, hey! Liv, right?" I
said aloud.

"Uh, yeah. Didn't expect to see you here," she said. I was
hoping she wouldn't remember me. Apparently I was out of luck once
again.

"Yeah, I'm new to the neighbourhood. I assume you live somewhere
around here?" I asked, hoping like hell she would say 'no'.

"Erm, yeah, just down the road, actually,” I damned my cursed
luck. Could I not get a break?

"Oh, cool, so am I," I said, trying to sound enthusiastic.
Luckily, 'down the road' for her was in the complete opposite
direction. "So, you stocking up on drink?" I asked, making polite
conversation.

"Yeah, pretty much," she said.

I intended to leave then. I just wanted to go home and get
drunk. Maybe play some drunken music. But I noticed her gaze
drifting to the bottle I was holding. It clicked.

"Oh,” I was disappointed. This would be awkward. "This is your
usual. My bad. How's about you join me, then?" I felt bad. What
else was I supposed to do? Say "Oh, this is yours? My bad. How's
about you just go home and sit there alone without anything to
drink? Or maybe you could just buy a bottle of something you hate?"
I mean, the store didn't exactly have a lot of choice in the way of
good, cheap booze. I really had no choice. Maybe she would decline,
anyway.

"Sweet, sounds good!"

Like I said, I've never had good luck.

 

*

 

I opened the door to my place and saw her looking around, like
she was judging me. I hated that.

"I've just moved in, so it's a little sparse," I explained. She
didn't say anything, just sat on the couch and smiled. She was a
weird one.

I poured us a glass of bourbon each, into the only two glasses I
had. They would do. I didn't have much to mix it with, either, just
water and a bit of coke, but I got the feeling she wouldn't
care.

"Here," I said, handing her the glass and sitting next to her.
She thanked me.

The first glass eased the awkward atmosphere, and we started
talking a bit more easily. Unfortunately, one of the first
questions she asked was about Against the Current.

"So, how's the band? I haven't heard anything about you guys in
ages," she inquired.

"Yeah, neither have I,” and it was true. "They kicked me out a
few months after the release party."

"Oh, that sucks. How come?" She just had to ask that question
too, of course.

"Eh, it's a long story,” I didn't really want to talk about it.
I did, eventually, tell her. Actually, it was just later that
night, once we were a bit drunker.

"Oh, okay then," she said. She actually seemed kinda nice.

It was then that she pulled out her bag of weed. "Do you smoke?"
she asked.

"Do I smoke?" I said, laughing. "Hell yeah, I smoke!" I remember
thinking that perhaps it would work out after all.

I got out my bong from the box it was in - I only had a few
boxes, mainly containing the essentials and drug paraphernalia. We
smoked a few bowls, and began to get on like, well, a bowl of weed
on fire. It was brilliant. I had found another person who seemed to
enjoy drinking and smoking as much as I did - and, if I remembered
correctly, she was an LSD nut, too - who didn't seem to give a damn
about my past, and knew when to stop asking questions. It was
perfect. I foresaw us getting along very well.

 

*

 

I unpacked my TV that night, when the conversation was in a
lull. Sure, it was the easy way out, but it was better than sitting
there in a mix of flurries of conversation and awkward pauses. Liv
didn't seem to mind, either, and we settled in to watch some
late-night comedy show that probably wasn't so funny sober.

 

*

 

We hung out a lot after that night. I don't know why, because I
had never really met someone who was willing to put up with my
awkward conversational skills for the few moments of top-notch
speaking, but I didn't care why. It was fun, and that's all I gave
a damn about. She was certainly a cool chick. And, I'll admit, I
had the very vague, almost subconscious knowledge that a sexual
encounter was a possibility, and I suppose that could have been
considered motivation. But it was mainly the fun thing.

 

*

 

Liv was looking for a job when I met her that first night.
Technically, it was the second night, because we had kind of met at
the EP release party all those years before, but still.

I think she found one the week after we met, which was good,
because apparently she was running real low on cash. She began
working at a cafe, doing what she had apparently been doing for a
year or so already, just at another place.

She explained to me that she had left the first cafe because she
wanted a change in her life. When I asked why she would take
essentially the same job again, she explained:

"Because I really need the cash. And life has changed, just not
in the same way. I've changed who I spend time with. Now I'm
spending time with an actual friend, rather than just some dude who
I can get high with and fuck."

I wasn't sure how I felt about that. We were certainly friends
by then. We got along well. But the possibility of fucking her was
still in my mind, and it was brought to the front by her talking
about the dude she could 'get high with and fuck'. I did want to go
there with her, but I realised that would make me a complete
asshole, and there was something about Liv that made me want to
stop being that asshole. So I didn't make a move. And I'm glad I
didn't. It would have been too weird if I did, and things would be
different in a bad way.

 

*

 

I was still jobless, running off the very small amount of money
I had got from the EP. So I was essentially freeloading off Liv,
but she actually didn't seem to mind. When I told her I didn't have
a job and I was about to lose the apartment, she actually offered
to let me move in with her, which was a huge shock.

"What? Really? You know I wouldn't be able to help with the
rent, right?"

"Well, you can move in on one condition. You have to at least
look for a job. I don't care how long you don't have one, as long
as you're looking for one," she explained.

"That sounds fair enough," I responded.

"Plus, look at it this way. If we both have jobs and we only
have one apartment to pay the rent on, we'll have a heap to spare
for other crap. Like food. Or booze. Or acid."

"Or weed," I finished, grinning. It really did sound good.

 

*

 

So that was how we ended up living in the same apartment. It was
a completely platonic, purely financial decision. At first. In the
end, we did end up getting together. But seriously, it was a man
and a woman living in an apartment full of alcohol, marijuana, LSD,
with nothing much to do except read, surf the net, watch TV, get
high, fuck, or a combination of the above. It was bound to happen
eventually. And it didn't mean anything, really.

But that wasn't until later.

 

*

 

I awoke first and flicked the TV back on. Liv woke up about 30
minutes later. We slowly returned to laughing and chatting away,
and then the hallucinations kicked in. There was shit I couldn't
explain floating around the apartment, people were yelling things
outside and when we went to look, they were nowhere to be seen,
everything was absolutely hilarious, colours were more vivid, we
were starving, we were dying of thirst, and finally, we were
sitting on the couch staring into space. We took a drop or two of
acid, we threw back a shot each, and we ended with a hit or two
from the bong.

"Wanna get high?" Liv asked. That's all I remember.

 

*

 

I did find a job, a week or two later, but it required something
I had never bothered to get - my driver's license. It also required
me to work sober. I was delivering pizzas. I know, it was a typical
teenager's job, and I was in my twenties - in fact, you probably
could have said late twenties, but I was in denial - but it was the
only one out there. Trust me, I looked.

So for a week or so I read through the road code and did the
practice tests and all that jazz, and then I went to take the test.
I passed with flying colours. I mean, it was a simple test, but I
was still proud as hell.

Unfortunately, I had failed to realise that the test only got me
my learners. It would be months before I was able to drive on my
own. So, in the end, as Liv was off work, she accompanied me. She
had her full license, so I could drive with her in the seat next to
me. It wasn't the best arrangement, but it worked, and I got paid
for it. The pizza place was essentially paying me to drive around,
hanging out with Liv. It was a pretty sweet gig.

We used the company car for the first six months, until I got my
restricted. I had been saving some of my pay, and had just enough
to buy a cheap, crappy car. So I did. And, like all the other
crappy stuff I had been getting, I was damn proud of it. My first
car, at twenty-… I don't remember the exact year, but it was
somewhere between twenty-two and twenty-eight. My memory isn't so
great. Understandable, I think.

 

*

 

A lot of weed was stored in that car over the years. It was a
place to hotbox that wouldn't take our entire stash to fill, and we
used it a lot. It was pretty sweet.

Surprisingly, I was a dedicated sober driver. When on the job, I
would be completely sober. I wouldn't smoke until I had finished
for the night. I think it was that sort of discipline that made me
stand out from the usual druggie - excuse me if I sound a bit full
of myself, but that was another thing I was proud of.

 

*

 

So, Liv had her cafe job during the day, and I had the pizza
delivery during the evenings. Even though she didn't have to, Liv
would still accompany me from time to time. She would be high when
she did, which I didn't mind. It was a decent form of
entertainment, listening to her prattle on about how everything was
important and stuff like that. I managed to get a good insight into
our trips that way. The kind of trip she would have depended on
things like mood, time of day, and company. Sometimes she would be
laughing at nothing, and other times she would say the
smartest-sounding shit. In fact, a lot of her philosophical highs
gave me a lot to think about.

 

*

 

"See, this city is full of red lights and black umbrellas," she
said one time.

"Yeah, I suppose it is," I responded, waiting for her point.

"No, no, no, you don't get it. It's full of red lights, stopping
people from doing what they want to do. Stopping people in the
middle of the street. The street is like their life. And the red
lights are stopping them, making them pause. I bet a lot of people
think when they're at a red light. Hell, the red lights even make
pedestrians stop. A lot of time in the rain. And pretty much all of
them have black umbrellas."

"Hmm, you're right," I still didn't get the black umbrella
part.

"Of course I am. Anyway. Stop interrupting me. The black
umbrellas. They're everywhere. Everyone has them. Even we have one,
in the back of the car. Why does almost everyone have the same
umbrella? It only becomes important when you consider the red
lights. The red and black contrast. Red is like, love, and passion
and stuff. And black is all sad and depressive. But they're kinda
swapped. The red lights are stopping people, forcing them to stop
and think. The black umbrellas are protecting people from the rain,
from getting wet. Actually, maybe they're not swapped, they're just
reasonable. The red lights are stopping people from making bad,
irrational decisions, and the black umbrellas are stopping people
from getting hurt, from catching cold, from getting soaked and
miserable. It's weird, but kinda nice. Everyone has a black
umbrella. Everyone has something in their past, something sad,
something depressive, and it's stopping them from getting hurt. And
everyone gets stopped by these red lights, everyone is going
somewhere, or trying to, and the red lights are reason, stopping
people from getting there. But, if you wait long enough, and think
about it long enough, those red lights turn green, letting people
through. It's like everyone has an epiphany at the exact same time,
and starts to move again. The same goes for the umbrellas. If you
wait long enough, with the sadness hanging over your head,
eventually, the hurt will stop, and the sun will come out again,
and you can put the umbrella away. And everyone does that at the
same time. Except those Asians who don't even have black umbrellas.
They have like, yellow ones. Or red ones. Or novelty ones. And
they're always out, for some reason, like they're going to get
burnt. But ignore them. They don't fit into what I'm trying to say.
What am I trying to say? I dunno, just that everyone has a black
umbrella, and the city is full of red lights. Oh look, the light's
gone green. That's nice. Let's go."

I was shocked. She could be really smart and deep at times, and
that lecture especially made me think.

I resolved to record her the next time she started to spout
wisdom.

 

*

 

Liv and I were swapping acid trip stories when she told me about
the one with the girl.

"I was with a girl I didn't recognise. We were at the base of a
hill, a very large hill. We had a view over the valley we were in.
It was flat, and mostly consisted of mangroves. The ocean was in
front of us. The entire place reminded me of an old Western film,
though for the life of me I had no idea why. A hawk wheeled in the
sky above us, simultaneously too close for comfort and so far away
I could barely make it out. I didn't know what was going on, but
the hawk seemed important. I turned to the girl beside me. I had no
idea who she was or why she was there, but I tried to convince her
to come along.

""Come on, we have to follow that hawk!" I exclaimed. She simply
sighed.

""I'm so damn tired," she said. She didn't look dejected, far
from it, but the voice that came out her mouth certainly seemed so.
For some reason she made me intensely sad. I decided to stay by her
side. It felt like the right thing to do.

"She sat on a dusty rock; it looked like she had just collapsed.
I sat next to her, sighed, and drifted off to sleep," was her
story. I was amazed, it was a pretty vivid scene for a complete
hallucination.

"Whoa, that's pretty weird," I said. But that's all I said.
After all, it's not like it was important, right? It was just an
acid trip. It didn't mean anything. But then, Liv said this:

"I saw her."

"What?"

"I saw her."

"What do you mean?" I was confused.

"The girl from the acid trip. She came into the cafe last
week."

"Are you sure it was her? It couldn't be her. Did you know
her?"

"I'm sure. And I had never seen her before the trip, it's
weird."

"That is really weird. You should talk to her, if she ever comes
in again."

"Yeah, I think I will."

The girl did come back to the cafe, but not for another few
weeks. When she did, I was shocked. Liv invited her over to the
apartment. That's not the shocking part.

 

*

 

Someone knocked on the door.

"Oh, that'll be Laura," Liv said. I was still for a moment. It
couldn't be Laura. From Against the Current. Liv would have
recognised her. She opened the door, and there stood Laura.

"Liv… "

"Nick, this is Laura. The girl from the trip."

"Yeah, I know her. Liv, you don't recognise her from anywhere
else? Really?" Laura just stood there, looking as shocked as I
did.

"Um. No, not really. Why? Should I?" She genuinely didn't
recognise her.

"Liv, Nick and I were in Against the Current together," Laura
explained curtly.

"Ohhh," Liv sort of sighed. It must have just clicked. "Well,
that explains a lot. Wait, no it doesn't. I had that trip before I
ever saw you guys."

"What? Really?" I was surprised. I thought this little slip-up
of Liv's would explain the mystery girl. Apparently not. Somehow,
Laura was in Liv's trip before they had even met.

"Nick, what the hell are you doing here? Did you set this up?"
Laura asked, walking in and throwing her bag down.

"What? No, not at all. I'm just as surprised as you are," I
explained. And it was true. I didn't expect to ever see her
again.

"Huh? Why would Nick have set this up?" Liv must have been as
confused as we were, just for different reasons.

"Oh, he hasn't told you. Nice. Nick is the reason he got kicked
out. It was his own fault,” I couldn't tell if Laura was still
angry or not. It seemed like she was, but then again, she was
always like that.

"What? Why, what'd he do?" Liv asked. I was dreading Laura's
response.

"Oh, it was just the way he reacted to… certain events,” She
looked pointedly at me.

"Laura and I… got together. The night of the EP release. And the
next morning, I tried to pretend it hadn't happened. Laura, I
didn't know you would feel that way. If I had known, I wouldn't
have done it, I swear," I tried to explain.

"Nick, stop. It's over. I'm over it."

"Really?" I asked.

"Really. We're fine."

"Oh, good."

Things were somewhat more casual then. We caught up, Laura and
I. In truth, I think we were glad to see each other. It had been
far too long, and we had been great friends before the whole
ordeal. I found out Against the Current were slowly moving along,
but not too well. I found out there was no chance of me getting
back in - Charlotte still held a grudge - but I really didn't
mind.

Liv and Laura got on well. Laura was still as much of a stoner
as she was back in the day, so we got high and drunk, and she
stayed the night. It was a good time, really.

She did leave the next morning, though. She promised to stop by
every once in a while, and Liv and I were both glad. It would be
nice to have another person to hang out with.

 

*

 

Things between Liv and I were even better after that. I was
extremely grateful to her for bringing Laura back into my life,
even though it was accidental. And now that she knew what my black
umbrella was made of, she was more comfortable around me. I suppose
it had been somewhat of an unaddressed issue before that neither of
us had noticed.

 

*

 

We were both setting aside spare money, though neither of us
knew what it was for. It was Liv's idea - she had done it once
before, and apparently it had ended well. So, one summer, we
decided to move. We both had our eyes on jobs in a better
neighbourhood, closer to the city centre, and we had enough cash to
support us in case of the jobs falling through. So we moved.

It was really a simple thing to do. We didn't exactly have much
stuff, so it all fit in the car in two or three trips. It was more
the meaning behind the move that was important.

The fact that we were moving together sort of changed the
paradigm. Simple friends or roommates didn't move together. Very
good friends might. But it clicked then that we were closer than
friends. And from then on, we became love interests.

Of course, we were both too helpless to act on it, so it wasn't
until a long while after the move that anything actually
happened.

 

*

 

We celebrated the new apartment (man, was it nice) with a
housewarming party. We didn't exactly have many people to invite,
so it really just ended up as Liv, Laura, and I getting really
really high. We were okay with that. It fit, I suppose, with what
we would do in that apartment anyway. Because, naturally, we spent
something like 90% of our time in that place on some form of drug.
It was just part of who we were. Who I still am, I suppose. I still
live in that apartment, surprisingly.

 

*

 

Liv's new job was doing the same sort of thing, except she got
paid more, and had more responsibility. She had decided a few
months earlier that she might as well make a career in the cafe
business, because she didn't have experience in anything else. She
had this newly-formed dream of opening her own cafe, and she was
determined to get there. She would work in management for a while,
to save up the cash and get some experience, and then she would
start looking for a place to set up shop.

I was teaching, which was a complete change. I mean, I was in my
twenties, spent most of my time high, and had never had a job more
serious than delivering pizzas, but I was teaching people to play
guitar and make music? It was a huge shock, but I was extremely
happy with it. I was doing something that had some relevance to
what I loved. I had nothing major I was saving for, so I was
contributing to Liv's cafe dream. She suggested I help finance it
in the beginning, and she would pay me off by giving me a small
percentage of the profits each month. I didn't really care about
the money, I was just happy to see her having something she could
work toward.

I guess we were both maturing. Liv had a plan, for god's sake.
That was something she certainly never expected. And I had a real
job in music. That was something I never expected.

And then, outside of the working world, we were as immature as
ever, getting completely wasted most nights. It was perfect.

 

*

 

A few weeks later, after a few hits of the bong, Liv started
philosophising again. Except this time, it was about us.

"Nick, we're essentially together. We live together. We moved
here together. We're kind of planning on opening a cafe together.
There's nothing else, short of having children, which could make us
more together. And I don't wanna have kids. But I digress. The
point is, we're together. We just haven't acknowledged it yet."

"So, what are you saying? Do you want to acknowledge it?" I
asked.

"That's the thing. I don't know. I like how we are now. We're
close. I don't see how being together," she stressed 'together' in
a way that made me sure she meant something more than simply going
on dates and the like, "could bring us any closer together. But I
need your opinion on this. So, what do you think?"

I thought about it for a few seconds. "Here's what we-" I
started to say, before I stopped myself. That did not end well the
last time I said it. "Let me rephrase. What do you say to leaving
things how they are and letting them take their natural course? If
we end up together," the stress on 'together' again, "we end up
together. If we don't, we don't,” I still didn't like the way that
sounded.

"Hold on, that's not right. Let me try again. We stay how we are
now. We let any feelings we have develop, and we act on them
however we see fit. Let it take its course. Because I like how we
are now, and doing it that way minimises the chance of things going
bad. I think."

"That sounds fine," Liv said. I was still horribly nervous. I
didn't want this to go the same way as things with Laura did. "And
I know what you're worrying about, and don't worry. I'm not Laura,”
I swear, that girl was psychic when she was high.

 

*

 

So we continued on the way we were. And sure enough, feelings
did develop. One night, sitting on the couch, blazed as a wildfire,
I slipped my hand into Liv's. She reacted exactly the way I had
hoped - she smiled.

We became an item, I think. Even now, I'm not sure. We were
certainly happy together, and we definitely liked each other more
than friends did. We did things friends wouldn't do - the holding
hands, the occasional kiss, but nothing more, at least, not at that
point. We didn't do the whole dating thing though, we just
continued on how we were. So in my mind, we were romantically
attached. I'm not sure how she classed us, but I think it was the
same. I never did get to find out. But it didn't matter, because we
were happy, and we had a plan. That was all we needed.

 

*

 

A couple of weeks later, I was walking through the downtown
streets between giving lessons when I passed by an empty storefront
with "For Lease" emblazoned across its windows. I walked right past
it at first, but then it clicked. It was a potential cafe location
for Liv.

She was on her lunch break, which I figured was due to end any
minute, so I made my way as fast as I could to her work.

"Liv!" I practically yelled, bursting through the door. She was
sitting at a table, reading.

"Oh, he-" she started, but I cut her off.

"I found this place, this empty building, it's perfect."

"What for?"

"The cafe, you dolt!"

 

*

 

Unfortunately, she had to get back to working, and my next
lesson was about to start. We decided to walk there that
evening/

We did, and when she saw it, she fell in love with the place. We
had to have it. So I made a call to the estate agent listed on the
sign in the window.

It didn't work out immediately. The lease turned out to be just
out of our reach. Needless to say, we were both disappointed,
although Liv was still determined to get the place. That was the
beginning of our great drought.

 

*

 

See, Liv loved LSD more than anything. It was her escape, I
suppose, and it was infallible. It never let her down. Ever. But
she decided to let it go in order to get that place. Acid didn't
come cheap, and she hoped that by not buying it we would have the
cash we needed for the lease.

So we spent months and months not buying anything. Liv would
walk past the place every day, making sure it was still on the
market. Then, one day, she saw people inside, being shown around,
and she panicked. That week we cut back on anything that wasn't
essential to make the final hundred or so dollars that we needed.
We stopped buying weed and booze, and dined off ramen and
coffee.

Liv even considered getting a loan, but I immediately rejected
that idea.

"It's too risky. What if this doesn't work? You - no, we could
be stuck in debt for a long time," I explained. I think Liv
understood, but she wasn't happy about it.

And then, finally, we had enough. I made the call to the estate
agent.

He didn't remember me at first. But when he did:

"Oh, that place? It's gone. It got leased out a couple of weeks
ago. The new owners mustn't have taken down the sign yet."

I was devastated. But that was nothing compared to the state Liv
was in. She broke down into tears the moment she heard the news. I
guess the various withdrawal symptoms didn't help at all. It was
horrible.

"It was my dream," she explained through tears. "The only dream
I've ever had. All my life all I wanted to do was get out of that
hellhole of a town and make it somehow, to prove my parents wrong.
And I got out of it, I did, and I got here, and got working, and I
was getting along fine, but I just had to fucking want more, didn't
I? I just had to get greedy, but even then it looked like it was
going to work, like I would make it, like it was a possibility,
like I could actually start this cafe and actually have my own
place and actually make money and stuff, but then this happens,
just as we've been working so hard and saving so much, and once we
actually have the money we need, someone just has to go and fucking
ruin it all by taking the place I wanted so much."

"You can still make it," I tried to console her. "There'll be
other places. And we have all this money now, we can snap the next
place up as soon as we find it."

"That's not the point!" she yelled. "You don't get it! It was
this place that was the dream, this place. I was meant to be able
to do anything, anything I wanted, I was meant to be able to do it!
But it didn't fucking work, did it, so how the hell is anything
else going to fucking go right?"

"It's not like that at all," I tried to explain, but nothing I
said worked. She kept yelling and crying and screaming and breaking
my heart, and it hurt, because she was the closest person in the
world to me, and to see her in so much pain made me hurt like hell.
Knowing that there was nothing I could do about it was even worse.
And although I know now that it wasn't my fault, at the time it
felt like Against the Current all over again - another girl I cared
for was in tears and in pain, and there was nothing I could do. It
was horrible. That's got to be the worst feeling in the world -
feeling useless as people around you hurt.

"I just want to give up," was the point she got to after a
while, and that was a whole new level of hurting.

"Don't say that. Please don't say that. We can do this, I
promise,” And I meant it. Right then I wanted more than anything to
see her happy again. She had an aim, a dream, something to work
towards, and she knew she could do it, and that was so different to
how she was when I first met her, working her life away with her
only ambition being to buy more acid, but then she had it all taken
away, and she sort of deflated, all her hope leaving her, and it
was terribly sad. And I was determined to give her that hope back.
"Nothing worth having comes easily," I reminded her. "And no one in
the world makes it without failing a couple of times at first. This
is just the beginning, remember. It's only the first place we've
missed out on. There are thousands more. And it's only the first
opportunity in a world full of opportunities. There is no way you
won't get the cafe you want, because I know that, together, we can
do anything,” I grimaced at how horribly standard that was, but it
seemed to work, in a way.

"Nick," Liv said quietly.

"Yes?"

"Shut the hell up. You are so fucking clichéd," she said, with a
small laugh. And although it sounded harsh, I knew she was right,
and, more importantly, I knew she would be okay in the long
run.

 

*

 

Of course, that didn't mean that we wouldn't have the obligatory
heavy drinking sessions to get through it. And they came fast and
hard. The next morning we both took days off from work, and I made
a trip down to the bottle store, picking up two bottles of hard
spirits.

The next couple of days are a complete blur of drunken tears,
laughter, and pain. The pain mostly came towards the end, though,
as I recovered from what was probably the worst hangover I have
ever had. I don't know how either of us managed it, but apparently
we went and bought more booze after the first two bottles were
gone. I'm not sure exactly how much we had, but the store clerk
seemed to laugh at us every time we saw him after that.

Sometime later I was talking to him, and he said he saw us about
three or four times over those three days, and that was only during
his shift. I can only assume we were in there pretty often.

It was worth it, though, because the next Monday, I woke up to
an empty apartment. After the initial shock of light hitting my
eyeballs, I discovered Liv had gone back to work. I read her note
with a grin.

"Nick, I'm back at work today," it read. "You were right."

I sung to myself as I made breakfast - we still hadn't bought
actual food, so ramen was the go-to meal. The singing was actually
quite unusual at that point. I was still in the whole instrumental
phase, I guess. After post-rock I had got into all kinds of
instrumental stuff, mainly because I found I didn't like lyrics
with my drugs. The lessons I taught focussed around instrumental
pieces, too, which was pretty weird, considering the fact that I
didn't really ever listen to anything I taught. I think that
morning was the first time I remember wanting to listen to
something with vocals. So I guess it was somewhat of an important
moment.

 

*

 

That marked another paradigm shift for us, I think. That day I
picked up an indie album from an indie record store, laughing to
myself as I considered the comments Liv would make. The dude at the
store recommended a bunch of stuff to me, but I ignored most of it
and just made him pick one. I ended up getting a Band of Horses
album. I really was kind of clueless back then, music-wise. I had
been pretty confined to a few genres, so I had no idea what I would
like. Band of Horses were good, though.

A couple of my students sung, as well, and that day I made them
play something while singing. It was an exercise for both of us,
really. It was good practice to multi-task, and it was good for me
to get used to music with vocals again.

You know, I think after all these years, you can still tell I
spent a long time listening to instrumental stuff. I tend to put
more importance on the melodies in the instruments before the
melody of the lyrics. But anyway.

 

*

 

Apparently Liv had heard of Band of Horses before, and she
recognised the album when she walked in to me playing it.

"You bought a new album? With singing?" she seemed rather
shocked.

"Yeah, I decided it was time for a change," I replied, grinning.
And it was a change, in various ways. Liv and I were closer than
ever, as terribly cliché as that sounds. I was actually enjoying
teaching, and had bought an acoustic guitar with the intention of
writing music other than post-rock. Liv was completely determined
to get her cafe open, and spent a lot of her time walking the
streets and searching the net for a place. But most of all, we had
cut back a lot on our drugs. We hadn't stopped completely, not at
all, but we were using them less. Liv didn't rely on acid as an
escape any more, and I didn't rely on alcohol to get through the
day. It was a nice change, and in a way, that made me glad that we
didn't get that first place. Things might not have worked out at
all if we did.

 

*

 

So we kept on working, enjoying what we were doing - properly,
for once - and casually adding money to our savings. Eventually we
had enough not only for the lease on pretty much any place, but for
any renovations we might need to do. It never crossed my mind to
ever do anything else with that money. I mean, we could have bought
a house, invested it, bought a lot of stuff, but I guess I was too
dedicated to the idea of having part ownership of a cafe to even
consider anything else. And I'm glad, because when Liv did get the
cafe, and she did, she was so pleased with it, and it made me happy
to see her happy. Our cafe ended up being my favourite cafe in the
city, anyway.

But that wasn't until a bit later. She stumbled across the place
that would become the location of Remedy Coffee a couple of weeks
after that morning, and things moved pretty quickly from there. We
snapped it up as soon as we could, being easily able to afford the
lease. The estate agent was the same guy, and he seemed pretty
happy to see us again for some reason.

"I felt kinda bad, you know? I'm glad you've found one you like,
though," was his explanation. But he was nowhere near as happy as
we were. No one could be. We had made the first real step. Well,
Liv had, really. I was just basking in her glow. And I was fine
with that.

I suppose it should have clicked then that I was closer to her
than perhaps either of us knew. The fact that I would have done
anything to see her happy should have been a major tip-off, but I
think I just ignored it and the implications it had simply because
it was easier to ignore it than address it.

But that wasn't on my mind at all at the time. It all came
later, as it inevitably does.

 

*

 

The place we leased already had the utmost minimal fittings
needed for a cafe, so Liv decided to fork out a bit and make the
place a little nicer. We gave it a repaint, chucked in a couch or
two, some tables and chairs, bought the espresso maker, and put up
posters. Liv had a surprise for me. The main feature on one of the
walls was the cover of It Eluded Us Then, But That's No Matter.
Putting it up was sort of a bittersweet moment - it reminded of
what I was absolutely determined to achieve only a few years
earlier.

 

*

 

I think it was around then that I decided I wanted to get back
into music. Seeing the poster kind of spurred me into it. But, this
time, I didn't want to play post-rock. I wanted to play something
that could express complex ideas, you know? Post-rock was perfect
for pure emotion - still is, but for anything more complex than
that is very tough to convey. So I thought I'd try my hand in the
singer-songwriter business. I was enjoying the acoustic guitar, and
I had discovered that, with a bit of work, I could have a pretty
decent singing voice.

So that begun a new chapter in both our lives. Liv opened Remedy
the very next week, and I would spend my time between teaching
guitar sitting in our cafe with the acoustic, doing my best to
write something good. It was very slow work, but I was enjoying it
more than anything. Remedy was a relaxing place - we didn't have
many customers at first, but the ones that did come in tended to
become regulars quite quickly. Maybe it was Liv's enthusiasm for
the business, maybe it was how cosy the place was. Or maybe it was
because once they heard me testing out my new material, they
couldn't leave.

 

*

 

Between teaching and playing every day in the cafe, I was
spending a lot of time on the guitar. Naturally, it wasn't so long
until I had a bunch of songs written. I was sort of pleased with
them, although I was extremely aware that they could be better.

Liv thought so too, the first time I played them to her.

"Uh, they're good, I suppose, for your first few songs," she
said.

"Really? Cool," I was pleased.

"Yeah, but they're pretty… standard, I think is the right word.
Average. Like every other artist out there. They're not really
gonna get you another release, you know?" And I did. It Eluded Us
had gotten released because it was part of a sort of minority
genre, and within that genre, it was pretty unique. But the stuff I
was writing then was exactly how Liv described it - standard. It
was the kind of stuff you would find on any old album you'd get
from a record store, and that wasn't what I wanted.

 

*

 

Things could have gone two ways then. I could have tried to get
an album released, taking the commercial, catchy, popular music
route, or I could try write things that had meaning and musical
validity. I chose the second option, because I didn't exactly need
money, and the thought of 'selling out', as it were, horrified
me.

It was by far the tougher way to go, because what I liked, and
what had meaning to me, certainly wasn't liked by everyone. But I
got to writing, and that was when the post-rock influence started
to show. The music was far more melodic and original than those
first few songs, and I was proud.

The lyrics were tough at first. I wasn't exactly a star
lyricist. Liv, however, turned out to have quite the way with
words, and she helped a lot. If something didn't sound right, she
could fix it. If something was missing from a lyric, she could fix
it. I guess she had a bit of the poet in her. She was able to take
a simple concept and turn it into something beautiful, and I think
I owe her a lot for that.

 

*

 

I began to use the cafe more and more as a testing ground for my
music. The students I taught didn't seem to be into the stuff I
wrote, and the regulars in the cafe seemed to be a far better
target market.

At first I had the simplest setup - I just sat at a table with a
cappuccino and played. Eventually, people started complimenting me
on the stuff, and the cafe sort of became known for its music. When
I wasn't playing, Liv would be playing stuff from Radiohead to Thao
over the speakers, so Remedy started to attract the indie crowd.
Surprisingly, someone would recognise me from Against the Current
every now and then. That was how indie these guys were - they
recognised me from a band that I had left years earlier, a band
which never got very popular anyway. It the best blend of
pseudo-fame and obscurity, I think, and I quite enjoyed it.

Eventually it got to the point where Liv decided to set aside an
area for musicians to play in. She had this sign up that invited
people to bring in a guitar or something, and just play. And
somehow, the only people who did play were brilliant. Soon enough,
I was competing for my stage time, and having a lot of fun doing
it. Every now and then one of the regular guitarists, Ben, and I
would play something together. It was brilliant, playing in front
of no more than ten people. I taught him one or two of my
originals, and jamming them out was awesome. It really was a good
stage of life.

 

*

 

Liv was enjoying herself too, even through the stress of running
a business. She was doing what she really always had been - working
in a cafe, with people she enjoyed being around. She had met her
dream, she had done it. But she didn't stop, not at all. She wanted
more, as she always did. She kept changing around the layout of
Remedy, rearranging tables, adding and removing things from the
menu - she had invested in hiring a cook - but the major thing, I
think, was turning it into an indie venue.

She had a small area Liv set aside for the few musicians during
the day turned into a small stage, with a mic and PA system and
all. And she enlisted my help in looking around for artists and
bands to play there on Friday nights.

The first one consisted of me, Ben, and a few of the other
regulars. It was pretty well-received, I think, although I was
still nowhere near happy with my songwriting. Without trying to
sound too pretentious, it lacked in essence. It was hollow,
meaningless to everyone else. In fact, a lot of the time it didn't
even really mean much to me. I wasn't happy at all.

The next week, I was able to find a band from my lessons. One of
my students played in it. They didn't really fit the bill for the
venue, but it was a last resort, so we went ahead with it
anyway.

And it just went on from there. Every week we managed to find
people willing to play, somehow. It'd get close pretty often, but
someone always turned up in the end.

 

*

 

So, Remedy took off, and in the first six months, Liv and I were
turning a nice profit from it, which we did not expect at all. We
were living pretty well, really.

Our drug use had dropped down all on its own, as well. We used
LSD very occasionally, nowhere near as often. We still had a
constant supply of weed, though we weren't smoking as much, and we
still bought a bottle of bourbon per week, though drinking it then
was purely recreational. Things were good, and we didn't need the
psychedelics to make it better, although they were fun every once
in a while.

 

*

 

Against the Current had released a full album, as we were told
by Laura the first time she came into Remedy. It had taken her
months to get around to stopping by, but she did eventually, and
she came with a copy of the album and a poster to go with it. It
was called 'The Story Of Francis and Zelda'.

It was actually good news. I was really pleased for them, and by
that point, had no regrets about not being in the band. Of course,
I still regretted the drama with Laura, but I always regret the
pain I cause. It's only human.

We listened to that album as soon as Laura said she had it, and,
I have to admit, it was far better than the EP. It still contained
a few elements, but you could really tell that the others' musical
and creative contributions had really gone wild once I left. It was
massive. They managed to create proper soundscapes, something that
had always eluded my writing. I was actually really proud of
them.

"Wow, Laura, this is good stuff!" I exclaimed.

"Thanks," she replied, grinning. "We've been working on it for
ages. And look," she opened the cover. "It's signed, so once we get
mega-famous, you can say you know us. Same goes for the poster.
This place will become known as 'that place with the Against the
Current posters',” She laughed, and we joined in. We were all in
high spirits.

 

*

 

Laura stopped in a lot more often after that. I think things had
finally, properly been smoothed over and forgotten, and I was
pleased. I had missed her, I think, more than I realised.

When Laura found about the music nights on Fridays, she made the
natural suggestion.

"Oh, we should play here!"

I wasn't sure at first. I didn't know how awkward things would
get. But, before I could say anything on the matter, Liv jumped
in.

"Before Nick goes ahead and ruins a good thing, I'm gonna say
hell yes! That'd be great!" she exclaimed. I had to admit, having a
decent post-rock band playing would be awesome. I hadn't seen or
listened to any post-rock for quite a while.

 

*

 

And so, the next Friday, just as we closed for the evening,
Across the Current walked through the doors, lugging in amps and
bags full of effects pedals.

"Hey, guys!" I greeted them, hoping against hope that it would
go well.

"Hey, Nick, long time no see!" Erik was the first to respond.
Charlotte followed suit.

"Yeah, it's been ages."

"Too long," I agreed.

"How've you been?" asked Carl.

"Pretty good, eh. I don't need to ask you guys - new album!
Sweet!"

We made light banter for a while, before settling right back
into the rhythm we had all those years ago. We were back to making
jokes, laughing at each other, and getting along like a house on
fire. I was happier than words could describe.

I helped them set up, and we opened the doors at 7pm. By the
time Across the Current were due to play, Remedy was fuller than it
ever had been. Liv and I were flat out, making coffee faster than
we had ever dreamed of needing to. It was an utter success, not
only in making money, but in getting Remedy a reputation. This was
a bunch of people who had never been there before, and the vast
majority of them would certainly remember the place. Some would
probably even return at some point.

Having Across the Current was good for Liv, Remedy Coffee, and I
in many ways.

 

*

 

Once again, things sort of stayed the same for the next few
months. Remedy reached a point where it sort of stopped growing in
popularity, and Liv was kind of pleased with that - if it had kept
growing in popularity, it could have gotten out of hand, and that
would require far more work than either of us could be bothered to
do - and I continued on, trying my hardest to write something that
I actually liked. It was a lot harder than I expected it to be.

Unfortunately, I just kept running up against the same wall -
the crap I was writing had no real value, no real meaning, no real
integrity. And I had run out of ideas to fix it. So did Liv,
eventually, so in the end, I sort of gave up. I still played at
Remedy every now and then, though it was getting harder to get a
slot, and when I did play, I stuck to covers. At least I could do
those well. I was finding that my singing voice was steadily
improving, which I was happy with.

And so, for the longest while, things remained the same.

 

*

 

Things were great, you know? Liv and I were as close as we would
ever get, Remedy was going strong, and I was thoroughly enjoying
teaching. Every now and then I would pick up a shift at the cafe,
just for a change.

We were really enjoying life. Just enjoying being alive.

Liv was on the way to work when it happened. It started off as
such a normal morning. We woke up, had coffee and breakfast, and
left for our respective jobs. I went the entire day without
knowing, somehow. Maybe they didn't find ID, maybe they just forgot
to call, but it wasn't until I arrive home to an empty, lifeless
apartment that I knew something was wrong.

It's hard to talk about, even now. I called the people who were
working at Remedy that day. The first one was able to tell me
immediately, and I rushed to the hospital as fast I fucking could.
But that was still too slow.

It was a freak accident, they said. The car just didn't stop at
the red light. It didn't stop at all; in fact, even after it had
dragged her a good 50 metres down the road. It just drove off,
leaving Liv's mangled mess of a body in the middle of the street,
almost right outside Remedy.

An ambulance was called, and, in some small miracle, she was
still barely holding on when they arrived. They rushed her to a
hospital, and she went straight into an operating room. I'm still
not sure what they were trying to do, what they had to do to save
her. I couldn't bring myself to ask, and if I were to go down now
and bring it up again, that would just cause too much pain.

They operated on her for most of the day.

But, in line with my ever-cursed luck, she was gone by the time
I arrived. Only just gone, in fact. I missed her by minutes.
Fucking minutes.

I got to the reception and introduced myself. This look crossed
the nurse's face that gave me the chills. She took me aside and
explained the situation. My ears buzzed, the room spun and started
fading. I could barely hear her. I could barely see her. I could
barely feel her 'reassuring' touch on the arm. I sunk to the floor,
shaking.

I've often thought about that day, and about how small things
can have such big effects. How if we had woken up slightly earlier
or later or had something different for breakfast she would have
made it. How maybe if I had taken a shift that morning I could have
saved her. Or maybe I would have been the one to die. Either would
be preferable than a life without Liv. How if I had gotten home
only minutes earlier I could have seen her alive one last time. I
wondered why that day, of all days, I didn't stop in to Remedy on
my lunch break. I would have known then, I could have been with
her, maybe that was what she needed, maybe she needed someone by
her side to help her get through.

I just wished it wasn't happening. I wished it was a dream. I
still do. It still feels like a dream. And I would give absolutely
anything to wake up and be back beside Liv one morning, and I could
tell her about the horrible nightmare I had, and she would be able
to comfort me and say "It's just a dream. I'm still alive, look.
I'm not dying anytime soon. Now, coffee?"

Life hurts without her.

Going home after that struck a chord in me that resonated sorrow
throughout my body. The apartment was devoid of life. It was dark,
empty, and I was alone. It was full of memories. Memories that I
could see, smell, hear, but when I reached out to touch them, they
disappeared and I was brought right back to reality. I could see
Liv sitting on the couch, laughing. I could see her in the kitchen,
making coffee, mixing drinks. I saw her taking bong hits, listening
intently to whatever dumb, unimportant crap I was spouting. I could
see us lying on the bed, side by side, looking up at the ceiling,
talking. Wherever I looked, she was there. Some memory of her, of
the girl I would never see again.

I shuffled dejectedly into the kitchen, not paying attention to
anything around me. I picked up the bottle of bourbon from the
bench, but didn't open it. I knew I would need it later. I dragged
myself into the bedroom, and just fell onto the bed, fully clothed,
and wept until sleep took me.
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I didn't emerge from the bedroom until the next afternoon, and
even then, it was simply because I had woken up needing to use the
bathroom. I returned immediately to the bed and starting gulping
heavily from the bottle. I knew it wasn't the best thing to do, and
that I was more than likely to return to being that horrible,
depressed, acid-fucked drunk I used to be, but I didn't care. I
needed to forget reality. So I drunk, and I drunk a lot.

 

*

 

I don't remember the next few days, not surprisingly. The next
thing I do remember is Laura being there. I didn't know how or why
she was there, but I didn't really give a damn. I found out later
that she had a key, and that she and Liv had gotten pretty close.
She wasn’t as hurt, dejected, depressed, or drunk as me, but she
was close.

So we went through it together. It was some sort of unspoken
agreement. Liv was gone, and we were both close to her, and we both
needed to get through it eventually. It was generally understood
that neither of us would manage without alcohol and drugs, and we
eventually came to realise that we could help each other through
it, in a way, even if that was simply crying together over an empty
bottle.

I don't remember a lot of talking going on in the first week. I
think that was more establishing the haze. Working on removing
ourselves from the world. And, by god, we were going to make it
work. We did, naturally, and by the time week two rolled around, we
were talking far more.

Most of it was just reminiscing through quiet tears. There was
the occasional burst of bittersweet laughter, but it was
meaningless. It was hollow, empty, and sad. Because it was Liv that
made me happy, Liv that made me laugh. I couldn't imagine a time
where I would be happy again. It seemed like an impossibility.

 

*

 

We didn't bother with acid. It wouldn't have helped, I don't
think. In fact, it would have made things worse. It was Liv's drug.
It was hers, and always would be. Using it would just remind us
incessantly of her, and that would have caused too much pain.

 

*

 

I'm glad Laura was there, because towards the end of the second
week, I began to blame myself. I was convinced that it was my fault
she had died.

"If I hadn't drank so much or smoked so much or tripped so much
back when we found the first place, maybe we would have had the
cash we needed, and Remedy would be there, and Liv would be walking
there the morning that car ran that red light. I should have told
her to stay home that morning, just because. I should have known. I
should have told her properly how I felt. We should have been
together properly, because then things would be different. I don't
know how exactly, but they would have been different, and she
wouldn't have been hit, I'm sure of it," I rambled.

"Nick, stop. Stop. You couldn't have known. There's no way you
could have known. There's nothing you could have done to stop it,"
Laura tried to reassure me, but it didn't really work. I was dead
set on blaming myself.

 

*

 

I think Laura and I sort of stopped each other from doing stupid
crap. We never went too over-the-top with our drinking. Even when
completely out of it, we had the sense to stop the other from doing
something like drinking more than we could, or taking pills we
weren't meant to, or doing something like driving or jumping in
front of traffic. And, I'll admit it; those things did cross my
mind. I just thought it would be far easier to be medicated, or,
even better, dead, rather than live through the pain and
loneliness.

I think it was the loneliness and emptiness that was one of the
worse parts. Laura and I were sleeping in the same bed, just to be
close to someone, and because I couldn't handle an empty bed, but
even then, it didn't feel right at all. It was too different. I
couldn't even pretend she was Liv; it felt like cheating.

And even with Laura there, the apartment still felt like it was
missing something. Missing the life it once had. It used to be a
happy place, full of laughter and joy. After Liv's death it was
cold, sad, gloomy, and I didn't think it would ever return to its
former glory.

 

*

 

It was a long while before Laura and I saw anyone else. We left
the apartment solely for the purpose of buying more alcohol, and
even then we didn't speak to anyone any more than was
necessary.

But eventually, Ben came by. He was wanting to know what would
happen to Remedy. Apparently, he had taken on the role of manager
in Liv's absence. I wasn't even aware that he worked there. But it
was good to know that Remedy was in good hands. It was all Liv had
left behind, really.

It was decided, after Ben trying and failing to get me out and
working in Remedy, that he would continue as manager until further
notice. He dropped off mine and Liv's share of the profits,
too.

"I guess Remedy's all yours, now," he said. There was a pang in
my chest. He was right. "Oh, and when's Liv's funeral?"

I had completely forgotten about that.

"Apparently she listed you as next of kin, Nick," Ben explained.
This was news to me.

"Oh, erm, I'll let you know, then," was all I could say.

Ben left, and I sank onto the couch. "Next of kin? Really? Wow,"
I was shocked.

"You meant a lot to her, Nick," said Laura. This had been her
buzzline for the past few weeks, but this time, I knew she really
meant it.

 

*

 

That was another moment of change in my life. I think the
realisation that I was in charge of what happened to Liv next sort
of snapped me out of it. It was something I really needed, the
confirmation that she really did care about me, perhaps even loved
me as I loved her. That was something I realised after her death,
too, that I loved her. More than as one friend loves another close
friend. I was in love with her, and it took her complete and utter
removal from my life for that to be clear. That has to be my
biggest regret.

But, after Ben's visit, I began to slowly sober up and make
arrangements for Liv's funeral. I figured something small, with
people she was close to. Only thing was, I didn't know who they
were. The only thing I knew was that she didn't want anyone from
her hometown to be there. That was a conversation we had had a few
times.

"When I die, Nick," she had said, "the one thing I want is for
absolutely no one from that hellhole to be there. I worked hard to
get out of that place, I don't want them taking me back just
because I'm dead."

She was pretty adamant about her hate for her place of
birth.

I asked Laura who she thought should be invited.

"Well, she wasn't exactly close to many people. You, me, a few
people from the cafe, Ben, maybe Erik, Carl, and Charlotte?" she
suggested. It sounded good, as far as I knew.

 

*

 

So we arranged a very small funeral, burying Liv in a cemetery
she had mentioned once, a long time ago.

"It's this beautiful little place just out of town, and it's so
quiet and peaceful. There's open sky, and fields all around it, and
it's just perfect," she had said of it. It was the first place that
popped into mind, and when I went to check it out, I immediately
agreed with her. It was indeed perfect.

I remember standing there, around her open grave, with about ten
other people surrounding it. We had opted against having a priest,
and chose to simply speak ourselves.

Laura went first.

"Liv was an amazing person. We first met in an acid-induced
dream, which, after a while, became our thing. It was unique. I met
her again a few years later, in a cafe she was working in. I didn't
recognise her, obviously, but she did. I returned a few weeks
later, and she approached me. She said she had seen me in a dream,
and I thought it was some cheesy pickup line,” Laura laughed, and
we joined in. "But she explained, and it seemed kinda weird. So I
agreed to join her that night for a drink. That was the night I saw
Nick again. I have to admit, I wasn't so happy at first, but I do
owe her a lot for that. Because since that night, Nick and I have
grown closer again, and I've gotten closure for what happened all
those years ago. Nick, you probably didn't even know I needed
closure, but I kind of did. And Liv gave that to me, and for that,
I am grateful.

"Liv and I grew pretty close too, over the years. I would stop
in to Remedy every now and then, once she opened it. She was so
proud of that place. It was her baby. It was her dream come true,
and she was happy in that cafe. I enjoyed visiting her there. She
was in her element; so relaxed in amongst the bustle of the cafe.
It was an amazing sight.

"I was distraught when I found out about her death, and I knew
Nick was, too. So I figured we could get through it together. And
over the past few weeks, I think Nick and I have become even better
friends than we ever have been. Liv gave us that, in her final
moments. Her legacy is Remedy Coffee, the friendships she has
created, and the memories she has left behind. But, even amongst
all this, I wish she hadn't died. Because she was my best friend,
and I will always miss her, no matter what.

"Goodbye, Liv. I love you."

Laura's speech brought more tears to my already wet eyes. She
gripped my hand tighter, and I smiled at her.

"That was beautiful," I said, truthfully.

"Thank you."

And then it was my turn. All of a sudden, I wasn't ready. I
wasn't ready for any of it, for her death, for the sorrow that
followed, and for this, for speaking at her funeral, Liv's funeral,
it all hit me again. It was a huge shock.

I took a deep breath.

"Liv," I exhaled, shakily. "Oh, Liv. I loved you, did you know
that? I loved you more than life itself. I still do. And it hurts
more than anything, standing here, having to say goodbye far
earlier than either of us should have to.

"Remember the day we met at the liquor store? I was actually
hoping you wouldn't recognise me. What a fool, right? I was so down
about the shit with Against the Current, I didn't want anyone to
remind me of it all. But, even though you did recognise me, you
didn't. You didn't remind me. And you picked up on the hints that I
didn't want to talk about it, and you didn't mention it. And I was
grateful for that.

"We became friends pretty quickly, didn't we? Maybe I should
have noticed then, in amongst the haze of drugs. Somehow, for some
reason, over the years, we stuck together. It was unspoken. We just
assumed that we'd be together no matter what. And when we did try
to address it, we agreed on keeping it unspoken. I loved that about
you. About us. That was what made us different. We didn't need to
talk about what we meant to each other, we just were. We just were.
That's what I'll miss. Having someone that knows exactly what I
feel without words. Having someone that can cheer me up almost
instantly. Having someone that knows what I need. Having someone
that knows when I just want to sit quietly. Hell, I'm gonna miss
that.

"I don't know what I'm going to do without you, Liv. We assumed
we'd be together no matter what. We followed each other without
even talking about it. When we moved, we just moved together. We
bought a cafe together. But I can't follow you now. I can't follow
you into death. I wish I could, but I really can't. I can't bring
myself to do it, because I know, deep down, that you wouldn't want
me to follow you. And it pains me to know that I'm going to be
alone from now on. Because no matter how many people I surround
myself with, or who they are, they're not you. They're not you, and
they never will be.

"I hoped I would never have to say this, but I have no choice
now, do I? Goodbye, Liv, my love. Goodbye. I'll see you again, at
the end of this long, winding road. Until then, goodbye, and
remember, I love you. Always remember that."

My throat was raw. Tears were streaming down my cheeks. People
were staring, but I didn't care. Who the hell stares at a funeral,
anyway? My body was racking with sobs. I grasped a handful of dirt,
and sprinkled it down her grave, across her coffin.

"Goodbye," I whispered. And I couldn't deal with it any longer.
I took one final look at the wooden box the girl I would forever
love lay in, before turning away, walking towards nothing, walking
away from what was once my life, walking endlessly, not knowing
where I would go, nor why I was walking. All I knew was that Liv
was gone, I would never get her back, and all I could do was
walk.

 

*

 

I woke up some time later in my own bed, unsure of how I got
there. Quiet chatter was coming from the other side of the bedroom
door. I arose and opened it.

Laura was there, talking to Ben.

"Oh, you're up, Nick. I hope we didn't wake you," she said.

"No, no," I said, absent-mindedly. "Erm, how did I get
here?"

"You don't remember?" Ben asked. "You must have blacked
out."

"You were walking," Laura prompted me. That seemed vaguely
familiar. "You weren't responding at all. Eventually you just sat
beneath some big tree, staring at nothing. Ben here carried you to
the car, and we put you to bed. That was a couple of days ago.
You've been asleep the entire time. How're you feeling?"

"Fuck, a couple of days? Shit. I don't know how I feel. Empty.
Just, empty."

"I don't blame you," Ben said calmly. "You've been through a
lot."

And then, the phone rang. I picked it up, and was greeted by
yelling.

"Are you that Nick asshole?" the voice yelled angrily.

"Erm, yeah," I didn't know how to respond.

"Good. Now, who the fuck do you think you are, burying our
fucking daughter without even fucking telling us she was fucking
dead? Who the fuck does that? Who the fuck buries someone and
doesn't even fucking invite their parents, let alone fucking tell
them? We are going to sue the fucking shit out of your ass, you
dick!"

"Oh, you're Liv's father. That makes sense," I said, far calmer
than one would expect.

"You bet your ass I am!"

"Well then, let me explain why I didn't invite you. In fact, let
me quote your darling daughter. 'When I die, Nick," she once told
me, "the one thing I want is for absolutely no one from that
hellhole to be there. I worked hard to get out of that place, I
don't want them taking me back just because I'm dead.' And that was
just what she said about your shithole of a town. Do you want to
hear what she thought of you? Words like 'lowlife', 'asshole',
'loser', and 'fucking cunt' were used. And your wife? Think along
the lines of 'whore', 'bitch', and other various endearing
nicknames. I loved your daughter, and she made it very fucking
clear to me when she was alive that she did not want either of you
at her funeral. So fuck you, Bob, and fuck your wife, too. Leave
the grieving to the people who actually loved Liv,” And with that,
I hung up the phone.

"That felt good," I sighed.

Laura and Ben just looked at me in shock.

"I'm going back to bed," I said, grabbing the ever-present
bottle of bourbon. "See you in a few days."

 

*

 

True to my word, I emerged a few days later with an empty bottle
in one hand, my head complete with pounding headache in the other.
Laura was still there, Ben was nowhere to be seen.

"How're you feeling?" she asked.

"Emotionally? Better. I can actually feel things now.
Physically? Horrible. Worst hangover ever."

"Yeah, you'll get that after a solid three days in bed with
bourbon," she laughed. I winced visibly at the noise. "Ooh,
sorry."

"No worries. I'll be fine in a few hours,” And it was somewhat
true. In a few hours the hangover had disappeared, and the
emotional pain was no longer crippling. I was actually capable of
doing things for the first time in nearly a month. "Where's Ben?" I
asked. He and Laura had basically moved in after Liv's death. Hell,
I certainly had the room. And it was nice to have company.

"Down at Remedy, working. He's kept it in perfect condition, you
know."

I was grateful to Ben for that. He must've worked hard.

"Oh, good. I think I'll give him the manager job officially and
properly. Pay rise and all."

"He'd like that," Laura responded.

"I think I'm gonna head down there, in fact. Do you wanna join
me?" I asked.

"Sure," she replied.

And so, for the first time in a long time, I returned to Remedy
Coffee. It was just how I remembered it, even under Ben's
management. He was doing a good job keeping Liv's influence on it,
you know? It still felt like her cafe, and that was important to
me.

Ben was pleased to get the job. And I was pleased to give it to
him, especially after seeing how Remedy was coping without Liv. I
had confidence in him.

 

*

 

I didn't return to teaching, however. Instead, I immersed myself
in what was once Liv's life. I took more and more shifts at Remedy,
working alongside Ben, treating him as an equal. It was soothing to
be working in the cafe Liv worked so hard to establish, to work in
her dream. It was as if I was working with her again, and I think I
really needed that.

 

*

 

The apartment was slowly regaining its vitality, too. Ben and
Laura had actually moved in, and the place was once more filling
with laughter and good memories. Ben was sleeping in the spare
room, while Laura and I shared a bed. We were just friends, really,
but it was nice to be close to someone at night.

It was completely and purely platonic. I certainly couldn't even
think about feeling the way I did about Liv towards anyone else,
and nor did I want to. I was happy to just have friends I was close
to, and I was certainly close to Laura.

I got reasonably close to Ben over the months, too. It was
inevitable, I suppose. We lived in the same apartment, and I was
attempting to fill the empty part inside me with friends. So we
talked a lot, laughed a lot, smoked a lot together.

All in all, the three of us soon created a bunch of happier
memories to fill the apartment with, and, after a while, I wasn't
feeling so sad. Being immersed in Liv's work, and having friends
who were going through very similar reactions to Liv's death
certainly helped me get through it all.

 

*

 

Remedy thrived under the combined efforts of Ben and I. Soon
enough, it was full to the brim every single day. When it got to
the point where we had to limit the amount of people we could
serve, Ben suggested opening another somewhere else in the
city.

"If it's this popular here, surely another Remedy would go down
well," he said. I was unsure at first - I didn't know how I felt
about turning Remedy into a franchise, and I didn't know how Liv
would have felt about it either; it was something we had never
discussed - but what Ben was saying made sense. So, in the end, I
gave in, and we started looking for another location.

 

*

 

The next few months went pretty rapidly. We found a place,
leased it, fixed it up, and opened it. It all happened so quickly,
especially compared to how long it took to get the original Remedy
opened.

It was decided that Ben would be in charge of the second cafe,
while I would remain in the first. That was a simple decision to
make - I couldn't stand leaving Remedy behind, even under the care
of Ben.

 

*

 

Ben was right - the second Remedy was soon bringing in a steady
stream of customers, although not as much as the original. He
decided to call it Cure, for distinction between the two.

I was impressed with it on my first visit. He had managed to
keep the feel of Remedy, and keep Liv's influence on it, while
adding definite visible touches of his own design and creation to
the mix. It worked very well; you could tell it was based off
Remedy, but it was different enough to be a new cafe.

 

*

 

Remedy still had something that Cure didn't - the association
with the music crowd. Together, Ben and I agreed to leave that to
Remedy. It was Remedy's unique thing, having the live indie bands.
If Cure were to attempt that, it would take away from what Remedy
itself was.

We were still putting on live shows every Friday at Remedy, and
they were still vastly popular. It had got to the point where I
didn't have to go and look for bands; instead, bands would come in
during the week and simply offer to play. It was a brilliant
setup.

 

*

 

Against the Current were recording a new album, too, which I
would hear about every night from Laura. It was nice to see them
Making It, you know? I still felt very proud of them, and I could
tell Laura was extremely happy with how it was sounding.

"You should come along to the studio some time," she offered.
And for once, I had no reservations about seeing everyone. I
accepted immediately.

"Yeah, that'd be great."

 

*

 

Ben moved out a week or two later, to be closer to Cure.

"It's just too far away to be reasonable, really," he explained.
"So I found a place far closer. You guys are welcome to come and
visit any time you like, you know."

And we did, quite often. In fact, whenever we weren't over
there, Ben was at our apartment. Even though he had moved, we still
enjoyed hanging out. He was still a very close friend.

 

*

 

So, in the end, it was just Laura and I in the apartment, and
even though the spare room was now free, neither of us slept in
it.

"So, shall I sleep in the other bed tonight?" I asked Laura, the
first night that Ben wasn't there.

"Well, you can if you want to, but you don't have to," she said.
And so I didn't.

And against my rising guilt, Laura was becoming more than a
friend. I felt horrible, because due to Liv and I never talking
about what we were, I had no idea whether she would want me to move
on or not.

Laura and I talked more about us than Liv and I did. I think Liv
and I were stronger as a result, but that didn't mean that Laura
and I were any less close. So I asked her about it.

"Nick, there's no way to know. But it's been quite a while now;
it's only natural for both of us to move on," she explained. And
although that felt like a line from a movie or TV show, I had to
agree. Besides, I think not acting on my feelings would have just
made me feel worse. And Laura and I had been somewhat interested in
each other for a long time.

So we agreed, late one night.

"Laura, are we together? You know, like, a couple?" I asked
tentatively.

"Yes, I think we are," she said, a thoughtful look on her face.
"Are you okay with that?"

"Of course I am," I responded. And I was. I had taken the time
to think properly about Laura and I, and how I was coping with the
loss of Liv, and I felt that this was the right thing to do. So I
leaned over, just like I had all those years before, and kissed
Laura, and it felt much more right that time.

We parted, and she smiled.

"It's been far too long since something like that's happened,"
she laughed.

"Agreed," I said, grinning.

And just like that, we were a couple, and I was happier than I
had been for months. Sure, I wasn't as happy as I had been with
Liv, and that made me feel a little guilty, but then I realised
what Liv would have said.

"Right now is all that matters. The past is gone, and it can't
be changed. The future is ahead of you, and there's no way to know
what it holds. The only thing you can change is the present, so
make sure you're happy right now."

And I was happy. That was all that mattered.

 

*

 

Even after that realisation, every now and then I would get
terrible pangs of guilt. During these relapses I would drink away
my worries. And so, it came to be that every week or so I would
spend one day at least completely out of it, waking the next
morning not knowing what exactly had happened, without memory of
the previous night, with Laura lying next to me, reassuring me that
things would be alright.

It was a strange feeling, waking up like that. Often there would
be tears on my face, a sign that I wasn't as over Liv as I thought
I was. But I have to admit, it was nice to have Laura there to help
me through it, even if she - no, we were part of the cause of the
problem.

Occasionally, Laura would join me. Then we ended up returning to
how it was the week after her death; drinking, crying, reminiscing.
It was bittersweet.

 

*

 

But, the majority of the time, we were both fine.

Against the Current had released the album, and I was training
up another manager for Remedy, Jessie. She became capable enough to
manage while I wasn't there, so I was taking more time off to just
relax and hang around with Laura. She had been earning enough from
the albums to not need a job, so she had a lot of free time.
Sometimes she would take shifts at Remedy, just because. I think it
made her feel closer to Liv. Plus, it gave her something to do.

So, one day, we simply up and left for a few weeks. We didn't
tell anyone. Hell, we didn't even know we were leaving until we
did. We just decided we needed a holiday. We stocked up on booze
and weed, loaded up the car with the bare essentials, and just
started driving.

We first stopped at Liv's grave. It was the six month
anniversary of her death. I think we both knew, and it probably
contributed to us leaving, but we never talked about it.

We stayed there all day, drinking and smoking. Liv would've been
proud.

We stopped drinking a few hours before dark, so we would
actually be able to drive without killing ourselves. The sun was
slowly beginning to set when we left, leaving a tab of acid on
Liv's grave. She never cared for flowers.

 

*

 

We took turns driving throughout the night, heading vaguely
west. It was a night filled with silence, interspersed with
occasional bursts of chatter, and the radio being turned on
whenever we forgot we were out of range.

 

*

 

Eventually, the sun began to rise behind us. I was driving at
the time, and Laura awoke just as the grey of the early morning
faded.

"Morning," she mumbled sleepily.

"Hey there. You don't have to drive for a while yet; you can go
back to sleep if you want to," I told her.

"No, no, it's fine. I'll keep you company," Laura said with a
smile.

"Okay then. Ah, this time six months ago, we were in one hell of
a drunken haze."

"Yeah, and now we're in one hell of a hungover haze."

"Maybe you are," I laughed. "I'm feeling perfectly fine."

"Screw you. I need something sweet and greasy."

"I'll stop in the next town for breakfast, then."

 

*

 

The next town wasn't for another hour or so, and by then, I was
getting hunger pangs and craving coffee. Luckily, the place had a
cafe that was open at whatever ungodly hour it was - neither Laura
nor I had a watch, and the clock in the car was vastly
unreliable.

It turned out to be something like 8:30am, which isn't so bad,
in hindsight. But on a few hours sleep, and when said sleep has
been spread out in hourly shifts, the night and morning tend to
blur together pretty incomprehensibly.

We strolled into the cafe, bleary eyed, ordered a pot of coffee,
Eggs Benedict, and a plateful of pancakes, and sat down. It was
hard enough to not fall asleep while waiting for our order, let
alone to pay attention to the world around us. But we probably
should have.

The waitress came with our food and coffee. She turned out to be
a talkative one. I mentioned the fact that I owned a cafe back in
the city, called Remedy, and she looked like she had just shat a
brick. She excused herself immediately.

"Well, that was weird," I said. Laura didn't pay attention; she
was busy wolfing down her pancakes.

"Yeah, but damn, these taste good."

"Laura, did you happen to catch the name of this town as we
drove in?" I asked.

"Uh, yeah. It was something -field. Some hick name," she said. A
chill went down my spine.

"Oh, this is weird indeed. That would explain the waitress," I
mumbled to myself.

"Huh?" inquired Laura, if you could call it an inquiry.

"I think this is Liv's hometown," I explained. "The 'hellhole'
she never wanted to return to."

"Oh, I see. It doesn't look that bad,” I don't think it had
clicked for her just yet. "Ohhhhhh. The town she hated. The town
where her parents, who you majorly pissed off, live. The small
town, where everyone knows everyone else and everyone else's
business."

"Exactly. We shouldn't stay here too long," I said. Though I
didn't think anything overly bad was going to happen, I didn't want
to hang around in a place where most of the people probably hated
us without ever meeting us. Plus, it felt weird, being in the town
Liv grew up in. I know she wouldn't have wanted us there.

"Yeah, I agree. But can we at least order a bunch of coffee to
go?" Laura pleaded. I had to give in, not just because she was so
cute when she asked stuff like that, but because without coffee, I
would be asleep by midday.

"Sure," I agreed.

So we ate up as fast as we could, ordered a tray of coffee to
go, and drove out of that town as fast as we could.

 

*

 

We kept heading west. I don't think either of us really knew
why. It was like my walking after Liv's funeral, I guess. We just
felt we had to go somewhere, do something, so why not west? West
was as good a direction as any.

We stopped in some national park for lunch. Except we had
neglected to bring any proper food, so 'lunch' consisted of a
couple of glasses of bourbon and quite a bit of weed. Naturally, we
decided to stay in the park of the rest of the day.

It was extremely idyllic. There was lush grass underfoot, huge
green pines above us, and a stream that was literally babbling. We
had driven quite far away from the road, so the only noises we
could hear were the stream, the trees, and the birds. It was a
beautiful spot.

 

*

 

"Nick, what are we doing?" Laura asked, while we were lying on
the grass.

"What do you mean? We're relaxing," I said.

"No, what are we doing? Why are we here? Why did we leave the
city?"

"Oh,” I wasn't exactly sure, but I got the feeling that she
needed to hear a reason from me. "I guess we needed a break. An
escape. From everything. From work, from the band, from Liv not
being there. The time away will do us good. And it's a tribute to
her, really. It's something she would have done. Living in the now,
you know? She would say 'Laura, we're here because we are. That's
all there is to it'. And she'd be right. Completely right, as
usual."

There was silence for a while.

"Do you miss her?" Laura asked.

"More than anything," I replied. Laura gripped my hand.

 

*

 

We went swimming after a while.

The stream was ice cold, but it was nice and refreshing. It was
deeper than I expected, too. You could float in it quite easily
without touching the bottom.

The first time I dunked my head was a shock. The cold hit me,
and I was numbed. I surfaced, unable to move or breathe. The skin
on my face felt like ice. It felt like minutes had passed, but it
must have been a fraction of a second before I opened my eyes and
let out a burst of laughter. The sun was shining, the air was
fresh, the water was cold, and I was alive. There's nothing better
than that feeling.

I went under again, and stayed under for as long as I could. My
hearing was dulled, but I could feel the water rushing past me
better than I would ever hear it. The sunlight was spread along the
surface of the stream, and the water up top was clear as air. The
deeper I got, though, the darker it got; the water turning into
deep shades of blue and green. It was stunning. I reached the
bottom and sat on the stones, looking up. I could see the sun, I
could see the ripples on the surface, I could see the beams of
light streaming down through the water, I could see Laura kicking
about, and I was aware of it all.

I pushed against the ground and propelled myself towards the
surface. I broke out with a laugh of joy, and floated on my back,
looking up once more. Nature is amazing, I remember thinking to
myself, quite possibly for the very first time.

 

*

 

Of course, we hadn't brought any towels, so we dried ourselves
off by lying in the sun, which was the best way to get dry anyway.
So we lay there, in the early hours of the afternoon, talking idly,
whittling the hours away.

Liv was a recurring topic of conversation. Laura understood that
I would always love her, and she was okay with that. She had to be,
for us to work out. And I understood that Laura had been as close
to Liv as I was, just in a different way.

"It's funny, how this has all worked out," Laura said.

"How so?"

"Well, Liv was my friend. My only real close friend. When she
died, I lost that. But I got you. And Liv was your first love,
right? So she was essentially your only love. When she died, you
lost that. But you found me. So, in a way, things worked out. We
both got what we needed. Sure, we lost something we both treasured,
and we'd both prefer it if she were still alive, but I'm happy with
the way things are, really."

"I'm happy too," I said, after a ponderous pause. Laura was
right. Liv's death had brought us together, and in a roundabout
way, I was grateful for that.

 

*

 

Eventually, the light began to fade.

"Shall we get going?" I asked Laura.

"Why?" she responded.

"Well, we might as well drive through the night. It's when we
get most of the driving done. Plus, it'll be freezing here without
the engine running and the heater going."

"Ah, but you don't realise that I brought this," she said,
rummaging in the boot of the car. She pulled out a bag that looked
to be bulging.

"What's that?" I asked.

"A tent, you dork," she replied.

"You brought a tent?"

"Yup."

"I didn't even know we had a tent."

"I had it stowed away. Didn't think I'd ever use it. Looks like
now's as perfect a time as any." And she was right. The place did
look perfect for camping. And I could really have really used a
good night's sleep.

"Well, great, then," I said, grinning. "Let's camp here."

 

*

 

I didn't have a clue how to set up a tent, but I was determined
to do it, even though Laura offered to repeatedly. It was like a
scene from one of those crappy movies. But I felt I had to do it
for some reason. I wanted to beat the tent.

I gave up when it looked like it was about to get too dark to
see.

Laura had it up within minutes, filled with blow-up mattresses,
sleeping bag, pillows, and all.

"How the hell did you do that?" I asked, incredulous.

"My family and I used to go camping a lot when I was young," she
explained. "This is the same tent I had back when I was ten."

"Oh, wow."

"Yeah, I used it as a teen, too, on camping trips with friends.
That was when I found out that it was perfect for hotboxing," she
grinned.

"Awesome," I said, laughing.

 

*

 

We did hotbox the tent that night, and it was brilliant fun. It
took only minutes to fill the tent with smoke, and when it did, we
just sat there, talking, laughing, breathing.

When it started to get cold, I discovered that Laura had only
brought one sleeping bag. I asked her about it, and she mumbled
something about having forgotten the second.

It was warm, curled up next to each other in the same bag. There
was no physical way either of us could be cold. It was reassuring
to have someone next to me, too. I still wasn't used to sleeping
alone. I didn't like it at all. I don't think Laura did either.

 

*

 

We awoke the next morning to a crazy amount of heat. The tent
was boiling hot. It was as if we were being roasted.

Laura saw my distress and explained.

"I had forgotten how hot this thing gets in the morning
sunlight," she said with a grimace.

"It must be a bloody hot day," I said.

"Doubt it. It's probably freezing. The tent blocks out the cold
air, but lets in the warmth of the sun. It keeps it in, too," she
explained.

She was right. I went outside and it was no hotter than it had
been any other morning.

"Shit, that's crazy," I exclaimed. "Well then. Do we stay here
another day, or keep moving?"

"Keep moving. Live in the now," Laura stated.

So we packed up and left, having breakfast in another small
town.

 

*

 

Things continued like that for the next few days. Sometimes we
would find another place to camp, sometimes we would drive
throughout the night. Naturally, we travelled far further when we
drove during the night, but it was nice sleeping in the tent, so
close to one another. I think it ended up being a pretty decent
balance of driving and sleeping, in the end.

We were getting further and further away from the city, from
Remedy, from the memories of Liv. We were beginning to forge our
own memories, our own reasons for being there. We really were
living in the now. We were doing whatever we happened to want to
do, without looking for reasons to do each and every thing we
did.

I think, eventually, we forgot about everything else, all our
problems and everything behind us, and we began to just enjoy
travelling together, being together. Laura was my one constant in a
world that was always changing, and that trip was an escape from
the changes I couldn't control. I was replacing the changes with
changes I made, changes that I could control, changes that I had
chosen, together with Laura. And that was reason enough for me to
keep on driving west.

 

*

 

We came to a rather mountainous region after a few days more
driving. The place was full of brilliant spots to camp, so we drove
over the peaks and decided to stop just over the top of the final
one, even though it was only mid afternoon.

The campsite there was the best yet, for it had a view of the
country facing west. It stretched on for miles and miles. There was
a track leading to a waterfall which was only a half hour or so
away, and there was a spot to build a campfire. It was
brilliant.

I was getting better at setting up the tent, and I had it up in
thirty minutes that time. We stowed everything inside the tent and
locked the car, even though we were once again far off the road,
and there was next to no chance of anyone coming by to steal
anything, before walking the track to check out the waterfall.

The site just got better and better, because that waterfall
still is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen.

"Laura, let's come back here. I want to come back here whenever
we want to get away. It's beautiful," I exclaimed.

"It is," she said, quietly. "I agree. Let's make this our
spot."

And it is. We still return every now and then, and it never
changes.

"Well then, you wanna swim?" she asked.

"Won't it be freezing?"

"Hell yeah, it will be!"

So we jumped in, and the water felt as if it should be frozen.
It was literally fresh off the mountainside; clean, pure, and
utterly cold.

We only lasted a few minutes before we were both too numb to
move. Luckily, we had the foresight to remove our clothes before
jumping in, meaning they were dry, preventing our catching
hypothermia.

"Bloody hell. Skinny dipping in a pond at the bottom of a
waterfall. There's something I'd never thought I would do," I said
to Laura.

"You're welcome," she responded, grinning.

 

*

 

We returned to the campsite and I started making a fire. We knew
we would need it.

It didn't take long until it was burning strong. We huddled
close around it, warming our fingers and toes, before Laura went to
grab the kettle to boil water for coffee and noodles.

"Wow, only we would be eating noodles in a place like this," I
stated. "What a way to live."

"Bro, it's the food of the gods."

"You know it," I laughed.

 

*

 

We stayed at that campsite for the next few days, and we never
saw any other people. We were far enough from the road to not hear
anyone driving past, I suppose. Three days of complete isolation
from the outside world. It was exactly what we needed.

 

*

 

On the last night, just before the sun began to set, Laura
dragged me up a track behind the site, leading uphill.

"Where are we going?" I asked.

"You'll see," she replied, not turning around.

She finally stopped at a rather small flat spot overlooking the
plains to the west. The view was beautiful.

"What would it be like, to just keep driving west?" she asked. I
figured it was more thinking aloud, but I answered anyway.

"Amazing," I replied. "But we can't. You know we can't. No one
can, really. Everyone has something waiting for them behind them,
something they have to return to. We're no exception."

"Yeah, I know," she said, wistfully. "But it'd be nice to truly
never look back."

"It's everyone's dream."

And that was all the talking we got done. We simply sat there,
watching the sun set, watching the sky turn orange, watching the
light descend toward the westward horizon, as the land lit up
before our eyes. The plains in front of us turned a dark,
orange-red. It was a beautiful sight. And, as the sun disappeared
behind the earth, the houses spread sparsely across the landscape
turned on their lights. The land went dark, a dark blue, lit
occasionally by specks of yellow and white.

Sitting there, with Laura leaning against me, the view in front
of us slowly fading, it's a memory I will always have. Something I
will never forget.

That entire trip was full of memories like that. It was the
closest I had been to a person since Liv. Perhaps even ever.

 

*

 

We packed up the next morning, and began the long, slow drive
east. This time we always drove through the night. It was sad, in a
way, to be returning home. But it was necessary. There was no way
out of it.

We arrived back home about a week later. I don't think either of
us realised how far away we had got. We both remembered the way
perfectly, but we didn't know the place names or anything, and we
couldn't point out places on the map. The next time we went, a few
years later, we simply trusted our memories. They came through.

 

*

 

The next six months continued on the way things had been when we
left. Things were fine. Not especially great, or amazing, just
fine. Standard. Average. We were both slowly getting over Liv, but
she had kind of been pressed to the back of both our minds without
either of us realising. We had returned to the very rut we had
hoped not to get stuck in, and we didn't realise it, not at the
time.

 

*

 

The one year anniversary of Liv's death came around without any
of us realising that it was due. We were all so busy, I guess. We
did realise on the morning, though.

"Laura," I said quietly, as we were attempting to get out of
bed.

"I know," she responded. I sighed deeply.

"We should do something," I suggested.

"Crap," I heard her whisper under her breath. "I'm working a
late shift at Remedy tonight. It's a Friday. There are bands
playing. There's no way I can get out of it. I'm sorry."

"No, it's okay. Don't worry about it. It's kind of appropriate,
really. Liv would've been pleased to see Remedy in such good
hands."

"That's true,” There was silence for a while. Then:

"We should get up."

"Yeah."

The rest of the day kind of went like that. A combination of
awkward and peaceful silences. It was melancholic, in a way.

For the first time in a long time, I couldn't stop thinking
about Liv. I was feeling guilty about forgetting to feel sad, and
that made it even worse.

Neither Laura nor I were working. Jessie was managing Remedy
that day, and there was nothing going on with Against the Current.
So we decided to drink. It seemed like a good idea.

One of us went and got a couple of bottles of bourbon. We
considered picking up some acid, too, but neither of us could be
bothered making the trip. And that was how we ended up drunk at
10am on the anniversary of Liv's death.

 

*

 

We spent all day as we had spent so much of our time over the
past year: talking about Liv. Naturally, the conversation brought
tears along with laughter. It was somewhat tough, but it was
definitely different to how it had been. We were sort of separated
from it all then, whereas right after her death, we were forced to
live it, to live through it.

"Remember the time she started one of her philosophical rants in
German?" Laura prompted. I laughed.

"Yeah, and no one could figure out what the hell she was saying.
She got really annoyed at us and started yelling obscenities. Not
that we could understand, of course."

"I still find it weird that she could never speak German when
she wasn't tripping. That's some MK-Ultra shit right there,” I
laughed again.

"Oh my, do you remember the rants she had about the government?
And why they should reintroduce the acid testing?"

"Oh, that was brilliant. She never let up on that. Good
times."

"She sure did love her conspiracy theories,” We all did. I think
it came with the territory of being stoners.

"What about the times she just sat there on the couch all day,
completely still?" I remembered.

"Oh, that was freaky. She did it a couple of times at my old
place. It weirded me out. I thought she had had a stroke or
something."

"Yeah, it took me forever to get used to it."

"Did she ever play the guitar around you?" I asked.

"Nope. I didn't think she could."

"She couldn't, that's the thing. On one particular trip she
picked up my acoustic and made up an entire song, solos and all. It
was better than anything I had ever written. All I was able to do,
though, was sit there and stare. I wish I had recorded it, or
gotten her to write it down, but the morning after, she couldn't
repeat it."

All these snippets of conversations were separated by
semi-awkward pauses. It was like neither of us knew what to say,
but felt that maybe nothing needed to be said right away.

 

*

 

Eventually, Laura began to sober up in preparation for her
shift. Needless to say, I did not.

"Promise me you won't do anything stupid tonight, okay
Nick?"

I could tell she was worried.

"I promise," I said, and I meant it. I think. I mean, I couldn't
exactly promise that I wouldn't do anything stupid in my drunken
state, but I could promise that I would regret any of the said
stupid things.

So, Laura left, and I was alone in the apartment. And for the
next few hours, it felt like it had right after Liv dying. The
place was empty, cold, sad, gloomy, and I didn't like it. Not one
bit.

I moped around the place for a few hours in a drunken stupor,
not doing anything useful, barely even thinking. Things were better
that way. It meant I wouldn't become even worse than I already
was.

 

*

 

Eventually though, I felt the need to get out. Maybe I was
sobering up; maybe the apartment was beginning to get to me. I
don't really remember. But I decided to leave the place, at least
until Laura got back.

I walked out the door and down the stairs. I left the building
with the intention to walk around the city, maybe stop in at
Remedy. But I saw my car, and got the sudden urge to visit Liv's
grave. And then I made what was possibly one of the worst decisions
of my life, no matter how it turned out in the end.

I got in the car.

I don't really remember what happened next, but I did find out
in the end.

The next thing I do remember is waking up in hospital.








Epilogue


I was in a hospital bed. There were wires coming out of my arms.
Everything was blurry. Something leaned over my face. Whatever it
was emitted a babble of noise. Everything went black once more.

 

*

 

The next time I awoke, things were a little clearer. The room
was dark. The wires were still in my arm. There was a person asleep
in the chair next to the bed. After a while of staring, I realised
it was Laura.

I sat there, awake, for a few hours. I figured it must have been
early morning, though the only proof I had was that was the fact
that the room was dark and Laura was asleep. I racked my brains to
try and figure out why I was in a hospital. Nothing was coming to
mind. The last thing I remembered was leaving the apartment for a
walk around the city. Did I get mugged? Did I get hit by a car or
something?

Eventually, I gave up, and returned to sleep.

 

*

 

When I next returned to the waking world, Laura was gone. Ben
was sitting there in her place.

"Morning, Nick," he said.

"Morning," I replied. "Uh, what happened?"

"You don't remember?" he asked. The conversation was feeling
awfully familiar. "You were drunk."

"I remember that."

"You went to visit Liv's grave."

"That sounds familiar. But I don't remember it," I began to say.
Then it dawned on me. "Oh god, I didn't, did I?"

"Yeah, you did."

"Did I hit anyone?"

"No, just a tree."

He went on to explain, and from what I could remember, and what
Ben told me, I was able to figure out a rough understanding of what
happened.

I decided to visit Liv's grave, as Ben had said, and, against my
better judgement, I drove there. I was very nearly at the cemetery
when I drove off the road for some reason, ploughing straight into
a tree. I was found by a passing car some time later. Although the
injuries weren't immediately life-threatening, I needed medical
attention quick. So an ambulance was called, and I was brought to
the hospital.

 

*

 

"Nick, what if you had hit someone?" Ben asked. "You need to be
far more careful. You're clearly not as over Liv as you thought,
and no one blames you for that. But you need to find a way to get
through it other than drinking. The drinking is only going to hurt
people in the end, yourself included."

He was right, I suppose. But it wasn't really something that I
wanted to hear.

"How the fuck am I meant to get through it then, Ben? I lost the
one person I loved more than life itself. How the hell am I meant
to live now? I've been lying to myself for the past year. I fooled
myself into thinking I could do it, but I can't. I know now that I
can't. So, with that news, how do you suggest I continue?"

"You do what you've been doing for the last year. You push on,
no matter what. That's the only way to get through it all. And you
get rid of the stupid guilt I know you're holding on to. Liv's
dead, and you know she would have wanted you to move on. 'Now is
all that matters', Nick. She's gone, and the best way for you to
remember her and honor her is for you to live life the way she did.
Except do it better. Live in the moment, but look to the future
every now and then."

"What the shit is that going to do? How is that going to stop me
drinking? Because that's how Liv lived in the moment; by drinking
and smoking and tripping. Is that what you're trying to tell me? To
spend the rest of my life getting high? To do more drugs? What the
hell, Ben?"

"No, that's not it at all. Live in the moment, but look to the
future every now and then. Enjoy what you're doing right now, but
within reason. Don't do stupid shit like driving around drunk,
because there are no possible good consequences of that. Don't
waste your life away in a drunken stupor just because it's easy.
You'll come to regret it in the end."

"What if living sober makes life even worse? What then?" I was
starting to calm down. Ben's theories interested me. I had never
talked to him like this.

"There's no way that the pain of Liv's death will stay with you
forever. Her death will stay with you forever, but your memories of
her will live within you until the end of time. And they are more
powerful than the pain and suffering you're currently going
through. Sure, you'll miss her from time to time, but that will be
the occasion, not the constant. And those occasions will be
surrounded by memories of joy and laughter and happiness. And
you'll always have Laura too, Nick. She really does care for you.
And you'll have newer memories with her. Together you can get
through it. You don't need to drink your life away. That's not how
to live. 'To love surely is a joyous pain, a beautiful torment,
and a ever-present reminder that you are alive.'"

He was right, and I knew it then. There was no way around it.
The things he was saying just made sense to me.

"I guess you're right, I suppose," I said, probably sounding
more begrudging than I intended. I had a vast amount of respect for
this man who had just revealed himself to be far wiser than I gave
him credit for. "That line, what was that from?" I asked.

"Oh, just some poem a friend of mine wrote," he replied.

"It's pretty good," I said.

"I'll let him know," he laughed. "But seriously, I'm glad you
agree on what I've been saying."

"So am I, really. I think things will be better from now on. Any
other advice you have for me, oh wise one?"

Ben laughed.

"Actually, I might be able to help with your music."

"My music?" I asked, incredulously. "Quite a change of
pace."

"Well, I was listening to a few recordings earlier, and I
realised what was missing. Let me quote Mogwai to explain: 'Old
songs stay 'til the end, sad songs remind me of friends'. What
you're missing is the part people can relate to. Take inspiration
from your life, but use that inspiration and apply it to write
something that fits life in general. If that makes sense."

"I think I understand what you mean. I'll probably understand
more once I try to use that advice. Thanks."

"Anytime, man."

 

*

 

I was released from hospital that afternoon. Apparently my
injuries weren't that severe. Although I had been asleep for a few
days.

Laura was waiting for me at home.

"Nick!" she exclaimed as she hugged me. "How are you
feeling?"

"As good as you could feel after being after a car crash, I
guess."

"Good," she said, just before she slapped me. "Sorry, but I
promised myself I would do that. Just like you promised you
wouldn't do anything stupid."

"Yeah, sorry about that," I said, sheepishly. There wasn't
really anything else I could say. I had been unbelievably
stupid.

 

*

 

I picked up my guitar that afternoon and tried taking Ben's
advice. I wrote down some basic chords to go with the lyrics I
wrote minutes later. It was a song about Liv's funeral. I called it
"All I Could Do Was Walk". And it was better than anything I had
ever written. Ben was completely right.

By taking inspiration from my life, I was able to write a bunch
of songs that week. I was pleased with all of them. I used the
drama with Laura way back when, meeting Liv, Remedy, life with Liv,
Liv's death - a lot on Liv's death, the trip with Laura, pretty
much anything I could. But of course, you probably know all this by
now, don't you?










Part 6

Post-Epilogue








So, that's my story. That's how I began my life of fame, I
suppose. Wow, that makes me sound like an ass. Let me rephrase.
That's how I got to where I am now. Through pain, suffering, and
self-blame, I became what I always wanted to be. And you know what?
I wouldn't change a thing. Except perhaps for Liv. If I could, I
would bring her back. Sure, things would be hugely different, but I
still love her, you know? I think I always will.

Yes, Laura and I are still together. We're happy, I guess. She's
still in Against the Current, as you know. They're still going
pretty well. I'm not jealous of them anymore, though. I have my own
albums. My own fans.

Remedy's still open. You could visit it, if you'd like. Ben's in
charge of both of them now. Jessie manages the second, under Ben. I
couldn't trust her with keeping it how Liv wanted it, you know? She
didn't know Liv.

I still work a few shifts at Remedy. It's my tie to Liv. My tie
to the real world. I enjoy working there, too.

 

*

 

I suppose you want me to go on about recording and writing and
albums and tours and stuff, right? I'm not going to. All that crap
isn't important; it hasn't contributed to who I am as a person. All
the stuff before the first EP is important. And anyway, if you want
to know about that stuff, you could just go read someone else's
biography. It's all the same, really.

 

*

 

So, uh, yeah. This is me. This is Nick Green.

 

And when the times grow hard,

When I find myself alone,

With only your memory to keep me company,

Oh, all I can do is walk.
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