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I 

 
“Everyone hold on!” Blake shouts from the backseat of the early 2000’s 

model Chevy Suburban.   
 

The heavily wooded highway in rural Oregon gets dark at night.  It gets 
especially dark during the winter.  It also gets icy.  Unfortunately for Will, guitarist 
for troubadouring alt-country band Famous Last Words, he learned this the hard 
way.  He was driving the car on account that he was the least drunk from the 
sparsely attended Salt Lake City show they finished playing a few hours ago.   

 
The four men who make up Famous Last Words are no strangers to touring.  

They have been a band for almost ten years, and played in various projects together 
throughout their youth in the dusty, West Texas city of El Paso.  They tasted life on 
the road almost as quickly as they learned how to drive.  However, they attempted 
to avoid touring anywhere north of Colorado during the winter. 

 
“What the hell is that?  Is that a semi facing us?” Will inquires.   
 
An out of service 18-wheeler was parked on the right side of the road.  For 

some reason, the driver parked the truck so that it was facing oncoming traffic.  The 
dim, yellow, headlights were distracting.   

 
Will didn’t drive the suburban very often.  His bandmates always thought he 

was a shitty and reckless driver.  They often found polite excuses to get him out of 
having to take over the driving shift.  His terrible road rage didn’t help his jerky 
driving technique.  He had the car on cruise control at 75 miles per hour; way too 
fast for the conditions outside.  The other guys in the car noticed this, but didn’t 
want to speak up because they knew it was just going to set him off.   

 
The temperature gauge on the dashboard said it was 9 degrees outside.  It 

wasn’t snowing, but you could feel the punishing cold through the windows of the 
car.  Will decided to merge from the right lane over to the left to give the truck some 
space.   

 
As he was crossing over the back tires of the suburban hit a sheet of black ice.  

The car began fish tailing, kicking left and right.  The vehicle now had control of the 
situation, not Will.   

 
“Fuck!” Charles shouts.  He was asleep in the backseat next to Blake and was 

woken up by the screaming inside the car.  The drive from Salt Lake City to their 
destination of Bellingham, Washington was thirteen hours.  They are trying to make 



it in one stretch because they have yet to make enough money to justify getting a 
hotel for the night.  The plan is to pull into Bellingham, park in front of the venue, 
and sleep in the car.   

 
Charles jumps up and reaches for the seatbelt.   
 
“Click, click, click.” He was yanking on it too hard, and it wouldn’t slack 

enough for him to fasten it.   
 
The car started sliding sideways.  Will was slamming on the brakes, the 

wrong thing to do in these situations.  Usually, the right way to correct a sliding car 
is by pumping the brakes and turning towards the direction the car is sliding.  Will 
did not learn this driving around in the dry heat of Texas. 

 
The car now did a full 180 degree turn and was sliding backwards and 

sideways.  “It’s gonna flip!” shouts Mike from the passenger seat. 
 
Charles pushed his hands up against the roof of the car.  His strong muscles 

strained as he pushed himself deep into his seat.  He hoped this would prevent him 
from breaking his neck as the car overturned. 

 
The car slammed into the small, grassy ditch which separates the two sides of 

the highway.  It first slammed on the right side of the car, shattering the windows of 
the passenger side of the vehicle, and then ended upside down.   

 
“Is everyone ok?!  Is anyone hurt?” they all seemed to shout in unison.  

Somehow, they all were.  The Waylon Jennings record Charles bought in a used 
record store in Albuquerque was still playing “Don’t Let the Sun Set on You in Tulsa” 
during all the commotion. 

 
Once he came to his senses, Mike noticed the smell coming from the car.  

“Holy shit, the fucking gas!” he shouts from the front of the crushed car.  His head 
was throbbing.  “We have to get the fuck out of here!”  They had just finished filling 
the car up with gasoline about an hour prior to the roll over.   

 
Charles was pressed up against the roof with his head and neck craned as if 

he was doing some kind of break dance move.  The car was facing nose down on the 
decline of the ditch.  He could see the gasoline slowly rolling past him like molasses 
towards the front of the car. He flipped over with some difficulty due to his well 
built 6’2” frame, and began kicking out his unbroken window.  He couldn’t get the 
leverage he needed to bust it.  He turned around to see if Blake was behind him, but 
he somehow crawled out of the wreckage without Charles noticing.   

 
“I’m stuck! Help!” he shouts desperately.  After a moment an arm came out 

from under the caved in part of the roof separating the front and back seats.  He 



could immediately tell it was Mike’s arm due to the large panther’s head tattooed on 
his forearm.   

 
There was a sixteen-inch gap that Charles would have to slip through.  He 

gripped Mike’s arm tightly at the forearm and Mike dragged him out from the 
backseat, scraping his stomach against the broken glass and dirt.  

 
The four of them ran away from the car, fearing it was about to explode in a 

ball of fire.  Blake ran over to the side of the road and tried to flag down a passing 
car.   

 
“I can’t believe I almost killed us,” Will says hyperventilating.  “Oh my god, oh 

my god, we almost died,” he says through clenched, chattering teeth.  He wasn’t 
wearing a jacket, so it wasn’t clear if his labored breathing was due to his shock or 
the freezing weather. 

 
“Calm down, at least no one was killed.” Mike replies, trying to console him.   
 
“None of these fucking cars are stopping!” Blake shouts from the shoulder of 

the road.  “I don’t think anyone can see the car, so they think I’m some psycho trying 
to flag them down.”  He was nervous that if he did manage to pull a car over that it 
could potentially slide into him as well. 

 
A late model blue Taurus started slowing down.  The man driving the car 

craned his neck as he was pulling past the four confused looking men frantically 
waving their arms in the air.  There were three other passengers in the car, two guys 
in the back seat, and a girl in the passenger seat.  They looked college-aged. 

 
“Hey, are you guys alright?” yells the baby-faced driver. 
 
“No! We just flipped our car over, can you call an ambulance?” Blake replies.   
 
“Yeah, absolutely,” the driver replies.  The female passenger pulled out her 

phone and dialed 911. 
 
Mike, Will and Charles trotted up and joined Blake on the shoulder of the 

interstate.  Mike ran his foot over the asphalt.  “Jesus, it’s solid ice,” he says.   
 
Will started pacing around again and muttering to himself.  “I can’t believe I 

almost killed us.  I’m so sorry, you guys.” 
 
“Just relax.  I knew you were driving too fast.” Mike’s voice rose.  “I knew I 

should have said something.  What were you thinking putting the car in cruise 
control at 75 miles per hour? Are you out of your mind?” 

 
“I said I was sorry!” Will replies. 



 
“Mike!  This is not the time,” Blake shouts.  Even though he’s almost two 

years younger than Mike, Blake is always the more even headed brother.  “You have 
a huge lump on your head.” 

 
Blake looked back at the driver, who was now standing outside with them.  

“Where are we anyway?”  He asks. 
 
“We are about two hours outside of Boise,” says the driver.  He was wearing a 

Boise State Broncos sweatshirt, baggy jeans, and dirty tennis shoes.  “My girlfriend 
called an ambulance, they said they’ll be here in about twenty minutes.” 

 
“Thanks man.  You have no idea how grateful we are.  My name is Blake.  

That’s Charles, Mike, and Will,” he gestures to the right.  “What’s your name?”  
 
“My name is Dan.  You guys should probably wait in our car, it’s way too cold 

out here to not be wearing a jacket.  You’re going to freeze to death,” Dan replies. 
 
Charles and Will jumped in the car while Blake and Mike waited for the 

ambulance with Dan.  Dan told the brothers that he and his friends were on their 
way back to Seattle for the winter break.   

 
“Yeah, we’re on our way to Bellingham,” says Mike.  “We are on tour right 

now, and have only been on the road for about three days.”  His hands were freezing.  
He kept blowing into them and stuffing them in his pockets, hoping that would keep 
them warm. 

 
Blake notices flashing red lights faintly heading their direction.  “I think that’s 

it!” he shouts.    
 
The lights became brighter and the men began hearing the wail of the siren 

coming from the ambulance.  “Will, Charles, get out of the car! The ambulance is 
here!” says Mike. 

 
Will and Charles climbed out of the cramped car and jogged over to Dan, 

Blake and Mike.  “Thank god, I think I have to puke,” said Will.  He wasn’t sure if he 
was feeling sick because of a concussion or his nerves. 

 
The ambulance pulled up behind Dan’s car and two paramedics came up the 

five men.  “You boys ok?” said the paramedic with a slight southern accent.  He was 
wearing a padded red and black jumpsuit and carrying a bright yellow medical case 
with him.    

 
“Yeah, I think so,” Mike replies.  “We hit a sheet of black ice and flipped our 

car over there.” He gestured towards the smoldering car.  “I think our gas tank is 
leaking, so we got away from it in case it blew up.” 



 
“Well, y’all are lucky that none of you are hurt,” the paramedic replies.  

“You’re the sixth call we’ve had tonight.  Climb on in the back of van and we’ll check 
to make sure y’all don’t have concussions.” 

 
They thanked Dan for helping them out, and apologized for ruining their 

Friday night.  They waved to the three other people in Dan’s car, and they drove 
away. 

“Where you driving to this late?” asks the medic as the guys sat on a 
stretcher. 

 
“We’re on tour,” replies Blake.  “We were driving from Salt Lake City to 

Bellingham, but obviously that won’t be happening anymore.” 
 
“It wasn’t going to happen anyway,” the medic replies semi-sarcastically.  

“The highway is closed about five clicks from here because of the ice.”   
 
“No way,” says Will. “Ugh, Jesus, I’m so sorry guys.”  
 
“Will you shut up already?  Apologizing isn’t going to change anything,” Mike 

snarls back. 
 
“Mike! Chill out man, you’re not helping,” Blake reminds him.  “Sir, do you 

know if there’s a hotel nearby that we can stay at for the night?”  
 
“Yep, there’s a small motel about a mile or two from here,” replies the medic.  

We’ll drop you off after we make sure none of you have to spend the night in the 
hospital.”   

 
The medic rummaged through his yellow case and pulled out a small 

flashlight and checked their pupils one by one.  The lump on Mike’s head was the 
only sign that any of them had been in an accident.   

 
“Well, I think you boys are gonna be just fine,” the medic says cheerily.  

“You’re just gonna have to put some ice on that lump, son.” 
 
Moments later, the ambulance was driving them to hotel.  The medic 

informed them that they were driving on the Oregon Trail.  The closest town was 
North Powder, Oregon.  Population – 400.   

 
The medic joked that the town is best known for the fact that a goat is the 

mayor.   Apparently, the only mayoral candidate was running unopposed.  His 
neighbor had been feuding with him on account that he thought his fence was on his 
property.  His neighbor decided to get back at him by entering the family goat in the 
mayoral race.  The goat was famous in the small town because of its skill in chugging 
beers.   



 
“Needless to say, the goat won the race.” the medic shouts over his shoulder.  

“I mean, hell, who doesn’t want a drunk goat for mayor!  Alright, we’re here.  Now 
don’t be alarmed by the manager, she’s sweeter than she looks,” the medic said 
reassuringly. 

 
The guys clamber out of the back of the ambulance and followed the medic 

towards the office of the motel.  The motel was a small horseshoe shaped complex.  
The office was a wooden shack that looked more like an outhouse than an office. 

 
“If the crash didn’t kill us, someone is definitely going to in this place,” Will 

whispers to Charles. 
 
The medic raps his knuckles on the door of office.  “Hey Cheryl, ya in there?” 

he asks in his cheery southern drawl.  
 
The door flings open.  The light coming from the shack briefly blinded the 

five men standing at the foot of the stairs leading to the shack.  A silhouette of a 
middle-aged woman blocked the entrance of the doorway.  Charles notices 
something moving around by her feet, but couldn’t tell what it was as he shielded his 
eyes from the light. 

 
“Who’s that?” asks the manager.  “Is that you, Alan?”   
 
“Yep, how you doin’ tonight?” he replied.  “I’ve got some customers for you 

here.  These boys just flipped their car about an hour ago down on the Oregon Trail.  
They’re looking for somewhere to stay.” 

 
“Well, come on in,” she replies.  They filed into the small shack, which barely 

had enough space to fit a desk.  Charles then noticed that what was swimming 
around her feet in the doorway were several cats.  They arranged themselves as 
comfortably as possible inside the small space as the cats welcomed them by 
brushing themselves against their shins.   

 
They were able to get a better look at the proprietor now that they were 

inside the office.  She was wearing a long purple shirt that was more of a moo-moo, 
which was naturally embroidered with cats.  She paired her shirt with a tight pair of 
red sweatpants, and had no shoes on.  She had a mess of grey hair atop her head, 
and when the four guys look at her face they noticed that both of her eyes appeared 
to be lazy. 

 
“So do you think you can help these boys out?” asks Alan.   
 
She knelt down to pick up one of her cats, which she stroked lovingly as she 

scanned the four strangers standing in her shack.   
 



“Yeah, I s’pose we can get them a room for tonight,” she replies.  “Since y’all 
had a rough go of it I’ll only charge y’all forty dollars for the room.” 

 
“Thank you very much,” Blake chimes in.  He digs through his pockets and 

handed her two crushed up twenty dollar bills.  “We really appreciate you taking us 
in last minute.” 

 
“Not like I had much choice,” she replies.  “We barely have anyone coming 

round here anyway.” 
 
“Er, well thanks again,” Mike says.   
 
They grabbed the keys, thanked Alan for his help, and dragged the minimal 

amount of luggage they were able to get out wrecked car to their room. 
 
 Will was the first of the four men to wake up the next morning.  His stomach 

growled loudly.  He realized that he hadn’t eaten anything in close to sixteen hours.  
It could also be because he threw up the night before after his adrenaline finally 
settled down.  He was still overcome with guilt about the thought that he almost 
killed his three best friends the night before. 

 
“I need to call my wife,” he mutters to himself.  Will is the oldest member of 

the band, at age 31.  He is also the only person in the band that maintained any kind 
of steady relationship.  He married his high school sweetheart, Lauren, last year.  
They are planning on trying to start a family as soon as he got back from tour.  The 
three other guys making up Famous Last Words would double as his wedding band 
and groomsmen.   

 
He pushes himself upright from the bed he was sharing with Charles, whose 

snoring was still very loud even though he had a pillow covering his face.  He looks 
over to Mike and Blake who were sharing the other bed, but they were both sleeping 
with their backs turned towards him.  He pulls on his cowboy boots and put on his 
sheer lined denim jacket that was hanging over the back of a chair in the room.  He 
pushes hard against the door, and steps out into the frigid morning. 

 
He sees a small diner across the street from the motel and walks briskly 

towards it, pulling his jacket over his face to protect it from the wind.  The parking 
lot of the diner was filled with either Ford F-250 pick up trucks or semi-trucks with 
their trailers detached.  He steps inside and found a small empty booth in the corner 
of the restaurant.  He sits down and orders a cup of coffee from the young, perky 
waitress that greeted him as he came in.   

 
He pulls out his cell phone, which had a newly cracked screen from the roll-

over.  Thankfully the touchscreen still worked.  Lauren picks up the phone after the 
first ring. 

 



He told his wife what had happened to them the night before.  He didn’t want 
to scare her, so he decided to wait until things settled down before making the 
inevitable call. 

 
After a long pause, Will tells Lauren that he was going to talk to the rest of the 

members of the band when they woke up and would let her know what the plan 
would be.   

 
“Alright, hon. I love you too, we’ll talk soon,” he says.  
 
He takes another sip of his coffee and then feels a tap on his shoulder.   
 
“Excuse me, son,” says a heavily bearded man wearing a red and black flannel 

shirt, jeans, and Red Wing boots.  “I’m sittin’ here with my wife and we just 
happened to overhear your conversation.  You in some kind of trouble?”   

 
Will proceeds to tell him what happened the night before and how they are 

now stranded without a clue as to how to get home.   
 
“Hell, I think we can help y’all out.  Name’s Gus, and my wife here is Peg.  

We’re heading to Baker City, which is a hell of a lot bigger than North Powder.  Y’all 
will either be able to catch a Greyhound Bus from there or rent a car.  You boys at 
that motel across the street?” 

 
Will nods, thanks his new friend for the offer, and runs back to the hotel to 

wake up the rest of the band to explain their stroke of good luck.  
 
They meet Gus and Peg at the auto shop to retrieve their instruments from 

the wrecked car.  The band usually tours with a large trailer to fit all of their musical 
equipment and luggage, affording the band more legroom in the suburban itself.  For 
this particular tour, the band decided to leave the trailer that they normally toured 
with back in El Paso to save money on gas.  They packed everything so tightly in the 
back of the suburban that the guitars were still in tune when they inspected them.  It 
seemed to be their only saving grace. 

 
They packed up their instruments and luggage in the back of Gus’s truck and 

pull a large blue tarp over it, which was fastened down with bungee cords.  They 
then drive an hour and a half to Baker City.  Gus explains to them that he is a 
professional truck driver, and his wife travels with him whenever he had shipments 
he needed to haul.   

 
He is warm hearted, and shares funny stories about his experiences driving 

around all over the United States in an attempt to keep up everyone’s spirits.  They 
pull into Baker City an hour and a half later, and Gus drops them off at another motel 
that was next to the freeway. 

 



“Here we are, boys,” says Gus.  “There’s a bus station right over there,” he 
motions across the street from the hotel.  “Good luck with everything, it was real 
nice meeting y’all.  Keep up the good fight.” 

 
It took Famous Last Words four days to get back home from a tour that only 

lasted three days.  They spend another night in Baker City, managed to hitch another 
ride back to Boise, Idaho to rent a van, and spend one more night in Flagstaff before 
finally getting home.  They pulled in front of Will’s house to unload their 
instruments late in the afternoon.  Hardly anyone said a word to each other.  They 
met each other in Will’s kitchen. 

 
Mike looks over at his defeated bandmates.  As the frontman of the band, he 

felt like he needed to say something inspiring.  
 
“Well…” says Mike.  “I guess we should start looking for a new van.” 
 

 
II 
 

 Something is buzzing, but Mike couldn’t tell what it is.  It is incessant and 
loud enough to annoy him, but too hard to locate.  “What the hell is that?” he thinks.  
He searches around but cannot pinpoint the location of the mysterious sound.  The 
buzzing intensifies.  He feels a sense of urgency sweeping over him as the sound 
became so loud that it’s almost head splitting.  Finally, he flutters his eyes open to 
realize the buzzing in his head was his alarm waking him up.  It’s almost noon.   
 
 He swings his arm over and retaliates against the machine that he feels has 
crossed him for the last time by punching it until it finally gave in.  He pushes 
himself up so that he is sitting up in bed.  He isn’t sure whether or not his head is 
throbbing from the accident or from another night of blacking out at his favorite 
watering hole, “Eloise.”  Charles works there, and always pours Jameson, Mike’s 
poison of choice, heavy handedly.  Fortunately for Mike, the bar is stammering 
distance from his one bedroom apartment on the west side of El Paso.   
 
 It’s been approximately three weeks since the accident that left his band in 
emotional and financial ruin.  Mike rubs the right side of his forehead.  The only 
reminder of the accident left is a small bruise from when his head smashed out the 
passenger side window. 
 
 He surveys his bedroom.  It looks like it hadn’t been clean in weeks…but this 
is probably because it hadn’t been cleaned in weeks.  A half dozen crushed up Lone 
Star “tall boy” beer cans that were perched on the same nightstand his former alarm 
clock stood are now strewn about the floor.  “Look at those dead soldiers,” he thinks.  
The suitcase he uses for touring is splayed open next to the foot his bed with his 
clothes pouring out of it; clean clothes are intermixed with dirty laundry.  His 
diploma for a Master’s in English Literature hangs next to a poster of his favorite 



band as a teenager, The Replacements.  The rest of his apartment is decorated with 
more posters showing how his taste in music developed over the years.  The 
furniture in his living room is either hand-me-downs from his parents or from the 
local Goodwill.  Aside from his guitars and amplifier, the only valuables he has are 
his vinyl records and record player. 
 
 He opens the drawer to the nightstand, pulls out a generic brand bottle of 
ibuprofen and shakes it to hear if there are any left.  He’s in luck.  He then grabs 
another bottle of Vicodin prescribed to him for the headaches he’s been getting from 
the accident.   
 

“It feels good to finally not have to find some guy downtown to buy these off 
of,” he thinks to himself.  He dumps two pills out of each bottle into his hand, picks 
up one of the overturned beers on his floor that still had one last gulp of beer left in 
it and swallows all four pills at once.  This has been his typical breakfast since the 
accident. 

 
  It was Saturday, which means that he had to be at band practice.  Due to 

their day jobs, this was the only day that everyone could get together to have long 
practices.  The band is preparing up for an acoustic performance the following 
Thursday to raise money to buy a new tour van.  Famous Last Words is one of the 
few local bands from El Paso that didn’t take the next step by moving to a major 
music market like Austin, Los Angeles, Nashville, or New York.  Word had spread 
about the band’s accident quickly.  A local news station did a story on the band’s 
misfortune in order to raise awareness for the benefit show.   

 
Mike pulls his cell phone out.  “Practice at 1:00 pm. – Will.”  He grabs his 

guitar case, which was heavily worn from years of touring and covered in stickers 
from various bands that the band had shared the stage with.  The back of the guitar 
case had the letters “FLW” spray painted on it.  Mike has written every song for 
Famous Last Words on the vintage Takamine he received as a gift from his father 
when he was fifteen years old.  He throws his guitar and amplifier in the back of his 
beaten up Ford F-150 pickup truck and began his blurry eyed drive towards Will’s 
house.   

 
When Mike is not at the bar, he spends most nights in his apartment coming 

up with potential songs for Famous Last Words.  He has never been a virtuoso 
guitarist, but is good enough to write the structure of the song on the acoustic guitar 
to bring to the band to flesh out during their many drunken practice sessions. 

 
He pulls up to Will’s house before Blake or Charles arrived.  It is another 

blistering hot day in El Paso.  Even during the winter, the temperatures could easily 
reach over ninety degrees.  He is greeted by Will, who was smoking an American 
Spirit cigarette on his porch, eagerly waiting for his band mates to join him.  Will’s 
dog, Indiana, was by his feet.   

 



“I’ve got a new song idea,” Mike says as he climbed up the stairs to the porch.  
“I’ve got the basic song structure down and the lyrics for it.  It’s called ‘Haddonfield’ 
and is about all the actresses in the horror movies I loved growing up.”   

 
He hands Will a crumpled up piece of paper, which he unfolds and begins 

reading.  It is the lyrics. 
 
Grew up on Haddonfield, watching the babysitters die, 
Grew up on Crystal Lake, swimming in the Crystal Lake all night, 
Grew up on Elm Street, where they knew enough not to fall asleep, 
Grew up in Amityville, where nothing ever happens and nothing ever will 
 
This is the life monsters lead.  This is the life monsters lead. 
If you want to scream, scream with me. If you want to scream, scream with me. 
 
West Texas chainsaw days, ’74 Chevy going to pick you up and take you away, 
The Hills Have Eyes for you, I have eyes for you too, 
Don’t let this genre fade away; don’t let our genre fade away. 
 
This is the life monsters lead.  This is the life monsters lead. 
If you want to scream, scream with me. If you want to scream, scream with me. 
 
It’s not a love song, it’s a cut her up song.  It’s not a love song, it’s a cut her up 
song.  It’s not love… 
 
This is the life monsters lead.  This is the life monsters lead. 
If you want to scream, scream with me. If you want to scream, you know you 
better scream with me. 
 
 “Wow,” replies Will.  “You really like horror movies.” 
 
Blake and Charles pull up a few minutes later, unload their equipment, and 

they all proceed to start practice.  They work on the acoustic set for the fundraiser 
show, including a cover of The Replacements’ “Can’t Hardly Wait,” and flesh out the 
new song Mike came up with.   

 
Charles is an excellent drummer.  Before joining Famous Last Words he 

played in several punk rock bands in El Paso.  However, he grew tired of the genre 
and wanted to get back in touch with his country roots.  He was raised on a steady 
diet of George Jones, Merle Haggard, and The Louvin Brothers before discovering 
the punk rock ethos of Black Flag, The Dead Kennedy’s and Bad Brains in high 
school.  When Mike approached Charles and asked if he was interested in joining 
Famous Last Words, Charles jumped at the opportunity.  He is broad backed from 
years of playing drums, hauling kegs and stacking beer boxes in freezers at the bar.  
He doesn’t just play the drums, he punishes them.  Due to his eclectic musical taste, 
his drumming technique is a mixture of punk and country, making it very unique.  



 
Blake is the most musically talented musician in the band.  He majored in 

musical composition at the University of Texas at El Paso, and knows how to play 
over a dozen instruments.  He formed the band with his brother when Michael 
moved back to El Paso from a brief stint in Lubbock, Texas.  Naturally, Blake comes 
up with most of the arrangements for the songs after Michael brings in the idea. 

 
After practice, Mike gets on his computer to check his e-mails at home after 

practice.  When he isn’t touring with the band, he teaches English composition and 
creative writing classes at the local community college to pay rent.  Usually his 
students e-mail him drafts of their papers directly.  As he scrolls through his e-mails 
he sees an e-mail from their booking agent with the subject: “SOCIAL DISTORTION 
@ House of Blues – LOS ANGELES.” 

 
“Holy shit,” he thinks.  “I’ve got to call the guys.” 

 
III 

 
   The next few weeks seemed to go by in a blur for Mike.  He isn’t sure 

whether that was due to the pills, or his excitement about the newly confirmed 
show.  A mutual friend of the band’s, Alan, books gigs for Famous Last Words from 
time to time.  Somehow, he was able make a connection with Social Distortion’s 
manager to secure an opening slot for Famous Last Words at the House of Blues in 
downtown Los Angeles. 

 
Through the support of the community, the band is able to raise enough 

money through the charity show to buy a used Ford Econoline van to get them to the 
show in Los Angeles. 

 
“We should name it,” says Charles. “I think we should call her ‘Sarah 

Silvervan.’” 
 
“No, no, no. That won’t do,” Blake chimes in.  “I think we should call her Van-

na White.  Have you seen her lately?  She’s still smokin’ hot!”  
 
“Not bad, but I think I’ve got a suggestion…” Mike says.  
 
It was unanimously settled.  The band drove off to Southern California with 

their trusty new companion: “Rape Van Winkle.”   
 
Mike takes the first driving shift.  He prides himself that he can smoke a 

cigarette, drive the van, and talk on the phone at the same time.   
 
“Do you really have to do that right now?” asks Charles.  “This is literally the 

first drive we have taken as a band and you’re doing a hundred things at the same 
time.” 



 
Mike looks in the rear view mirror to make sure Will wasn’t paying attention.  

“Look man,” says Mike.  “I’m not Will, ok?  In fact, out of everyone, I’m the best driver 
here.  So don’t get on my ass if I need to light a cigarette and take a call.” 

 
“I’m not trying to get on your ass about anything,” replies Charles.  “The last 

thing I need to worry about breaking my neck for the second time.  I’m just asking 
you to be more careful and not give me a heart attack.” 

 
“Fine!” says Mike.  He rolls the window down and flicks out the cigarette butt.  

Mike’s phone rings a few minutes later. 
 
“I just got off the phone with Alan,” Mike shouts the three others in the back.  

“He said that someone from Bloodshot Records is flying in from Chicago to be at the 
show tomorrow.” 

 
Everyone shot up out of their seats when they heard this news.  Bloodshot 

Records is a well known and respected Chicago-based record label that caters to 
Americana acts and has put out albums for Ryan Adams, Old 97’s, and Neko Case.  It 
is a label that is directly in Famous Last Words’ wheelhouse. 

 
“I think the stakes just got a little higher, boys,” he continues.   
 
The drive from El Paso to Los Angeles along Interstate-10 is long, beautiful, 

and one that the band has made dozens of times in their career.  The desert opens 
up in the city of Las Cruces, New Mexico where you can see the tail end of the Rocky 
Mountains spilling into the distance.  The sides of the freeway are decorated with 
yuccas and tumbleweeds.  Hawks and buzzards constantly loom near the freeway, 
looking for food.   

 
The scenery changes as you get closer to, Tucson, the closest major city in 

Arizona to El Paso.  The sand morphs from beige to a darker hue of red and the 
yuccas and tumbleweeds are replaced with stacked boulders.  Mike looks through 
the passenger side window and saw someone had spray painted “Welcome to 
Fraggle Rock” on one of the boulders.   

 
Phoenix is only an hour and a half away from Tucson, but based on the 

topography you would never have guessed.  The sand converts back to beige and the 
yuccas spring back up.  However, now the sides of the road are littered with 
humongous cacti that stretch upward to twelve feet tall.  Mike looks over at Charles 
who was sitting in the passenger seat.   

 
“My dad took Blake and me camping out here as a kids,” he says.  “He would 

get rip-roaring drunk and go on and on about the wildlife and nature around here.  I 
think he mostly did this to get away from our mom.  Either way, he told me that it 



would take seventy-five to eighty years for the cacti to mature to this height and it 
was a felony to remove or damage them.” 

 
 Charles wasn’t sure how to reply to Mike’s story, but figured it would be 

more awkward to not say anything back.  “Well, did you ever find out if he was 
right?”  

 
“You know, I actually did.” Mike replies.  “We had a stack of Encyclopedias in 

the house and I read all about cacti when I got home.  For the stinking drunk that he 
was he actually got it all right.  Hang on, I gotta pull over and take a piss.”  

 
The band pulls into Los Angeles mid-afternoon.  They decide to meet their 

friend Brian, an LA native, at the La Brea Tar Pits since Will had never been there.   
 
“I can’t believe you’re making us come here,” says Blake.  “You know what 

this is, right?  It’s looks like a bubbling pool of crap that they decorated with a bunch 
of fake dinosaurs to mask how boring it is.  You’re definitely buying the first round 
of beers at lunch for this.” 

 
“Fine, as long as it makes you shut up,” Will snaps back.  
 
The band keeps a tight per diem of twenty dollars a day, and decided to get 

lunch at a local taco stand that was right next to the tar pits.   
 
“Three tacos for five dollars is a steal,” says Mike.  “I can either get loaded 

with the rest of the cash or pick up a vinyl over at Amoeba Records.”  After lunch 
they made their way back to the van to drive to Brian’s rehearsal space to prepare 
for the concert, which was the next day.  

 
As they approach the van they notice that the door was slightly ajar.  “No…” 

says Mike.  “Someone broke into the van!”  They sprint towards the van, hoping that 
Mike was wrong.   

 
“Jesus, there’s the screwdriver they used!” says Will.  He flings the door open.  

“The guitars are gone!” he says.   
 
The thieves stole three guitars, a bass guitar, two guitar pedal boards, a cable 

bag, and three backpacks of personal items.  Charles picks up and examines the 
screwdriver. 

 
“We have to be the unluckiest band in America,” Charles says.  His neck 

started twitching, which commonly happens to him when he is stressed or nervous.   
 
“Fuck! What the hell are we suppose to do?” says Mike.  “The show is 

tomorrow…tomorrow,” he emphasizes.  “How are we going to get everything we 



need for tomorrow?  We’re completely screwed.”  He balls up his fist and punches 
the side of the van three times, causing a small dent. 

 
Brian, who had been relatively quiet up to this point, suddenly speaks up.  “I 

know what to do,” he says.  “I have some friends here that might be able to help you 
out.”   

 
The next several hours were pure hell.  The band filed a police report 

regarding the missing equipment, and took to social media to alert their fans in the 
Los Angeles area to keep a look out for any of their equipment in local pawn shops 
or Craiglist advertisements.  They decide to put strips of duct tape over the van 
doors to keep them from swinging open while they were driving. 

 
Mike was splitting his time sending e-mails and text messages to Brian’s 

contacts in between swallowing Klonopin and chasing it with Chivas Regal tequila 
and Pabst Blue Ribbon.  A few pills and beers later, he is able to keep his hands from 
shaking.   

 
“I was able to get ahold of some people,” says Brian.  “My friends play in a 

heavy metal band here called The Bled, and said that we can borrow their gear.”   
 
“I remember those guys,” says Mike.  “I think they’ve slept on my floor before 

when they were rolling through El Paso.”   
 
The band remembers Mike when he showed up to The Bled’s practice space.  

They exchange niceties to the other members of Famous Last Words, and share war 
stories of how they once were caught in the same bind that the band is currently in.  
Mike promises that they would be on the guest list for the show the next night in 
exchange for their kindness. 

 
“Ok, let’s head back to Brian’s and try to see if we can mess around with this 

gear to make it sound like our own stuff,” says Mike.  We have a big day ahead of us 
tomorrow.”  
 

IV 
 

 Considering that Mike is the biggest drinker and heaviest drug user of the 
four men that made up the band, he is always the earliest to get out of bed.  He leads 
a “If Hunter S. Thompson can do it, so can I,” mentality.  He decides to let the guys 
sleep in preparation for the concert and prospective meeting with the 
representative from Bloodshot Records later that evening.  He begins his morning 
with a cup of coffee spiked with Jack Daniel’s and Bailey’s Irish Cream and a Dunhill 
cigarette while he drafts a set list. 
 



 After he was satisfied with what he thinks is a solid set list for the sold out 
show tonight he decides to wake the others.  He walks over to Charles’ sleeping bag 
and kicks his feet. 
 

“Hey, time to get up.  Sound check is at 3 o’clock and we can’t be late for this,” 
Mike says.   

 
He feels a vibration in his pocket.  He pulls out his phone, and it is a text 

message from Alan: “Mike, I just got a call from Josh at Bloodshot. He’s going to be 
there tonight and wants to take you guys out for drinks after the show.  He heard your 
record and knows who you guys are, but I’m not sure what he wants to talk about.  
Good luck.” 

 
Mike’s stomach drops.  He wasn’t sure if it the whiskey was kicking in or if it 

was his nervous excitement about the meeting.  “Hey!  You’re not going to believe 
what Alan just told me!” he says. 

 
Blake runs over and embraces his brother upon hearing the news.  Mike 

looks over at Charles and Will, who were sitting side by side on the couch. 
 
“What’s wrong?” sats Mike.  “Aren’t you excited that we finally have a 

meeting with a label? 
 
“It’s cool, but let’s just focus on the show right now,” sats Will.  “I don’t want 

to have to think about dealing with a record label after what went down with 
Speakeasy.” 

 
“Will, you don’t have to rain on our parade just because you had some bad 

luck with Speakeasy in the past,” says Blake.  “You got screwed, and this could be a 
completely different situation.”   

 
Will’s uneasiness is justified.  His previous band, Speakeasy, signed a record 

deal with Chicago based label Victory Records.  The label is notorious for signing 
unfair deals with bands, and they made no exception with Speakeasy when they 
offered them a lopsided offer.  Under the deal, the band was to submit five 
commercially viable albums.  Oftentimes, this can encompass a band’s entire career. 
Under the recording agreement the band signed over all their copyright interest to 
the label, and had little leverage in how their first record would be promoted and 
marketed.   

 
As a result, the label did a poor job promoting Speakeasy’s first album.  Sales 

were dismal, and caused internal struggle among the band members.  The members 
of Speakeasy were outraged when they found out Victory licensed their music for 
MTV’s “Teen Mom 2” series.  Arguments broke out among members of Speakeasy 
regarding royalty check distribution, and it eventually lead to the band breaking up.  
Will is reluctant ever to ever sign another recording agreement.   



 
V 

 
 “I don’t understand what the hell else you want!” Mike shouts to Will and 
Charles.  “This is what I… uh, we have been working so hard for.”  
 
 “I just think it’s too early,” Will replies.  “We don’t even know this guy.  I’ve 
been down this road with Speakeasy and I don’t think I want to go back.  I’m not 
signing anymore record deals.  You know what happened to me last time.” 
 
 Charles is quietly sitting on the dilapidated couch in the green room of the 
House of Blues.  Its beige color had black blotches over it from years of spilled beer.  
He has a nervous tick in his neck that would fire up whenever he is stressed out, 
which is showing itself as Will and Mike continued. 
  

“Yeah?  Well I don’t give a shit,” says Blake.  “Mike wrote these songs, and I 
arranged them.  Those guitar and drum parts don’t write themselves.  This guy 
wants to take our record and actually get people to listen to it by sending it out 
there.  When is the next time we’re going to get this opportunity?” 

 
 “Are you kidding me?” Charles finally chimes in.  “Those were my drum fills. 
Just because you may have suggested stuff to me doesn’t change the fact that I did 
them.” 
 
 “Whatever,” Blake replies.  “You may be happy slinging beers to a bunch of 
drunks and playing to half empty bars, but that’s not what Mike and I started this 
project for.  Not everything has to be a punk rock move.  Don’t get me wrong, I love 
both of you guys, but this is ridiculous.  We need to take this deal.” 
 
 “Well I’m not signing anything,” Will replies.  “Ever.” 

 
The long drive from Los Angeles back to El Paso is very quiet.  Will notices 

that Blake and Mike were talking in hushed tones most of the way back.  They 
occasionally look over their shoulders to make sure Will and Charles weren’t 
eavesdropping. 

 
Mike slams the door to his apartment so hard that the windows shook.  

Almost unknowingly, he punches a hole right through the middle of his Misfits 
poster that is pinned on his living room wall.   
 
 His mind is racing. “There’s got to be a way that we can take this deal without 
those idiots messing it up,” he thinks out loud.  He walks over to his medicine 
cabinet and shakes a Xanax and Adderall pill out of their respective bottles and 
places them on the counter.  He walks over to the other side of the kitchen and 
stares at the pills sitting next to each other on the off-white countertop.   
 



 “You don’t need them,” he says out loud to himself.  “You can figure this out 
without them.”  He walks into his living room and sat in front of his computer, which 
is resting on the coffee table.  
 
 Mike has access to the library database for the El Paso Community College, 
where he teaches “Intro to English Literature” to usually semi-stoned, hungover 
teenagers.  He starts typing on the laptop, but can’t focus.  His skin feels like it’s on 
fire and his legs were getting restless.  He feels as if the pills sitting fifteen feet away 
are staring holes in the back of his head. 
 
He begins slamming his fist on the coffee table.  He walks back to the kitchen and 
scoops up the pills and threw them into his mouth, and chases it with a long pull 
from a Jack Daniels bottle that was sitting on the counter.  “Here we go,” he says.  
“I’m getting to the bottom of this shit.” 

 
He spends the next several hours perusing the library’s database feverishly 

reading everything he can on joint authorships in musical compositions and 
copyright laws.  “I’ll show them,” he says through gritted teeth.   
 

VI 
 

Mike stomps out his half smoked cigarette before he walks into the bar.  He 
knew Charles and Will are there.   

 
“Guess what?” says Mike as he flings the door to the bar open.  “It turns out 

that Blake and I don’t need either of you to sign the deal with Bloodshot.” 
 
Charles is filling a pint glass of Lone Star Beer for Will.  “What the hell are you 

talking about?” says Will. 
 
Mike walks across the bar and plops himself on the barstool next to Will.  

Charles reaches over to fill another pint of beer.  “Mike, you’re high,” says Charles.  
“Your eyes are saucers.”   

 
“Well, unlike you, I don’t spend all my nights working endlessly in a damp 

bar,” says Mike.  “I’m not going to let either of you stop my brother and me from 
pursuing this dream.  Will, I can care less that you got fucked over before by Victory. 
If you don’t want to get on board, then this ship will sail without you.  As for you, 
Charles, go ahead and stick to your do-it-yourself guns.  This is not Fugazi, and I 
want to actually turn this into a career, not some artistic statement.”   

 
Will and Charles both look at Mike blankly.  “Well…” says Will.  “What the hell 

is your point?” 
 
Mike reaches over to the frothing beer sitting on the counter.  “My point is 

that I did some homework,” he says.  He took a long pull from the pint glass.  



“Ahhh…” he sighs out in delight.  He looks back to his band mates.  “It turns out that 
you need ‘intent’ to share any kind of copyright ownership interest in the songs we 
wrote.” 

 
“What?” says Charles.  “What do you mean intent?” 
 
“As in I had to intend to create these songs with you two,” says Mike.  “The 

songs were done by the time you guys were even involved.  Charles, Blake would 
help you write most of those drum parts.  Blake received his degree in musical 
composition.  He technically could have done all of those drum fills without you.  
And according to Section 102(a) of the Copyright Act, each collaborator’s 
contribution must be a copyrightable work of authorship – and yours isn’t.” 

 
“Mike,” says Will.  “You’re not the only one that knows a thing or two about 

the law.” 
 
“Oh yeah?” says Mike.  “What do you know?” 
 
“Well,” says Will.  “I know that you have to go to Washington D.C. and 

personally register a copyrighted work to get one.” 
 
“Are you out of your mind?” snarled Mike.  “No you don’t, you get a copyright 

as soon as you fix your work to a tangible medium of expression.  Then you send in a 
registration application through the Copyright Office website.”   

 
“But then you have to go to DC to make it official…right?,” says Will. 
 
“No, idiot.  You don’t.” said Mike.  “And while I’m talking to you, you don’t 

really have interest in this either.” 
 
“Me?” says Will. 
 
“Yes,” says Mike.  “I stumbled across a case in my university’s database called 

Ulloa v. Universal Music Corp. which was about a chick that spontaneously sang a 
countermelody that was later added to the recording of the song the band recorded.  
Those guys had no intent to share copyright ownership with her.  You pretty much 
noodle around on your guitar until something matches what I came up with, so I can 
argue the same thing.” 

 
Charles’s neck starts twitching and his face turns an unusual shade of purple.  

He picks up a clean shot glass and throws it at Mike’s head. “Could have written 
those songs without me?!?!”    

 
“Woah!” shouts Will.  “You guys, relax!”   
 



“Relax?!” says Charles.  “This junkie just told me that I don’t contribute 
anything to our songs, and you want me to relax?”   

 
“That’s what I said, you hack,” says Mike. 
 
Within a split second, Charles leapt over the bar as if he was hurdling a 

barrier during an obstacle course and charged at Mike.  Charles punches Mike in his 
right eye, sending him sprawling to the floor like a ragdoll.  He mounts Mike, pinning 
his shoulders down and keeps punching him in the face.  Mike is completely 
outmatched by Charles’s natural physique and stature to throw him off of him. 

 
Will jumps out of his bar stool and throws himself on Charles’s back, hoping 

this would throw off his balance and prevent him from adding to the damage he has 
already done to Mike’s face. 

 
“Charles!” shouts Will.  “Get off of him!” 
 
He pulls Charles off of Mike, and Mike shuffles up to his feet. “Get off me, you 

psycho,” shouts Mike and he wipes blood off of his lip.  “This is exactly what I’m 
talking about,” he continues.  “We have clearly never been on the same page.  Stay 
away from me and my songs.”  Mike heads to the door. 

 
“This isn’t over, Mike!” Charles shouts as Will is still holding him back. 
 
Mike storms across the parking lot of the bar towards his truck.  He viciously 

rips the door to the truck open and sits inside.  He immediately begins to sob 
uncontrollably.  He flips his sun visor down and looks at his reflection in the tiny 
mirror.  His right eye was purple and almost completely swollen shut.  Charles’s 
cement-like fists also split his bottom lip in half, and blood reappeared almost as 
quickly as Mike could dab it off with his sleeve.  

 
He reaches into his glove compartment and pulls out a small vial of cocaine.  

He pops the top of the vile open, plus one end of his nose up with his blood-soaked 
finger, and inhales into the vile deeply through the other nostril.   

 
He turns the engine over, and heads home. 

 
VII 

 
It’s been three weeks since Mike had heard from or seen Will or Charles.  The 

shiner that Charles gifted him had now swelled down from a dark purple to a 
brownish-green color that spread across his temple, forehead and cheekbone.  Mike 
has been avoiding representatives from Bloodshot Records, who have been curious 
as to why the band hasn’t pulled the trigger on signing the recording agreement 
proposed to them. 

 



Mike rolls out of bed, and fixes himself his usual breakfast of leftover Lone 
Star beer and Vicodin.  His hangovers and appetite for pills have only grown more 
troubling since the fight. 

 
He gets out of bed, puts on a bathrobe, and decides to walk to check his mail 

for the first time in weeks.  He reaches into his mailbox and pulls out a huge wad of 
unopened mail.  As he sifts through the mail he notices a letter from the law firm of 
Katz & Cats LLC. 

 
“What the hell…” he mutters to himself. 
 
He rips the envelope open and unfolds the thick cut cardstock paper.  It 

reads: 
 
Dear Mr. Duncan, 

My name is Cheryl Katz, and I represent Mr. William Daugherty and Mr. Charles 
Berry… 
 

“Cheryl Katz?...” he says to himself.  “Who the fuck is…” and then it dawns on 
him.  “THE CRAZY CAT LADY?”   

 
Dear Mr. Duncan: 
 
Mr. Daugherty and Mr. Berry have hired me as their attorney to represent them 

in their potential copyright infringement suit against you.  My clients have informed 
me that you intend to enter into a recording agreement using their copyright against 
their will and without their consent.  They have also brought it to my attention that 
you have believe your research has proven that they have no copyright interest in the 
recordings they participated in for Famous Last Words.  I believe it is you, sir, who 
needs the copyright lesson. 

 
 Under the Copyright Act, a copyright is an original work of authorship that is 

fixed in a tangible medium of expression.  Further, a joint work of authorship is a work 
prepared by two or more authors with the intention that their contributions be 
merged into inseparable or interdependent parts of a unitary whole. 

 
There are two schools of thought regarding joint authorship, both of which my 

clients meet.  The first being that the joint work author must have contributed 
material that, standing alone, would be entitled to copyright protection.  Considering 
that both Mr. Berry and Mr. Daugherty recorded their respective drum and guitar 
tracks themselves on the album you plan to submit to Bloodshot Records, they easily 
meet this requirement.  The drum and guitar tracks were their own original work, 
which was fixed in the Pro Tools software within the studio’s computer database.  
Taking all other tracks away from the recordings which you or your brother have 
contributed to, my clients’ work is still embedded in the software and meet the 
copyrightability requirements alone.  



 
The second school of joint authorship asks whether only the combined result of 

the parties’ efforts must be copyrightable.  Again, Mr. Berry and Mr. Daugherty easily 
meet this definition of joint authorship.  Based on the actions of you and your brother 
in the capacity of the band, it is clear that all four of you desired to combine your 
efforts to make this album.  Professor Nimmer put it best when he said: 

  
“Copyright’s goal of fostering creativity is best served by rewarding all 
parties who labor together to unite idea with form, and that copyright 
protection should extend both to the contributor of the skeletal ideas 
and the contributor who fleshes out the project.”      
 
Further, Mr. Berry brought it to my attention that you believe that because 

your brother helped arrange drum tracks, Mr. Berry relinquished his rights as the 
copyright holder.  You clearly did not come across the case of Sebastian Music Group, 
Inc. v. Ayala-Rodriguez, which made it clear that “’Musical Arrangement’ is not 
sufficient to constitute an independently copyrightable contribution.”  Thus, because 
my clients’ contributions were more than de minimis, they meet the joint authorship 
requirement under this school of thought.   

 
Therefore, my clients maintain joint ownership in the works described above.  

My clients have made it clear to me that they no longer wish to continue their working 
relationship with you.  That being said, any effort to exploit these works requires that 
you relinquish twenty-five percent of any royalties you may receive to my clients. 

 
I hope this letter was informative.  Take all of it into consideration seriously.   
 
Regards, 
 
Cheryl Katz 

 
Mike sprints back toward his apartment at full speed.  His robe opens up, 

exposing his stomach, bloated from pills and booze, and his Jack Daniel’s boxers his 
mother gifted him for Christmas last year. 

 
He flings the door to his apartment open and logs onto his computer.  He 

Googles “Katz & Cats LLC.”  He clicks on first website.  The first thing that pops on 
the webpage is a headshot of a woman with crazed hair, holding a cat lovingly up to 
her face.  A cartoonish Katz & Cats LLC logo reads above the woman’s head, with a 
cartoon cat sitting on each side of the insignia, batting at the logo. 

 
“This has to be a fucking joke.  They’re screwing with me,” he shouts aloud.   
 
He clicks on Cheryl’s biography, and reads that she received her 

undergraduate degree, Magna Cum Laude, in political science from The University of 
Washington.  She then obtained her law degree from Yale, graduating Summa Cum 



Laude, with a focus on intellectual property and entertainment law.  Upon 
graduation, she moved to Southern California and went on to become one of the 
most sought after intellectual property lawyers in the area.  She was the youngest 
partner to join the law firm of Davis Wright Tremaine.  The last line of her biography 
reads: “Cheryl then decided to leave the life of a large law firm to afford herself more 
time to spend time with her beloved cats.” 

 
“This CANNOT be real,” Mike repeats to himself.  He picks up his cell phone 

and calls Charles. 
 

 “I’m guessing you got the letter,” Charles says as he picked up the phone. 
 
 “Yeah, this is some kind of elaborate practical joke,” replies Mike. “Right?” 
 
 “Nope,” Charles replies.  “Looks like you’re not the only one that knows how 
to do some research.  I did a little homework myself and found myself the best 
copyright attorney I could find that would work pro bono.  And look who it ended up 
being.” 

 
“So now what?” Mike asks.   
 
“You read the letter,” Charles replies.  “As a joint author, you can go right 

ahead and get the best deal you want with Bloodshot.  In fact, I hope you do because 
that’s only going to benefit me.  But if you get one red cent and I don’t get my 25% 
cut, ol’ Crazy Cat Lady, Esq. is going to sue your ass off.  So just be prepared for that.  
Who’s the smart guy now, Einstein?” 

 
Then the line goes dead. 

 
VIII 

 
 Mike woke up with what may have been the worst hangover of his life by a 
buzzing.  This time it was his cell phone, and not the late, great alarm clock he 
destroyed.  It is the representative from Bloodshot Records checking up on the offer 
for a recording agreement.  He is still wearing the same clothes from the night 
before, including his boots. 
 
 “Hello,” he groans.  “Yeah…I talked to the other guys.  They want nothing to 
do with the deal, but they said Blake and I could go through with it.  We can get 
different musicians.  Fuck those guys.”   
 
 The representative tells Mike that he would be receiving a ten-thousand 
dollar advance for the submitted album, and to start recruiting new musicians. 
 



 “You wired the money?” he asks.  “So you’re telling me that I have TEN 
GRAND in my bank account right now?”  He is sitting up on his knees; his temples 
are pounding. 
 
 He hangs up the phone and called his brother.  “Blake, we are going to party 
tonight,” says Mike.  “We’re almost kind of rich…well, rich for us.”   
 
 The rest of the day flies by.  Mike goes to Chamizal National Memorial to 
score drugs.  It’s a notoriously famous area in the city get drugs due to its close 
location to the Mexican border.  El Paso’s sister city is Juarez, Mexico.  The two cities 
are separated by the Rio Grande, which is visible from the heart of the park.  Mike’s 
dealer tells him that he was out of cocaine and pills, so Mike decides to roll the dice 
and try to find someone in the park that is willing to sell to him sight unseen. 
 
 Mike walks through the park, which is actually quite beautiful despite its 
reputation.  He sees an older Mexican woman pushing what seems to be her 
grandchild in a swing.  The rest of the family is off to the side grilling and setting up 
for a party on the park benches.  They have a multicolored piñata of a donkey that is 
hanging from a tree.  The benches are covered with a tablecloth of various Disney 
princesses, and there is a large cake with a photo the little girl’s face on it.   
 

Mike looks past the family and almost immediately sees his target.  He sees 
two Hispanic men that fit the profile of local dealers.  Both have shaved heads, are 
wearing black and white flannel shirts, baggy Dickies pants, and white Adidas shoes; 
a typical cholo uniform.  They both have “915” tattoos on their forearms, which is 
only permissible on gangsters that served time in prison.  It’s well known in the city 
that if you are caught with a “915” tattoo on your body without having served time 
in the jail, you have to remove it…either voluntarily or involuntarily. 

 
“What up, homie?” says the shorter gangster.  
 
“Hey, I was told that you can score here,” replies Mike. 
 
“Score what?” says the taller, more built gangster.  “We’re not playing any 

games, vato.” 
 
“You know what I’m talking about,” says Mike.  “I’m looking for coke and 

Vicodin.” 
 
“You a narc, homie?” says the shorter gangster.   
 
“No, look at me,” says Mike.  “I might have more tattoos than the both of you 

and I fucking hate cops.”   
 



“Alright, well we don’t have no Vicodin,” says the taller one.  “You ain’t in the 
country club no more, and you don’t look like some suburban housewife.  And I’m 
fresh out of coke.  We have H though…” he continues. 

 
“H as in heroin?” asks Mike.  “Uh, I have never really fucked around with that 

before.” 
 
“This is one-hundred percent puro heroin from Mexico, vato,” says the taller 

gangster.  “This shit is going to melt your face off.  Ever see that Indiana Jones movie 
where that Nazi dude sees the ghosts and shit?  Like THAT, homie.” 

 
Time seemed to slow down for Mike.  He wasn’t sure what to do.  He never 

tried heroin before, but was always curious.  He pulls forty dollars out of his wallet 
and hands it to the shorter cholo. 

 
“Enjoy the ride,” says the taller cholo as he hands him a small bag of brown 

powder.  
 

 
IX 

 
Mike got home from the park at dusk.  As he walks to his mailbox he sees that 

there are several newspapers taped to it.  Some copies have notes attached to them 
saying “Congrats!” and “Finally!”  As he gets closer he notices they are multiple 
copies of What’s Up Weekly, a local arts and culture zine that talks about cultural 
events around the El Paso area.  
 
 The front page read: “MEET THE NEW MEMBERS OF BLOODSHOT RECORDS 
– FAMOUS LAST WORDS!”  Apparently, word got out about the deal.  Under the title 
is the band’s current press photo where they’re all standing against a wall.   Mike 
and Charles are looking at each other in the photo; laughing at something one of 
them must have said moments before the picture was snapped.  They look like they 
have never been happier.   
 
 As Mike studies the cover of the newspaper, he feels a surge of nostalgia and 
anxiety wash over him simultaneously.  He remembers the days of the band when 
the thought of a potential record deal or fights about “ownership” of their music 
would have never crossed his mind.  The main concern in those days was hoping 
that they made enough money to get gas to the next town, or that the venue might 
give them free beer and pizza for the night.   
 
 He thinks about the time that the van got stuck on an incline in Austin and 
three of them had to drunkenly push it from the front while Mike slammed on the 
gas pedal to reverse the car so it wouldn’t lunge forward and his band mates over.  
He stood there in disbelief over how music, the same thing that brought the four of 
them together as friends, is the same thing that tore them apart.   



 
Then he reaches into his right pocket and feels the bag of heroin. 
 
He takes a copy of the paper and throws the rest away in a recycling bin near 

the mailboxes.  He quietly closes the door behind himself.  He tosses the zine on his 
coffee table and throws the heroin next to it.  He looks at it for what felt like a long 
time before walking over to the kitchen to get the small shard of a broken mirror 
that he usually snorts cocaine off of.  The shard of glass is from a mirror he 
drunkenly punched after having an argument with a former girlfriend.   

 
He sits on his couch and pours some of the heroin on the mirror.  He’s seen 

some friends of his do this before, but could never muster the courage to take the 
plunge.  He cuts a line from the pile and straightens it out with a pocket knife he has 
lying on the table.  Mike rolls up a five-dollar bill and snorts the line up quickly. 

 
He feels what could best be described as a full body orgasm.  He leans his 

head back and his mouth goes agape.  A huge wave of warmth washes over him.  He 
feels like he was being hugged by that one true love, or the feeling of getting into a 
warm, soft bed after having walked ten miles on spikes with a burning cross on his 
back. 
 
 His eyes begin flickering.  His breathing becomes heavy.  His head begins 
nodding; he felt weightless.  His eyes shift once more to the photo of the four friends. 
Then, everything goes black. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


