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Customer reviews of “Dreams Are Unfinished
Thoughts”:

 


"I loved this book. Your narrative is so
terse and brave; I couldn't help but appreciate its honesty. Life
is made up of small and peculiar moments that puzzle together
perfectly, and you achieved that. This is my favorite book of the
year. This is an engaging story about a friendship that could have
just easily never transpired. Goosebumps, laughter, sadness...
despite its very personal feel... it was epic in its courage,
detail, and love. Congratulations on a tremendous first book."

 


"This is a book I could not put down. As
someone who has friends in the music industry, I can tell you that
from the fan's perspective, Brian's book is as close to the ‘real
thing’ as you're going to get. Far past where you are a fan and
become a friend, the music part almost becomes secondary to the
person producing it. Brian's book is a MUST HAVE for not only
[music] fans but also the process a fan only dreams about - from
becoming a fan to becoming truly part of that musicians' life."

 


"You get to see the human side of [a]
rockstar..."

 


"Dreams are Unfinished Thoughts, is a
powerful and thoughtful collection of vivid memories detailing
every moment of a life changing friendship. The range and intensity
of the memories, from silly to mournful, keep the reader fully
ensconced in the story until the very end. It is a compelling story
definitely worth reading."
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MANTIS ONE

“What do you think you mean to me, how
important you must seem…”

 


God Lives Underwater

“Waste Of Time”

GLU

 


So here I am, it’s the beginning of a new
year, and it will be the first year since 1995 that I will go
through without one of my best friends David Reilly. It also
happens to be the year that I am getting married, the event I am
looking at as the most joyous moment in my life. Yet, my insides
tend to get pulled back and forth, right and left, thinking that
David won’t be there, but at the same time knowing he will be
there. David has never let me down, he’s never even come close, and
I am confident that he won’t miss that day for anything. David
always had a talent for making our friendship so trying,
tribulating and rewarding all at the same time, but never once
disappointing.

June 21, 1995 is probably the date where I
can look at someone in the face and say that it “started it all,”
even though I didn’t meet him until the next night on June 22,
1995. Funny how almost every major life changing moment never
really just “happens,” it develops, especially if you can trace the
domino effect back to somewhere. Driving around yesterday, I tried
to trace why David and I met in the first place, I tried to bring
it all the way back to the absolute moment that would even allow me
to know that he existed. Bringing it back to the infancy of the
birth, I have to take it all the way back to the third concert I
ever went to: Lollapalooza ‘92 in Mansfield, Massachusetts with
Bill Reilly (hmm… I actually didn’t even make the last name
connection until I just typed his name onto the page.)

Billy was a high-school friend who was very
fundamental in starting to shape the music I listened to in my
mid-to-late teens. Coming into high school as a freshman, I was
only listening to old ‘70s prog-rock, (Pink Floyd, Yes, Rush,
Genesis, Jethro Tull), as well as other bands like The Who,
Electric Light Orchestra, The Beatles, and eventually stuff like
REM, INXS, Midnight Oil, and Guns N Roses (I completely skipped
over the ‘80s hair band movement). In addition, I was also
listening to a lot of Public Enemy, 3rd Bass, Digital Underground
and that late ‘80s early ‘90s old school rap. My first two concerts
were Yes in the summer of 1989 and Jethro Tull in the fall of
1989.

Billy talked me into going to Lollapalooza
with him since he had no one to go with and at this time he had
already started to get me into bands like Pearl Jam, Soundgarden,
Red Hot Chili Peppers, Faith No More, Butthole Surfers, U2, and Led
Zeppelin. Lollapalooza ’92 had Pearl Jam, Red Hot Chili Peppers,
and Soundgarden all on the bill. I had to go. Even if I had just
gotten into these bands a few months prior, I had to go.
This was the tour where a certain band called Ministry was
co-headlining with Red Hot Chili Peppers. I had never heard of
Ministry and, honestly, I just wanted to get through their set to
get to the Red Hot Chili Peppers.

It was sitting in the first row of Section 8
next to Mr. Billy Reilly at Great Woods that lead me down the path
of who I am now. Ministry came out and opened with “N.W.O.” and it
was like this whole new undiscovered world opened up in front of
me. I had no idea what industrial music was prior to this moment,
but it was angry, it was raw, it was militant, it was pounding, but
still empathetic, and it didn’t care if you were listening or not,
‘cause it was going to be loud! I had never felt a merger of such
human emotion with such mechanical sound before.

I bought the Ministry album they were
promoting on that tour, Psalm 69, the very next day and I haven’t
looked back since. What then continued to open my eyes to a larger
world of industrial music was approaching my high school friend,
Jim Schunneman, during lunch our junior year. He had his headphones
on and I asked him what he was listening to. He answered, “A band
called Nine Inch Nails, their new album came out this week.” I had
heard of Nine Inch Nails but I had never actually ‘heard’ them. He
didn’t even ask me if I wanted to hear it, he told me
I wanted to. “You need to listen to this song,” he said. So I put
the headphones on and he pressed Play, and my introduction into
more ‘commercial industrial’ began with the opening notes to the
song “Wish” off the Broken album. Broken was the album that had
just been released and I listened to this three and a half-minute
song and it was exactly what I had been looking for emotionally in
music. That Friday night, I went and bought Broken and Nine Inch
Nails’ first album, Pretty Hate Machine, and spent the rest of the
weekend dissecting them.

It was through the discovery of Ministry and
Nine Inch Nails that I then discovered, with much love, Front 242
and Pigface. After going with Jim to see Front 242 live in 1993, I
realized I had finally found my niche in music. I wanted to know,
own and memorize every industrial band out there.

During the summer before my senior year, I
was driving home one day, and the local radio station played a song
by a brand new band called Stabbing Westward, titled, “Nothing.”
Upon hearing this song, I realized that industrial and rock could
live together. I was completely bitten by the bug, and I needed to
become a rivet-head (or, in layman’s terms: an
Industrial-Music-Elitist). Any musical suggestions anyone gave me,
or if a review of a band mentioned the word, ‘industrial,’ I bought
the album without hearing even one note. I began to discover:
Skold, Skinny Puppy, Revolting Cocks, Machines Of Loving Grace, Big
Catholic Guilt, Bile, and My Life With The Trill Kill Kult in this
way.

As a rabid fan of the genre, I couldn’t get
enough. At the time, I was in a thrash-metal band called Vertical
Smile. We had only played one show and written two songs, when I
arrived at practice to tell them that I was quitting to start my
own industrial band. I had few friends in high-school who were
becoming rivet-heads like me, and who also had the motivation to be
in an industrial project. And so, my first real band, (and by
real, I mean we actually released an album), called Yellow
#1 was started. Starting this band only made me even hungrier for
anything under the “Industrial Umbrella” that I could get my hands
on.

Now that we are up to speed on where my own
head was in the year of 1995, we can return to the afternoon of
June 21, 1995. It was already warm enough in Massachusetts to be
swimming, already warm enough for my high school friend, and a
member of my band, (Yellow #1), Dave Ouellette, otherwise known as
“Dogboy” for a hairdo worn one day resembling Dogboy from MTV, to
have his dad open the pool. Often, we would bring out one of those
small boom boxes and listen to WBCN while we took turns beating
each other up in the pool with pool noodles.

On this particular day, the WBCN DJs were
between songs discussing a contest for 104 tickets to see two bands
the very next night at the Paradise club in Boston. The two bands
were Maids Of Gravity and God Lives Underwater. Oddly enough, I was
a subscriber to a new magazine at the time called “huH,” (which
didn’t run for too long). “huH” was a monthly magazine focusing
primarily on new and upcoming bands. In the last month’s edition at
this time, they featured a full-page story on God Lives Underwater
and included a photo of them, (which I still have somewhere in my
apartment). With each edition, the magazine came with a free
sampler CD of new bands. God Lives Underwater wasn’t on the sampler
CD, but Maids Of Gravity was. As the radio aired the contest, I
remember liking their track, “Only Dreaming,” on the sampler, as
well as being very interested in God Lives Underwater due to the
write-up they received in the magazine. The article compared them
to Nine Inch Nails and Stabbing Westward. I don’t exactly remember
if Dogboy’s portable phone was outside already, or if he had to run
inside and get it, but one of us said to the other “we should call;
I’m not doing anything tomorrow night, are you?” and the other
replied “no.”

The DJs were looking for a certain numbered
caller to win the tickets. This was a win-only show, you couldn’t
buy tickets, so they were giving away a pair every 30 minutes or so
until they reached their 104 quota (the station’s frequency is
104.1). I know it was me who eventually called the station and I
don’t believe we were the correct numbered caller on our first try,
but eventually there was a call where the DJs said, “Yes! You are
the ___ caller and win two tickets to tomorrow night’s show!”

Now, what does one do when they just won
tickets to see a band that they had put in the back of your mind to
check out based purely on a review in a magazine? Well I don’t know
about you, but if you’re me…you leave immediately, find your
nearest CD store, and buy the debut album! We had to go to the
store Soundwaves in Danvers to find the God Lives Underwater album
GLU. This store has long since gone out of business due to Newbury
Comics and Best Buy coming into the area and was owned and run by
the drummer of the ‘70’s mega-band Boston. I think they only had
one copy of GLU, so Dogboy said I should buy it and not him since I
was the caller and got us the tickets. I wasn’t going to disagree
to that, so I put down my eight dollars and we went back to his
house. While we returned to our pool-shenanigans, we put GLU into
the boom box. This was the first time I ever heard David’s voice.
Over the next 24 hours, up until leaving for the show, I must have
listened to that album 10 times.

I embedded the GLU album into my head so well
before leaving for the show, that I felt confident that I could
sing along to every word to every song, and I was determined to get
there early and get right up front. I even studied their photo from
the “huH” article in case we accidentally “bumped into” any of them
at the show, I would recognize them.

Dogboy and I got there maybe a little
too early. We were the first ones in line outside the front
doors on Commonwealth Avenue in Boston. We sat with our backs to
the bricks on the sidewalk, listening to a low thumping that was
sound check coming from inside. The sound was too low to
distinguish which band it came from.

With our backs against the bricks, we looked
out over the congested Boston street with buildings so close they
almost touched each other. Slicing down the middle of the street
was the infamous T Green Line, roughly bumping along its tracks in
midst of the traffic, filling the air with its high pitch
screeching of its brakes at every stop. After some time of waiting,
the front door opened, and out came the four members of God Lives
Underwater: David Reilly, Jeff Turzo, Drew McGee, Adam Kary and
their roadie/guitar tech Tim Turzo. Despite my diligent studying of
the photo from the “huH” article, the only reason I recognized
them, and in particular David, was because of his nose ring.
David’s nose ring resembled a stereotypical silver ring a bull
wears in his nose, as can be seen in many cartoons. This ring gave
David the illusion that he was the front man, he was the leader, he
was the important one, and that he was king of this moment.

I said to Dogboy, “I think that’s God Lives
Underwater, and that guy is David Reilly, the singer.” Dogboy
replied, “If you think it is, go say something.” Now, I don’t know
if this happens to anyone but me, but it’s one thing to be 100
percent sure that I am looking at a certain person, but when the
moment comes to possibly approach them and actually ask if they are
that person, I am filled with doubt and if this was David
his hair had grown considerably since the picture from the article.
So, here we are with a guy that is so obviously the lead singer of
God Lives Underwater, (he just came out of the club for Christ’s
sake), and I completely doubt myself because I realize I am basing
everything off a picture in a magazine. As David began to walk away
down Commonwealth Avenue, I started to think, “Okay, that’s
obviously him, and he’s walking away from you, so are you going to
miss the only chance of saying hello to him you might have all
night because you are afraid to make a fool of yourself to a
stranger if it isn’t him; especially, when it will be so much
harder to talk to him after the show with a ton of people around.”
Getting over the initial illusion that I would be like a lost puppy
scurrying up to meet the wise and elder wolf, I moved off the
wall.

I did a little fast trot to catch up with the
band, and I opened my mouth and said, “Excuse me, are you David
from God Lives Underwater?” David gave me this look, and it may
have took him only a second to reply, but it was almost a second
long enough to make me want to apologize and go back to leaning
against the wall when, he saved my flight response by saying, “Yes
I am.” Now, at this point I feel like I need to justify bothering
him, so I say, “We are here for the show tonight, absolutely love
your album blah blah blah.” I would have a better time remembering
what I ate for lunch every day of the second grade than to remember
what else I said at that moment. What I do recall, is him telling
me that he and the guys were going to get something to eat but the
guys in Maids Of Gravity were in the poster store across the street
if we wanted to say hi to them too. I said something short of a
“thank you” and a “goodbye, can’t wait for the show” and they
walked away, leaving me standing there in the middle of the
sidewalk.

What struck me at that moment, that I would
later use to describe him to people who have never met him, was his
demeanor in speaking. I was actually surprised at how soft spoken
he seemed to be. It might be the way his lips form the words around
his teeth. You notice almost immediately how thin his top lip is,
causing his front teeth to show more than normal when he speaks and
giving the illusion every word or so that he had buck-teeth. He
only had to curl his lips slightly in a smile for his teeth to
shine through. The bullring hanging down from his nose, almost
resting right on his thin top lip probably didn’t help either. His
speaking voice was a little higher than his vocals on the album,
and almost nasal with a subtle lisp, but it had a hidden charm. It
was very non-threatening, but at the same time, it had a lot of
presence. His tone of voice almost matched his posture and body
size. David was average height, but very small frame and lanky. He
had presence standing there, but he also gave the impression of
being meek at the same time.

I walked back to Dogboy, who never moved off
the brick wall of the club, and told him Maids Of Gravity were in
the poster store across the street. We decided to stop looking like
two little girls at a Michael Jackson concert, get away from the
line that only consisted of us, and go to this “poster store”. Sure
enough, Ed Ruscha of Maids Of Gravity was inside. We spent a little
while speaking with him, commenting on all the old movie posters
together. After some time, we went back to claim our spot in front
of the club, still being the first two people in line.

After another long uneventful period of
waiting on what we could now safely claim as “our wall,” the God
Lives Underwater members came back to the club. Three of them and
the roadie Tim went inside, but David came over to us standing
there. I wish I could remember what the conversation was really
like, but I only recall a few key points. I remember him telling me
that God Lives Underwater had a new album coming out in September
and they were going to perform a handful of songs from that album,
called Empty, to fill in the headlining spot time. I told David
that my favorite song off GLU was “Nothing.” David then made a
comment, saying that I wasn’t being fair to the other songs on the
album. Just when I thought he wasn’t kidding he told me his
favorite song was “Lonely Again,” (and until their third album,
this stayed his favorite song). I was wearing a Rocky Horror
Picture Show baseball hat and David inquired about it, asking if I
liked to see the play live. I told him I was an avid attendee of
the show in Harvard Square. From then on, he started to call me
“Rocky” and sometimes “Rock” because of my hat. He told me he was
awful at remembering names and it would help him remember who I
was. Little did I know this nickname would be carried through the
next 10 years.

David then proceeded to ask if Dogboy and I
wanted to come inside the club with him so we wouldn’t have to keep
waiting outside. I was so taken back by his offer that I almost
didn’t know what to say. He turned around to the guy at the door
and said, “They’re with me.” The doorman then gave him a nod of
understanding and in we went. Following behind David, I noticed how
the dimming sun shined off the rings on his fingers. It seemed that
every finger on both hands was decorated with a silver ring, all
different in sizes and designs. I always thought this very much
added to the “Industrial” machine illusion of the band’s sound.

Walking through the front glass doors of the
Paradise, you are welcomed by a long, skinny hallway. At first, you
think you are entering The Bat Cave. To the left is a set of doors
that leads to the Paradise Lounge. The Lounge is a smaller club,
separate from the Paradise where local bands or bands with smaller
draw can play. Next to the Lounge is the coat check and the
merchandise counter. The hallway is dimly lit, but brightly covered
in old posters of bands that have played before. Just when you
start to think the hallway isn’t going to end and there isn’t a
club at all, the hallway gets even darker and smaller. As you turn
a corner, you are opened up into a long, skinny room. The stage
here is enormous. It is only about two feet off the ground, with no
barriers, but in contrast, sprawling. You could fit George
Clinton’s entire band on this stage and still not have to worry
about space. Not wanting to lose David, but trying to look around,
I couldn’t miss the big, thick, white pole in the middle of the
floor directly in front of the stage. This pole is so large that no
human could get their arms around it. If that wasn’t enough, it’s
in the most undesirable place, smack dab in front of where the
singer would most likely be. In between the pole and the stage,
there is only enough room for maybe five rows of fans. Beyond this
point, there was a possibility your view of the stage would be
obstructed. Looking up, the Paradise has a very “open” feel, with a
balcony that goes all the way around the club, and booths on little
platforms for people who want to sit at a table and watch the show.
Walking past this, David took us backstage into the dressing room
of the Paradise and we were able to stay with the guys in God Lives
Underwater and Maids Of Gravity until it was time for Maids Of
Gravity’s set. All 104 people were there, but the club holds 600+
so it seemed empty. Dogboy and I stayed off to the side of the
stage while Maids Of Gravity were playing.

God Lives Underwater came out on stage next
and seeing them up there was so comfortable for me. I already felt
like I knew all of them and they weren’t “the band we went to see”
anymore. Dogboy and I pushed our way right up front, almost
directly underneath David’s microphone stand. I made sure I was
singing along to every song they played off GLU, and listened
intently to the new songs off Empty. If memory serves me correctly,
they played “Fool”, “All Wrong”, “23”, and “Empty” off the upcoming
album. They played every single song off GLU except “Drag Me Down”
(I later found out that it is the only God Lives Underwater song
off GLU that has never been played due to the song being too fast
for them to play live and still keep up with the click track).
During “Waste Of Time”, David lowered the microphone just enough
where my vocals were being picked up in the speakers during the
chorus. I had to push my body up on the stage to get my mouth
closer to the microphone. During the second chorus, a bouncer
didn’t know what I was doing, or that David was letting me do it.
He ran over and pushed me so hard off the stage that my head hit
the pole that sits in front and my Crow tee shirt that I was
wearing got ripped by the force of his push when his fingers let go
of my neck. I will never forget that, you bastard.

David had a very unique stage presence for
the type of music that was coming out of the speakers. You would
think this genre of industrial-rock (i.e. Stabbing Westward, Nine
Inch Nails) would command some anger and chaos, but it doesn’t.
While David stood there between the dual-keyboards that he and Jeff
played, with a guitar hanging in front of him, and a microphone
eagerly waiting to be sung into; it was amazing to me how much, not
only David, but the whole band, emanated energy in subtle
movements. It wouldn’t be until later that I would realize that his
stage presence reflected his personality, always intense, but
always subtle. This presence may have been what made the entire
club of 104 people take notice to what was happening on stage. His
blonde hair was in twisty but not “dirty” dreads, both hands on the
microphone with his silver rings breaking up the pattern of the
strings of the guitar, looking down at the ground when there were
no vocals, shaking his head to the beat. David rarely moved side to
side on stage, but he didn’t need to. It was his command presence
on stage, along with his black Mantis tattoo taking up his entire
right forearm that made everyone in there know exactly who he
was.

God Lives Underwater ended their set, and
David made a motion for us to meet him by the side door. Dogboy and
I made our way through the emptying crowd to the side door, and I
knocked. David opened the door and said “C’mon” as Dogboy and I
were brought back stage again. They had a load up time to leave for
the next show, 1 a.m., which fortunately for me, gave us two hours
to spend with them backstage.

The back room of the Paradise is just a long,
skinny room with couches and chairs. The members from Maids Of
Gravity were there and a case of beer had been brought in. David
offered both Dogboy and me a drink and I told him I didn’t drink.
At this time, I realized that Dogboy and I were the only two people
that were invited backstage to hang out with the bands. I began to
wonder: “Where were the girls? The groupies? The stripper pole in
the middle of the room” (okay, I never expected a stripper pole,
but when you are 18 years old and this is your first time
“backstage,” your base of knowledge in this area comes from what
you see in Motley Crue documentaries). This was completely
different. It was literally me, Dogboy, and the band members from
the two bands. David, at first, was a little shocked that I didn’t
drink. I remember him not necessarily grilling me about it, but
simply asking, “Why?” I told him I never had the urge to. I didn’t
care if other people did; it just wasn’t something I was interested
in.

There were a solid few seconds at this point
where all I wanted to do was impress him. I mean THIS was David
Reilly; this was the King and the man had opened the door for me to
hang out with him. He didn’t need to do any of that. He could have
sent me on my way and traded me in for those strippers that I was
still keeping an eye out for. So much of me wanted to meet him at
his level. So much of me wanted to even be able to catch a glimpse
of his “coolness.” So much of me was just waiting for the shoe to
drop and have him realize that there was no reason, nor any fun in
hanging out with us anymore. He was the one that needed to be
impressed and entertained to keep the company…not me.

I don’t know if it was because I had just
turned down a free beer, or he was intrigued about what my limits
were, but he paused for a second and asked, “Do you smoke dope?”
The thought flashed through my head in under a second that if I
said no to this, he would deem me totally uncool and the bouncers
would be called to take me away and then I would really
never be able to see the strippers. (Okay, there were no strippers,
but I was 18, c’mon). However, so far David had been so hospitable
to us that my immediate reaction was to be honest, and I said “No.”
He didn’t grill me too much on this answer, (thankfully), but he
was still a little surprised. I proceeded to tell him that I had
never even had a cigarette before. At this time, I realized I
looked completely uncool to everyone in God Lives Underwater and
Maids Of Gravity. I even think out of the corner of my eye, I could
see Dogboy shaking his head and mentally waving with his eyes “NO
NO NO,” but even so, everyone seemed to respect my answer. Even
David looked right at me and told me how much he respected my
choices, as well as not being afraid to stand firm with them.

Dogboy and I were sitting on a couch that was
on the right side of room while David sat next to us in a chair.
The guys from Maids Of Gravity had left the room at this point to
either go get food, get drinks (or figure out where the heck those
strippers were) and Jeff, Adam, and Drew were either back in the
club shmoozing it up with the radio people, or out getting food, I
don’t really know. The door to the backstage area closed and David
was left alone with Dogboy and me. I was shocked that this man,
this singer of the headlining band, would rather hang out with two
18 year old kids than get food with his band and opening band, (or
looking for those damn strippers). I would like to think that David
and I always had a very different relationship than everyone else,
and it started at this moment. Looking back, even when I woke up
the next morning, even sitting here, writing this book 11 years
later, I believe that something happened where the line was blurred
and all defenses were dropped, and this was the exact nano-second
of our friendship. At this moment, David took the initiative to
blur the lines between some kid who showed up at his band’s show
and harassed him outside, and someone that will go to bed that
night with something personal. I still think back on this and have
my own theories as to why he started to let me into something so
personal, but whatever the reason that was hiding behind those
eyes, he decided to let me inside the man more than the music that
was burnt into a CD.

The significance of that moment still didn’t
stifle the feeling that he had the upper-hand and at any time could
kick us out, nor did it make me feel any better about having to
prove myself to him and there was no real concrete reason why he
should even keep my company. I may have felt the lines beginning to
blur, but it would be a while before I could finally let out that
exhausting breath.

Soft spoken, innocently, and with a twinge of
sadness and power, David said, “I have a story about why you should
never be a junkie.” I paused for a second, forgetting my entire
environment. I forgot that just a few hours before I was running up
to this man and asking him if he was who he was, I forgot that I
was backstage at a club with the singer of the band whose music I
had force-fed and immersed myself in for 24 hours straight, I
forgot I was sitting next to a man who I didn’t know much about
other than his name and a handful of lyrics. When he began to
speak, none of this mattered, and all of that went away. David
always had a very high wall of privacy. Perhaps it was because I
didn’t even accept a beer from him, or that I was half his size and
non-threatening, that he dropped this wall to a complete
stranger.

“Almost everyone I have met has believed that
all my songs are about girls, or relationships.” David started. “If
you really listen to the lyrics on both GLU and the upcoming album,
they are about Heroin.”

It was at this point that I realized I didn’t
even know what Heroin looked like, had never seen it in my life,
but I gave him my best poker face so he would keep talking.

“Take ‘No More Love’, that song is very
specific about my girlfriend Heather and a fight about drug use we
had in her kitchen. ‘I can feel your heavy stare, I run my
fingers through my hair.’ Those lyrics are very specific
because during the fight, all I could do was play with my
dreads.”

As straight faced as I could keep, I nodded
like I knew what he was talking about, partly because I was
intrigued about the rest of the story, and partly because I didn’t
want him to think I had no idea about what he was talking about. So
he continued (not realizing myself that this next piece of dialogue
would be discussed over and over again in the coming years).

“A different ex-girlfriend of mine, before I
met Heather, was a junkie. We started using together. After a while
she got clean and I couldn’t. She told me that she would leave me
if I didn’t get clean and stop using. She wound up leaving me and I
realized I had to get clean. We kept in touch, but nothing serious,
she recently met a new guy and they are engaged now. The twist here
is that this new guy is a junkie too and she started to use because
of him. So here I am, clean because I was a junkie and she left me,
and now here she is with someone new who got her using again.
That’s my story about Heroin and pretty much what the new album is
about.”

It was at this moment that I felt like, at
least from a humanistic perspective, that I had big brother
emotions. Not just to his story, but to David as a person. I didn’t
know how to respond, or even act. I could feel every second that I
had ever felt betrayed by someone I loved come rushing into me. I
could sympathize but I could not empathize. I would later realize
that it wasn’t empathy David was looking for. He was looking for
someone who he could tell his situation to that didn’t know the
parties involved and could see it from an outside angle. I would
come to know that the majority of his band’s lyrical emotional
struggle was started on those few sentences that he just told
me.

At the time I never would have thought about
it, but now I realize how much of a blessing it was that David
opened up so much about this right from the beginning. With it
getting late, and discussing more surface stuff like movies and
bands (and realizing the strippers were never going to show up),
the bouncer told David the gear had to be loaded soon. It was about
1 a.m. and all their gear remained on stage. It was very surreal
and quiet in the club when the other band members returned. Dogboy
and I helped Adam carry out all his drums and load them into their
white van that was parked in the alley. David gave me his e-mail
address and I told him I would e-mail him soon, and I promised to
be at every show every time they came. He told me that it didn’t
look like they would be touring again, at least not to Boston,
until after September when Empty would be released.

Before they left, David said to me something
along the lines of, “You seemed to be the only person here tonight
that really cared about the band, if we don’t get in touch with
each other before the next show, I’ll make sure you’re name will be
on the guest list.”

I still couldn’t believe that they had a new
album coming out in only three months. For helping him load his
drums, Adam came back in and gave Dogboy and me both a cassette
sampler of three God Lives Underwater songs. On it were two songs
that are going to be on Empty: “All Wrong” and “Fool”, and also
“Nothing” from GLU. The case the tape came in was a cardboard
sleeve that had the Mantis logo on the front and just the three
song titles on the back.

I ripped a poster of them, which was
advertising the GLU album, off the Paradise wall and had all the
band members, except for Drew who wasn’t around, sign it. David
signed it “Thank You.” He said, “See ya later, Rock” and off they
went.

I may have had to wait four months to see
David again, but it would only have to be another three months
before the new album came out…

 


 


MANTIS TWO

“What does the next life bring, I just want
to feel okay…”

 


God Lives Underwater

“23”

Empty

 


Dogboy and I listened to the three-song
sampler that was given to us in our cars over and over for the next
three months straight. I think we grew to know “Fool” and “All
Wrong” better than we knew our own songs, (remember, we were in a
band together at the time, Yellow #1). One specific time, Dogboy
and I were in his car at a red light in Danvers square as we were
listening to the three song cassette. We were having a conversation
on how “All Wrong” and “Fool” just sounded like God Lives
Underwater. What we meant by this was that on the GLU album the
band had created their signature sound, and these new songs were
exactly in the vein and style that the band had perfected. We
decided that God Lives Underwater definitely had their own unique
sound that was a result of their keyboard and synth lines in their
music.

The second God Lives Underwater album, Empty,
came out on September 12, 1995. I bought it the day it came out,
rushed home, put on my headphones, opened up the lyric book,
pressed play and was ready to read along with the album. I saw that
“All Wrong” and “Fool“ were the second and third songs on the
album, and having listened to those songs for three months non-stop
it really didn’t make the opening of the album all that excitable
to my ears except for the unheard first song “Still”. However, I
did now have the real lyrics (as oppose to what I thought
David was saying from the sampler). It was interesting though, as I
was reading along with the song “Still”, I noticed these lyrics
listed in the booklet were wrong:

 


“Back and forth through the
course,

Of the last few years,

My mind is not made up…still”

 


And these lyrics were included with the
booklet but were never sung by David in “Still”:

 


“You can’t see me in the dark,

When will I start working for me,

When will I stand tall like the trees,

Am I just praying for sin…still”

 


I made a mental note to ask him about these
lyrics next time I saw him. At this point, I was certain now that
the Paradise show was not going to be the only time I ever spoke to
David Reilly in my life.

I had gotten my, at the time, best friend
Matt into God Lives Underwater with the GLU album. We were
discussing our thoughts on Empty while we were standing outside
waiting to be let in to the David Bowie / Nine Inch Nails show at
Great Woods (David Bowie was touring on his Outside album and Nine
Inch Nails were still promoting The Downward Spiral for this
co-headlining show.) This was the week the Empty album came out and
he was telling me that he thought it needed to grow on him, that he
didn’t warm up to it as quickly as the GLU album. I took this
personally, I almost felt like he was telling me that he didn’t
like something I had written myself. Maybe it was the fact that I
knew and understood where so much of the emotion came from and I
was beginning to feel like I not only knew David longer than that
one night, but I also knew his problems with his girlfriend Heather
and his ex-girlfriend before her because they were trusted to me.
Heather had started to become a name that provoked emotions in me
that I didn’t even deserve to have.

I was allowed to digest Empty for almost a
month when I got my weekly copy of the Boston Phoenix, (a local
newspaper devoted to shows, movies, and art happening in the Boston
area), and there was an ad for God Lives Underwater opening for
KMFDM and Life Of Agony at the Avalon on October 17, 1995. My first
reaction was that I immediately took the show personally. Who do
these people think they are to be advertising my friend David’s
show in this newspaper? My second reaction was that I better make
sure I am there because I am the only friend David and the band
have in Boston.

Of course with those thoughts came a level of
doubt that he would even remember me anymore. The night at the
Paradise had been embedded into my head so deeply, that I was
afraid I viewed David after only one night completely differently
than how he looked at me. Could he be thinking, “It will be great
to play Boston again because I will be able to see Rocky?” This was
unlikely that he was, but I know I was having that thought, about
the news of the band coming back, towards him. This is where a lot
of my nervousness with this next show came from. David was still
being placed on this pedestal in my head, and I still felt like the
follower in the friendship. What if I start to fade back over that
line into “fan” when I had already started to put so much emotional
weight in my own head that we were above that status? What if my
own thoughts were much bigger than the truth, and were becoming a
lie in itself?

I decided that it was best if I went to the
God Lives Underwater show as early as I could. I hoped to be there
early enough to grab anyone in the band, even if it was Tim the
roadie that I had talked to at the Paradise show. I had confused
Tim with Jeff the night of the Paradise show because they both had
dreads. Also, what I didn’t know at the time was that Tim was
Jeff’s younger brother. It wasn’t until I was contacted by Tim
recently; after he found out that I was writing this memoir, that I
found out he was Jeff’s brother. All along, through the whole Empty
tour I thought Tim was just a roadie/guitar tech. I had always
thought I confused Tim with Jeff only because of the dreads, but
the fact that they are brothers makes so much sense to me now.

Dogboy had gone to college in Westfield,
Massachusetts, (which is 95 miles away), and couldn’t come back for
the show. So I took another member from my band, Yellow #1, who I
had been friends with for a long time named Dann. Dann was also a
KMFDM fan, so this show was going to be perfect for him.

Dann and I showed up on Lansdowne Street in
Boston in plenty of time. It was about two hours before doors even
opened at Avalon. Lansdowne Street is like a universe in itself.
It’s a small street, only about one-fourth of a mile long and there
are only clubs on the street. Each club touches itself. If you were
to look down from a helicopter, it would look like one long roof,
not about 10 different clubs. Now, what makes the street really
unique is the fact that it is tucked underneath the bleachers of
Fenway Park. Unfortunately, it makes going to a concert on a Red
Sox home game night almost unbearable at times due to zero crowd
control.

We stood outside the door where the bands
came in and out of hoping that anyone from God Lives Underwater
would pass through. I was nervous and yet at the same time anxious
about seeing the guys again. I kept looking up and down the street,
but never took my full attention off the closed door. Tim came
through the door and my heart leapt. I almost felt like Tim was the
messenger for the entire band, sent out to specifically see if I
was out there waiting and hold me to my word to David of always
being there for him. I had purposely worn my Rocky Horror Picture
Show baseball hat again to the show, just in case everyone in the
band completely forgot who I was and needed a reference.

I yelled, “Tim!” and he looked down at me and
recognized me. I saw it in his eyes that I was viewed as a welcomed
sight. I walked over to the steps that lead up to the door he came
out of and said, “Are any of the guys in there?” He replied, “Ya,
I’ll tell them you’re out here.”

It felt like I got a Golden Ticket from Willy
Wonka. Obviously, the guys in the band already saw me much more
than a fan of the band. They saw me as their Boston support and
friend.

It was October in Boston and there was a good
chill to the air. It took a few minutes for anyone to come out
after Tim disappeared back into Avalon. The door opened again and
out came David. He was wearing sunglasses, even though the sun was
setting. He also had a chain wallet attached to him with his cut
off shorts and long johns. I had butterflies in my stomach as he
walked down the steps towards me. He had a purpose; he was coming
to me on his own accord because he wanted to talk to me.

He walked up to me and out of his mouth came
the one statement that I can, even now, still hear ringing in my
ears. He had this very specific way of greeting me and saying “Hey
man.” It was more like “Hey me-han.” I realized wearing my Rocky
Horror Picture Show baseball hat again was just a stupid paranoid
reaction. It was now obvious to me that it wasn’t necessary.

I introduced David to Dann and he asked, “How
do you know Rocky?” Dann replied that we were in high-school
together and in Yellow #1. We were standing all alone on the
sidewalk outside the club as I had several emotions flash inside me
all at the same time. I was standing there in front of a man that I
admired, owning both God Lives Underwater albums, but was also
still wondering how much more than an acquaintance I was to him. He
seemed genuinely happy to see me, but it wasn’t until we started
talking that I realized that David and I never were anything but
friends.

Of course I had to tell him what I thought of
Empty and the specific songs on it. I remember telling him that I
thought “Weaken” was their masterpiece, even though it wasn’t my
favorite song on the album. It felt a lot less forced when I told
him my favorite song off the album was “We Were Wrong.” He looked
at me and kind of nodded and he never asked me about it. I began to
realize, and this would carry throughout our friendship, that I
didn’t need to tell him how I felt about his music. It was always
understood, and it would be the least of our conversations.

I spoke up first and asked him if he had
eaten yet. He said the club had provided some sort of food, but he
would rather get something real to eat. I told him we should go
down the street for some food, maybe some pizza. At this point,
there was a piece of me that realized this was a very important
question. On one hand, David might either decline because he really
wasn’t that interested in hanging out with me outside of a club
setting, or he could confirm how I had already had been perceiving
our relationship. His answer could either cast me back into fan-boy
status, or let me know that I was something more.

David not only accepted my invitation to
dinner, but seemed very enthusiastic about it as well. It was just
the three of us walking up Lansdowne Street. Leaving the club, we
left behind the line of fans that had already started to form and
the rest of the band. We were just three people, all equal, going
for something to drink and maybe some food.

We got into Boston Beer Works, right outside
Fenway Park, and a spot at the bar opened almost immediately. I sat
on one side of David and Dann sat on the other. Dann was being a
little quiet, taking everything in and just adapting to the fact
that we were sitting at the bar with the singer of God Lives
Underwater. I felt obligated to play some sort of middleman between
them in order to get David and Dann to open up to each other. I
wasn’t there with Dogboy, I was there with a new person David
didn’t know and I felt it was my responsibility to create the
atmosphere between them. Little did I know, Dann and David would
become closer friends than Dogboy and David ever would.

David ordered a beer and Dann and I ordered
regular soft drinks with some appetizers. It was just the three of
us sitting at the bar, waiting for our drinks to arrive. We
discussed everything from the Empty album, to the most recent
Depeche Mode album, Songs Of Faith And Devotion, to movies and how
the tour was going. It was very surreal to think we were sitting at
a public bar, with the singer of God Lives Underwater, who was
playing a show not 100 yards down the street, and no one paid him
any mind. It felt good that he was all ours. This started to set
the stage with my protective side of David that would carry with me
for the next 10 years. Inside the bubble that was Boston, he was
mine. And if I needed proof of that, here he was taking time with
Dann and me at a restaurant.

Dann started to get more comfortable with the
situation and eventually became more vocal in the conversation. We
started to discuss Empty more and the correlation between that
album and the GLU album. I would like to think the reason David
opened up to Dann at that table was because David trusted me and
because of that trust, anyone I brought into the situation was
automatically deemed “okay.” Perhaps this is a little presumptuous
of me to think, but I felt at this point David had already begun to
trust me in ways that even people I had known for 10 years didn’t
trust me. Once again, I had to ask myself, where did this trust
come from? Was it because I was not part of the drug scene and yet
still wanted to be a part of his life? Did I interject a different
desire in both of us for a friend neither of us had experienced
yet? Either way….

David completely opened up to Dann over our
sodas and beer about his ex-girlfriend and his substance abuse
problems. David pretty much reiterated to Dann what I had been told
at the Paradise show about his ex-girlfriend: the addiction, the
drug use, the trying to get clean, the deception, and ultimately
the feeling towards her that she was just as detrimental to his
well being as the drugs were. This was something David always
seemed to carry with him in his eyes when he talked about his
ex-girlfriend, this very large sense of betrayal. They had become
one in the same. His ex-girlfriend and his addictions were
synonymous and interchangeable. This is what made David so
vulnerable to me, so much like a younger brother, despite the fact
that I was five years younger than him in age.

As David went through the story of his
ex-girlfriend again, for Dann’s sake, I listened intently making
sure I got all the details down. After listening the story again,
he focused around what I could see was really the central point of
his pain and his inspiration for the two albums. I could see how
betrayed he felt with the sequence of events that she dragged him
through.

It is a different experience to sit at a
table of three with someone that you only met once, but have so
much confidence in, telling a story that you have already heard to
someone that you know so well. There’s a level of pride and yet a
level of somberness that comes with that. Dann listened very
intently. I’m sure he did not know what to make of it, never
expecting to have this conversation with someone he looked up to. I
was glad that David was opening up to Dann. One of the many
endearing qualities of David Reilly was his ability to immediately
sense who was good for him and who was bad. This didn’t necessarily
mean that he didn’t associate with the bad; it just meant he knew.
Maybe he was blessed with second sight at that moment and could see
how he and Dann would become friends in the future. Especially with
no one else around, he was able to open up.

After about an hour, David, with a few beers
in him, looked at me and said, “Ya know, what do you think of the
vocals in ‘Fool’?” I have to admit I was a little taken back by
this question.

“What do you mean?” I questioned back.
“Well,” he began, “I have been hearing that I sound too much like
Scott Weiland from Stone Temple Pilots in that song.”

I was a little afraid to tell him that not
only did I see the resemblance in his voice in that song, but so
did almost everyone else I had spoken to who had heard the album.
The three of us started to walk back to the club and were crossing
Lansdowne Street when, David turned to me again and said,
“Seriously Rock, there are two ways that I could sing ‘Fool’ and I
can’t decide how to sing the song live. Tell me what you think.”
So, David began to sing the first verse of “Fool” as we were
walking down the street just as it appears on the album. David
continued, “And here is the other way I think it should sound.”
David went through the first verse again, in a completely different
vocal style. What was great about this moment was that his voice
was actually echoing and bouncing off the outside of the Green
Monster of Fenway Park. Dann and I listened intently. I thought it
was odd to hear the same lyrics, sung by the same singer, just in a
completely different vocal style.

“David,” I started when he was done, “I
actually really like that second style a lot! At the same time,
everyone has the album and is use to hearing the vocals the way
they are on the album.” Looking back, I wish he didn’t agree with
me, but he did. I wish he didn’t agree because how amazing would it
have been to seen them play “Fool” live and surprise the audience
with completely different vocals on the same lyrics! I have to
apologize to everyone about this; in retrospect I see the error of
my ways.

There seemed to be a very light bounce in
David’s step walking back to the club with us. There was a vendor
that was selling sausages and pizza out of a small square window.
David stopped, pulled out his wallet that was attached to the chain
from his back pocket, and bought a slice of pizza. There was a
homeless man sitting on the sidewalk with his back up against the
wall underneath the pizza counter asking for money in a white paper
cup. It surprised me when David took all his change from the pizza
and dropped it into the man’s paper cup, making a metallic clink
noise as the coins collided with the other contents inside.

The three of us then continued towards the
club with David eating his slice of pizza with a paper plate
underneath. As we got closer to the club, David said, ”Okay, well
I’m gonna go to the van. You are on the guest list with a plus
one.” It did not dawn on me at the time that David didn’t know my
last name, and clubs usually need a first and last name for a guest
list.

Dann and I got into line. When we reached the
box office, I said that I was on the guest list for God Lives
Underwater. The woman at the box office asked me my name and I said
Brian Paone. She flipped through the papers and started to shake
her head. “Nope, don’t see that here.” I started to panic inside my
head. How could I get this person to understand that I was supposed
to be inside this show? I was friends with the band for Christ’s
sake. It was then that Dann saw David walk by the line again and I
yelled to him.

“Hey David! My name isn’t on the guest
list!”

“It might be under Rocky Horror.” He yelled
back and kept walking.

I turned to the lady and said, “Try Rocky
Horror.”

I think there was a comedic pause as she
looked up at me. She appeared as though she might at any moment
say, “Don’t waste my time.” However, she looked back down at the
white paper in front of her. Now, by this time I am really nervous
because I have Dann with me, and all of the guys in the band,
including Tim, are nowhere to be found if this doesn’t work. She
flipped through the pages again and found “Rocky Horror +1” on the
guest list. She looked back up at me and said, “Do you have any ID
that says that’s you?”

At first I thought she was joking, and then I
realized that I needed to prove to her that David’s nickname for me
was Rocky. Thankfully, the “ID” I needed was on the top of my head.
I pointed to the hat and said, “See, that’s what the guys in the
band call me.”

I couldn’t tell if she was highly amused by
this, or overly annoyed. Either way, she crossed off the name and
let us through the turnstile of the club, accepting, a little
hesitatingly, using a baseball hat as ID.

Walking in the Avalon, you can’t help get the
feeling that there is a lot of history in those walls. Between the
oddly placed large disco ball hanging over the wooden floor, and
the railings that separate the floor from the bar area, you get the
immediate impression that there is a diversity of events that
happen inside this room. The railings sit about six inches higher
than the floor, which is great for people like me who are
vertically challenged to actual be able to “see” the bands. The red
carpet up at the bar area has a certain stickiness to it that you
sometimes find on the floors of movie theaters. The stage is much
higher than the Paradise, about five feet up, and there is a steel
grated barrier that stands about three feet high.

God Lives Underwater was going to open the
show, so Dann and I pushed and found a spot right at the barrier in
between where David and where Drew would be standing. I looked at
the barrier and thought, “I hope David notices us this close and
lets me sing again, or at least acknowledges us being up front.” We
were so close to being in the front row, but there was an anemic
row of people right at the barrier that made it difficult to
actually be at the barrier. The worst part was that these people
were obviously NOT there for God Lives Underwater.

When the lights dimmed and the band came out
on the stage, Dann and I pushed a little bit through that one line
of people separating us from the barrier. I placed one hand on the
barrier for support and was determined to let David, Jeff, Drew,
and Adam know exactly where I was. I wanted them to know I didn’t
let them down and that I was right up front and fighting for them
in a room of people that seemed like they just wanted to get to
Life Of Agony’s set.

The opening slot was only 30 minutes long.
Dann and I spent the entire set yelling along to every lyric and
jumping up and down. We were jumping up and down in front of the
stage less for the band themselves and more for the crowd around us
that didn’t know about them.

There was a moment of silence between two of
the songs where David was punching the next song into the sampler
that was on stage and while Drew was tuning up. To fill in the
silence some guy in front of Drew yelled, “NINE INCH NAILS!”

Drew looked up and stared at the guy and I
could see the discontent in his face. Don’t get me wrong, Nine Inch
Nails is untouchable in my eyes, but how insulting to the band on
stage to have some guy yelling probably the only commercial band in
your genre up at you while you are trying to solidify your own art!
I looked at Dann and we both shared a silent agreement. We knew
that if this guy didn’t shut up, Drew was going to jump off the
stage and crack him in the head.

The band started the next song, but Drew
never took his eyes off the heckler. I watched Drew for the next
three minutes and there was so much more aggression in his playing
as he never broke eye contact. I seriously thought we were going to
be in the middle of a ‘God Lives Underwater Vs Life Of Agony Fans’
battle royale. Thankfully it never happened.

The set was over and Dann and I saw the guys
walk off stage left outside. There was a large piece of me that
wanted to just forget the next two bands and follow them outside,
but we stayed through KMFDM’s set for Dann, since he was such a
fan. I never saw David or anyone else from God Lives Underwater
during the remainder of the night. However, this was fine with me,
because I knew things would never be what I feared. I now knew the
Paradise show back in June wasn’t a one time fluke. I knew that
David and the rest of the band saw us up front during the set. I
knew that David would come through and I would never have to worry
about getting into one of their shows, but most importantly, I left
that night secure that David hadn’t let me down. This was something
that mattered most to me, even if I was still holding onto the
image that he was King.

***************

It was the afternoon of November 9, 1995; I
was driving my very first car that I ever owned. It was a blue Ford
Tempo, given to me by my father as a gift when I got my license
back in June. The car was named ‘Midnight Cowboy’ after the Faith
No More song off the album Angel Dust. There was even a plastic
plaque glued to the dashboard to let everyone who got into my car
know the car’s proper name.

I was driving Route 95 North in New Hampshire
with my girlfriend Christine and her brother Scott. Christine was
in the passenger seat and Scott was in the back. We were on our way
to the Elvis Room in Portsmouth, New Hampshire for a local show.
There was a band playing that Christine wanted to see, so we
grabbed her younger brother and made the trip.

At the time, I was using one of those
Discmans that was velcroed to the dashboard for music. The stereo
console only had a tape player, so I had the “tape with a wire
attached to a Discman” thing going on. The problem with this was
the Discman was so poor quality that it skipped when the car went
over almost any bump, making it almost impossible to listen to a CD
without getting aggravated, (especially if we were singing
along).

There is something about the radio that makes
me very violent. It might be the fact they play the same song over
and over, or my musical tastes were lying in bands that never got
airplay anyway, so what was the point? However, the Discman was
giving us more problems than it was worth, so I shut it off and
reluctantly turned on the radio. The only three stations I listened
to were WBCN, WFNX, and WAAF: The first was the more mainstream
rock, the second was the more alternative bands, and the third was
the more metal station.

The dial was turned to WBCN, and we were
cruising right along on the highway. Other than WBCN being the
radio station that sent me to that first God Lives Underwater show
back in June, they did not have any other connection to the band
for me. Driving north, further away from Boston, both hands on the
wheel, half paying attention to the radio, and half paying
attention to the conversations happening in the car, my heart
quickened its pace when WBCN started to play “All Wrong” over the
airwaves.

I immediately told Christine and Scott to
hush. This was a very personal moment, a moment neither of them
could understand. A moment I didn’t want them to understand. Of
course the version of the song that was played was the crappy
edited-for-radio version, but when it was over, I heard the DJ say
the words that I had feared. I had become such an elitist in my own
head, with not only David, but also with the band as a whole, that
I thought I should always have some inside scoop. I felt if
information was passed to me about the band that I did not know,
that would discredit my friendship. So you can imagine what went
through my blood when the DJ stated, “…and that was God Lives
Underwater, who is playing tonight at Avalon opening for Lords Of
Acid and My Life With The Thrill Kill Kult.”

It was like everything stopped, every color
turned to gray, every breath I had was being captured. The
windshield of my car got closer, and everyone in my car got further
away. Christine looked at me and let a few minutes of silence pass
before she spoke up.

“Did you just hear that?”

“Yeah,” I retorted, “I heard that.”

I felt every inch of road that was passing
underneath the car as we were heading north, while Boston was
south. I felt the road itself closing in on me. I needed to turn
the car around; I needed to abandon the original plan of going to
New Hampshire. I needed to not let David down. I knew there was a
spot on the guest list already that read Rocky Horror +1 and I
needed to be there.

Christine said, “Go ahead, let’s go, turn the
car around. I want to meet this guy you have been talking about so
much anyway.”

Now more than half of me was so relieved to
hear her say that, but the other half of me raised some
concern.

“Well, David usually does plus one for my
guest list, and we have Scott. Plus Scott is 14 and Avalon shows
are only 18 plus.”

From the backseat, Scott said “Don’t worry
about me; I will stay in the car if I can’t get in.”

“We could always bring him home.” Christine
said.

I look at the blue-lighted digital clock on
the Tempo’s dashboard and did a quick mathematical equation in my
head.

“We don’t have time to bring him home.” I
said to Christine, “Especially if they are opening.”

I was already turning around at the next exit
during this conversation and heading Route 95 South towards
Boston.

“Well, we’ll just chance it. If he doesn’t
get in, then I will stay outside with him and you go in and see the
set and come out when it’s done,” Christine said.

That was a reasonable plan in my eyes.
Pushing the car to the limit that I felt comfortable with, we made
it into Boston well before the time doors opened. I parked the car
and the three of us started walking towards the Avalon. How odd
this was that I was just on my way to the Elvis Room in New
Hampshire for a different show, and now here I was in Boston
hopefully seeing David in a few minutes.

All three of us stood outside the club. My
head and eyes wandered up and down, back and forth across the
building, looking for anyone in the band, including Tim. Someone
came out of the side door that led to the backstage and I asked if
anyone from God Lives Underwater was inside. They said yes and I
thanked them. The cold was getting to us, and we were shivering. As
much as I felt awful putting Christine and Scott through standing
there in the cold for a band they could have cared less about, I
was determined not to move until I saw someone I knew.

Once again, just like clockwork, it was Tim
that I saw first. I ran up to him and now he had recognized me. I
was not wearing my Rocky Horror Picture Show hat so I was hoping
this wouldn’t cause a problem at the door. Tim came over and said
hello.

“I have my girlfriend and her brother with me
this time, but he is only 14, is that going to be a problem?” I
asked him.

It’s funny when you start to think that you
have some pull somewhere with someone, how you start to break the
rules so quickly. Tim said,

“Hold on, let me tell the guys you are here
and see what we can do.”

This was reassuring to me, at least there was
going to be an effort to help get a 14 year old into an 18-plus
show. After a few minutes of us jumping up and down to stay warm,
it was Jeff that came out of the door. I left Christine and Scott
standing where they were, and walked up to Jeff.

“What’s up?”

“Well, I am here with my girlfriend and her
brother but he is only 14. I wouldn’t have brought him but I found
out about the show about an hour ago.”

“Okay, stay here a few minutes and I’ll see
what I can do.”

This time Jeff disappeared back into the
club, leaving us outside, freezing and worse than that, no signs of
David. I turned back to Christine and told her we just have to hold
on a few more minutes, they were working on getting Scott into the
show. I, myself, couldn’t believe how much pull I already started
to have with this band.

After a few minutes, the backstage door
opened again and there he was.

“David!” I yelled, and started walking
towards him.

And there it came out of his mouth, that
signature greeting that will forever stay in my memory, “Hey
me-han!”

He came down the steps and over to us.

“David, this is my girlfriend Christine and
her brother Scott.”

He said hello and shook their hands.

“So you are Rocky’s girlfriend. Okay, well I
think the best way to do this is for all you guys to follow
me.”

We enthusiastically followed David up to the
front entrance of the club. He flashed the bouncer his Band Pass
and said,

“They are with me.”

The bouncer nodded and we walked right inside
with David. No ID checks, no age checks, no guest list checks. We
were inside before the doors opened just with the bands.

“Okay guys, just find a place and act like
you belong or they will throw you out.”

He looked at me and said, “You all set?”

“Ya man, thanks so much!”

“No problem!” David replied.

Then, he left us and went back through the
backstage. We found a spot that we wanted to watch the show from
and did our best impression of people that were supposed to be
there. After doors opened we were safe from being thrown out, but
we also didn’t have the ability to see David.

The club filled in pretty good, and a local
band opened called Women Of Sodom, which was more S&M on stage
than music. I felt a little uncomfortable that Scott was with us,
but it would have to be the price I paid to see God Lives
Underwater live so soon after the last show, and to see David
again.

After the local act was finished, God Lives
Underwater came out. This time I stayed over to the side for their
set, but still did just as much jumping and singing as I had for
the last two shows. David knew I was there, somewhere. Jeff knew I
was there, somewhere. That’s all that really mattered.

There was no reason to keep Christine and
Scott there through two more bands, especially since they were so
accommodating towards missing the show we were headed to see a few
hours earlier. So, I made the suggestion that we should go when God
Lives Underwater’s set was finished.

We left the club and the bouncer at the door
said, “Can’t come in after you leave.” I thought this particularly
funny. I almost said to him, “The most important band of the night
is all done playing, like I’d wanna come back in.”

Outside on Lansdowne Street it was very
subdued. It was cold and quiet. I felt that it would be awful to
leave the show without saying goodbye to David, but I also knew
that he would understand. He would understand because there was
always next time. I always felt that there would always be a ‘next
time.’

We got into the Midnight Cowboy and started
home. A large piece of me still couldn’t believe that I had just
seen God Lives Underwater live for the third time, and the other
part of me was overcome with guilt at how little time I spent with
David that night. Especially, after he got Scott into the show, and
always going out of his way for me. I started to feel like I had to
find a way to repay him for all his accommodations he had shown to
me. Little did I know the tables were going to soon turn. How could
I ever know at this point that I would become someone David would
lean on, even with the five year age gap between us.

It was just six weeks later that God Lives
Underwater returned to Boston and the lines between David and me
started to blur even more, getting us closer to the ‘Sibling’
relationship that would carry us through the next 10 years.

***************

Not only did I know about the next show well
in advance, but it was also highly publicized. God Lives Underwater
was going to open for Deluxx Folk Implosion at TT The Bear’s Place
in Cambridge, Massachusetts in December of 1995. What made this
show so special, on paper, was the show was going to be part of
WBCN’s Xmas Rave concert series, a very high profile series of
shows that happened over the span of a week in every club in the
Boston area. Also, Deluxx Folk Implosion had a huge hit “Natural
One” from the Kids soundtrack, and they were also fronted by Lou
Barlow from Dinosaur Jr. and Sebadoh fame. The venue, TT The Bear’s
Place, has a capacity of only 300 people.

I had found out about the show almost
immediately after the last show, so I had plenty of time to plan
for it. It also happened to be during Christmas break for colleges,
which meant Dogboy was going to be home from Westfield State. I got
in touch with him, and told him about the show and he was more than
eager to attend with me. I could tell that he felt like he had
somehow let David down by not going to the last two shows with
me.

I wanted to make sure that we got there even
before that white van arrived. Dogboy and I drove into Cambridge
and got to the small club around 4 p.m. It was December 19, 1995,
and very cold. The typical New England wind and chill was ripping
through us. However, that did not deter either of us from standing
outside on the corner, waiting patiently for the tour van to
arrive. We anxiously darted our eyes up and down the street every
time we heard a motor vehicle. It is times like these, when even
though you are counting every second in your head, you don’t
realize how cold you are; the excitement is enough to keep you
warm.

The back corner behind TT The Bear’s Place is
where two one-way streets meet. Across the street on the other
corner is the famous goth/industrial club Man Ray. Connected to TT
The Bear’s Place is the Middle East, a club where many local and
national bands play if they have a larger draw than TT The Bear’s
Place, but not large enough to get to the Paradise. It’s all about
numbers in Boston. Numbers alone dictate which club you’ll be
playing in when you tour there.

I was afraid to leave that corner, I was
afraid that it would be the moment they showed up, so Dogboy and I
kept our ground. There was a small piece of fear in me since this
was a radio show and it was 21 plus, that David wouldn’t be able to
get us in this time, or he might not want to risk trying to get us
in either. So far, all of David’s moments with me have been stress
free and effortless. I was nervous because I knew this was the
first real test of the length he would go as my “friend.”

As my thoughts were consumed with this
dilemma, and my toes and fingers had gone beyond numb, I spotted
the dirty white van pulling down Brookline Street, coming straight
for us. Without even saying anything to Dogboy, I started walking
towards the middle of the street so they would see me. I stepped
off the curb, without any nervousness and with almost a sense of
confidence and pride; I approached the oncoming van as it was
slowing down. I strained my eyes to see who was driving, who was in
the passenger seat, and who was in the back seat. The driver’s side
window rolled down and it was Jeff sitting at the wheel.

“Hey, what’s up?”

“What’s going on?” He replied. “Do you know
where we go?”

“I think the parking lot is right around that
corner.” I pointed to the corner that Dogboy was still standing
at.

David was sitting in the passenger seat with
big Bono-style sunglasses. He was looking at me, even though I
couldn’t see his eyes. I looked right at him, and at that moment
realized that we didn’t even need to verbally say anything to
actually greet one another. We had already said hello and bridged
the gap since the last show, all in that second.

“I think you guys just pull in to that
lot.”

“Alright, thanks.” Jeff said as he rolled up
the window and turned the van to the left, towards the small
parking lot.

I walked behind the van in the middle of the
street, grabbing Dogboy as we turned the corner. Jeff pulled the
van in front of the dumpster that was in the lot and shut off the
engine. Dogboy and I stood right outside the van as the sliding
door opened. Tim, Adam, and Drew came out of the back seats. David
and Jeff got out and we all just stood in this messy circle. The
guys stretched their arms and legs while Dogboy and I tried to feel
as natural as we could just standing there. Jeff and Adam
recognized Dogboy and shook his hand; David came around to say
hello to him.

Without even being asked, Dogboy openly
apologized for missing the last two shows and explained that he was
away at college. David and Jeff didn’t even flinch at this
statement; they let Dogboy know that an explanation wasn’t even
needed, ever.

“Have you seen anyone from WBCN or the other
bands yet?” Jeff asked.

“No, we got here and stayed outside.”

“Alright, well let’s go inside and see what’s
going on.”

The seven of us started walking towards the
front door and I walked beside David.

“How was the rest of the last tour?” I asked
him.

“Tiring, we only get to go home for Christmas
and then we are going back out again.”

“Hey, before we go in, I just want you to
know that this is a 21 plus show and I’m nervous they aren’t gonna
let us in.”

“Don’t worry about it; I’ll take care of
it.”

We got to the front door and went inside.
There was a guy at the front and he said, “Can I help you?”

David spoke up and said, “We’re the
band.”

“Which band is that?”

“God Lives Underwater.” David still hadn’t
taken off his sunglasses.

“All of you are in the band?”

“Just the four of us.” Jeff said, “And him.”
Pointing to Tim.

“Everyone have IDs?”

Everyone pulled out a lanyard with the God
Lives Underwater “Mantis Logo” on it.

“What about those two?”

“They are with us.” David said.

“Can I see their licenses?” The guy
asked.

Stepping right up, I figured honesty was the
best policy, and with the singer of the band playing saying “they
are with us” might just get us a free pass. Reaching into my
wallet, I was right up front,

“We aren’t 21 though.”

“Can’t come in.” He retorted.

I paused, the seconds seemed to stop on their
own and I felt every breath in and out of my lungs: my worst fear
materialized. I was waiting for David, for anyone, to step up and
help me.

“They are with us.” David repeated.

“Doesn’t matter, unless they have a lanyard
like you, they have to be 21 to get in.”

I still hadn’t felt defeated yet; I had the
entire band backing me on this. There was no way David was going to
let me down, there was no way the genie had fallen asleep inside
the bottle, there was no way this was happening.

“Okay Rock, why don’t you guys wait outside
and we’ll try to figure something out.”

I was being left outside; the band was going
inside without us. I wasn’t about to give up hope, but it sure made
me feel vulnerable for the first time. The door was closed behind
us, David was right through a set of doors that I was being denied
access to. It was a long time before anyone came out again.

Dogboy and I watched cars go down the street
while trying to do anything to keep our bodies warm and our
thoughts from panicking. For the first time, I actually started
thinking “what if we don’t get into this show?” Enough time had
passed that I had gone from being sure David would come through for
me, to looking at my watch and thinking I would probably be home in
an hour because this was falling apart.

The doors to the club opened and David and
Adam came out of the club. I walked up to them and waited for
either of them to tell me anything.

“C’mon, you guys are carrying in Adam’s
drums. Don’t look or talk to anyone and once we get in there, you
find a corner to hide in.”

The four of us walked to the back of the van,
which had a trailer hooked up to it, and David unlocked it. Adam
handed both Dogboy and me two large drum cases.

“Hold on a sec, wait for us.” David said.

We stood there, shivering more from
nervousness than from the cold this time, realizing this was the
Big Plan and if it didn’t work out, we would be heading home in
five minutes. David and Adam grabbed some gear and we started
walking towards the front of the club. When we got to the doors,
there was no one manning it so we never slowed our pace, and were
able to follow them right into the back room.

Walking as fast as I could past the stage, I
could not get over how small this place was. It was as if someone
had put a stage inside my living room and added a bar over to the
side. There was no barrier and the stage was only about one foot
off the floor part. Entering the “backstage,” which was really a
room the size of anyone’s bedroom, we put the drums down.

“If you guys wanna help set up the equipment
once we get it all in here for sound check, that would be great.”
Adam said.

The band made a few trips with Tim to get the
equipment. Now that Dogboy and I were actually inside the club, we
didn’t dare to leave to help carry anything. After the gear was all
brought in, we found out that the soundman wasn’t even there yet,
so we were told to sit tight. We decided to bring the gear on stage
and set up anyway. Dogboy and I helped Adam with all his drums.
While Adam stood on stage, we passed everything to him.

This was the first God Lives Underwater sound
check that I had ever been to. The soundman finally showed up. The
club was empty, even Deluxx Folk Implosion had not arrived there
yet. The soundman set up the microphones and levels, while Dogboy
and I sat on the stage right in between David and Jeff. Having the
club empty, except for the employees, with just the guys on the
stage was going to be like a show just for us. I had never been to
the sound check of any band before. We twisted our bodies so we
could look at the band, but also so we weren’t so conspicuous to
the guy who already denied us access.

There was no need for the sound guy to speak
through the monitors since the club was so small. Instead, he just
spoke normally across the floor. He gave the signal for them to
play a song all the way through and the opening synths of “All
Wrong” began.

We sat there, watching them, studying them,
being comfortable sitting on stage with them, and yet feeling at
any moment we were going to be discovered. Sitting there, with no
audience, watching David sing and the band play, I felt like we
were at a friend’s house watching his band play in the garage. It
was as natural and comfortable to me as watching TV with my best
friend in my own bedroom.

The sound coming off the stage was less
important to me than the guys on the stage. I was hearing something
that had become so second nature to my ears, and the sight of the
guys in the band had become so familiar to me. There was an
illusion that there wasn’t even a band playing. This was just David
up there. My view of him as the singer of the band had minimized
almost to the point where it didn’t exist anymore.

We bobbed our heads to the beat of the song,
but paid more attention to the musicians on stage, than the music
coming off the stage. When the song was over, we all looked at the
soundman for any critique or instruction. It never crossed my mind
to ever put my hands together to clap. The silence when the song
ended felt so natural to the moment.

The soundman was happy with the mix both in
house and in the monitors so he told them they were all set. We
stood up and David jumped off stage.

“How did that sound?”

“Awesome” I told him.

“We’re gonna go get something to eat, but I
don’t think it’s a good idea if you guys come with us because I
don’t know if I could get you back in again. The club is offering
us a pizza but I think we want to get something different”

“That’s totally fine.” I was a little
disappointed, but did not want to risk not being able to get
through the doors again.

“Just find a corner and don’t move until I
come back.”

We agreed to this and walked towards the bar.
Around the bar was a pool table, large screen TV, and in the corner
were two seats at a table each up against the window to the street.
What was perfect about these seats was that they were in the
furthest corner of the club and they were against the window so we
could see when the guys came back from dinner.

Sitting there, being so happy that we were
inside, yet watching our backs every second waiting to be
discovered made every minute David was gone feel like an hour. As
long as he was there with me I felt safe. Right now I felt like we
were thrown to the wolves. We sat quietly and watched the line form
outside for the sold-out show stretching down the street.

The doors finally opened and Dogboy and I
felt like we could breathe a little easier now that the club was
filling up with people. The bar area started to fill up, and the
floor in front of the stage was getting crowded with die-hard fans.
The overflow of people were coming around to our side of the bar,
sitting down at the tables around us.

Having the crowd let in after we were already
in there, and helping load equipment into the club and onto the
stage, made me feel very possessive of the situation. My eyes kept
darting out the big windows trying to catch any member of the band
coming back to the club. Instead, a girl with extremely long hair
and velvet pants sat down at the table next to us with her
friend.

All I remember about her is her hair being
past her lower back, and those really snug dark red velvet pants.
She was on the shorter side, maybe an inch taller than me, but was
very thin. She started a conversation up with us almost immediately
upon sitting down next to us.

“Who are you guys here to see?” She
asked.

In the second that it took to actually
respond to the question, all these thoughts burst through my head.
How do I just answer her? How do I tell her that I am actually not
here to see any band, but to spend time with my friends? How do I
say that without sounding like I am bragging, especially when I’m
not with them right now if I’m supposed to be such good
friends?

“God Lives Underwater.” Dogboy answered for
us, saving any explanation I was trying to conjure up.

“Really? Me too!” She replied. “But don’t
tell anyone that I’m only 18. I used a fake ID to get in.”

I applauded her and yet at the same time was
a little resentful of her. Here I am, friends with the band, and I
was almost sent home because of my honesty, while she walked right
in with a fake ID.

“Have you ever seen them before?” She
asked.

“This is my fourth time.” I replied.

“Wow, how have you seen them that many
times?”

It was just too much for me at this point; I
had to get an edge on her. I was starting to feel threatened.

“I am friends with the band and really good
friends with David, the singer.”

Her eyes lit up.

“Really? This is my first time seeing them
and I am so excited. I want to be right up front.”

All of a sudden she became less threatening
and I felt myself start to let my guard down with her. I realized
that I had been like a lion protecting its cub from danger until
that moment. I didn’t notice how deep my caring for David was
starting to run until I was faced with a situation that felt
threatening, even if she was just a fan, but she defused the
atmosphere almost immediately.

“Well, if you wanna meet the band, just hang
out with us.”

Now, I can see how that statement could look
so shallow and creepy, especially coming from a guy to a girl he
just met. It had such a “hey baby, wanna meet the band” feel to it,
but that’s not where my intent lied. It was the most sincere, yet
awful sounding thing I have ever said to someone I didn’t know when
it came to “the band.” She had made a fake ID to get in to see God
Lives Underwater; she wanted to be up front and was genuinely
excited to see them live. My offer was for her to be able to meet
them, not to show off that I knew them, and that’s how it sounded
when it came out of my mouth.

This girl and her friend stayed with Dogboy
and me at our table. I would be lying if I said that I didn’t find
her very attractive, but I didn’t want anything I said to come off
as a pick up line. After some time of talking, and getting
comfortable with the two girls, David appeared behind me.

“Hey me-han.”

I turned around and introduced David to the
two girls. What is awful is that I wish I could remember their
names, or at least the name of the girl I was smitten’ with. I
could see this girl was a little star struck by David’s presence
and was also a little impressed that I wasn’t bull-shitting when I
said that we were friends.

“Jeff is going crazy outside right now,”
David said to me.

“Why? What happened?” I asked.

“When we got back to the van, there was a $50
parking ticket on the van’s windshield. He’s outside right now
trying to get it fixed and move the van.”

“Oh man, that sucks!”

“Ya and I guess the other band isn’t even
here yet.”

“Really?” I couldn’t believe it.

“I don’t know what that means if they don’t
show up, I guess that means we get more time.”

This was starting to feel like some small
local show, not a national big radio show. What also seemed odd was
David was just standing there talking to us and no one was even
paying attention to him.

“We’re gonna hang out in the backroom until
we go on, if you wanna come.”

I was already starting to get up; he didn’t
need to ask me twice. I looked at the two girls sitting at the
table; they were still shocked that the singer of God Lives
Underwater was standing in front of them gabbing away.

“Is it okay if they come too?” I asked.

“Sure, doesn’t matter to me.” David
answered.

I turned and looked at the girls.

“You wanna come hang out for a while?”

I was really starting to get a crush on “Long
Haired Girl.” Christine and I were “taking a break” at this point
with the relationship and we would continue to “take a break” until
June of 1996. I also heard through the grapevine that she was
seeing someone else, so I didn’t feel guilty letting my hormones
take over while I became infatuated with this girl.

The four of us followed David into the
backroom. He closed the door and instantaneously the static noise
of the club was sealed out. It felt like we had just entered a
completely different building. Adam, Drew, Jeff, and Tim were all
back there sitting on a bench that went around the room. The
backroom was all wood. There was graffiti from every band that
played there that happened to have a sharpie or a sticker
handy.

One thing that always impressed me about
David being the singer of a band that was at a steady climb in
popularity was how he never cared about girls backstage. In fact,
all I had ever witnessed was him caring enough to make sure I got
in to the show and that we had time to hang out. My whole
perception of the wild antics of backstage rock bands was askew now
thanks to him.

The girls behaved themselves. They sat
quietly and knew every second that they were guests and what an
honor it was for them as fans. I turned to Jeff and asked,

“What happened with the parking ticket?”

“I guess I parked the van in a no parking
zone, I tried to fight it but it didn’t work. I had Tim move it to
the other side of the street.”

As funny as this was, I still felt bad. I
knew that money was going to come out of their pockets somehow.
Changing the subject, I turned to David and asked,

“Hey, I noticed that in the lyric book to
Empty there are lyrics for ‘Still’ that aren’t in the song.”

“Ya, those lyrics were originally in the song
before we recorded the album. All the lyrics were due to the label
before we finished the recording so they accidentally got printed.
Also, the UK version of the album doesn’t have Drew’s face in the
band photo, but it has the right lyrics to ‘Still’ so you either
get the right lyrics without Drew’s picture, or Drew’s picture and
the wrong lyrics. They accidentally printed the Mantis Logo where
his face should be in the band collage. Either way you can’t
win.”

I still haven’t seen the United Kingdom
pressing of Empty so I’m stuck with having Drew in the insert and
the wrong lyrics to “Still.” The door opened and in filtered the
guys from Deluxx Folk Implosion led by Lou Barlow. I knew they were
the headlining band, but I felt like they had just barged in on a
private conversation. They had finally arrived and were trying to
drag their equipment through a packed crowd; more than half of the
people were there to see them. I wondered how many people knew more
than the one big hit “Natural One,” as oppose to God Lives
Underwater fans that I’m sure knew more than their radio hits.

It was an uncomfortable silence when we all
stopped talking, but the activity from Deluxx Folk Implosion’s
arrival filled the room with noise. It was one of those moments
that had a very “Us” against “Them” feeling to it. It made me feel
like we were part of the band and not just casual observers, and
Deluxx Folk Implosion was the enemy. It wasn’t even 15 minutes
after the gear was being dragged into the room that David got word
that they were going onstage in a few moments. David looked at
Dogboy and me and said,

“We have five minutes to get our shit off
stage; there is a very small change-over window for the equipment
since the show started so late. Both of your jobs are to get Adam’s
drum kit off stage and back here as fast as you possibly can. We
are closing with ‘Don’t Know How To Be,’ so when that song starts,
I want the two of you with Tim standing on the side of the stage.
The second it ends, start grabbing stuff.”

I cannot begin to describe how amazing it
felt to actually have a purpose and to have an important job that
David was going to trust us with. We had instructions and I was
going to make sure they were followed to a T, or I would die
trying. The last thing I want to do is let the band down and look
untrustworthy or juvenile in front of David.

After the DJ for WBCN made a few opening
remarks of welcome and “thank yous” to everyone for being there on
such a cold night, I could hear his voice through the door saying
“…and give it up for God Lives Underwater,” as the crowd began to
cheer.

I couldn’t help but feel like I was part of
the band at this moment, that I was important too, that maybe for
that second David wasn’t on this unreachable platform. Dogboy and I
walked out of the backroom with the two girls, Tim, and the band.
The club lights were dimmed down and it was hard to see the crowd.
The band headed for the stage while Dogboy, the two girls, and I
cut right in front of the first row of people. We could do that, I
justified to myself, because these were my friends.

The four of us found a spot right at the
stage, making a few people take a step back. Dogboy immediately
became “Protector Of The Stage” since the stage was so low to the
floor and no barriers were put up. Dogboy spent the majority of the
show with his back to the band, half sitting on the stage, watching
the crowd in case of any craziness. This is where his comfort level
was inside himself with being a friend. We really were starting to
feel that we were more important than just “people in the audience”
even when we were just in the audience. We wanted to feel important
during the show too, so we were finding small tasks during the set
to keep ourselves feeling that way.

During parts of the set, the girl with the
velvet pants and long hair was dancing and rubbing herself on me. I
was standing behind her, right at the stage, with my hands on her
hips. I could feel her hips moving under the fabric to the beat of
the songs, and her hair kept brushing past my face. Now, I was
becoming very attracted to this girl. I don’t know if it was
the small feeling of power that I had being friends with the band,
or that she honestly liked me too, but she was grinding against me
very seductively. She was becoming another reason why I didn’t want
the night to end.

The ceiling of TT The Bear’s Place is very
low, and made up of tile paneling. Many of the tiles were either
broken or missing from years of damage and normal wear. At one
point during the show, Adam was drumming so hard that a stick
slipped out of his hand, went straight up into the air, and
disappeared into the black hole of the ceiling, never to come back
down again. I will always remember the look on his face as he
reached for another stick, wondering where that stick wound up, or
what animal might be chewing on it. They say “what goes up must
come back down,” well we are still waiting for that drumstick to
come back down.

“All Wrong” started and I knew we were coming
to the end of the set soon. I began to anticipate making our way to
the side of the stage. I even saw Tim start to put himself into
position. “All Wrong” being the big radio hit at the time for God
Lives Underwater caused the small club to erupt in sing-a-long and
dance with head bobbing. I began to notice, watching David that it
seemed part of David’s stage presence was to never make eye contact
with the crowd.

“Don’t Know How To Be” had its very distinct
opening synth-line and upon hearing it, Tim, Dogboy, and I jumped
up on stage next to Drew against the wall and I spent more
attention anticipating the ending of the song, than I did to
watching the song being performed. This was no loss in my head
though, these were my friends and I was given a job and that job
became more important than the song being played at the moment.

The song ended, and it was like a race pistol
went off in my head. Dogboy and I rushed to Adam’s set and the
three of us began to disassemble it in record-breaking time. Tim
started to pack up Jeff’s rig like it was on fire. David grabbed
the keyboards and helped Drew with his amps. We were all jumping
off stage with equipment and bringing it into the backroom, only to
turn around and sprint back onto the stage to grab more. I was
determined to show all the guys, not just David, that I was
efficient and reliable.

As fast as we were cluttering up the tiny
backstage room with the gear, Deluxx Folk Implosion was bringing
their gear out at the same time. The door to the backroom was only
big enough for one person and a piece of equipment to fit through
at a time. We were starting to create roadblocks with Deluxx Folk
Implosion at that doorway due to there being such a sense of
urgency for time. This band hadn’t even said two words to us all
night. They had kept themselves outback during God Lives
Underwater’s set. They seemed to feel like they were the most
important people in the whole club that night.

Dogboy had jumped back on stage, now trying
to weave and dodge Deluxx Folk Implosion’s equipment, since they
couldn’t wait the five minutes before putting their own stuff up
there, and grabbed Adam’s bass drum. This was the last piece of the
kit that needed to be taken off; all that was left was his seat,
(which I was grabbing). I signaled to David and Adam that we had
everything and there was no reason for them to come back on stage.
Dogboy jumped off stage with the bass drum and I followed behind
him with the seat.

Walking behind Dogboy as he was starting to
go through the small door to the backstage, Lou Barlow was coming
through the door with his amp. Dogboy couldn’t see him over the
curve of the bass drum, and Lou Barlow seemed to be too much of a
pompous ass to get out of his way, so the bass drum and the amp
collided in the middle of the doorframe.

“Watch where you’re going!” Lou yelled to
Dogboy.

I think there was a piece of Dogboy that knew
that even though we felt equal to the band, we still didn’t have
the right to get in the way. Dogboy did the admirable thing and
backed up with the heavy drum in his arms and moved to the side so
Lou could get by comfortably with his amp that rolled nice and
smooth on wheels. As Lou passed him, Dogboy said,

“Jesus, what’s your fucking hurry? We’re just
trying to get the shit off stage so you can set up faster.”

There was a moment when Lou stopped and
looked at Dogboy. I don’t care how popular Lou Barlow is; my money
would have been on Dogboy if this had escalated any higher than it
had at that point. Lou broke the stare and continued to the stage
with his amp.

“Asshole.” Dogboy whispered under his
breath.

After David did a quick survey of the
equipment in the backroom and was satisfied that it was all there,
he announced that we needed to get everything to the van to pack
up. They didn’t want to leave it in this room longer than they
absolutely needed to. However, the problem with this was that we
would have to travel the length of the club, through the crowd,
while Deluxx Folk Implosion was playing to get the equipment out.
Although, we knew if we started immediately, we just might be able
to get everything out as they started their first song. Each one of
us grabbed as much as we could and started to push through the
crowd, saying, “excuse me,” almost every five seconds. It’s amazing
to me how people still don’t want to move even when they clearly
see that you are trying to get the band’s equipment out. I
proceeded to load up my arms with the smaller drum cases and held
onto whatever I could, while Jeff ran outside to swing the van
around so it was closer to the door. Every time we passed by the
girl, I looked up at her to see if she was watching me too, to see
if she saw what I was doing, and how close I was with the band, to
see if she was interested in me at all now that the set was over.
Almost every time I looked up at her, she was looking at me too. It
only took a few trips to get the gear outside, and every time I
went back in to get more, I made sure I passed directly by the
girl.

When the last of the gear was brought outside
and our body temperatures were starting to adapt more with the
outside cold than the inside heat, we began to shiver.

“Thanks me-han,” David said to us, in his
familiar way. “You guys can go inside if you are cold. We’re gonna
stay out here and pack up the trailer.”

I started to become terrified that if we went
back inside, our visiting time would be done for the night. I
needed to make sure that if we went inside, it wouldn’t be a
replacement for hanging out.

“Are you coming back inside?” I asked
him.

“Ya, we wanna check a little of those guys
out.”

That was enough to give me comfort that they
weren’t just going to jump in the white van and speed away into the
night. Plus, my mind was also thinking of the girl inside the club
that was obviously interested in me too. Dogboy and I returned into
the club and after seeing us in and out a handful of times, the
door guy didn’t even flinch when we walked in this time.

Deluxx Folk Implosion was already playing. As
I scanned the room, I found that the two girls hadn’t moved from
the spot that we were in while God Lives Underwater was on stage.
However, I now felt a sense of apprehension with her; she didn’t
seem as interested anymore. She was really concentrating on the
band and all of her body language was different. I noticed David
come in through the front door, walk over to us, and stand next to
me. We just stood there, as two people, watching a band play. I
didn’t even feel the need to keep looking at him to check if he was
still there or not.

When the song was over, he leaned down into
my ear and asked,

“What do you think of these guys?”

I shrugged, partly in fear that I would
offend him if he liked them and I said something negative and
partly because I hadn’t formed an opinion yet.

“Do you know any other song other than
‘Natural One’?” He asked me.

I shook my head no.

“Me neither.” He replied and then they
started the next song.

After a few songs that I couldn’t decipher
the difference between and realizing that neither of us was having
a good time watching them, Dogboy made the motion to leave the
club. Everybody from the band was still outside so it wasn’t going
to be that difficult to get David to leave with us.

“I think we’re gonna go outside after this
song.” I said to David over the music.

He nodded in agreement.

What I did know was that I did not want to
leave without at least asking the girl for her phone number. I also
didn’t want to do it in front of David in case I was rejected; I
wasn’t ready to let my guard down in front of him that much yet. He
was still the important one, the one I was constantly trying to
impress, the one that I needed to live something up to, even if I
didn’t know what that was.

The song ended and David started for the door
without even giving me a warning. I got the girl’s attention and
said,

“Hey, we’re gonna be heading out and I wanna
hang out with the guys a few more minutes outside before they
leave, but I was wondering if I could have your phone number?”

Without hesitation, she opened up her
pocketbook and started looking for a piece of paper and pen. The
next song started to play and the noise level grew to the point
that if we wanted to say anything else to each other we would have
to yell. I had wanted David to leave the club before I asked for
her number in case she rejected me, but now that she was so eager
to give it to me; I wish he had stayed because I wanted to impress
him. I realized that I was still looking at him as the hero and was
still searching for that “atta-boy” from him. If I had known it was
going to be this easy, I would have done it sooner, and I felt like
I just missed a chance to raise my cool-meter in his eyes.

She leaned into my ear and said loudly,

“Where do you live?”

“Lynn.” I said back.

“You don’t go near Nashua, New Hampshire do
you?”

“Not even close, why?” I asked.

“Because we don’t have a ride home, I was
hoping you could give us a ride home…but I guess my friend will
just call her dad.”

For just a split second I thought that it
wouldn’t be so bad to drive them home to New Hampshire. Sure it
would put 90 minutes on our trip home, but it would score major
brownie points if I ever wanted to go out with her. In the end, the
desire to spend more time with David and get home at a reasonable
hour overwrote the impulse to drive them home.

“Sorry, I don’t know how long I’m gonna be
hanging out with the band, and that’s really out of our way from
here.” I answered.

I added that part of hanging out with the
band so I would at least keep some level of coolness with her, even
if it did appear that I was stranding them there after getting her
phone number. She gave me a really big hug, I said goodbye, and
that was the last time I ever saw or spoke to her again.

Dogboy and I reached the front door and the
cold hit me like a freight train. Adam was just closing up the back
of the trailer and I walked up to David who was standing by the
side of the van on the sidewalk.

“So what’s going on now?” I asked, hoping
that would open the door to hanging out with him a little more
tonight.

“We gotta hit the road; we have to drive
through the night just to get to the next stop on time.”

There was a huge level of disappointment that
they were leaving, but also a level of understanding. I couldn’t be
too greedy; it seemed that we were getting more and more into the
band’s circle at every show. I still was being cautious to not come
off as the overbearing friend, and letting him go without too much
harping on when and where I would see him next. It would be 1996 in
two weeks, so I knew it wouldn’t be until after the holidays and
the New Year that I would see or hear from him again.

I went to shake David’s silver ring laden
hand, but instead he pulled me in and gave me a solid hug. I
wrapped my arms around his skinny back and hugged him too. We
pulled away and for the first time I felt somber watching him get
into the van and close the door. I waved one more time and the van
pulled away from the parking spot.

“Do you wanna go back in and hang out with
those girls again?” Dogboy asked.

“Nah,” I replied, “The night can’t go
anywhere from here.”

And that’s how I felt, with David driving
away, my main reason for being there was gone and instead of
prolonging the night, I could start to look forward to what really
mattered to me: the next time I saw David.

***************

It was the end of February, not even eight
weeks into 1996 and God Lives Underwater was touring as the opening
band for Spacehog. This seemed rather peculiar to me since the two
bands weren’t anything alike and to be honest, God Lives
Underwater’s three singles from the two albums: “No More Love,”
“All Wrong,” and “Don’t Know How To Be” were much more popular than
Spacehog’s one single, “In The Meantime.” In my head it should have
been God Lives Underwater headlining for this tour. Then, what
surprised me even more was when I found out the show was going to
be at the Paradise again.

Dogboy was back in Westfield, Massachusetts
at college, Christine and I were still back and forth with our
“break” and Dann wasn’t old enough to get into the show. It looked
like I was flying solo for this one. I had been to concerts by
myself before, but I didn’t look at this as going by myself. I was
just traveling by myself because I was going there to meet up with
David.

That morning I had to report for Jury Duty at
the Salem, Massachusetts courthouse at 8 a.m. I wasn’t worried
about being selected and having to stay there all day, I figured I
would check in, sit in the little room for an hour and then be
dismissed. I brought a book with me, checked in with the lady at
the front desk, was given a number and then sat on a wooden bench
with about 30 other people.

I sat quietly reading and keeping an eye on
the clock. After an hour or so, they started calling numbers and
stated there was a case that was moving forward this morning. If my
number was called, I had to report downstairs and wait to be
briefed by the judge. As the lady was reading out loud, I was
actually in denial for a few seconds when I heard the number I was
holding called out loud. I closed my book, stood up, and filed out
of the room with the rest of the selected. At this time I still was
not nervous, it was early in the morning and I had a few hours.

We were ushered downstairs and through a
metal detector. After we had all gone through, they let us sit in
this large cafeteria-style room with long tables. We were handed
these pamphlets about the responsibilities of serving on a jury and
what it means to have that honor as citizens. All I cared about at
this point was getting out of there and not missing any time with
David.

Sitting across from another guy roughly the
same age as me, we started talking and it helped passed the time,
but I was starting to get butterflies in my stomach when I looked
at the clock at it said noon. The Judge had not even come into the
room yet to start the hearing, nor did we even know what kind of
case we were going to be involved with.

As the small hand on the clock kept moving
forward, I was getting more and more nervous and I actually started
to think of what would happen if we did not get out of here until
late. Then, my paranoia set in and I started to think about what
would happen if we were sequestered on some murder case… but I
digress.

Like a blessing in disguise, the Judge walked
into the room and asked for our attention. We quickly quieted down
and breathed a sigh of relief when he announced that it was a civil
case and the lawyers had just settled it and we were no longer
needed. Our civic duty had been fulfilled for another three years.
I looked at my watch and left that courthouse so fast. If I drove
home, changed, and left immediately, I could be there just like I
never had Jury Duty that morning.

I made sure I was outside, once again, in
plenty of time before the van pulled up for sound check. Standing
with my back against the same bricks that I had leaned up against
eight months ago on the day we met, I looked up at the large
lighted marquee that acts as an awning over the front door.
SPACEHOG was written in huge letters, taking up 75 percent of the
space. GOD LIVES UNDERWATER was written underneath it, three words
forced to squeeze into the bottom. It was a little
disheartening.

I was not prepared when a full sized silver
tour bus pulled up in front of the club, stopped, and Tim got out.
I thought to myself, “So the boys have finally made it to the big
time, graduating to a full bus.” This was the first moment that I
had where I hoped it wouldn’t get so big so fast that I would be
left behind. I pushed myself off the brick wall and started walking
towards the bus. David and I exchanged our “Hello” as I waited for
him to climb down. Down the steps of the bus he came and I felt
that it looked so unnatural for him to be getting out of this huge
bus. I felt like at any moment, it was going to devour him.

I walked up to him and stood next to him,
acting like I had gotten off the bus also, acting like it was
completely natural that I was there at that very second.

“Hey me-han.” He said.

“What’s going on? I see you guys graduated to
the big time?” I said, looking at the bus.

“Ya, the label can actually spend a little
bit more money on us now that the records are selling.”

I always looked at the van as a vehicle fair
game for anyone. This bus looked like a home on wheels and I was a
little intimidated by it. Maybe it was because it was the first
sign that I might start to lose my band to popularity and have to
fight for every second, or maybe it was because big things were
happening to the band and it reminded me that I didn’t always know
about them until I saw them.

“You wanna help us get the gear inside?”

“Sure.” I answered.

“Who you here with?”

“No one this time, nobody was around.”

“Eh, that’s okay, right?” He asked with a
statement.

“Its fine with me, just means I get you more
to myself.” I joked.

The gear was stored underneath the bus in
cargo cabinets. I helped the band start to bring in the equipment
through the front door, down that long dark hallway. There was no
one at the door or inside to bother us, or to question who I was.
After the gear was brought inside, David said,

“C’mon, we gotta get you a pass.”

I followed him to the box office and he
showed them his lanyard and told her that I needed a VIP pass so I
could come in and out as I pleased. She asked him who I was and he
said that I was with the band. She filled out a VIP sticker with
the date on it, and I happily placed it on my shirt.

“You hungry?” He asked me.

“I could eat.”

“Wanna go grab a bite? There’s a McDonald’s
on the corner, I can’t be away long. Sound check will be soon.”

As he started to take a step towards the
door, he looked down and noticed my sneakers.

“Hey Rocky, you trying to copy me or
something?”

I didn’t really know what he was talking
about, so I looked down too. And sure enough, we were not only
wearing the same sneakers, but they were the same color. We both
had on the new plastic Chucks in shiny black.

“Heh, we’re kinda like brothers.” He said,
“But next time you gotta call me so we don’t start wearing the same
clothes!”

It made me feel good to hear him say
something like that. We started towards the door, down the long
dark hallway, and then hit the sunlight. Even though it was the end
of February, David put on his wide sunglasses that made him look
like Layne Staley from Alice In Chains. We walked the 25 yards to
McDonald’s and while we were standing in line, I looked at him
without him knowing it. It felt really good to be able to pick up
right where we left off, to not have any weirdness every time we
saw each other. He placed his order and then he looked at me and
said,

“Go ahead, it’s on me.”

I felt really guilty just flat out taking
David’s money. It was one thing to be on the guest list at a show,
and get free stuff like tee shirts and posters, but it was another
thing to have cold hard cash paying for something. He could see how
uneasy I looked and said,

“Don’t worry about it, it’s not my money,
it’s the labels. We get a food allowance every morning.”

I guess that made me feel a little bit better
ordering a combo meal. I also didn’t know when I would eat next so
I super sized it. David ordered a chocolate milkshake to go along
with his meal and we took our trays and found a table that was
open, almost right in the middle of all the tables. Sitting down
and starting to eat, I noticed he had a new nose ring in. It wasn’t
as large as the last one, and resembled Bull less than the other
one.

“What happened to your old nose ring?” I
asked.

“The double-zero gage one?” He asked.

“That was a double-zero?!” I retorted. I knew
a lot about body piercing and I couldn’t believe it was that
big!

“Ya, I lost it one night on tour when, at the
end of the set, I jumped into the crowd and someone ripped it out.
I looked after the club emptied but I never found it.”

“That sucks.”

“Ya, but we were on tour in the UK with
Filter last month and I found this one on the floor of a club so I
just threw it in.”

This was the first moment in our friendship
where I felt all the blood drained from my face. It felt like the
Earth tilted and all the status that we had with each other slid
the opposite way. I felt like a parent would if they heard their
five year-old ate something stupid. I had to pause and replay what
he just said in my head before I asked him to repeat it.

“I’m sorry, you what?”

“I missed having a nose ring and I didn’t
wanna buy a new one and I found this one at a club.”

He said it so nonchalantly while he took
another bite of his food. I started to feel my blood boil.

“David, that is gross! You cannot do that!
Seriously, you have no idea where that’s been or even who’s nose
that was in before you found it! What would even possess you to
ever think that was a good idea? I cannot believe you would do
something like that! If you are that hard-up for a new ring, I’ll
buy you a new ring, okay?”

He had stopped eating and was staring at me
like a parent was scolding him. Everything I had felt about
watching myself, and David’s perception of me, went right out the
window. My intensity of caring had taken over any boundaries that
may have still been between us. He was going to listen to how
disappointed I was in him, and I didn’t care what he thought of me
after that. It was my responsibility at that moment to care for his
well being, no matter what the cost of my “coolness” level.

“I want you to take that out right now.”

He was still completely paused, staring at
me.

“David, I’m serious. You’re being a little
bitch keeping that in. I am horrified that you did that. Take it
out.”

“Rock, I have put worse things that this in
my nose before.”

“Ya? Well you haven’t done any of that in
front of me yet and I can see the nose ring right in front of my
face, and that’s what I am concerned about at this moment. Take it
out.”

Through the next moment of silence, for a
quick moment David looked like a hurt child. And I did not want to
back down. I felt like my heart was taking on the role of a big
brother for the first time, and I was going to refuse to let him
talk his way out of it. There was only one solution that would
satisfy me. It was his health I was most concerned with. And as he
sat there a little frozen, I could see the wheels starting to turn
in his head.

“Listen David, I’ll make a deal with you. If
I buy you a new ring, will you take that one out and replace it and
throw it away?”

“You don’t have to do that, Rock!”

“No, I think I do David. And I want to.”

“Okay fine, just don’t get me anything under
an 8-gage.”

“Agreed. You know what; all this time I have
never asked when your birthday is.”

“May 5th, it’s easy to remember,
just remember Cinco de Mayo.”

“Alright, well let’s call the ring a birthday
gift then. If it doesn’t look like you guys are gonna be back here
before your birthday, I will mail it to you.”

“Deal.”

I was content with the agreement. However, I
was shocked at myself; the way I reacted to having something right
in front of me harmful to David. Sure, it was a common fact that he
was an on-again-off-again drug user, even the stories about his
girlfriend Heather and the craziness of his e-girlfriend didn’t
seem to bother me as much as that nose ring. It was seeing it right
in front of my face that set me off. I can’t help but think even
David picked up on it, how much it bothered me to see
something I didn’t like. Possibly, this may have been the reason
why David always seemed to try to keep me safe from that ugly side
of him.

We were watching the people walk past the
windows on Commonwealth Avenue; all the shapes, sizes, colors and
diversity that is Boston. He started to tell me about the small
town in Pennsylvania where he grew up, and how much he liked to
people watch. We spent a good half hour after we finished our
dinner watching and commenting on the passerby’s. There were quite
a few people who came into McDonald’s that were going to the show,
and it still baffled me how these people were fans of the band, but
look right over at me and David sitting there and not even flinch
that he was right there.

David had hardly drunk any of his chocolate
shake and while we were talking he was amusing himself by placing
his finger over the straw and lifting it out of the cup so the
straw filled with milkshake. He then proceeded to release his
finger so the shake dribbled all over the red trays that we had our
food on. He did this as he was talking and it started to become so
second nature that he didn’t realize how much he had siphoned into
the tray until there was a thin coating creeping towards him.

He laughed and said, “I think it’s time we
start heading back.”

As he started to stand up, the edge of the
tray caught on his chain wallet and lifted, knocking more than half
full cup of milkshake all over the table. As the cup struck the
surface on its side, the lid popped off and the chocolate shake
came out like a fountain, covering the entire McDonald’s table.

I freeze, almost in a panic, thinking, “How
the hell are we going to clean this up?”

I started to make towards the bin of napkins,
when David, with this huge smile on his face, chuckled and
screeched at me,

“Let’s get out of here Rock! Quick, before
they can catch us!”

David was belly laughing as we sprinted
toward the door, acting like he just robbed the place. With David’s
blonde hair flying out the door behind him, the table completely
repainted in chocolate milkshake, and everybody staring at me from
his outburst, I drop the napkins and run after him. Like two kids
running away from a big dog, I catch him a few yards from the door
outside and he was in hysterics. I realize the absurdity of what
just happened and I started uncontrollably laughing with him. He
still had chocolate all over his hands and was wiping them on his
black pants.

“Oh me-han,” He said as he wiped tears from
his eyes, “C’mon, we really gotta get inside.”

Once again, sitting through another God Lives
Underwater sound check, I thought about my fears in regards to the
band getting bigger than I could keep up with. Maybe it was because
of the surprise of the bus for the tour along with each show the
percentage of people attending for specifically God Lives
Underwater was growing in numbers, but I was terrified that they
would slip through my fingers soon.

I thought about how difficult it would be to
get on the guest list at a show like that and how difficult it
would be to find anytime to hang out with David. There would be no
more “Milkshake Incidents” if they got to that level, they would be
protected by staff and security of a bigger venue. As much as I
wanted God Lives Underwater to be the biggest band in the world, I
wanted their shows to stay at this 500 person capacity level
forever. I didn’t want new “friends” to start popping out of the
woodwork as they grew in popularity and I was already starting to
feel threatened with this inside my head.

I started to daydream about the band getting
so big that not even I could get near David at a show to hang out.
I had been a fan of Korn since 1994 and saw them live at Axis, a
small venue, on their first tour and now they were blowing up. I
was afraid God Lives Underwater was going to skyrocket like Korn
was at the time and I would lose this intimacy forever. This scared
me more than anything at this point.

The club was packed before they hit the stage
for their opening slot. On stage was the signature dual-keyboards
facing away from each other that David and Jeff used during the
set, taking turns playing the keys, almost looking like they were
battling for the melody. They were becoming tighter as a band with
every show. With their set not changing all that much, the real
difference at every show was that they were perfecting the songs
live.

The lights were flashing; the music coming
from the stage was thick and textured. Every note of the songs,
either on CD or live, was so familiar to me that I didn’t even need
to really pay attention to know what was happening. I looked around
at the crowd watching and I saw the intensity of everyone’s faces.
They may have been the opening band, but I was seeing how many
people were there for them. I was seeing how much David’s lyrics
meant to all these people, as more than half the club were singing
along with such conviction. It was like they were being saved from
the wars inside their heads.

I was very proud of the fans that knew all
the songs, not just the three radio hits. There are so many times
when the majority of the audience, (especially for an opening
band), only know the songs on the radio, but it seemed like people
were actually buying the albums and really listening to every song
on the two albums. David commented on this one day in an interview
in Boston on WBCN. When answering the question: “What is the
strangest thing you’ve seen on the road?” David commented, “Seeing
the crowd singing every word to every song”.

After the set was over, I made my way towards
the back stage door of the Paradise and David popped his head out
and said he would me meet outside by the bus. Spacehog were giving
them some problems and he didn’t want to hang out backstage. I was
not alone in leaving the club at that moment, it seemed like 60
percent of the crowd was filing outside as well, which was odd to
me since there was a “No Re-Entry” rule. I realized this meant
there were more people present to see God Lives Underwater than
there were for the headlining band, as the Paradise was empting
out.

David met me by the back of the bus and told
me they had to pack up and get going. They had four days off before
the next show in Virginia and they had the chance to stop home for
a few days and they didn’t want to miss out on that chance. He
invited me up into the bus, but told me I could only stay a few
minutes.

I had seen Maids Of Gravity again since the
first time I had met them, this time headlining at TT The Bear’s
Place on the prior December 3rd. At the show, I had the
opportunity hang out and play some pool with the singer, Ed Ruscha.
While we were shooting pool I mentioned that I had become friendly
with the guys in God Lives Underwater and he said to me how much he
would love to tour with them again. I told David this, thinking he
would be flattered, but instead he said out loud with a smirk on
his face,

“Did you guys hear that? Rocky says that
Maids Of Gravity wants to tour with us again.”

There were some snickers from the guys and
David chuckled. I have no idea, still to this day, what that was
all about but I decided to drop the topic and not bring them up
again. I could tell that they were tired an antsy to get home so I
gave him a him goodbye and told them to drive safe.

David told me some time later, when Spacehog
was brought up in a conversation, that God Lives Underwater was
kicked off the tour right after the Florida show (which was four
shows after the Massachusetts one) because at every show the clubs
would empty out after their set. Spacehog was upset they were
playing to almost non-existent crowds every night when they hit the
stage because the clubs were packed for the opening band. So I
suppose in their wisdom, the solution was not to flip the order of
the bands and go on first, which would give them an audience; they
chose to save face and throw God Lives Underwater off the tour
instead.

***************

Around the same time frame, I had been
chatting online for the last few months with a girl, named Annie,
who lived in the North West. It was completely a platonic
friendship where we shared the same music tastes and movie
opinions. Her parents were going through a divorce at the time and
we just had a lot of fun talking in private chat rooms. (Yes, this
was way back when AOL’s biggest attraction for teenagers were the
chat rooms.)

Annie kept mentioning how much she wanted to
come to the Boston area to hang out, and how much fun it would be
to stay with me for a weekend. Annie was a huge God Lives
Underwater fan and we began to discuss making plans for her to come
to Massachusetts for a weekend based around the next show, so she
could meet the guys and see them live. A few months went by,
Christine and I were just starting to work things out to get back
together officially, and God Lives Underwater announced their first
headlining tour.

The only time, so far, that I had seen them
headline, which was oddly enough the very first time I ever saw
them, wasn’t really a tour. It was a radio show with win-only
tickets. This was different because it was the label believing they
had a big enough of a draw to send them out as the headlining band
after being on tour as an opener for the past 15 months straight,
while only being on their second album.

This excited me in many ways: 1) it would
mean that they would finally play longer than 30 minutes at a show
and 2) there was less possibility of aggravation of trying to get
on the guest list, not to mention that a longer set meant maybe
hearing some songs from the two albums that weren’t played live
before. The tour dates were announced and they were coming to
Boston to play the Axis for the first time in their career on May
8, 1996. They had the opening band Farr from California with them
and the club booked Kilgore Smudge from Rhode Island as the “local
opening band”.

When I talked to Annie about this, we thought
this would be the perfect chance for her to fly here and visit. I
discussed it with my mother and stepfather, who I was still living
with, and they agreed to let Annie stay at the house. Annie bought
her plane ticket and she flew in the morning of the God Lives
Underwater show and then fly home two days later. I told her that
David’s birthday would be three days before the show and I needed
to buy him a new nose ring as a present.

When she landed, I picked her up at Logan
Airport in Boston and we went to Claire’s Boutique in the Liberty
Tree Mall in Danvers. The two of us looked through a bunch of body
jewelry and I picked out one that wasn’t too big but I thought he
would really like. I paid for it and we left for the show.

We arrived at Lansdowne Street in plenty of
time; the sun hadn’t even started to set yet. After I found a great
parking spot right outside the Axis, (which is next to the Avalon
if you remember), I looked around for anyone in the band. The big
silver tour bus was already parked on the street and I felt like I
was late. I was getting used to getting there before they
arrived.

Just like so many times before, it was Tim I
spotted first walking towards me on the sidewalk.

“Hey Tim, what’s going on? Where are the rest
of the guys?”

“Adam and Drew are eating somewhere and David
and Jeff are in the WBCN studios right now. At five o’clock they
are going live on the air for an interview and some acoustic
songs.”

“Really? Shit, I wish I had known that so I
could have taped it.”

It was almost 5 p.m. now and I started
thinking of who I could call to tape the broadcast. I called my
friend Matt and he said he could do it. Annie and I walked back to
my car and turned on the radio. If I couldn’t be in the studio to
actually witness it, I certainly wasn’t going to miss it being
broadcasted.

We didn’t have to wait long before we heard
the last song before 5 p.m., which was “Tahitian Moon” by Porno For
Pyros, when the DJ broke in and I heard David tuning his guitar in
the background.

“WBCN, ladies and gentlemen: God Lives
Underwater.”

With that statement, the opening picking of
“Stripped” sang through the speakers and there was David’s voice,
so naked and fragile, shaky and vulnerable. God, I was so proud of
him while I was sitting there listening to his voice so raw and
frail over his and Jeff’s acoustic strumming.

When the song was finished, there was
clapping in the studio of the few people that were present in the
room. Then came David’s voice speaking for the first time through
my speakers. I have always heard his voice singing through my
speakers, with a wall of atmosphere and texture backing him, but
this was David talking in my car like he was in the car with us. I
almost expected, “Hey me-han,” to come out of the speakers.

“That was the first time we played that, so…”
David said. “It was a little bit choppy.” The DJ seemed a little
more occupied with the feedback they were getting than listening to
David’s confession that wasn’t even asked for. David, for some
reason, felt the need to defend the performance before even being
asked about it.

The DJ went on to thank the band for doing an
acoustic radio broadcast, saying that it was “an extreme departure”
of their music, and the DJ inquired about the last show in
Portland, Maine.

“It was…fun.” Was David’s answer. The DJ then
asked if it was a place they had been before, or places like
Portland.

“Yup, a lot of places like Portland…” David
starts and the DJ interrupts him.

“You’re very small town people, like myself.
I think we have that in common.” The DJ stated.

“Yeah, yeah, we’re from a really small
town.”

“Exactly how small?” The WBCN DJ pries.

“Like 400 people.” David answered.

“How small is that? Is there a store?”

“There’s one store,” David answered, “there’s
a gas station, post office…”

“And that’s it.” Jeff broke in.

“Everyone in the town knows everyone.” David
finished.

“So there is a post office?” The DJ asks, “So
you’re town is so small that if one person left, it wouldn’t be a
town anymore.”

“Yeah, I would say.” David agreed.

“My town was so small that all eight grades
were in one room and there was only one teacher,” said the DJ.

You could hear Jeff laugh and the DJ defended
himself, “This is true, so beat that.”

“Well, all eight grades were…” David takes a
long pause and you can hear a female cackling in the background,
“in the same couple buildings for me.”

“Well we had to get bused, like, 20 miles to
get to our school.” Jeff started. “All the little towns made up one
school. They had to cover an area as big as Texas. So top
that.”

“And you’re near Three Mile Island?” The DJ
asked.

“Ya, you could see it from my house.” David
stated, laughing.

“Could you really? Cause I think everyone has
forgotten how intense that was.” The DJ continues. “Do you remember
it at all?”

“Ya, but we’re not anywhere near Three Mile
Island.” David replied. It sounded like David had just confused the
DJ and he said “Alright.”

“We’re near Limerick Power Plant.” David
finished, with another “Alright” from the DJ.

“Sort of the same thing, but, never melted
down.” David added in monotone humor.

I laughed out loud in my car at this
statement. I knew exactly how David’s morbid and dry humor worked
and wondered if the DJ knew he was being mocked at a little.

Realizing this conversation was over, or he
had just been had, the DJ changed the subject immediately.

“How much of a project is it to take your
songs, which are extremely electric and probably written
electrically…” The DJ asked and then paused.

“They’re written all differently. Some of
them are written like this, but since that was a cover song of
another electronic song, we tried to do it acoustically.” Jeff
answered.

“Although, I heard that Martin from Depeche
Mode writes all his songs on acoustic guitar,” David interrupts,
“so go figure, he probably heard it like this before.”

“Is this your first time on the road at any
great length?” The DJ asked sounding almost bored with the answer
to the last question.

“No, we’ve pretty much been on the road since
last February,” Jeff answered. “With not more than a month break in
between.”

“And when you first went on the road, what
were the surprises? The things you did not expect?” The DJ
questioned.

You hear Jeff chuckle and David start to
answer, “You know, I never expected to see the kids singing the
words, to like, all the songs on the album. Like cause, you know
most places most people only know, like one song. Two songs. That
was kind of a surprise.”

“That’s good.” The DJ says.

“That’s the good surprise, bad surprise? How
bad the bus could smell.” David said while pausing and
laughing.

“I have tickets to the gig tonight at Axis,
and I don’t usually do this, but what would be a good question for
someone to answer to win the tickets? Something not too insanely
difficult, but something that would ensure that it was a real fan
who won the tickets.”

There is a second of silence and the DJ
finishes with, “You can take your time, there is coffee over
there.” Then I heard this ear shrilling female cackle again in the
speakers.

This was the most forced and fake sounding
laugh I had ever heard. Who was this woman in the radio station
with them? Why was there someone in there, that obviously feels the
need to put on heirs if she is fake laughing, while I am sitting
here in my car listening when I could be in there with them. Who
gave her the right?

“They can tell us which record the next song
we’re gonna play is from.” David said, almost ignoring the female
cackling in the background.

“Excellent!” The DJ proclaimed in his best
Wayne’s World voice.

“Might be too tough.” Jeff breaks in.

And here comes the fast strumming of the song
“Weight” and David starts right in with his very shaky voice.

“Everybody wants me to be happy, but don’t
they know what it takes to make me…” David sings going into the
chorus and I think I can feel my heart break.

I am starting to slowly breathe and feel
heaviness in the air. I could hear his voice, so alive with emotion
and so much raw emotion at that with levels of walls underneath
that thin voice. What a paradox, to have this naked thin voice,
singing these intricate and textured lyrics. His voice cracking
slightly doesn’t make him sound like a bad singer, it makes him
sound like a human amongst a band created around machines.

The song stopped and the DJ asked David and
Jeff if they grew up together.

“Like way way back?” The DJ asks.

“Pretty far back.” Jeff adds.

“This is what you do, and correct me if I’m
wrong, this is what you do all the time, so motivation must be
easier. People not breathing down your neck, ‘write the next hit,’
but in those early days when it was sort of an impossible dream,
what was the motivation? How did you find the thing necessary to
put it all together?”

“We just wanted music to listen to that was
cool, pretty much.” David answered with a little reserve. “Like,
uh, I don’t know, we were out in the middle of nowhere and there
was no scene and we had a little computer knowledge and some
limited equipment. So, we just wanted to make good sounding music
that we could listen to.”

“And everything you did that day that was
enough,” the DJ related, “Hey, that’s cool, look at that and then
you’d go on with the rest of the day. So it wasn’t like ‘we’re
gonna be rock stars, damnit.’”

I could hear David and Jeff agreeing in the
background, especially when the DJ starts on the Rock Star
stuff.

“We really didn’t think anyone would ever dig
our stuff cause, you know, a lot of people were like ‘You guys
would be really cool if you didn’t have those stupid keyboards’ and
then other kids were like ‘Your songs would be really cool if you
didn’t have those rock star guitars’ you know, and then, uh, ‘You
guys would be really cool if your singer could sing or you guys
were good looking.”

This leads to laughter from the DJ and the
Cackle Woman in the background again. No one else laughs, not even
me in my car. I started to hear the insecurity come through so
thick through the speakers that I could cut it with a knife. I
could see how uncomfortable David was, even in his own skin, even
in his own voice. I didn’t find this comment funny at all; in fact
I found it very hurtful, AND I wanted that stupid lady to stop
nervously laughing in the background.

“So you guys go from the day to day thing of
‘That’s cool, that was enough,’” The DJ said after he stopped
laughing, “to somebody discovering it and saying ‘Well, we can make
a lot of money of this stuff, let’s give these guys a break.’ What
were the chain of events that led to that?”

“We just made, one of those songs, like,
leaked out through a network of people to labels and, like, five
labels called us and we didn’t even have a band name then, so then
we thought maybe we should pursue it a little bit more, so we did.”
Jeff answered.

“So if you have the song, a good song these
days, you can get out there?” The DJ replied with a question.

“Believe it or not you don’t have to have a
fancy cover or fancy gimmick or anything, you know.” Jeff
answered.

“No, you just need to be good at making
tunes, ya know.” David adds quietly.

“It used to be that everybody had to go into
terrible debt to get studio time, but in these days of the digital
audio tape and things, it’s really decentralized and everybody has
a different chance.” The DJ said.

“Well see, if you’re kinda smart,” David
answered, “or not even that smart, and you have somewhat a little
knowledge of recording gear and stuff, you can make a record at
home for nothing, ya know? And that’s why our record label likes us
so much.”

The DJ and David laugh and Jeff adds, “We
haven’t been into a studio yet.”

There’s a moment of silence and the DJ
exclaims, “Wow!”

“Nope, everything in the bedroom. Very
efficient.”

The DJ started to say, while laughing, “You
put your guitar down, does that mean we don’t have any more songs
today? That can be okay if you don’t wanna but if you could…”

David interrupts with “We could do one more
song”

“We’d love it, ya!” The DJ said, “Please
do.”

And there was that damn Cackle Woman again.
What was so funny?

“One more and then we’ll let you go get some
lunch.”

“Alright.”

“Sounds good to me.” David says.

Without a count off, “Lonely Again” starts.
It sounded really full the way they put one guitar in one speaker
and the second guitar in the other. David’s voice was still
cracking, but he sounded like he had more self-confidence in the
environment.

The song ended and the DJ said,

“Ya! Thank you, it’s so excellent now cause I
have a picture of you guys in my head when I hear the song, and now
I will have an entirely different feeling when I hear the song and
I hope that’s the same for everybody else out there who heard…”

“On the record,” David interrupted, “I play
all the right notes on the guitar.”

“Still sounded pretty cool.” The DJ said.

“I couldn’t really see what I was doing with
this weird mic situation thing.”

“Because you’re left handed!” The DJ broke
in.

“Because I’m weird, ya know.”

“A couple mics and you’re left handed and
that really does [undecipherable word] the normal situation.”

“I gotta play upside down; play the guitar
the wrong way, so I gotta be looking at it the whole time I’m
singing. If I wanna sing good I can’t look down so it’s kinda a
toss up with what you get; good guitar, or good voice.”

“And as I watch you guys I realize, with you
guys, simple is best, you don’t need to be any freaking guitar
freak, you just have to sort of have a thing in your head, work it
out on the cuff or guitar, very simple.”

“Ya, we’re really not guitar freaks at all.”
David said with a chuckle. “In fact we’re really not good at
playing any instruments. We actually just learned how to play a few
chords and then started song writing, that was like, the most
important thing to us.”

“Which someone who really wants to do it can
do it.” The DJ added. “And that’s what’s cool. Thank you very much
for coming by. Tonight God Lives Underwater in an entirely
different situation plugged in, mega-juice. Very, very electric,
I’ll see ya there tonight.”

The broadcast ended with David’s voice being
cut off as he said, “Thanks for having us…”

So there we were sitting in my car and the
broadcast was over. I almost didn’t know what to do with myself. I
knew there would be a bit of a time before the guys got back to the
venue from the station. David didn’t even know I was there yet. I
looked at Annie and told her that we should just wait here for the
guys to come back, if she didn’t mind. She said she didn’t mind at
all, she was just excited that she might have the chance to meet
the band.

After time felt like it was going to drag
forever, David and the rest of the band showed up at Axis. Annie
and I got out of my car and greeted them in the street as they
exited the car they had returned from the station in. I introduced
David to Annie and he told me that they were going to go inside to
eat the pizza that the club was supplying.

“You guys are more than welcome to come in
and eat.” David said to us.

I started walking with him towards the
backdoor of the club as natural as if I was going into my own room.
David’s chain wallet swung down by his side, his blonde hair and
lanky frame were as I remembered as he showed the bouncer his pass
and told him that we were with him.

“We’re gonna try to work on doing ’Stripped’
tonight at the show for the first time. The problem is that Adam
doesn’t know it, so we are going to use sound check to teach him.”
David informed us as we walked into the poorly lit room.

Axis is a smaller room, the bar is over to
the right and there is a separate room with TVs playing on the
left. There was a woman standing at the back of the room. She was
looking inconspicuous, but at the same time she had a level of
command presence about her. She had short red spiky hair and
carried with her a thin folder, making her look more important than
she probably was. I immediately did not like her, but I couldn’t
have told you why.

Annie and I stood in front of the bar as the
bartender was setting up the stock of booze for the night. I was
standing off to the side trying to be as inconspicuous as possible
due to the fact that I was starting to hope that David didn’t think
I was taking advantage of his hospitality by always showing up with
a new person at their shows and expecting him to get us in. We also
stood a little bit a ways from the spikey haired lady that made me
feel a little uncomfortable.

God Lives Underwater took to the stage with
only Annie, myself, the bartender, and the Spikey Haired Lady
inside Axis. The soundman, stationed at the back behind a pole,
said out loud,

“Whenever you guys are ready.”

David stepped up to the microphone; the room
was quiet and empty. It’s funny, or maybe even a little sad, how
you can see a person in the environment that you are supposed to
see them in and yet notice how awkward and out of place that
environment really is to them.

Into the microphone David said,

“If you don’t mind, we are going to work on a
song during sound check.”

“Doesn’t matter to me what you do, as long as
you guys are playing so I can get my levels.”

Spikey Red Hair Woman started to laugh at
this remark. It was more like a cackle. But more importantly it was
the same skin-grating cackle that was heard during the interview.
Now I could start to put a face to the voice that I had despised
during the interview and broadcast. I directed my attention back to
the four guys on stage.

David and Jeff knew the song already like the
back of their hands and I could see how much it meant to David to
play it live. David took control of the situation, and it was one
of the only times that I witnessed the “Take Charge Of The
Situation” David shine through. Both David and Jeff stopped the
song when Adam didn’t get a part perfectly to explain and go over
the part again.

Annie and I heard God Lives Underwater try to
practice the first minute of “Stripped” about 10 times when Spikey
Red Hair Woman spoke up in a very management tone,

“If you don’t think you can pull it together
before the show, I don’t think you should do it tonight.”

I looked over at David to see how he would
handle this remark. Up to this point this exchange was very foreign
to me. I had never seen David and anyone else have to make such an
internal decision with the band in front of me. He stood there
wanting so bad to make it work and I could see how badly he didn’t
want to argue either. David just wanted there to be faith in them
that it would work itself out.

“Give us a few more minutes.” David said.

“Alright.” Spikey Red Hair Woman said,
throwing up her hands slightly.

“If we don’t think we can get this tonight we
can always pass and work on it later.”

The room suddenly felt a lot emptier than it
did a few minutes ago, and the space between the band and Spikey
Red Hair Woman seemed to grow even more.

David and Jeff turned their backs to the
soundman and faced Adam behind the drums. I watched God Lives
Underwater actually play “Stripped” all the way through for the
first time as a band. It seemed when they were challenged, and
someone stepped inside the territory of creativity, David pushed
twice as hard and made it happen.

“You guys wanna play one more song all the
way through?” The soundman asked.

“Sure.” David replied.

They played “All Wrong” and finished the
sound check. David jumped off stage, with his feet creating a loud
THUMP echo through the empty club and he walked over to the bar
where Annie and I were standing.

“So what did you think?” He asked me.

“’Stripped’ is going to sound awesome
tonight.” I replied.

“Ya, I’m just afraid playing it live, ya know
since what you just saw was the only experience Adam and Drew have
with the song.”

“I think it should be fine,” I said
optimistically. “I have something for you, since it was just your
birthday.”

“Oh Rock, you didn’t have to do
anything.”

“I know, but the whole nose ring thing really
pissed me off. So here.”

I said this as I dug into my pocket, felt for
the small plastic envelope that the new nose ring was in, and
pulled it out. I handed David the present and said,

“Now I want you to put that in and please
don’t ever put anything in your nose, when you don’t know where it
comes from, okay? Even if you lose this one, let me know and I’ll
replace it. I’d rather keep buying them for you and know that you
aren’t being an asshole and picking shit off the ground.”

“Thanks me-han.”

And David looked both very touched that I had
actually bought him a new nose ring because I cared that much about
the dirty one, and at the same time a little embarrassed.

Looking the ring over he said,

“You even got the right size!”

“Of course,” I answered, “happy
birthday.”

“Thanks again.”

Annie spoke up and asked David what size it
was.

“It’s an O-gage. It’s the only size that
feels okay in my nose. See, all the cartilage in my nose has
started to rot away from all the cocaine.”

He said this to Annie as he lifted his head
and pushed the tip of his nose up so she could see inside his
nose.

“I’m starting to think that’s what gives me
my singing voice. But watch this.” David said as he unclipped a
Master Lock padlock from his chain wallet and opened it up.

“David, you’re not…” I said knowing exactly
what he was going to show Annie.

Without saying anything, he slipped the
padlock through his nose and actually locked it and put his hands
down by his side. I had to lower my head in disgust. This wasn’t
disgust that he could do this. This was disgust that I had just
bought him a birthday gift of a new clean nose ring so he wouldn’t
put anything in his nose that wasn’t sanitary and I am now looking
at him with a padlock swinging from his nose to show Annie how
large the hole had gotten.

I shook my head and put my hand to my
forehead. I felt every second that padlock was in his nose as my
blood was started to boil. Why did I start to feel like an older
brother telling him to stop it? And how could I yell at him and
tell him to stop it?

The odd part of this was I had an easier time
accepting that drugs caused the hole than I did watching this
padlock that was used to secure garages swinging from his nose.

“Okay David, please take it out.” I just
couldn’t take looking at it anymore.

He removed the padlock, clipped back on his
belt, and put in the new one I bought him. I felt like I was
babysitting.

“So did you hear about the contest that radio
station we just did the interview with had for us?” David asked
me.

“WBCN? No, what? I heard the trivia question
to get tickets for the show.”

“No, not that.” David started to chuckle.
“They had a ‘Win Dinner With God Lives Underwater’ contest this
week. Someone could win dinner with a friend and the four of us at
a restaurant.”

We started walking out of the back door of
the club into the sunset outside Lansdowne Street.

“Wait, what?” I asked in disbelief. “I don’t
listen to the radio that much so I missed this.”

“Ya, how absurd is this? Some girl won to
have dinner with us. I have to be there in 15 minutes. I guess its
right around the corner and she’s there now with her friend and the
radio station.”

“Do I get to have dinner with God Lives
Underwater?” I asked laughing.

“This really isn’t funny; this is one of the
most ridiculous things I have ever been a part of. It wasn’t even
us who did this, the radio station who is promoting the show
tonight set it up themselves. What the hell are we going to do? It
will be the six of us all eating, and the most I’m going to say to
her is ‘Please pass the salt’.”

“Oh man, can we come to at least keep you
sane?”

“Rocky, believe me, if I could I would ditch
this and we would go grab a pizza and a beer somewhere
together.”

The three of us started walking up Lansdowne
Street and I started shaking my head. All these images of David
went through my head. How introverted and shy he is around people
he doesn’t know, being forced to sit and eat with these two girls
he didn’t know before a show. Maybe I was glad I wasn’t
invited.

“Why don’t you guys just hang out here and I
promise I will make this as fast as possible. I’m going to eat,
smile for a few pictures, and come back and then we will have a
little time to hang out before doors.”

“Alright man, good luck.” I said to him, and
I really meant it knowing David’s personality and intimidation with
people he doesn’t know.

“Thanks me-han, this is so ridiculous.”

Annie and I watched David walk up the rest of
the street by himself towards a dinner that he was dreading to sit
through. It wasn’t that it was a bad contest, who wouldn’t want to
win a sit down dinner with their favorite band? It was just a bad
contest for David. I felt so helpless watching him walking towards
something he was dreading all alone. I knew how much of him wanted
the dinner to be over. I also knew it wasn’t David not wanting to
meet a fan and make their night special, it was that he was forced
into the situation. I was starting to understand and sympathize
that David was only comfortable in situations he created when it
came to people he didn’t know, especially fans of the band that
were starting to treat him like their “hero”.

Annie and I waited around the club for about
an hour and a half. We made friends with the bouncers, and talked
with some of the members of the opening bands to kill time. It was
a very warm May day in Boston so we didn’t mind waiting.

The entire time David was gone, I was
distracted with the thought of him being at a booth with two fans
of the band. Knowing David’s personality I felt worse for him than
I did for the fan that might possibly be disappointed with her
meeting with the band. I hope she wasn’t expecting stripper poles
because it had been 10 months and I was still waiting for them
also.

Eventually, at some point before the two-hour
mark we looked up and saw David walking down Lansdowne Street
towards us. I think I was more relieved that he was done with this
dinner than I was to know the waiting had ended.

He walked right up to us and said,

“Do you guys mind coming back to the hotel
room we rented so I can take a shower? I really need a shower
before we play tonight.”

“Where’s the hotel?” I asked.

“Around the corner on Boylston Street I
think. If we take your car I can show you.”

“Okay, my car is across the street.”

The three of us walked back to my Ford Tempo,
the Midnight Cowboy, and David got into the back seat and Annie sat
up front. He insisted that she rode shotgun. Pulling out of the
spot he directed me where the hotel was. I immediately shut off the
radio; I had a God Lives Underwater CD in my player and thought
that might be just a little too weird.

After a few moments we pulled into the
parking lot and got out of the car. Walking past the front desk, we
got into the elevator.

“Our manager rented this room so we could all
take turns and shower. We aren’t going to stay here but it’s nice
to have a place where you can shower.”

We followed him to the room and went in after
he swiped the key card. The bathroom was immediately to the left
when you walked in and the small hallway gave way to a typical
hotel room with a queen size bed.

Annie sat on the bed and David started to
undress to his boxer shorts. After he had taken off all his clothes
except for his boxer shorts, while talking to us about random stuff
like this was the most natural thing in the world, he walked into
the bathroom and turned the hot water on.

I was standing in front of the open bathroom
door as he was talking to us checking the water temperature dressed
only in his boxers. I stepped forward so I was out of view of him.
David had no reaction to me being there seeing him getting into the
shower. I heard the shower curtain pulled closed and he was still
talking.

We were talking about how he felt Stabbing
Westward ripped him off with their song “What Do I Have To Do”.
After yelling back and forth through the shower about this, I
decided it was easier to just go into the bathroom while he
showered and have the conversation. If David wasn’t uncomfortable
with it, neither was I.

So I walked into the bathroom and sat on the
toilet while he was showering and he said,

“Listen to our song ‘Weaken’ and then listen
to their song. It’s the same note progression into the chorus.”

Ever since he told me that, and I have
listened to it, I can’t help but hear, “Weaken” in the
background.

The bathroom was getting foggy from the
steam, and I thought of Annie sitting on the queen size bed in the
other room while I was sitting on the toilet talking with David as
he showered.

The water shut off and he said to me,

“Hey Rock, could you grab me a towel?”

I stood up and grabbed one of those white
generic hotel towels and handed it to him through the shower
curtain. He dried himself off and stepped out from the tub with the
towel wrapped around his waist. I excused myself from the bathroom
so he could put clothes on.

I went out and sat with Annie on the bed and
after a few minutes David came out with his hair all wet, tucked
behind his ear, and new clothes on.

“Well, that’s it, are you guys ready?”

The three of us took the elevator down to the
lobby and walked out of the hotel. Getting into my car, David sat
in the passenger seat this time and Annie took the back seat. I
drove us back to Lansdowne Street with a clean fresh smelling David
Fitzgerald Reilly in my car wearing a new nose ring.

David began to chuckle in the passenger
seat.

“What?” I asked.

“I haven’t told you yet why we can never ever
play the song ‘Tortoise’ live ever again.”

“No, you haven’t and what?!” I was half
curious on why that would be and half pissed that if David was
serious, we just lost a song forever.

“Well, you know all the synth lines on that
song were from a keyboard that we built ourselves. We built it out
of parts and it is one of a kind. You can’t buy that keyboard, or
even fix it if it ever got broken.”

“I didn’t know that.” I replied.

“Ya, well after a show just recently, we were
loading the equipment and the Tortoise Keyboard was dropped and
shattered into a million pieces onto the ground.”

“Are you serious?”

“Ya, so unless we play that song acoustic,
which will never happen, that song has been put to rest forever. I
can never rebuild that keyboard.”

Paying attention to the street lights, and
the rules of the road, I let out an, “Oh man” realizing exactly
what he was saying.

The funny thing was that “Tortoise” was
probably my least favorite God Lives Underwater song off both
albums next to “Try.” As much as it was awful that song was sent to
the God Lives Underwater graveyard prematurely, it wasn’t like he
just told me the keyboard that was used in “Weaken” had been
destroyed. Still, a typical David story though.

We got back to Axis and David said that we
should go inside for the show. He wanted to get some rest on the
bus before they had to go on and the first band was already on
stage. Annie and I went into the Axis and saw some of Kilgore
Smudge’s set and all of Farr’s set.

The lights went down and God Lives Underwater
came out on stage with no frills, no stage gimmick, everyone in the
same clothes they were wearing during sound check, no funky
backdrop and no over the top light show. It was just four guys on
stage with their instruments rocking as hard as they could.

They played for over an hour, covering almost
every single song from both albums. I know for a fact that they did
not play: “Drag Me Down,” “We Were Wrong,” “Tortoise,” “Scared,”
“Stripped,” and “Weaken” during the main part of the set. Knowing
“Drag Me Down” and “Tortoise” were not going to be played live
ever, it was a guessing game which of the remaining songs was going
to make up the encore.

The band returned to the stage for the encore
with David’s new nose ring hanging over his top lip, (I swore I’d
kill him if I ever found out he did something like that again). I
knew that they were going to do “Stripped” and this was do or die
time for the band with this song. It was much different when it was
just Annie, myself, and Crazy Red Spikey Haired Woman in the club.
This was the show, and I know how David felt about The Show.
“Stripped” was exactly what the encore started with, you almost
didn’t know what song they were doing until David voice came over
the speakers, “Come with me, into the trees…” and I couldn’t
help but smile and watch them pull it off perfectly.

I had been a witness to the struggle of them
trying to get it correct live. Now, I was able to stand there with
a proud smile on my face as I watched them play the song flawlessly
in front of about 600 people. No one in that audience knew how
close they had come to not getting that song live that night, but
Annie and I knew.

From “Stripped,” they closed the show with
“Weaken” and the show ended with Adam and Drew walking off stage
and leaving Jeff and David on stage with two keyboards. David and
Jeff almost had this “battling keyboard” thing going. It eventually
had so many overdubs and loops that it became noise with all the
lights on strobe. David and Jeff walked off stage and left the
synths to loop infinity what they had just played and I could see
the soundman actually be confused to whether or not the show was
over, and if he could turn the volume down on the keyboards.

The entire band was gone, they were already
in the bus, the stage was empty, but the lights were flashing and
the club was filled with static and noise with a beat and still no
one knew whether it was over or not. Eventually, the house lights
came up, but the soundman still didn’t know whether he should kill
the sound or not. People started filing out and some people even
stayed, expecting them to come back out I suppose. I found this
extremely amusing.

The soundman took a gamble that it was the
end of the show and killed the noise that was coming off stage.
Annie and I headed for the door with the rest of the crowd. On the
way out I grabbed a poster for Empty that was on the wall. I
realized Drew was the only one left that I didn’t have sign
anything and I was determined to have all four members’ signatures
on something.

We got outside and went straight to the bus
and knocked on the door. Fans hoping to catch a glimpse of the band
or to have a few words with any of them already surrounded the bus.
The door to the bus opened and Annie and I walked inside, leaving
everyone outside wondering who the hell we were and when they were
coming out.

Inside the bus David was sitting on the bench
opposite the dinner table and I sat down next to him. I told him
how confused everyone was with the ending of the show. He laughed
and told me that was the point.

I grabbed Drew as he walked by and asked him
to sign the poster flat for Empty. Drew looked at me and said,
“Brian, we are friends, that’s kind of weird signing something for
you.” I told him to just do it.

So he took a pen and completely defaced the
poster with his name. He wrote DREW in huge letters and made all
these lines underneath to destroy the artwork on the poster. I
actually thought it was pretty funny.

After spending quite a bit of time on the bus
eating pizza and drinking soda, David turned to me and said,

“You know that you spend too much time with
your songs when you can mimic the opening synth line of your songs
with your mouth.”

“Okay, go ahead.” I challenged him.

Out of his mouth was a perfect replica of the
opening synth line to “Don’t Know How To Be”. I couldn’t believe
that was coming out of his mouth. If you closed your eyes you would
have thought you were listening to the CD. He sat there, half
smiling, doing the opening notes of the song with his voice. I was
dumbfounded.

I don’t know where they had to go next on the
tour, but their bus driver made a very loud and obnoxious
announcement that they were leaving and anyone not in the band
needed to leave the bus. I looked around and saw that was just
Annie and I. No one had come onto the bus all night but us.

David stood up and gave me a hug, shook
Annie’s hand and told her it was nice to meet her. She thanked him
for everything and David walked us off the bus.

“Hey Rocky, I’ll see ya soon okay?”

“Ya, take care.”

“And thanks for the nose ring.”

“Of course, just don’t piss me off
again!”

David laughed and Annie and I walked away
from the bus as the door closed and another God Lives Underwater
night had come to an end.

***************

A lot of stuff happened to me between that
last show and the next time that I would see David and the rest of
the band again. Christine and I had gotten back together in June;
she had also signed up for City Year in Columbus, Ohio and would be
leaving in August for eight months. My band Yellow #1 was in the
studio finishing up our debut, (and only), album Bottle Of Rain.
Every year, one of the Boston rock stations, WAAF, had an outside
festival called Localbazooka. This festival is made up of local
bands from all over New England playing on three different stages
and they always book one major national band to headline and close
the day out to help with the ticket sales and draw. In more recent
years, this festival has become less local bands and more national
bands and renamed Locobazooka, but during this time, it was still
an all day local festival with one major band to close it out. The
gates would open at 9 a.m. and the first band would be on around
9:15 a.m. and the headlining band would go on around 5:15 p.m. so
they could be off by 6 p.m.

They had asked God Lives Underwater if they
would be the headlining band that year. What came with being the
national act for the show for that year was, of course, the radio
station really promoting the headlining band to get more of a draw.
For six weeks before the show, at almost every commercial break in
their programming there would be an advertisement for Localbazooka
with a sound clip from a God Lives Underwater song underneath it.
WAAF also started playing “No More Love,” “All Wrong,” and “Don’t
Know How To Be” in almost sickening rotation. There were full-page
ads taken out in local music magazines advertising the show. It
started to become a bombardment of God Lives Underwater and the
festival. In addition, this particular year, the radio station
along with Strawberries Records was going to set up a
meet-and-greet signing session with the band.

With Christine already a month gone in Ohio
for City Year and Dogboy and Dann both away at college, I was
without someone to go with to a God Lives Underwater show again. My
stepsister, Lauren, who was 13 years old and who I had gotten into
the band by just hearing them constantly from being around me,
really wanted to go and see them live. With it being an outside,
all day, all ages festival, Lauren’s mother told her that she would
allow her to go with me if I could promise that Lauren would be
home before 8 p.m. There was no way that I could promise what time
I was going to be home from this show, especially with it getting
out so early. Plans with David were always so unpredictable after
shows that I couldn’t afford to keep a time promise. So Lauren
would have to wait for a different show when she got a little
older. I was flying solo.

I woke up the morning of September 22, 1996
around 7 a.m. for the show and was out the door and on my way to
Worcester, Massachusetts, (which was about 60 miles from where I
lived in Lynn). I arrived at Green Hill Park, (the large field that
WAAF had rented out for the day) and already there were security
guards directing people where to park. I was really hoping that I
would be there before the guys were. It would be much easier for me
to sit and wait for them to show up than have to try and convince
one of these security guards that I really did know the band and
talk one of them into making contact with the band if there were
already there. At a show this big, that would almost be
impossible.

The parking lot for the show was in this dirt
lot and there was a paved road that you had to walk down to get to
the front gates of the show. There were no vehicles allowed on the
road except bands bringing in their equipment for load in and
emergency vehicles. The road was about three-fourths of a mile long
and had a ceiling of overhanging tree branches and leaves, which
made for a nice shady walk.

There were two security guards positioned at
the entrance of the road from the parking lot to make sure no
unauthorized vehicles tried to get onto the road. You did not need
a ticket or a pass to the show until you reached the actual gate of
the field at the end of this road.

As I walked up this road, heading towards the
gate with me was every walk of life, from metal dudes, skin heads,
burnouts, slutty girls, jocks, families, children, rivet-heads,
punk kids…pretty much anything and anyone you could imagine. I
reached the front gate and found someone that looked somewhat
official. With this being such a highly advertised show, I needed a
stronger angle than what I really had.

“Excuse me,” I asked her, “I’m with God Lives
Underwater and we came together in two vehicles following each
other and I think I may have beaten the rest of them here. Do you
know if the van has arrived yet with the gear?”

“Let me check, hold on a second.”

She took her walkie-talkie and asked someone
if God Lives Underwater had checked in yet. The person on the other
end, who was obviously inside the field, confirmed that the band
had definitely not shown up yet.

I thanked her and started walking back down
the road, like salmon swimming upstream amongst all the people. The
sun was climbing higher and I could feel the warmth of it on my
arms and legs. I decided to leave for a few minutes and walk down
the street towards a small convenient store to buy some soda to
tide me over and use the payphone there to call Christine (yes,
this was before everyone had cell phones). This would probably be
my one and only time to talk to her today and I wanted her to know
that I was there safely and also that the band Tree, who was her
absolute favorite local band, was also playing the show on the main
stage. After buying a soda, dropping some quarters into the
payphone and talking to Christine, I started back towards the
parking lot.

I walked through the parking lot, which was
rapidly filling up with cars and fans, then made my way towards the
gate that led to the road. I sat down on the curb and started
talking to one of the older security guards. I told him how I beat
the rest of the band here and they had the van and I was just going
to hang out here until they showed up. He seemed very sympathetic
and accommodating if I needed anything.

I people watched for about an hour and
decided to take a walk down the road to the main gate again just to
kill time. There was no way I’d miss them, all the bands have to
drive down the road anyway. Walking up and down the road swinging
my soda at my side, the time on my watch went from 10 a.m. to 11
a.m. to noon very slowly. I was starting to think maybe they
weren’t coming and cancelled and I would never know by sitting out
here just watching the crowd come in and out of the show.

My soda was almost gone, the sun was getting
hotter by the minute even under the protective covering of the
trees, there was an almost constant low end thumping from the bass
of whatever band was on stage, and the worse part was I didn’t know
how much longer I would be waiting. In the conversations I had with
David about this show, we never discussed what time they were
planning on arriving themselves.

It was just shy of 1 p.m. (I had been there
for about five hours at this time) and I was sitting on the curb
next to the older security guard and I saw an all too familiar van
pull slowly around the corner into the parking lot. The driver’s
side window went down and one of the security guards pointed to the
access road.

“Is this them?”

“I believe so.” I replied.

The van started making its way towards me and
I stood up. The security guard that I had been talking with all
morning walked up to the van and the window rolled down again. I
still could not make out who was driving or how many people were in
the van. The driver and the security guard had a few words, he
leaned his body away from the van and pointed towards me and then
continues talking. He waved me over to the van and I ran over to
the driver’s side.

It was Jeff driving and he said to me,

“Get in.”

I heard the sliding door of the van open on
the other side and I ran around the front and stepped inside. There
was Adam, his girlfriend and Drew in the back row, David was
sitting by himself, and Tim was riding shotgun up front with Jeff.
David was wearing his sunglasses and I took the empty seat next to
him. He just nodded at me and he seemed very lethargic.

“What’s up?” I was so excited to not be
sitting on that curb and actually with the band finally that I
didn’t even know what to say.

“Hey me-han.” David replied.

“Man, I didn’t know what time you guys were
going to be here so I got here before ten this morning.”

“We had a show last night in New York City,”
David said, “And we got a little lost on the way here this
morning.”

Something just didn’t seem right, and I
couldn’t put my finger on it. David seemed almost like he was
trying to hide something in his poker face. I also realized that
this was the earliest that I had ever been with David in the day
but he seemed to be more like a statue sitting in the van. We
started slowly driving up the road towards the front gate, inching
our way out so we didn’t hit any of the pedestrians. The windows
were tinted and as people stepped aside for us, almost every one of
them glanced in to see if they could make out who was inside. The
air conditioning was on and it was very quiet inside the van.

Adam introduced me to his girlfriend,
Melissa, who had come with them from Philadelphia to New York City
and this show for the weekend. After the introduction, I looked
back at David and asked,

“Hey, are you okay?”

“Ya me-han, I’m just really really tired,
didn’t get much sleep from the show last night. I’m exhausted and a
little out of it.”

I studied his face for a few seconds as he
looked away from me and out the window next to him. The realization
of what was really going on came down on me like a ton a bricks.
There was a line that could be crossed between us and then there
was a line that David didn’t want to cross with me. It was okay if
I got mad at him for putting a dirty nose ring in his nose, but it
wasn’t okay if I was disappointed in him.

I knew that David was tired, but I had seen
David tired almost every time we hung out. The difference now was
that David was high. From the first night I met him I knew what he
did and what he used, but it had always existed in dialogue format
only. I’m almost positive that everyone in that van knew he was
high, but for some reason he used “tired” as an excuse to me. It
made me feel even more ashamed of the situation.

We sat in silence as the van pulled up
towards the front gate and Jeff rolled down the window to speak
with the woman that came over to us.

“We’re God Lives Underwater, do you know
where we go or if we get passes?”

She looked at her clipboard and said,

“Okay, here you are, you guys are down for
six passes. Is everyone here with you?”

David leaned forward over Jeff’s shoulder and
said,

“There are actually seven of us.”

The original number didn’t include me.

“Your management only forwarded us six names
and that’s all we have for passes.” She said to David.

“Well, there are seven of us now, so please
get us another pass. Thank you.”

David sat back down in the seat. My heart was
racing because I didn’t know if this was actually going to happen
or not and also because I had never seen David that forceful with
anyone.

“Thanks man.” I said to him, in almost a
whisper.

The van idled in its spot while she left and
came back with a handful of bright yellow Band Passes with a robot
on it and a green string to keep it around your neck.

“These are Band Passes.” She said, “They get
you full access anywhere on the field and access to all the food in
all the tents. Please keep these visible around your neck at all
times while walking around.”

She stepped aside and the gate lifted up for
us to drive through. Jeff gave out the passes to all of us. We
drove onto the grass and followed behind the stage where all the
band’s vehicles where. Finding a spot to put the van, Jeff shut off
the engine and we all got out. David tied his pass to the belt loop
of his shorts so the pass hung down to his knees. He was the first
person I knew that wore long johns under his shorts instead of
pants.

Behind the stage were band members running
around, practicing on drum kits, and eating. There were two long
tables under a tent that was filled with food and drinks, all
buffet style.

“Anyone hungry?” Jeff said starting toward
the food.

David and I walked to the tables, got in
line, and piled food on our plates. There were tables set up for
eating all over the area. We found a table and sat down.

“So how’s the band going?” David asked
me.

“Good, I have been in the studio twice a week
or so, laying down tracks for the album.”

“I’m in the process of trying to put out a
Depeche Mode Tribute album,” David said in between mouthfuls, “I
have a few bands interesting in recording tracks for it, so I’m
focusing on that right now since touring for Empty is coming to an
end finally.”

“Really? That’s awesome; Depeche Mode is one
of my favorite bands.”

“And no one has done a good tribute album
yet.” He said.

“True.”

“So, if I can get a label to back it, I would
like to release it sometime around the next God Lives Underwater
album. I need to get a good batch of songs and also try to sign on
some bigger names too so it will sell.”

“I would love to do something like that.” I
said stuffing potato salad into my mouth.

“Well, what song would you do if you
could?”

“Probably ‘Waiting For The Night,’ that’s a
song that I think Yellow #1 could pull off the best in our
style.”

“Well, I can’t make any promises but if you
can get me an unmastered copy of the song, I can see if there would
be room for it.” He said.

“Wow, that would be amazing! Thanks!”

“And oh,” He said, pausing to swallow what
was in his mouth, “Did you hear the rumor about me dying?”

“I actually heard something about it but I
didn’t pay any attention to it since I had gotten an e-mail from
you after the supposed death. I also forget to ask you about
it.”

What was also interesting was that I heard
this rumor that “David from God Lives Underwater died” within the
same two weeks that I heard that Mike Patton from Faith No More and
Trent Reznor from Nine Inch Nails also died, so the rumors were all
taken with a grain of salt.

“Ya, some asshole sound guy in Providence,
Rhode Island started the rumor online. We played there and I guess
we pissed him off so he got back at me with posting that I had
overdosed and died. I tracked down that it was him that started
it.”

“Can you do anything about that?” I
asked.

“I’m sure gonna try the next time we play
Providence.” He said with a slight chuckle. “I don’t know what that
guy’s deal is with us.”

“That’s still shitty though, even saying
that.” I replied.

“Eh, fuck ‘em, right Rocky?”

“Exactly.”

We were finished with our lunch and we stood
up and walked over to where the rest of the guys were standing near
all the vans. Adam leaned over and started to whisper something to
David for a few moments and I had to squint my eyes from the sun as
I tried to not make it look obvious that I was trying to hear what
they were saying. After a few seconds, David looked at me and
said,

“We are gonna run an errand, you can either
stay here or come with us.”

“I’m gonna stay and walk around the crowd and
check out some bands, if you wanna stay with me.” Jeff said.

“Ya, I’ll stay with Jeff and walk around.” I
said, feeling that might be a better idea.

“Okay, we’ll see ya when we get back.”

With that, David, Adam, and Adam’s girlfriend
Melissa got into the van and headed towards the access road with
the trailer attached to it. None of their equipment was in it
anymore, it had all been loaded out and left at the bottom of the
backstage with Tim and Drew watching over it.

Jeff and I ventured into the crowd together
and started walking along the semi-circle perimeter of the crowd.
There were drink and food stands every so many yards, the ground
was littered with people sitting or laying on blankets watching the
bands, circles of hackey-sack games, guy with their shirts off,
girls in just bikini tops, long lines at the porta-pottys…a typical
outside field show.

As I walked around with Jeff, I have to admit
I had a cocky bounce in my step, noticing people looking at our
Band Passes around our necks. We stood and watched one band play
for a few minutes.

“Have you ever heard of this band Tree that’s
playing today?” Jeff asked me.

“Ya, they are probably the largest local band
right now. They played Warped Tour and Lollapalooza. They are part
of that hardcore scene that’s really coming out right now.”

“I know I’ve heard something about them
before and was surprised when I saw their name on the bill, I
didn’t know they were local from Boston.”

We started walking back towards the entrance
to the backstage area again. I hung out with Tim and Drew for a bit
waiting for David and Adam to come back. When the van returned and
the three of them got out, I started to make my way over to them.
Adam and his girlfriend took a walk towards the crowd and David
said,

“Did you check anything out?”

“Ya, me and Jeff went out for a bit and
watched one of the bands. There is a huge crowd out there.”

“That’s good, hopefully they are all God
Lives Underwater fans or if they aren’t, they buy a CD after the
show.”

“Ya, what’s up with that by the way?”

“I dunno, I guess we just gotta sit there and
sign some CDs at this table Strawberries Music is setting up.”

“What should I do while you guys are doing
that? Are you gonna be able to hang out afterwards?”

“I don’t know what’s going on after the show.
I know that we don’t leave until tomorrow morning.”

Wow, I got really excited when he said that.
They were here in Massachusetts for the whole night. I was starting
to be thankful that I didn’t bring Lauren with me due to the eight
o’clock curfew.

David was silent for a few minutes and then
said,

“I’m sure you could just hang out behind the
table while we are doing the signing.”

“Okay, that works.”

We stopped talking and listened to the THUMP
of the bass from whatever band was on stage.

“David?” I asked, breaking the silence.

“Ya, Rock?”

“I know that it was just a rumor, but I just
want you to know that one my biggest fears is waking up one day and
finding out that you died on me because you overdosed. And I’m
serious right now, I can’t tell you what to do and I would never
think less of you for your using, but I just want you to know that
I have that fear. I believe that you and I have become close
friends even if the only time we spend together is surrounding a
show, and if that’s all I can get, than I’ll take it. I just worry
about you, probably a lot more than you know, and about a lot more
than putting a dirty nose ring in your face.”

David’s face showed two reactions at the same
time; I saw complete shock that I brought this up so bluntly and so
sincere and also he had full comfort and confident in what his
response was going to be.

“Okay, let me explain something to you,” He
began, “The reason why junkies overdose is because they don’t know
how much their body can take or if they get clean for a while and
go back to using, they think they can use the same amount they were
using right before they got clean. Also people overdose when they
don’t use it enough and it’s a shock to their system. The reason
why you never have to worry about me overdosing is because I know
exactly how much my body can take, and I don’t alter that amount.
Taking the amount that I use right now is actually preventing me
from overdosing or getting sick.”

I listened to him like every syllable out of
his mouth was gospel; this was such a foreign conversation for me
that I did not have anything to rebut with, or to agree with. I had
to accept it and trust him.

“Okay David, like I said, I would never look
down on you because of anything you did, but I just wanted you to
know my concerns because of how much I care about you. I have
always admired you but I also felt that the lines between fan and
band were blurred right from the beginning and so I feel like I had
the right to speak my concerns.”

“And I thank you for that, and you are right.
You can tell me anything.”

“I just worry about you, that’s all.”

“Listen Rocky, I promise you right now: If I
am going to die before old age or before my time, it will be
because of something else, it will not be because of an overdose or
drugs. That’s not my style, you know that.”

“I know.” I said, now feeling a little stupid
that I had come at him like this.

“Plus I’d rather go in a much more glamorous
way, like dropping dead on stage at Brixton Academy or something.”
He laughed when he said this.

This didn’t really give me any more comfort
than before we started talking.

“Alright man, I trust you. I just want you to
know how fucking pissed off I will be though if I find out you just
lied to me about this.” I said with a smile on my face.

“I’m not going anywhere any time soon.” David
said and put his arm around my shoulder. “I am always in complete
control of my body and I know exactly when too much is too much or
too little is too little.”

He said all this with such conviction that
there was no way for me not to believe him. I had never heard David
so sure of his own words before.

“Feel like taking another walk around so I
can see what’s going on out there?” He asked me.

“Absolutely.”

David and I exited the back stage area and
walked around in the crowd. I saw people recognize him and start to
lean in to each other and whisper and point. We never slowed our
pace as David looked around and seemed oblivious to the people
noticing him. There was a group of three teenage girls who were
huddled and pointing at us, obviously recognizing him and debating
whether or not to come up and talk to him. When one of them got the
courage and started walking towards us, the other two followed.

“Excuse me.” The girl said. “Are you David
from God Lives Underwater?”

“That I am.”

I noticed their faces get all embarrassed and
shy.

“Oh my god, we are your biggest fans. We just
saw you guys a few months ago at Pearl Street in Northampton and
you guys rocked.”

I saw David turn immediately into his meek
and shy demeanor when someone he did not know approached him as a
fan with such overbearing admiration.

“Thanks guys!” He answered, which I knew was
his way of trying to paint himself out of a social situation he no
longer wanted to be in. At the same time though, he felt obligated
to be respectful and stay in.

Another thought that went through my head
was: God Lives Underwater played a show in Northampton,
Massachusetts and not only did I not go to it, but I didn’t even
know it ever happened? I stood there with a smile on my face, while
my Band Pass flapping across my chest, the green rope catching the
wind that was slightly blowing across the field and David’s lanyard
flipping around at his knees, but deep down I was cursing these
girls for attending a God Lives Underwater show in Massachusetts
that I never knew about. Granted Northampton is about 115 miles
from Lynn, but still…that wasn’t the point, at least not to me

“Well, we won’t bother you anymore; we just
wanted to come over and say hi and tell you how much we can’t wait
for the show.”

The girls excused themselves and we continued
to walk around the outskirts of the crowd.

“David!”

We both looked as a female, in her mid
twenties with dyed red hair, started to trot over to us.

“Hey!” David replied as he started to walk up
towards her.

I followed him until the three of us were
standing there surrounded by people sitting on blankets, and he
gave her a hug and said,

“Kerri, this is my friend Rocky. Rocky, this
is Kerri.”

We said hello and shook each other’s hands
but I could tell already, in the first handshake, that we were
already jockeying for a position, neither of us really knowing who
the other one was.

“So do you know anybody playing today?” David
asked Kerri.

“Not too many.” She said pulling out a
program that was handed out at the gate with the list of all the
bands and times they were going on.

“Is that the bill?” David asked.

“Ya.” She said handing it to him.

David opened it up and I looked over his
shoulder. There was a small bio of each band playing and at the end
was a full-page bio of God Lives Underwater with a picture of the
four of them.

“Nice sneakers.” Kerri said to David.

“Ya, you wanna see something cool? Show her,
Rocky.”

I held up my feet into the air and showed
that we had the same sneakers on.

“Aw, isn’t that cute!” Kerri said, and it was
in a very mocking in tone.

I started to hope that she didn’t think I was
some fan-boy that followed the band around, harassed the singer,
and bought the same sneakers as him. I don’t know if she felt like
she needed one up me, but out of nowhere she starts with,

“Blah blah blah when I was on the road with
Cracker and The Cranberries blah blah blah…”

After a few minutes of babble, David said
that we should be getting back with the gear and the rest of the
guys.

“Is there room for me to come too?” Kerri
asked.

Oh God, please no, I thought.

“Sorry, I had just enough for the band,
Melissa, Tim, and Rocky.”

“I’m here by myself though; you can’t just
get me through that gate?”

“Nah, I don’t think so.”

“Alright, well try to find me after the
show.” She said.

That’s exactly what I didn’t want to happen,
but it was still a good sign that we were walking away from her and
I still didn’t know who she was. As we started walking towards the
stage, I came out and asked David about her.

“That’s just Kerri from Rhode Island. She
comes to the Rhode Island shows, she’s one of those types of people
that just want to hang out and be close to whatever the flavor of
the month is at that moment. Did you notice how she made sure she
worked in the fact that she knew Cracker and The Cranberries into
the conversation?”

We were walking closer to the backstage
area.

“Ya.” I said, happy that David had that type
of view of her, or that he had the intuition to even think that
about anybody so he knew who was sincere and not.

“She’s harmless and a little annoying, but
she’s cool. I’m sure she’ll move on when the next big thing
happens.”

“I know people like that.” I said.

We made our way back behind the stage and the
sun was starting to go down. The air had changed and there was a
slight chill in the September New England air, especially when it
blew across the field. I followed David over to where all their
equipment was so he could make a mental inventory check. They were
scheduled to go on in less than an hour.

“Where should I go when you guys go on?” I
asked him.

“I don’t know, you can just come up with us
and hang out on the stage if you want, I don’t think anyone would
say anything about that.”

“Really?”

This wasn’t some small venue show so I was
expecting him to tell me that I should go into the crowd so there
wouldn’t be any problems with security. I started to think about
being on stage with God lives Underwater, being the only one on
stage with them, looking out over 20,000 people all pressed against
the barrier down below.

“Hey Jeff.” David yelled over to the
guitarist. “Rocky’s gonna be on stage with us while we play, is
that cool?”

Jeff came over to us and said,

“Ya, if you want to you can just hang out by
my guitar cabs.”

“Sounds like a plan.” I said, trying hard not
to show too large of a smile and look like a fan-boy.

That last hour seemed to drag by waiting for
them to get the chance to start setting their equipment on stage.
We picked at some of the left over food and I kept checking my
watch every 30 seconds.

“Hey have you seen Toy Story?” David asked
me.

“Of course, it was so funny. I saw it in the
theater.”



“Ya know who my favorite people were in that?
The aliens with the claw.”

“Those guys were great.”

“Hey Jeff!” David yelled.

“Ya.”

“Remember the aliens in Toy Story.”

“The claw!” Jeff yelled back mimicking the
aliens in the movie.

“Me-han, that part killed me.” He said.

Finally the time came to get the equipment on
stage. I stepped aside to let Tim and the guys grab their gear and
walk it up the ramp that was built from the backstage to the stage
level.

“You gonna just stand there or are you gonna
grab something?” David asked me.

I didn’t realize that I was just watching
them move equipment so I grabbed anything I could and helped them
move the amps and drums up the ramp to the stage. Once up there,
Jeff told me to stand at the side near his amps while they got
their levels right.

I have been to a handful of sound checks but
it was such a different feeling being on stage and hearing what the
band hears in the monitors during the line check. It was also very
exhilarating looking over a crowd of 20,000 plus fans all pushing
towards the barrier below me. To be able to stand there and watch
the line check and watch the guys set up made all that waiting
earlier in the day worth it. At this point, I really hoped that
Kerri saw that I was up there with them and not her. I didn’t know
where this animosity or jealousy came from, but I know that I was
feeling threatened for the first time in 15 months.


The band was ready to go and Jeff looked over
at me standing about two feet from his amp and said,

“Go ahead and just sit on it.”

“Serious?” I asked.

“Ya, you won’t hurt it.”

So with that, I pulled myself up and sat
right on top of Jeff’s amp with my feet dangling in front of his
speaker directly next to his foot pedals. I watched the whole show
from on top of Jeff’s amp. I watched the crowd going crazy below
them. There were so many crowd surfers, almost everyone in the
first 10 rows back were singing every word, mosh pits were on
either side and dust was rising into the air. The sound was awful
on stage. I was hearing the songs only from Jeff’s monitor and I
could only hear David’s voice that was coming from his mouth, I
could not hear any microphone vocals at all. Jeff was so loud. With
me sitting on his amp, all I really got out of that set was the
guitar riffs for every song with a little low end from the drums
and keyboards. If I didn’t know every word to every song, I would
have not even known that David was singing, but I wouldn’t have
traded this for anything. I didn’t sing along and I never clapped
in between songs, I was just taking it all in.

They did their normal set for the Empty tour
and got off stage. Knowing what song they were going to close with,
I followed them off stage and down the ramp. David was complaining
how outside festival shows never sounded good and he couldn’t hear
himself in his monitors. I didn’t have any comforting words for him
since I didn’t hear anything myself, except for the guitar
riffs.

The equipment was allowed to stay on stage
since they were the headlining band and they had to head over to
this long table that was set up for them over on the side of the
field to sign copies of their CDs.

“You comin’?” David asked me.

“I guess.”

I followed them, along with Melissa and Tim,
to this long table that was set up on the grass. There was already
a substantial line forming at the table to meet the band and get a
CD signed. A representative met us halfway to the table from
Strawberries who was sponsoring the signing and she ushered us
hastily over to the table.

There were four seats set up with a pile of
God Lives Underwater posters next to piles of both Empty and GLU
CDs. The representative then began to explain,

“Only people who buy one of your CDs at the
table can get it signed and then they get a free poster at the end
of the table. If they brought a CD from home they can’t get it
signed but they can go through the line and meet you guys and get a
poster.”

“So what you’re saying is that if one of our
fans came with a copy of our album they already bought, we aren’t
allowed to sign it?” David asked suspiciously.

“That’s how we have it set up.” She
answered.

“Well that seems really unfair to the old
fans that already have the album and came to meet us.” David said
back and started walking slower.

I was thinking that I was going to witness a
full blow out in a few seconds because I could see David’s point
and I knew how he felt about their existing fans.

“Think of it as an incentive for them to buy
a copy of your albums for a friend or family member.” The rep said
trying to justify the point that David made to her.

“I’ll tell you right now, I don’t like the
way this is set up and we were unaware of these rules,” he said.
Now at this point, I was thinking that I wouldn’t put it past him
to cancel the meet and greet. I think the only thing that drove
David to continue walking to the table was the line that was
growing by the second of fans that wanted to meet them.

The four of them took their seats behind a
cafeteria-style long table and Tim, Melissa, and I stood behind the
guys. I noticed Kerri was standing off to the side waiting for this
part of the day to be over, but not wanting to be too forward and
approach them yet. I also overheard someone making fun of Melissa
for never having Fried Dough before. I didn’t realize that it was a
New England thing and with her being from Philadelphia she had
never heard of it.

To me this was a big deal because so much of
my childhood was having a piece of Fried Dough at a fair or
carnival.

“You’ve never had Fried Dough?” I asked her
in disbelief.

“No.” She said with a chuckle, “Why is this
such a big deal?”

“Because it’s so good. You can put powdered
sugar or cinnamon on it.”

Oddly enough there was a Fried Dough stand at
the show and he was still selling it to the crowd that was hanging
around the field.

“Come on, I’ll buy some Fried Dough for
us.”

I walked with her to the Fried Dough stand
and bought two pieces. We walked back to the table where the guys
were signing and the line was actually getting longer. We ate our
Fried Dough, and she liked it.

Going behind the table again with the guys, I
was watching how many people were actually buying copies of their
two albums and how excited most of the fans were to meet them. I
heard quite a bunch of people thank David for his lyrics and try to
convey to him what they meant to them in their own lives. David
kept his smile and his “Thanks me-han” attitude with everyone who
paid him a compliment, even if I could see how uncomfortable he was
inside with that kind of praise. At one point I got a little silly
with Jeff and stood behind him as he was signing CDs. I took two of
his long black dreads and held them in the air and flopped them
back and forth so they looked like two antlers. He swatted me away
and gave me a look, I laughed anyway.

After a lengthy time of watching them sign
CDs, shake hands and receive compliments, the end of the line came
and the fiasco was finished. This was when Kerri started her way
over to the table. David came out from behind the table and gave
her a hug. She paid him some compliment about their show and David
replied with some negative rebuttal about their show. David had a
very hard time taking a compliment and leaving it alone without
retorting with something negative to equal or cancel it out.

I walked over to where David and Kerri were
talking and I said,

“So what’s the deal now? Do you have time to
hang out or do anything?”

“Actually I think I’m gonna go back to
Kerri’s and hang out tonight, Rock.”

I tried to hide the disappointment in my
face,

“Oh okay, that’s cool. I have a long drive
home anyway.”

“That’s fine, right?” He said, now realizing
that maybe I had other plans for us.

Who am I to start to become the jealous
girlfriend?

“Of course man, I will see you soon. And I’ll
shoot you an e-mail this week.”

At this time a gentleman came over to David
and Kerri and he looked at Kerri and said,

“You need to sign this release form, this
basically states that you will have David back at the bus safely no
later than ten o’clock tomorrow morning and you take full
responsibility for his safety and punctuation.”

I turned and walked away from them as Kerri
was taking the clipboard from the tour manager to sign the release
form so David could stay the night.

By the time I had made my way to my car at
the parking lot, got in and started to pull out the last thing I
saw was David getting into Kerri’s car that had been parked not too
far away from mine. I beeped and waved out my window, David turned
and waved and yelled something to me. Kerri just pretended like she
didn’t see or hear anything as she disappeared into the driver’s
seat.

***************

It had been one year since God Lives
Underwater was asked to play the WBCN Xmas Rave at TT The Bear’s
Place with Deluxx Folk Implosion and they were asked again. Only
this time, because the albums were selling and they had another
year of touring and radio play under their belts, they were asked
to play at the Paradise in Boston and this time open up for Social
Distortion.

It was December 3, 1996 and Dogboy was home
for Christmas break and since he had gone with me to the last Xmas
Rave and it had been exactly a year since he had seen God Lives
Underwater live or hung out with David he made a promise that he
would not miss this show. The band was not on tour at the time, but
they had made the trip from Philadelphia to play this show. What
was different about this show, other than it not being part of a
tour, was that they came with a van full of people. Tim was there,
Adam’s girlfriend, Melissa was there again, and there were two
other surprise guests.

When Dogboy and I arrived at the show, we
were later than them this time and the van was already parked out
front. I asked the guy at the door of the Paradise if he could run
in and grab anyone from God Lives Underwater. Surprisingly he went
inside and a few minutes later Jeff came out to get us. I was
brought in and because they were the opening band, they were
already setting up their equipment. I noticed that the stage was
more crowded than usual.

David jumped down from the stage and gave me
his “Hey me-han”.

“What’s this?” I asked pointing to the extra
set of amps on stage.

“Well, we thought that our sound live was a
little thin compared to the albums so we brought our friend from
Philly with us to try out having him play extra bass on stage.
We’ve been working with him since we got back from the last
tour.”

“Hey Dave, come here for a sec.” David yelled
to the new guy on stage.

Dave Alverado came down and met us.

“This is Rocky, he’s our bestest friend in
Boston.” I could really hear David’s nasal speaking voice for some
reason on this sentence.

“Nice to meet ya.” We shook hands and it was
weird to have a fifth member of the band being there setting up on
stage.

New Guy Dave went back to setting up his
gear.

“So how does it sound with him?” I asked
David.

“Very full, I don’t know if it’s going to
work out yet but we are going to try it tonight and see what
happens. We have played a few shows with him back home, but this
will be the test.”

David started walking me towards the right
side of the club where the tables and booths were, and we stopped
in front of a booth that had a guy and girl sitting in it. This was
where my second surprise of the night came.

“Rocky, I want you to meet someone else.”

I was aware that it was either the girl or
the guy in this booth that he was talking about.

“This is Heather, Heather this is Rocky.”

There I was, standing face to face with his
now ex-girlfriend, with the person that so many specific lyrics
were written about. I didn’t know if she knew how much I was told
and how detailed I was told it in.

“Hello.” She said and shook my hand. “David
has told me about you. He said I would be meeting you tonight.”

She was very sweet and very small. I am 5’4”
and I felt like I was big next to her.

“Ya, David has told me a lot about you.”
There was a moment of awkward silence so I added, “All good by the
way.”

“Ya, I’m sure.” She said and laughed.

“Well I gotta go finish with sound check.”
David said and left me with Heather and the other guy in the booth.
Thinking of small talk, I said,

“So you came with them for the show.”

“Ya, they left this morning from Philly just
to play Boston and we go back tonight so I thought it was the
perfect show to go to since it’s not part of a tour.”

What I did notice was that I had not seen
Kerri yet and I was hoping that it was just going to be us for the
night. I felt immediately comfortable with Heather, there was no
threatening jealousy or hostility and she was super easy to get
along with and talk to. I almost felt like we had been friends as
well for the last year and a half, but that might have something to
do with how much I already knew about her before meeting her.

David came over to us and said,

“I’m gonna go outside, do you guys wanna come
and get some air?”

Heather, Dogboy, and I got up from the booth
and walked down the long hallway of the Paradise with David
outside. When we got out there he said,

“Did you hear about the video game that me
and Jeff did the soundtrack for?”

“No.”

“Yeah, it’s this game called Slamscape, we
did all the music for the game and they put some of our videos on
it too.”

“That’s really cool.”

“Not really, too bad the game is absolutely
god awful.”

I started to laugh at this.

“Really?”

“Yeah, we didn’t know that much about the
game when they asked us but it’s completely unplayable it’s so
bad.”

“That sucks.”

“Oh Rocky, look at this new ring I got.”

He showed me his hand and he had this large
spiky gear looking ring on his middle finger.

“It’s a motorcycle gear that I found and it
fits perfectly.”

I had to admit; it did look really cool and
was very “David”.

“Well, I have something for you too.”

I reached into my pocket and pulled out a key
chain of the aliens from Toy Story and handed it to him.

“Merry Christmas man.”

“Oh Rocky, me-han you didn’t have to get me
anything.”

“I know.”

David took the key chain and started to clip
it to his belt loop of his pants.

“I think it lights up too.” I said.

David squeezed the alien torso and the whole
face lit up yellow and green.

“Oh me-han, that is great. Thanks bro.” He
said laughing like a little kid and gave me a hug.

He turned to Heather and said,

“Rocky and I were talking about Toy Story
last time we were here and we had this conversation about the
aliens being my favorite part.”

“Aw, that’s really sweet.”

David reached down and gave the alien body a
squeeze again to watch it light up.

“Hey, you work at a video store, right?” He
said.

“Yep, at Suncoast.”

“Do you think you could get me Billy Madison
and Happy Gilmore?”

“Sure, absolutely.”

“Okay cool, I’ll get you some money and if
you could just ship it to my sister’s apartment in Ambler, that’s
where I’m staying.”

“Nah, don’t worry about the money. I get an
employee discount; consider it the second part of your Christmas
gift.”

“Thanks me-han!”

Jeff came out of the club and David stopped
him.

“Hey look what Rocky gave me for
Christmas.”

He showed Jeff the key chain but it was when
he squeezed the body and it lit up that Jeff said,

“No way! That’s hysterical!”

“Ya, and he’s gonna send us a copy of Billy
Madison and Happy Gilmore too so we can have it for the bus.”

“Right on.”

Jeff excused himself and left the four of us
standing in front of the club.

The night went by pretty fast, doors opened
and it was a sold out show. Dogboy and I went to the balcony with
Heather to watch the show and get off the floor. We positioned
ourselves to the right of the soundboard up in the balcony where we
had a clear shot of the stage.

Right off the bat something was wrong with
the sound on stage, David kept getting more and more frustrated
with the monitors even though it sounded amazing in the house
speakers. Having New Guy Dave playing extra bass live absolutely
added some bottom end and filled in some of the gaps, but I wasn’t
100 percent sold. Some of their charm is their sound and the
spaciousness of it.

I could tell David was getting more and more
upset as they went through each song and being the opening band to
Social Distortion, they only had half the amount of time they had
started getting used to with the songs. Halfway through the set, I
noticed David was completely pissed off because whatever was wrong
was either not getting fixed or getting worse and to distract
himself from the problem, he spent the rest of the set with his
mouth to the microphone singing, not moving, and just squeezing the
Toy Story alien over and over and over and over.

Despite his apparent hostility with
something, it was pretty humorous to see an almost dark stage and
having the alien from Toy Story flashing to the beat of each song
against the leg of the singer. Flash flash flash flash. I looked at
Heather and she looked at me and I said,

“He’s really pissed off right now.”

“Yes he is.” She could see it too.

This was such a different scene than last
year’s Xmas Rave, with Dogboy and myself helping them set up and
break down, Dogboy playing “security” at the front of the stage
during their set, and I could see in Dogboy’s face that he really
wanted to help out with whatever was happening on stage, but it
just wasn’t our responsibility this time.

They closed the set with “Weaken” and
extended the ending so Adam, Drew, and New Guy Dave left the stage
and Jeff and David stayed up there with the two keyboards and just
looped and layered noises and sounds and beats until it was almost
undecipherable noise and then David punched the top of the keyboard
and knocked it over and walked off stage.

Unfortunately, this could either have gone
over really well with the fans or made them think he was being an
asshole. I never really knew how people felt about David giving up
halfway through the set, resort to playing with a light-up key
chain I had bought him, and then create this unbelievably loud and
undecipherable ending, punch the keyboard and storm off stage.

That was the last show of the Empty era. I
went with Heather and Dogboy outside to the van and David met us on
the street. He apologized for what happened and he told us that he
couldn’t hear anything at all in his monitors and it got worse as
the set went on. Because there was still the headlining band left,
no one was exiting the club so we could hang outside and not be
bombarded with fans wanting to talk with him.

I could see how absolutely pissed off he was
and Heather suggested them going for something to eat. I felt that
it wasn’t my place to tag along or invite myself. I was just happy
that Kerri never showed up, I did keep my eye out for her all night
hoping she wouldn’t show up. I also felt that maybe David needed to
go vent and be alone with Heather.

She asked if we wanted to come along and I
took it upon myself to decline for us and say that I had to get up
early for work the next morning. I did promise David that I would
send him those two movies before the month was out.

He gave me a hug and apologized again for the
show. I told him he didn’t need to apologize and I would talk to
him soon and see him later. I just didn’t know that “later” meant I
would not see him for 14 months and it would be until after God
Lives Underwater started to tour on their third album in 1998…

…We waved goodbye to Tim as he came out of
the club for a smoke. Unknown to us, that would be the last time I
ever saw Jeff’s little brother; he sadly passed away in August of
2006.

 


 


MANTIS THREE

“A shot in the arm or a shot in the head,
it’s killing me or all my friends…”

 


God Lives Underwater

“The Rush Is Loud”

Life In The So-Called Space Age

 


A lot can happen in 14 months. We move
forward in our lives with our own ups and downs and yet we keep
certain people close enough that even if we don’t see them, time
doesn’t matter and you can pick up right where you stopped the last
time you were together. David and I had communicated those 14
months through e-mails and phone calls. Most conversations were
surface chitchat about the recording of the new album with some
semi-personal stuff included too. David and I only seemed to have
quality time and serious conversations when we were able to look at
each other face to face. Phone calls and e-mails were reserved more
for “staying in touch” at this point and updates on the new album
than anything else.

For myself, during those 14 months, Christine
and I did not get through her term at City Year in Ohio and we
broke up in April, 1997. I met and started seeing a girl named Sue
in November, 1997 and eventually became very serious with her. My
band Yellow #1 had released our only album, Bottle Of Rain, and
played a respectable amount of shows for a local band, including
opening up for Godsmack in Salem, Massachusetts. We then later
broke up while working on the second album. I had joined a new
band, an industrial-metal band called Drop Kick Jesus, in July of
1997. The band immediately started writing and sculpting songs for
our debut album. We also started playing shows in September, 1997
to promote the new band and work out some of the songs we were
writing for the album. I had moved out of my mother’s house in
Lynn, Massachusetts and moved in with my father in Peabody,
Massachusetts.

A lot can happen in 14 months. God Lives
Underwater had gone home from the road for the first time since
March, 1995 so they could start writing and recording their third
album. Their record label, American Records, which had released
both GLU and Empty, dropped every band they had on their roster
except Slayer and System Of A Down. Labeless, their manager Gary
Richards started his own label, 1500 Records and signed God Lives
Underwater to the new label. The band went to Hollywood, California
for the duration of this 14 month period to write and record the
songs that would eventually make up the album, Life In The
So-Called Space Age. The band started to tour on the new album in
February, 1998, even though the album wasn’t coming out until
March.

With a handful of dates on the tour happening
before the actual release of Life In The So-Called Space Age, and
Boston being one of them, I drove to the show on February 21, 1998
with nervous anticipation. Mainly because it had been the longest
amount of time that I had gone without seeing David since the day
we met, but also because the band would be playing the majority of
the set with songs off the new album that no one had even heard
yet. I suspected it was going to be very weird to be at a God Lives
Underwater show and have so much unknown material being played.
Even before Empty was released, I had received that promo tape of
some of the songs, but this was going into the new stuff completely
blind. I was also driving to the show with Sue. She had been stuck
listening to stories about David and the band for months now, and
was really excited about finally getting to meet them.

Sue and I arrived at the Middle East in
Cambridge, Massachusetts a little later than I would have liked.
This was the first and only time that God Lives Underwater would
play this club. The Middle East actually butted up against TT The
Bear’s Place, but where smaller bands played TT The Bear’s Place,
larger bands with more draw would play the Middle East. The club
inside had a restaurant that was separate from the show area; in
fact you had to walk through the restaurant and then down a set of
stairs to get to the show area of the club. It almost has a
“speakeasy” feel to it. The club has a very deep stage and the
crowd area was almost a perfect rectangle the long way. As TT The
Bear’s Place was rectangle left to right, the Middle East was
rectangular from the stage to the back.

After we parked in the garage around the
corner and made our way to the side of the club, I saw that we were
later than I thought. The tour bus was parked out front. I really
didn’t want to be forced to search David out after 14 months of not
seeing him; I really wanted to be there when they showed up.

I led Sue into the front restaurant portion
of the club with anticipation of seeing the guys again. We walked
by a few tables that were inhabited with patrons eating and
continued on towards the doors at the top of the stairs that
separated the restaurant from the club. At the top of the stairs
was an employee of the Middle East who was probably going to be the
one collecting the ticket stubs when the doors opened for the show.
I asked him,

“Do you know where any of the guys from God
Lives Underwater are?”

He said, “I believe that some of them are
eating in the restauraunt.”

I turned around and looked behind me at the
almost full restraurant. I thanked him and Sue and I turned around
and started walking back towards the tables. I immediately spotted
Jeff sitting at a table with a group of people. We made our way to
the booth they were sitting in with my heart starting to beat a
little faster. I didn’t see David yet, but just seeing Jeff made
all the familiarity come back in a rush. The booth was the furthest
table in the back, right in front of the actual doors of the club
itself.

We walked right up to Jeff, a little nervous
after 14 months, and I noticed a brand new guy sitting at the table
with red hair, Drew and then someone else that I didn’t spend too
long of a time looking at, and said,

“Hey Jeff.”

“What’s up man?”

No one at the table made any overly
enthusiastic movements. If I didn’t know better, I would have
thought that I had just walked into a serious band discussion or
band fight and was interrupting more than I was welcomed.

“Do you happen to know where David is?”

The guy sitting in the outside chair of the
table to my left leaned back in his chair and said,

“I’m right here.”

I turned my head and looked at David and had
two immediate emotions: how embarrassed I was that I didn’t
recognize him and my reaction to the fact that I didn’t recognize
him because of the way he looked.

David had cut off all his dreads, his hair
was shorter, his face was sunken in, and he was so skinny that his
clothes hung off him. He looked like he had aged 14 years instead
of 14 months. His eyes were drawn in and an invisible cloud of what
felt like melancholy surrounded him.

Trying to disguise my embarrassment of
standing next to him and asking Jeff about him, I forced a smile
and said,

“Oh man, I didn’t even notice you sitting
there. What’s going on?”

“Nothing much, just back on the road again
for the new album.”

I didn’t even get the trademark “Hey me-han”
from him. I started to feel like I was way more excited to see him
again than he was to see me, or even to see anyone for that matter.
Something was different, something was not clicking inside and he
was not The Real David.

Jeff slid over and told me to have a seat. I
introduced Sue to David, Jeff, and Drew. I didn’t know who the new
guy with the red hair was and I also was wondering where Adam was.
David seemed to be in one of those moods. He said hello to Sue, but
didn’t make any conversation with her or make any of his sly
sarcastic remarks that he uses to let you know that he likes you.
When he is Straight Forward David, than you know you aren’t sitting
right with him.

I sat down next to Jeff at the edge of the
table and Sue grabbed an extra chair and sat at the “head” of the
table. There was a weird thickness in the air.

“Wanna see what I got while I was living in
Hollywood during the recording?”

“Okay.” I replied, noticing how bland David
was being all around.

He pulled up the sleeve of his shirt and held
out his right wrist and hand. I looked at it for a few seconds and
made a face saying “what?”

“See my new tattoo.”

Wrapping itself around his right wrist was a
solid black line, a circle looking like he had put a hair-tie
around his right wrist.

“It’s my favorite tattoo.”

“David, it’s a line.” I said, pausing
slightly between each word to see if there was some hidden joke in
this.

“I know, isn’t it great? And I also got
this.”

With that, he pulled up his sleeve higher and
showed me a black circle on his bicep, like someone had taken a
black sharpie and drawn a perfect circle.

“A circle and a line.” I said.

“Yup, I got them from some guy who was doing
tattoos outside on a boardwalk.”

I was now feeling even more uncomfortable at
that table. What I wanted more than anything was to get up, walk
away, go outside, come back in and start this whole experience over
and have David be his old self. There was something creepy about
the way this had begun.

“You should get a line around your wrist too;
all the cool kids are doing it.” He said.

“Nah, I think I’m all set, I’ll leave the
line tattoo to you.” I started to get just as cynical as he
was.

“Oh that’s right, you’re the piercing
guy.”

I don’t know if there was any hidden attack
in that statement, but I do know that he was in a bad mood over
something and he was slightly taking it out on me when all I wanted
to do was hang out again after so much time of just e-mail and
phone calls. I looked over at Sue and I could tell that he was not
making a good first impression on her.

“Did you know about Adam?” He asked me.

“No, what happened with Adam?”

“Not to go into a long story but everyone
decided it would be better if Adam didn’t continue with the band
after we got home from the Empty tour, so we did some searching and
we found Scott Garett.”

I looked at the guy with the red hair sitting
with us at the table.

“Scott this is Rocky.”

We did the formal “hiya doin”s and I was
surprised that in all my communications with David, he never told
me about Adam leaving and getting a new drummer.

“He really changes the sound of the band
now.” David went on to explain, “Even the new album has a different
feel than the first two albums and when we play live, the new sound
makes everything more tight on stage.”

“Well, that’s good.” I said noticing that
David’s mood was starting to change for the better.

“I can’t wait for the new album to come out.”
I said. “I really wish this show was next month so the album would
be out and everyone would know the new songs.”

“Ya, but we thought it was important to start
touring the month before to actually promote the new album and test
out some new songs live before people know how they are supposed to
sound. The stuff on the new album is a lot harder to play live than
any of the songs on the first two albums.”

Feeling like David was back in the mood where
I could joke with him, I said laughing,

“Did you remember to put my name in the
thanks on this album?”

“Actually the new album does not have any
thanks or any lyrics at all inside. We decided to just have the
foldout be all artwork; it’s a continuation of the front cover so
you can only see the whole picture when you open the insert. We
didn’t clutter up the art with any typeset, we really wanted to
just skip all the lyrics and thanks.”

I can’t lie and say that I wasn’t slightly
disappointed.

“Are you happy with the new album compared to
the last two?” I asked him.

Both David and Jeff spoke up and agreed they
felt this was the album that they had been trying to achieve since
the formation of the band. During the discussion of the actual
sound and atmosphere specifics of Life In The So-Called Space Age,
Kerri came walking through the front door of The Middle East.

To be honest, I had completely forgotten
about Kerri. Since she was not at the last show in Boston when I
met Heather, and David had not mentioned her in any e-mail or phone
call in the past 14 months, I actually purged her out of my mind. I
didn’t think I would ever see her again and I was not worried about
her being at another show ever again. Especially since David said
she was a “band jumper” and it had been over a year since God Lives
Underwater was active, I figured she moved on to someone else. But
nope, here she came walking towards us.

David pushed his chair slightly over so she
could stand next to him but not enough room where she could pull up
a seat; Sue was taking up that space. Kerri instead leaned on David
and said hello to me.

“This is Rocky’s new girlfriend…” David said
trying to introduce Sue to Kerri, but I could see that he had
forgotten her name.

“I’m Sue.” She said holding her hand up to
Kerri, trying to feel less awkward.

“Did you show him your new tattoo?” Kerri
asked David.

“The line?” I said. “Ya, he showed me.”

“Well look at this.” Kerri said and held out
her arm.

Yes, on her wrist was the same exact tattoo.
Was I living in the Twilight Zone right now, was there some secret
club I didn’t know about? She also showed me that she got the
Mantis tattoo on herself also. (The Mantis is not only God Lives
Underwater’s logo, but also a way fans show their fandom and
loyalty to the band.)

“I got mine after I flew out to Hollywood and
stayed with David while they were recording the new album,” She
bragged.

I didn’t even ask her, it was like she
couldn’t wait to find a way to tell me that she spent time with
David AND was present during the recording of the new album. Yes,
it did make me a little jealous that Kerri was there when they were
actually recording Life In The So-Called Space Age, but I also knew
how David felt about her.

“Does anyone have any change? I need to use
the payphone to make a phone call.” Everyone dug into their pockets
and produced enough money for Kerri to make a call home to Rhode
Island.

After she walked to the phone David said,

“She’s gotta call home and check on her kids.
Something about the kid’s father this weekend and court, she’s
really worried.”

“I didn’t know that you still talked to her.”
I said.

“Ya, sometimes. You don’t like her too much
do you?”

“Not really, she makes me feel like
everything is a contest.”

“Don’t pay that any attention.”

“So I do have a question though,” I said. I
wanted to get this in before she came back. “Would it be okay if I
took pictures of the set tonight for you guys? I brought my camera,
but it’s a sold out show and I don’t want to be crushed at the
barrier.”

“Sure, I’ll talk to security and see if we
can get you on stage again. I might have to get you a Press Pass,
but I don’t think it would be a problem.”

“That would be awesome. I don’t know if I
told you or not, but my band, Yellow #1, released our debut album
since the last time I saw you. I have one out in the car for you
I’ll give it to you after the show.”

“Thanks Rock! We have been watching Billy
Madison and Happy Gilmore almost everyday on the bus.”

“Have you started watching that new show
South Park?” I asked him.

“I have caught a few episodes, but I don’t
have much time to watch a show regularly, but what I have seen
though, is a riot.”

“I have been taping them every week; I have
every episode so far. I can make you a copy and mail you the VHS
tapes.”

“I won’t get them till we get off the road
for this album sometime in the summer.”

“That’s cool, every time I fill another tape
I’ll just send it off to you, give you something to watch on your
downtime when you get home.”

“Thanks me-han! Just send it to my sister
Gretchen’s house and she’ll make sure I get it. I’ll give you the
address before you leave tonight.”

“Okay, great.”

Kerri had joined in back at the table and the
rest of the table conversation before the doors opened was actually
enjoyable with her. She started to drop some of her airs around me
and we started talking about other stuff than David and the band.
Then she really shocked me,

“I’m gonna give you my cell phone number.”
She said to me.

“Okaaaay.” I said suspiciously.

“I figure you talk to David more than I do,
and it would be good for you to have it for an emergency, in case
something happens and you need to get in touch with me.”

I took the small piece of paper with her
phone number on it and realized that maybe this wasn’t a power
struggle at all but just my own jealousy the whole time. I
programmed her number into my phone and hit Save.

“Drew’s parents are coming to the show
tonight.” David said.

“Really?” I said looking at Drew.

“Ya, they are in town so they are coming out.
If I see you after the show I’ll introduce you to them.”

After a while it was time for the doors to
open and Sue and I went into the club. The band had a meeting or
something with Gary Richards, the band’s manager, who had flown in
from Los Angeles that afternoon so they excused themselves. Sue and
I went down into the club and found a spot on the left side of the
club to get through the opening bands. It was here that we stayed
until it was time for God Lives Underwater to go on. The club was
sold out and the audience was pressed firmly against the barrier in
front of the stage.

Sue and I made our way up to the bar area,
which is three steps higher than the club floor, and pushed towards
the spot where the bar area and the stage meet. I leaned over the
barrier and yelled for Jeff who was standing side stage. He came
over and I asked him about the Press Pass and being able to watch
the show on stage.

“I’ll be right back,” he said as he went to
find a security guard. When he came back he said, “Okay here’s the
deal, you don’t need a pass but they are being really strict due to
the show being sold out. They said you have to sit on a chair off
the stage to the side and it can only be you. Your girlfriend has
to stay in the crowd. You can’t get off the chair at all during the
show; if you do you’ll have to go back into the crowd.”

“Okay, I guess that’s fair enough.”

I made sure Sue was okay with this
arrangement. She knew how important it was for me and she actually
got a pretty good spot along the railing of the bar area where she
wouldn’t be pushed around, but would still be able to see, so in
the end she was happy with the situation. Jeff escorted me onto the
stage and there was a security guard placing a generic steel chair
off to the side of the stage, a little back, and far right. I was
basically perfectly lined up with Scott’s drum set but off the
stage on this little side stage area. This meant that I would be
looking at David and Jeff’s back and probably wouldn’t ever see
Drew through the whole show…but I’ll get a perfect view of Scott’s
profile. What kind of pictures am I going to get with this crappy
angle? And how is this going to sound?

The band came out and the crowd went crazy.
Just as I had suspected, I could only see the back left side of
David and Jeff’s heads and body and the only time I saw Drew was
when he would get energized in a song and step back from his pedal
board, wearing a Spiderman mask during the entire set. All I heard
was the drums and whatever was coming out of Scott’s onstage
monitor. This was the first time I was hearing any Life In The
So-Called Space Age songs. From what I could hear of them, David
was right; they definitely were a lot different than the first two
albums. In addition to the new songs, they of course played all the
normal songs from Empty and GLU.

David played a tambourine on stage through a
lot of the songs and very rarely played the keyboard, which was an
odd sight for me to see. He also seemed very unenthused and
lethargic during the songs. I was so used to the head shaking,
energetic David on stage and tonight we were getting the mellower,
put his head down in between lyrics and shake a tambourine David.
The crowd either didn’t seem to mind, or maybe didn’t care because
they were going crazy. Because there was now a whole new album
worth of songs to be put into a live set, I did notice about seven
songs that they dropped from the old tours to make room for the new
songs which made me a little sad. I realized I might never hear
those songs live again.

Through all of this, I did take a roll of
photos of what shots I could get. The band finished the encore and
got off stage. The minute they were done and the house lights came
up, security ushered me straight back into the crowd. They were
acting like I was some lunatic fan that had jumped on stage. I
found Sue and said that we should stay in the club until it
emptied. The problem with the Middle East is that the staircase to
leave bottlenecks and with a sold out show, you feel like cattle
being herded up stairs. When it thinned out a bit we started to
make our way to the stairs and I spotted Drew by the merchandise
table with his parents.

As Sue and I made our way to him, he saw me
standing there and introduced me to his parents as one of David’s
friends that live in Boston. I shook their hands and told him that
I would see him outside.

We went outside and there was a small group
of people already crowding around the doors to the bus. I went to
the car and got David’s copy of the Yellow #1 album and then went
to the bus and pushed through the small gathering and knocked on
the bus doors.

The doors opened and Sue and I were brought
in and the doors closed quickly behind us. Kerri was already in
there. There were some snacks and bottles of soda on the bus. Sue
and I sat down and spent the next hour or so just hanging out.
Kerri really started to grow on me, which was good if she really
was going to be around for longer than I expected.

I gave David the Yellow #1 CD and after a
good amount of time of visiting, Sue and I said our goodbyes. David
gave me hug and said the band would be doing radio festivals this
summer before they actually would head out on their own headlining
tour. He didn’t really have a radio festival booked yet for the
Boston area, so we didn’t know when we would see each other
next.

I promised to send him those South Park
episodes and Sue and I left the bus and made our way to the
car.

***************

I had sent David the South Park episodes as
promised in between the time of the Middle East show and the next
time I saw him, which came on May 31, 1998. The same radio station
that sponsored the Xmas Rave, WBCN, also put together a yearly
festival show with major bands and unknown smaller bands called the
River Rave. God Lives Underwater had played two WBCN Xmas Raves so
they were asked, now with a new album, to play the River Rave.

WBCN River Rave, named because the yearly
festival, which was a direct competition to WAAF’s Localbazooka
that God Lives Underwater headlined in 1996, was held at Great
Woods in Mansfield, Massachusetts, which sat on the Mansfield
River. Great Woods is an outside arena that has a roof over the
seats but does not have any walls. The seating capacity of Great
Woods is 19,900 so this was the first major show.

The River Rave would be set up so the major
national acts would play the main stage in front of the 19,900
seats and the smaller bands would play the “second stage,” which
had standing room only with a space in front that could hold about
2,000 people. God Lives Underwater was asked to headline the second
stage at this festival.

Everyone was really pushing Life In The
So-Called Space Age; the radio stations in Boston, MTV was playing
the video for “From Your Mouth,” posters were plastered in the
stores… It seemed that this could be the album that got them out of
the clubs and into the arenas. Being asked to headline the second
stage at the River Rave was something to be very proud and excited
about.

My step-sister Lauren’s mother was going to
allow her to go to this show, since she was not allowed to go to
the WAAF show in 1996 because of her age. She was now older and
even more of a fan. I decided it was not my place to ask David if
he could get me three guest list spots on a show this big, so Sue,
Lauren, and I bought tickets to the show. This now was officially
the first time I had ever paid to see God Lives Underwater play a
show and it would also be my last.

The three of us set off to Mansfield,
Massachusetts early that morning. I knew the amount of time of
interaction between David and I was going to be limited, but I
wanted to get there early just in case we had time to hang out.
Great Woods security is not like a clubs; they don’t care if you
say you know the band, they don’t care who you are, and they don’t
usually like to chat with people. This was going to be a show where
I was either going to be as generic as an audience member, or have
a small amount of time with David if he came and looked for me.

I had missed David’s birthday by 25 days, so
I was going to bring his birthday present that I had bought him to
the show. I had bought him the entire South Park shot glass set. It
was a shot glass with each character on it in a nice case. I was
hoping that I would have an opportunity to give it to him sometime
during the day.

Life In The So-Called Space Age had been out
now for two months. It was going to be really good to see those
songs live again now that I actually knew the songs. With them
playing the second stage and it being a festival show, I was unsure
how long they were going to get to play, but I knew it would be
under an hour.

Sue, Lauren, and I pulled into the Great
Woods parking lot, equipped with someone in an orange vest waving
where to go every 10 yards and followed the flow of cars to the
newly started row. I decided to leave the South Park shot glasses
in the car in case they wouldn’t let me through the front gates
with them, or in case I managed to break them during the day.

In a roped off portion of the parking lot, I
could see rows and rows of tour buses with no way of even guessing
which bus was for which band. I realized that my best option for
getting David’s attention today would be from inside of the venue
hanging out near the spot where the bands come and go from the tour
buses.

We went through the ticket taker and as soon
as we got inside I wanted to see where our seats were for the main
stage. After going to our seats, I wanted to immediately head over
to the spot where the bands on the second stage were allowed to
come and go into the venue in hopes of catching any of the members
of the band, even the new drummer Scott. Making our way over there,
the 19,900 capacity venue was filling up by the second. However,
with the show being outside and there being two different stages,
it did help spread out the crowd.

Standing at this barrier that had a security
guard by the opening, we saw band members, roadies and managers of
a bunch of bands I didn’t recognize. We had waiting there for about
two hours, even after the first band went on the main stage, when
someone from God Lives Underwater came through the barrier.

“Jeff!” I yelled.

He waved and started walking over to us. I
introduced him to my stepsister and he told me they had all just
woke up. David was still waking up too, but was going to be coming
out soon to get something to eat. Jeff was starving so he excused
himself, told us to wait there and went to search out food in one
of the multiple food stands that Great Woods offered.

My confidence was high that our plan of
waiting by this spot was working. After another half an hour or so,
David appeared and was walking towards us. Thankfully, he was in a
chipper mood.

“Hey me-han!” He said as he came up to us,
“Jeff said you guys were out here.”

I introduced him to Lauren and I could tell
that she was getting a little star struck in front of him.

“You guys hungry? Wanna get something to
eat?”

“Sure.” I replied.

We started walking towards the stairs that
separate the second stage with the rest of the venue. It was a
perfect day outside, not too hot, but the chill was gone from the
air.

“So we bought tickets to this a long time ago
when they announced it because I didn’t want to risk not being to
get in on a guest list.”

“Ya, we don’t even get a guest list for this
show, with it being a festival radio show and all. The label
reserved our guest list for press people and label people. I
probably could have gotten you in on a band pass if you had found
me outside before the show.”

“There was no way I was going to chance that
in a place like this.”

“Probably safer this way anyway,” He said. We
started walking down the ‘street’ inside Great Woods that had all
the food stands on it. This ‘street’ wraps around the entire
outside of the pavilion itself and is filled with bathrooms, food
stands, novelty stands, band merchandise, etc.

“So what do you think of the new album?’ He
asked me as we checked out the posted menus at each little
stand.

“I think it’s amazing. I’ll be honest, it
took me a little longer to latch onto than with the first two, and
you are right, it has a slightly different atmosphere than the
other two, but I think it’s the album that you guys have always had
in you to make.”

“Thanks Rock!”

“My favorite song on the album is
‘Vapors’.”

“That’s my least favorite song on the album!”
He laughed back at me. “Too bad we’ll never play that song live, we
just don’t have the means to pull it off on stage. I also don’t
remember that much recording that song, I think I was high the
whole time.”

What a great way to taint my view of my
favorite song on the album…

Oddly enough, Lauren had a few girls she went
to school with that were also at the show flag her down and I told
her to meet us by the second stage in an hour. It only took a few
moments after that, walking around Great Woods looking for food,
that David was noticed and swarmed by a number of fans bigger than
I had ever experienced so far. The crowd that gathered around him
grew so big that Sue and I got nudged out of the circle even though
we were standing right next to him. I took a step back and let his
fans have their moment to meet him.

Some people pushed their ticket in his face
to sign, another fan showed David his Mantis tattoo he had on his
leg, another was telling David how many times he’d seen them live.
At one point, one guy thought Sue and I were standing there waiting
our turn to talk to him or get an autograph and he told me that I
could go ahead in front of him. I chuckled a little bit and told
him we were all set. I stood by and watched him. I could see in his
face that he was being very humble with the fans, but at the same
time he was tired, hungry, and just wanted to get some food and
relax. Never rude, but putting forward an air of boredom, David
managed to get the small crowd to disperse.

He was being noticed along the entire walk,
sometimes just one or two people came up for an autograph,
sometimes a small group again, but eventually we got to the burrito
and wrap stand and ordered these big stuffed Mexican wraps.

We took our wraps and walked and ate while
talking about the South Park episodes I sent him, the birthday gift
I had for him in my car, and just getting caught up on music, the
band, and life in general. We headed back to the second stage to
watch some of the bands that were playing and to meet up with
Lauren again.

Heading in between the main stage and the
second stage pathway we ran into Jimi Haha, the singer of the band
Jimmie’s Chicken Shack, who was also playing the second stage. God
Lives Underwater had toured with Jimmie’s Chicken Shack so David
and Jimi had become friendly and Jimi stopped to chat. I was a
pretty big Jimmie’s Chicken Shack fan and this was going to be my
first time seeing them live. Being the person that I am, I told
Jimi how excited I was that they were playing and how much I loved
their album Pushing The Salmonella Envelope and I told him that my
favorite song on the album was “Milk.” David formally introduced me
to him looking slightly embarrassed and Jimi thanked me for the
kind words about his band and the album and went on his way.

“Why do you always feel the need to do that?”
David asked me.

“Do what?” I asked.

“Tell someone when you meet them what your
favorite song is? The night that we met, I still remember, you
telling me that ‘Nothing’ was your favorite song and then today one
of the first things you said to me was that ‘Vapors’ is your
favorite song on the new album.”

“I didn’t realize that I did that.”

“Well I don’t really care, but to someone who
doesn’t know you, they could take it as you not liking the other
songs on the album that much when you tell someone you don’t know
about just one song.”

I was stunned, did David just scold me? We
started walking towards the second stage and I was speechless. Of
course, I didn’t and never meant anything negative, it was just my
way of making conversation. We got to the second stage and David
kept walking with us following him until he reached the sound booth
that was build right in the middle of the small field that was the
crowd area.

He leaned up against the plywood that was a
makeshift wall for the sound booth and we stood next to him
watching the band Cornershop on stage. I don’t remember even paying
attention to the band; I was still getting over the feeling that
David had just brought to light something about me that annoyed
him. I stood watching the band and glancing at David
occasionally.

After about three songs, he took a step
towards me, leaned into my ear so I could hear him, and said,

“I’m going to go to the bus, I might be back
if you’ll be in this area, if not than I’ll see you after the
show.”

And with that, I watched him walk towards the
buses and disappear. We never saw David again during the day. After
waiting in the second stage area for two hours, I gave up hope that
he was coming back so we went to the main stage to watch some of
the bands play there that we were fans of: Green Day, Soul Asylum,
and then back to the second stage for Jimmie’s Chicken Shack.

Scott Weiland was headlining the main stage
touring on his solo album 12 Bar Blues and we were hoping that God
Lives Underwater was not playing the same time as him, but alas,
both stages had bands at the same time so we started to make our
way to the second stage area right after we heard the last band
stop playing. In the crowd area in front of the second stage were
picnic tables where people could sit, or while there was a band on
you could stand so you could get a better view. I was in no mood to
fight to the front of the barrier and ward off moshing and crowd
surfers during the set, so the three of us grabbed a picnic table
and got on top to stand.

The second stage area was packed. They played
a lot of songs from Life In The So-Called Space Age, trying to
promote the new album and with a set only about 40 minutes in
length, they really only played the “hits” from Empty and GLU. The
band played with high energy, most of the aloofness that was in
David during the Middle East show was gone, however, it was slowly
being replaced by anger as the set progressed. The sound was
god-awful coming through the house speakers. There was a wind, and
the speakers were not powerful enough to be used outside. Every
time the wind blew, the sound went with it. It was like listening
to a show in two different volume levels. I could also tell there
was a major problem with the monitors on stage; either they were
not being mixed to where David wanted them, or they weren’t working
at all. I could see that look in his face as he played, trying not
to let the technical difficulties on stage over power his ability
to keep his energy up and perform; but this was one of those times
that his frustration was winning.

I knew exactly what David was feeling when
they closed with “Weaken.” In traditional format, at the end of the
song, they let the two sequencers loop organized noise while the
band members walked off stage. Once again, the soundman did not
know when to shut off the noise until finally he realized the band
wasn’t coming back and people were filing away from the stage.

I grabbed Sue and Lauren and we started
heading for the exit of the venue, I knew if we had any chance to
see David again we would have to leave now. Most of the crowd was,
thankfully, herding towards the main stage to catch the last few
songs of Scott Weiland’s set. Only a small percentage of fans had
enough of the festival, and were leaving.

We got out through the gates and jogged over
to the steel barriers they set up to separate the buses and the
rest of the parking lot. Immediately, I spotted David standing
outside their bus about 70 yards away from us. We started yelling
and waving our arms until he saw us and started walking towards us.
When he got to us he split open one of the barriers and let us
sneak into the tour bus parking lot.

Walking towards the curtain of buses in front
of us, he asked Sue and Lauren if either of them smoked. Lauren
piped up enthusiastically,

“I do!”

“Can I bum one off you?” David asked my
stepsister.

Lauren had this deer caught in headlights
look on her face as she dug into her purse for her pack. Still to
this day, she still holds bragging rights that the singer of God
Lives Underwater smoked one of her cigarettes.

Handing David the butt along with her
lighter, he lit up, thanked her and handed her back the
lighter.

“So what happened up there?” I asked him.

“Rock, you know me too well sometimes. The
monitors didn’t have any of the keys coming through them, all we
had was guitar and it was hard to know even where in the song we
were. It was awful.”

“Yeah…, I could tell by the ‘Weaken’ ending,
and also by your face from the beginning.”

“Ya, it was just terrible all around, I’m
almost embarrassed by that show.”

“I may have something that will cheer you up;
I have your birthday present in my car.”

“Aw, Rocky, you know you didn’t have to.”

“Of course I didn’t have to, I wanted to. Can
you take a walk to my car?”

“Sure, and then we should get going
though.”

“That’s fine, we need to leave anyway.”

The four of us walked to my blue Ford Tempo,
Midnight Cowboy, and David stood by the front as I leaned in and
grabbed the complete set of South Park shot glasses.

“I didn’t wrap it so you have to close your
eyes.” I said to him getting out of my car with the shot glasses in
my hands.

“Okay.” He said laughing a little and holding
out his hands.

I placed the shot glasses, which came in a
nice neat package, in his hands. When he opened them a huge smile
came across his face.

“Oh me-han, these are awesome! Thanks
me-han!”

“No problemo, just a little something for the
road, either decoration or to be used.” I said.

“I’m sure Jeff and I will get some use out of
these.”

David stretched his arms out and gave me a
hug and thanked me again. He said goodbye to Sue, told Lauren it
was nice to meet her and thanked her for the butt again. David then
turned and walked away from us with his birthday present in
hand.

***************

It was a random weekday night and Sue was
sleeping over my house. I remember she was in the bathroom and I
was flipping through the channels looking for something to watch.
It was too late to start a movie, but slightly too early to go to
bed. It was one of those nights where you are hoping that Comedy
Central, VH1, Discovery Channel, or Animal Planet might have
something interesting to watch for an hour.

While I channel surfed up to the high
numbered channels, some familiar faces flashed across the screen
and then were gone as I turned to the next channel. I stopped and
channeled backwards and there they were. David and Jeff were both
on a virtual Skiing arcade game racing down a digital mountain
while a VJ from Much Music was sticking a microphone in David’s
face trying to interview him as they were battling for the King of
the Slope.

I yelled back to Sue that David and Jeff were
on TV. I moved down on my bed to sit and continued to watch, never
thinking of popping in a blank VHS tape to record this. David was
giving very short answers, obviously more interested in the
simulated skiing that he was doing than the interview. Jeff was a
little more candid and lively with his answers, replying a little
more thoroughly, but also never taking his eyes off the screen to
face the interviewer.

They were asked questions about the tour, the
new album, and their fan base… nothing that hadn’t been asked
before. Although, the charm of this particular moment was watching
the two of them play this video game and never really looking at
the guy with the microphone. It turned out that they were in
Montreal playing with Econoline Crush (who at the time was one of
Canada’s biggest native industrial/rock bands). David had mentioned
to me before that when the Canadian tour was finished, they were
going to do a major tour of the US with Econoline Crush and the two
bands would be openers for Stabbing Westward.

Stabbing Westward was touring on Darkest
Days, Econoline Crush was touring on The Devil You Know, and God
Lives Underwater was still moving forward with Life In The
So-Called Space Age. Now unbeknownst to all, during this tour, all
three bands would be touring on all their biggest selling albums of
their careers. Also, all three bands released only one more album
each after this tour and all broke up at about the same time.
Perhaps this is a piece of useless industrial history, but it’s
still quite interesting none the less. Basically, if you were a fan
of this particular sub-genre of industrial music, this tour was
almost too unbelievable to be real. (This would definitely NOT be a
show where someone in the crowd yelled “NINE INCH NAILS!” at Drew
on stage.)

The tour was announced, dates and venues
confirmed, tickets went on sale and venues sold out. When July 21,
1998 arrived and the best tour of the year pulled into Boston to
play a sold out Avalon on Lansdowne Street, one of my best friends
(and later the Best Man at my wedding), Sean Carmichael, had
tickets to the show and was a fan of all three bands. I told him to
find me before the show and I would introduce him to David and the
guys in the band. I had also found out that the old drummer from
the band The The was playing drums for Stabbing Westward. Just the
thought of having even the slightest chance of running into him,
gave me butterflies. The The has been one of my favorite bands and
a major influence on my life since I saw them open for Depeche Mode
in 1993.

When Sue and I arrived at the club, there
were three large tour buses already parked along side of the club.
I knew we were late and I didn’t know which band was getting a
sound check, but I didn’t really care either. My main objective was
to just find David, soak up the show and perhaps if I was lucky,
maybe run into any of the members of the other bands. I did my
normal, “wait outside for anyone in the band to come by” tactic and
it was David that spotted me first. He came up behind us on his way
from the bus to the club and poked me in the back. I turned around
and he had this big smile on his face like he just did something
bad and gave me a hug. He cordially said hello to Sue and invited
us in with him. Through the backdoor we went, no one bothered us,
no security or bouncers questioned him or who I was. Inside the
very familiar Avalon with dark lights, smooshed carpet and a musty
smell, we chatted.

“You wanna go get something to eat?” David
asked me.

“Sure, do you have time?” I asked him.

“Ya, I’m just waiting for Kerri. She’s
supposed to meet me here and then we can all go for a walk.”

For the first time, the mention of her name
didn’t make me shudder. It was a beautiful summer day outside in
Boston and to walk around, just the four of us, sounded very
appetizing. David and I talked about seeing him on the Much Music
interview and we discussed how the tour was going. David looked
good, other than the normal wear and tear that being on the road
can do to a person; he didn’t look like he was sick.

It was during this casual conversation,
killing time waiting for Kerri to show up that Andy Kubiszewski, the drummer for Stabbing Westward, walked by
and stopped to talk with David. I just stood there looking at him
in his black tee shirt and cowboy hat in awe. David introduced me
to him and with a flash he was gone towards the stage and
disappeared to talk to one of the drum techs.

Kerri eventually showed up with plenty of
time for us to head into Boston, even on foot. She greeted me
respectfully, but not with an over abundance of enthusiasm. I think
we were getting used to each other, but it would never go further
than that. She suggested that we take a walk towards Newbury Street
and get something to eat at a café and maybe go into some of the
stores that were known for their chic merchandise, like Allston
Beat, Newbury Comics, and oh yes, Condom World.

The four of us set off on foot with David’s
band lanyard swinging down by his knees with every step because he
had the rope attached to his belt loop on his pants. I started to
get the feeling through casual conversation on the walk towards
Newbury Street that Kerri thought of me and Sue more like little
cousins than equals, or even friends of David. It wasn’t that she
was necessarily talking down to us; it was more that she was
dealing with us being there because she had to. On the walk down
Commonwealth Avenue towards Newbury Street I tried to compensate
and diminish this feeling by forcing myself into any conversation
that was going on. I was so desperately trying to not let her get
the upper hand that I didn’t realize I was being overbearing until
David looked at me and said,

“Rocky, do you know who you remind me of?
Remember on the Looney Tunes there was that small Chihuahua dog
that would always run next to the big Bulldog named Spike saying
‘What are we doing tonight Spike? Where we going tonight? Huh? Huh?
Huh?’ Me-han, that is so you.”

I laughed because I realized he was right,
but also because I wanted Kerri to know that it took a lot to
embarrass me. And then it happened.

I don’t exactly remember the perfect order of
events, but I do remember that it was one of the most upsetting
conversations that I ever had with him. It started somewhere around
our arrival to Newbury Street. We were browsing different café’s
menus and kept finding the wait time to be seated was far beyond
what we could afford to waste, when David very quickly started to
become difficult in his attitude.

Kerri was trying to keep a good face and
suggest every place that we walked by, but each one had something
about it David didn’t want to be a part of. Sue and I walked behind
them feeling uncomfortable and helpless at the same time. It wasn’t
uncomfortable that David was being difficult; it was uncomfortable
that Kerri knew we were there and she was taking the brunt of the
complaining.

“Why can’t we just find a place that we can
sit down at and have a cup of coffee and a snack? Why does every
place have an hour wait and the menu is far more complicated than
it has to be?”

Kerri patted his shoulder and humored him by
walking us to the next café, hoping that it would somehow be
magically different and calm him down; but then, the truth came
out.

David started venting very specifically about
the difference in sales between God Lives Underwater albums and
Stabbing Westward albums and how frustrating it was for him,
especially when he believed their songs were of higher quality than
Stabbing Westward’s.

The last thing I want to do is make it sound
like David was mud slinging or saying anything negative towards
Stabbing Westward as a band. In no way shape or form am I writing
this with the intention of creating hard feelings that weren’t
there in the first place. David was not speaking ill of their songs
or their fans, it was this venting session of CD sales against tour
support that opened up where the conversation went next.

Once David got started on this and the
floodgates opened, there was no stopping it. It was as if he had
kept all these thoughts and feelings inside and they were finally
coming to his lips for the first time and he couldn’t stop. In
between looking at different places to keep something to eat, David
went from venting about tour support and CD sales to his
fantasy-suicide on stage.

We turned a corner back onto Newbury Street
from one of the side streets and David started,

“You know how I want to die?”

“Oh stop it.” Kerri replied, trying to keep
the afternoon somewhat pleasant.

Sue and I just kept quiet walking behind
them

“I want to play a really big show, maybe in
London, and at the end of the last song have a rope tied around my
neck and I’ll jump from the rafters and the force will be so strong
that it will rip my spine right out of my back and just my head and
spinal cord will be swinging on the rope.”

“Oh would you fucking stop it.” Kerri
said.

At this moment, upon hearing that comment, I
became like a programmed robot walking behind them. I was on
autopilot. I couldn’t believe I just heard that, and it wasn’t
David’s sense of humor this time, I really believed that wherever
he was inside his head at that moment was being serious. I felt my
heart go numb.

“No, I’m serious. Then maybe the world would
notice. What the fuck is it all for anyway if no one knows who you
are? It’s the best way to go out.”

I honestly didn’t want to eat anything at
that moment, even if we did find a place that David agreed to. I
think Kerri had the exact opposite reaction, but I think her
reaction was to get David to eat and sit down and have a good time
in order to get him out of this mood. The very next place we
passed, she made sure we went into.

It was a mini café / coffee house that sold
wraps, sandwiches and high profiled coffee drinks. I really didn’t
feel like eating, but I didn’t want to come out and say this
because then I’d be obligated to explain why and I really didn’t
want to revisit that conversation or the image of David’s spine
coming out of his body on stage. So, I lied to Kerri and told her
that I didn’t bring my wallet and had no money to eat. Little did I
know that would backfire more than if I had just ordered something
and didn’t eat it.

“Well what do you want? I got it this time,
my treat.”

“No that’s okay really; you don’t have to do
that.” I said to her, with my wallet really being in my back
pocket.

It was our turn to order and she became very
assertive.

“Look, I’m not fucking playing games…just
order whatever you want and I got it.”

She actually scared me into ordering a
sandwich. How did this night come to this?

We got our food and sat at a table, Sue and I
splitting the sandwich Kerri bought us. How could I tell her that
my wallet really was in my back pocket now? It made eating the food
even worse. David did not get any better. I think he knew he was
getting a rise out of Kerri and a part of him just wanted to stick
the sympathy blade into her further.

Within minutes, David reached his breaking
point in his own head and actually stood up and walked out of the
café.

“C’mon, let’s go.” Kerri said and grabbed our
food that she bought and threw it away and followed David out into
Newbury Street.

I was dumbfounded. I couldn’t believe this
night was going like this. For the first time, I was actually
afraid about David doing something to himself. I had never seen him
take it this far. Kerri was acting like a mother would with a
two-year-old that had tested every fiber of her patience.

We walked back to the club in silence and
David’s self-loathing. I wonder how different that stroll for food
would have been if Kerri never showed up for the show. I also
wonder what David’s intentions were with that whole piece of
dialogue during that walk. I never for a second doubted his
frustrations with the comparison between God Lives Underwater and
Stabbing Westward, but the suicide on stage act was something new
and a little too over the top, even for David.

Needless to say, that was the last time that
I ever saw Kerri. I spoke with her once more after that night on
the phone when she called me to ask if I knew where David was a few
months later. I don’t know if she finally decided that she just
didn’t want all the melodrama, or maybe David became old news and
she moved on to the next big thing...but I never asked David.

When we got back to the Avalon, David
disappeared in preparation of their set and Kerri went and found
her own spot to watch the show away from Sue and me. The show was
amazing, all three bands played at the top of their game, but I
left wishing that my head wasn’t filled with the images David had
painted for us during the walk through Boston.

There were two very good silver linings in
this though: 1) we never saw Kerri again and 2) David never ever
spoke like that again around me. That was the first and last time I
ever heard David sound sincere about giving up his own life in 10
years. After that night, he started to show signs of the fighter
that most of the post- God Lives Underwater fans came to know.

***************

Autumn had bestowed itself on New England as
October 1998 rolled in. A few weeks earlier God Lives Underwater
had announced, finally, their own headlining tour to support Life
In The So-Called Space Age. This wasn’t like the headlining tour
before the album came out, this time the audience would get 80
minutes of set time and actually know all the songs, this wouldn’t
be the Spring radio festival tour with only 40 minutes of set time,
or the Stabbing Westward tour…this was finally an honest to God
headlining tour on the new album.

The show date was October 1, 1998 and the
club was Axis on Lansdowne Street. I had spoken to David a few days
earlier via e-mail and we made plans to get something to eat before
the show. Sue and I arrived after the tour buses had pulled in;
both of us had to work and couldn’t leave any earlier to get to the
show. At this point in my God Lives Underwater attendance of shows,
finding the band had become such old hat that I thought nothing of
walking up to the backstage door and banging on it. The door opened
and I asked the bouncer if David from God Lives Underwater was
there. Before he answered, I could hear “From Your Mouth” being
sound checked and David’s voice floating over the synth lines in
the song. I had answered my own question.

We stepped back from the door and waited
until the rumble that was coming through the walls was over and we
knew they would be coming out of the club soon. When David finally
came out he looked thin and frail. His face was sunken in and his
eyes looked frustrated and tired. This is the best way I can
describe David that night; he just looked “tired.”

He came over to us and gave me a half-assed
“Hey me-han.”

“Do you wanna grab a bite to eat at the
Boston Beer Works?” I asked him, remembering that time way back in
1995 with Dann. Even though it had been only three years ago, it
still seemed like an eternity in our history.

“I was actually thinking of that bar on the
corner. I saw it when we came in and I realized I hadn’t ever been
there yet.”

“The Casken Flagen?” I asked.

“Ya, that’s the one.”

The three of us walked to the corner of
Lansdowne Street towards the pub. Once we got there, the bouncer at
the door asked for all our IDs. I began to get nervous, Sue only
had a Massachusetts ID card due to the fact that she is Epileptic
and is not able to get a Massachusetts driver’s license until she
is “seizure free” for a certain length of time. I also got worried
immediately because if we were being carded, that meant there was
an age limit to get inside, and Sue was only 20 anyways. The
bouncer looked at David’s ID, gave it back and looked at mine, gave
it back and looked at Sue’s.

As soon as he took her Massachusetts ID card
in his hands I started explaining,

“She’s only 20, but we aren’t going to be
drinking anything. We are just here for lunch.”

“Sorry, I can’t let her in.” He said.

“Can’t you just stamp her hand or something
so they know she can’t drink?”

“Sorry man, those are the rules.”

He handed Sue’s ID back to her.

“It’s okay.” She said, “You guys go and have
your lunch together. It’s been a long time since you have hung out
alone.”

“Hey me-han, I’m in the band that is playing
at Axis tonight and these are my friends that I never see, can you
just sit us at a table in the corner and we won’t cause any
problems? You won’t even know she’s there.” David said to the
bouncer.

“I wish I could help, but it’s my job on the
line if something happens.”

I think this made a lot of sense to David
because he made a noise and accepted the situation and started to
walk into the pub. Sue said she would meet me back at the Axis at
door opening time. I thanked her for understanding and I went
inside.

David and I got a booth on the right side of
the pub and ordered Vodka and some juice and I ordered a Shirley
Temple, which I always got a load of shit for. We ordered an
appetizer and he started to tell me about the warrant out for his
arrest in Providence, Rhode Island.

“So there is a warrant out for me, the charge
is enticing a riot.”

“Are you kidding, what happened?” I asked
him.

“During one of the last shows there, while on
stage I said that the security guards weren’t doing their job so if
people wanted to rush the stage they could, and it got ugly. We
took off and then my manager told me they had taken out a warrant
on me for trying to start a riot.”

“That’s crazy.”

“Ya, so we can’t play Rhode Island until I
get that cleared up.”

“So first the news comes from Rhode Island
that you died and now there’s a warrant out for your arrest. All
this coming from the smallest state in the country!” I joked.

“Ya, something’s telling me not to ever go
back there again.”

I couldn’t put my finger on it, but even when
David was joking with me, he still seemed so down. It was his body
language, his eyes, his face, the tone in his voice… although still
nothing specific enough that I could put my finger on.

We finished our lunch at the Casken Flagen
and made our way back towards the club. Sue was outside waiting for
us and I was thankful that it was not a cold October day. We got
into the club when doors opened and it was almost empty.

“This is not a good sign.” I said to Sue.

I couldn’t understand it. The radio stations
were still playing the singles from the album in rotation, they
were still getting minimal play on MTV with the video “From Your
Mouth” and they were still being promoted in magazines. Also, the
band sold out the Middle East just eight months earlier before the
album came out. Why the sudden drop in attendance? This was their
best selling album so far and this was the worst attendance I had
seen.

“Hopefully it will fill up as it gets closer
to show time.” She said to me.

The opening band had gone on and left and we
were now in the middle space between them and God Lives Underwater.
The club was only about half full and Axis was not a large club.
This was very disheartening. Perhaps, it was the sudden explosion
of harder bands and the nu-metal movement of Korn, Papa Roach,
Linkin Park, Slipknot, Limp Bizkit and the like that made people
move on, or people were just tired of the industrial/rock genre,
but this was not pleasing.

…And so it began. The last time that I would
ever see God Lives Underwater live. They took the stage and played
their hearts out. I do have to say that the few people that were
there got probably one of the most sonically emotional God Lives
Underwater shows I have ever seen, as well as a brilliant mix of
all three albums. The songs from Life In The So-Called Space Age
were played with such ferocity that it was hard to believe they
were the same songs. The songs off Empty and GLU were played with
this brand new vigor and energy. It was one of those shows that
when people were leaving and walking out the door, you could just
tell that something special had happened and no one quite wanted to
talk about it just yet. Maybe in the morning they would discuss the
show, but for now it was better to let the show speak for
itself.

We caught David outside and he said he needed
to go for a walk and we were welcome to come. I could tell that he
was even worse in his head than he was before the show. Without
Kerri there this time, it would be my turn to listen and not just
humor him like she did.

Most of the people who were at the show were
still milling around out front so this wasn’t a good time for a
walk if David didn’t want to be noticed. As we were walking away
from the club, some guy who looked like your typical high school
jock kid came running up to us. He was wearing a backwards baseball
hat, baggy jeans, some high priced running shoes… I don’t mean to
stereotype, but he fit the description of somebody who didn’t
really think for himself, who happen to ride whatever bandwagon was
passing through at that moment.

“Hey!” The kid yelled to get us to turn
around.

He ran up to David and started in with
it,

“Hey, I just wanted to let you know that if
it wasn’t for your songs and your lyrics I wouldn’t have gotten
through so much shit in my life over the last few years. It was
your music and your messages and knowing you were going through it
too that kept me going every morning. I just wanted to say thank
you for writing such honest lyrics and saving me every day. I don’t
mean to bother you but I never thought I would have the opportunity
to meet you in person and when I saw you just now I knew I had to
say something. So thank you for writing the songs and giving me
hope.”

David’s face looked like it sunk in even
further than it already was. I would love to tell you that there
was this magical moment of silence, but there wasn’t. I just think
David was tired, (I mean emotionally), and the last thing he was
looking for was empathy from someone he didn’t know. Out of his
mouth without missing a beat was pure, simple, and to the
point,

“How can I save you when I can’t even save
myself?”

The kid just froze and stared at David and I
think it was then that David realized what he had said.

“I’m sorry me-han. I’ve just had a bad night.
Thank you, what you said does mean a lot to me.”

The kid turned away like a deer in headlights
and left the three of us alone. David started talking like he
needed to justify to me (or to himself) what he had just done to a
fan.

“Ya know, I spend all this time writing these
songs that contain every honest part of who I am and it doesn’t get
me any better. I just keep writing and I don’t feel like they are
doing me any good. So how can I feel like I am helping someone else
that I don’t know when I am the one writing these songs about my
feelings and I feel like I am still falling down the same hill over
and over?”

I really didn’t have an answer for him.
Besides, I knew it wasn’t an answer he was looking for. Sometimes
its better to listen and silently nod than it is to offer some
advice that won’t do any good at that moment.

David wanted to crash on the bus and just get
all this over with. I think the tour was weighing on him, the album
sales weighing on him, and his own view of himself was weighing on
him. It’s not surprising that the next God Lives Underwater album
would be the most emotionally charged and honest album of their
career.

I not only left David that night to not see
him for a few years, but I left God Lives Underwater that night
forever. That night was the last time I have ever seen Jeff, Drew,
and Scott (and also Adam). This, of course, was not known to any of
us (especially not the band) because when they got off the tour
they went back to writing the next album with such intensity and
pride.

So much changed from that night in 1998 and
the next time I would physically see David again in 2001. I got a
copy of the fourth and final God Lives Underwater album way before
it was released. Sue and I broke up in 2000 and I started dating a
girl much younger than me named Jenny. God Lives Underwater did not
tour for the new album, but would play only one show to support it,
and it ended up being their final show ever as a band on July 13,
2000 in California …

Their encore album, their greatest
achievement as a group of musicians, only produced that one show,
it did not get any radio airplay at all, and was released on such a
small independent label that only die hard God Lives Underwater
fans even knew it existed. The trials and tribulations of an
unnoticed, yet brilliant fourth album, titled Up Off The Floor,
soon would come to life…

 


 


MANTIS FOUR

“I've got some time but I've got my life to
go,

I wish the best for us all but I don't
know…”

 


God Lives Underwater

“Slip To Fall”

Up Off The Floor

 


Sometimes David doesn’t make the best first
impression on people who don’t know him, or rather people he
doesn’t know himself. I also think that as fans of any artist,
whether it is of a band, actor, writer etc we have the slight
feeling that we own them in some way. If it wasn’t for the fans of
anybody in show business, they wouldn’t have a career or a salary,
and with this fact, we sometimes feel like they owe us something;
or at least owe us some respect and recognition if we were to ever
meet them in person. And God forbid we ever meet this person and
they come off not as excited to see us as we are to meet them…just
because they are human and are perhaps having a bad day.

I was working at Suncoast one day and a guy
came into the store and I’m not 100 percent sure how the
conversation started, it may have been over the tee shirt the guy
was wearing, but God Lives Underwater, (and industrial music in
general), came up in conversation. We were discussing the KMFD, God
Lives Underwater, Life Of Agony show that happened back in 1995 and
he mentioned how a big God Lives Underwater fan he became after
that show. I never would advertise my friendship with David to a
stranger and I’m definitely glad I didn’t this time. The customer
proceeded to tell me that he had gone to see God Lives Underwater
headline at Axis and had run into David outside after the show and
tried to speak to him.

“What an asshole.” This customer said to
me.

I just stood there looking at him with my
best poker face on.

“Why do you say that?” I asked, swallowing
hard.

“I tried to talk to him and he just acted
like he couldn’t have given a shit about any of his fans.”

I realized that it wasn’t my place to
constantly defend David’s moods, but it was always absolutely my
place to not let people go around thinking he was an asshole. I
didn’t tell this guy that I knew David, but I did bring up the
scenario of people having bad days, celebrities or not.

I don’t know why, but that conversation has
stayed with me for a long time. Oddly enough I saw this same guy
again at a local show in Salem, Massachusetts in 2006 and spoke
with him about David. I was going to see a local female fronted
goth/metal band in Salem and he was outside and he looked the same
as he did seven years earlier. I approached him and asked if he was
a God Lives Underwater fan and he couldn’t believe that someone had
just brought up that band. I then asked him if he had heard that
David passed away and he said he had not. He reacted to the news as
though his best friend had just died. He actually had to sit down
and he almost began to cry. This is the same man who seven years
earlier was bad mouthing what an asshole David was. I didn’t remind
him of the conversation; I just let him grieve in the moment.

Sometimes, the general public feels like they
own someone that they support in the arts, and sometimes when the
ship starts to go down, those same people jump off as fast as they
can so they don’t go down with them.

***************

David disappeared from me for a while between
1998 and 2000. Other than an occasional e-mail or instant message
on AOL, we pretty much lived our own lives and kept in touch on a
minimal scale. I refuse to write anything in this book that I don’t
know about first hand, or heard from David’s mouth. Although, I do
know that those two years were spent in and out of rehab, with a
lot of effort and energy spent trying to get Up Off The Floor
written, recorded, and released through all the label red-tape that
was happening.

Myself, I had my own band that was doing very
well in my regional area. Drop Kick Jesus had released our first
album, Splatterguts, and was playing all over Massachusetts, New
York, New Hampshire, Maine, Pennsylvania, Rhode Island, and Vermont
and was getting some label interest. I was trying to get out of
working at Suncoast, (I had been there six years and wanted to go
back to school to finish my degree in Criminal Justice) and Sue and
I were getting into that “comfortable” area of our relationship.
Without God Lives Underwater coming to the area while they worked
on the new album and with my own band becoming so busy, I just
think David and I were too focused on other things for those two
years to make staying in-touch a priority.

As I said, we had many conversations online
through these years and we did discuss things like his health.
There was never any mention of Kerri again. He told me about the
singer of a Canadian band that he was head over heels for, but it
was more of crush than anything. He also started talking quite a
bit about a girl named Monica that he had met and started dating
who he seemed to be madly in love with. Everyone knew Monica by the
name Seven. This was a nickname she was given as a child by her
family and it had almost replaced her real name to anyone who knew
her. Seven was everything David needed; she was grounded, not a
junkie, a girl next-door type who cared about him deeply as well
and it had nothing to do with his band. I remember how David was so
excited the night that he e-mailed me to tell me that he and Seven
had gotten engaged. I couldn’t believe that David Reilly was
actually engaged to someone that cared so much about him. It warmed
my heart.

There was one night I was at my computer and
David had logged onto AIM and we were chatting. I told him about
how my band was working on our second album and we had just played
CBGB’s in New York City. He wasn’t telling me what was going on
with God Lives Underwater, but it must have been an awful legal
time for him because it was one of the only times that David was so
cynical towards me that I felt belittled.

“So my band has been playing like every other
weekend in a different state right now.”

“That’s great, Rocky.” He answered.

“We are working on the second album right now
and locally we are really starting to pull some serious draw into
the shows. I think we are really starting to ‘make it’.”

“What do you mean by make it?!”

“I dunno, I just mean that we are playing
some pretty good shows at some good venues.”

“That’s not making it. You have no idea what
it means to make it. If I have no idea what it means, than you
don’t either. So stop going around thinking that you ever have made
it.”

I was completely frozen at my computer. It’s
so hard to talk to someone over AIM because you can’t hear the
fluxuation in their voice. I couldn’t tell if David was pissed at
me, being sarcastic, or just in one of his moods. I stopped
replying in the IM but left the box open. David also stopped
talking and there was silence for a bit while I surfed through
different sites that I was online to look at in the first
place.

After quite a bit of time, even after I had
started to forget that there was an IM box open behind the other
browsers, I heard the “bling!” of the AIM. When I clicked on the
box it was David inviting me to a private chat room that he had set
up for some of his fans that were online at the time. I accepted
the invitation and went into the chat room.

For the most part, I just watched and
observed as about 20 God Lives Underwater fans started talking to
him and were asking questions. I started to learn some stuff about
David during that conversation that I should have found out myself.
I started to think that if I was a better friend, it wouldn’t take
some unknown fans in a chat room to find out how David was really
doing. Real friends ask their friends how they are doing because
they actually care. For this, I felt extremely guilty.

I found out that David was clean and had
spent a lot of time in rehab over the last year. He was home now,
with his sister Gretchen back in Ambler at the apartment. He was
just trying to stay clean and get his life and career back on
track. This is stuff that I should have found out with a friendly
phone call, not sitting there watching the words of strangers fill
my computer screen.

Somehow, the conversation got really goofy
and someone asked what he was doing right now and he answered,

“Eating some Fruit Loops.”

And I swear to you that the next two hours
was spent talking about cereals. What cereals David likes, which
ones he doesn’t like, which ones he eats when he’s high, which ones
make him feel better when he’s sober. This lightened up the
conversation a bit and I felt more comfortable jumping in. I hadn’t
said anything yet and after I started talking David typed,

“Hey everyone, it’s my good buddy Rocky
finally joining the conversation!”

That made me laugh to myself and I joined in
the silly cereal conversation. David sounded like he was in great
spirits, clean and sober.

***************

On July 13, 2000, the very last God Lives
Underwater show EVER took place at The Roxy in Los Angeles,
California. The following is my transcript from listening to the
bootleg recording of that show:

There was a silence in the crowd’s applause
as the band takes the stage for the very last time in their career.
It was unknown to them that this was their last show, but then
again how many bands ever really know their last show is their last
show? Something wasn’t working correctly and the first words out of
David’s mouth as he stepped up to the microphone were,

“We already broke something, right? Fuck ya!
Um, so we’re God Lives Underwater and we’re gonna play songs from
our new album. And then we’re gonna play some old ones, and then
we’re gonna play some new ones. We’re on 1500 Records and those
people are here.”

You could hear Scott kick his bass drum a
handful of times and David said,

“Alright, I think we’re back in effect.”

There was another lengthy silence with a hum
and feedback going in and out of the house speakers when David
commented sarcastically away from the microphone,

“Alright!”

Then, the signature God Lives Underwater
synth line came pouring out of the speakers and the band opened
their very last show with “72 Hour Hold” from Up Off The Floor.
From there, they immediately went into “No More Love” from GLU.

When “No More Love” ended David thanked the
crowd and said,

“I could use a drink of water if someone’s
got one.”

Without anymore banter, the band played
“Rearrange” from Life In The So-Called Space Age. When “Rearrange”
ended David did nothing more than announce the next song on the set
list, “No Way (You Must Understand)” from Up Off The Floor.

“Hey thanks!” He said as he took a breath
after another new song from the new album finished. “Is it okay if
we play a slow one cause that’s what’s next on the list? Um, this
is called ‘Take Whatever You Got’.”

The band gave the audience its third song
from Up Off The Floor and then proceeded with another new song from
Up Off The Floor and play “Tricked” with ferocity.

“Alright this is called ‘Nothing’ and it’s
from our first record.” David stated as Scott clicked out the
timing behind him. The band then blasted into the fan favorite,
“Nothing” from GLU.

With just applause from the audience to fill
in the dead space in between songs, God Lives Underwater took only
a few seconds before the guitar riff began for “History” from Up
Off The Floor. There was absolutely no break from the time the band
finished playing “History” and went directly into “Alone Again”
from Life In The So-Called Space Age.

There was a female that began screaming when
“Alone Again” finished and David said,

“Who’s yelling that?”

The girl continued to whoop and holler.

“I’m 29 now,” He replied.

It’s as if the band couldn’t afford to take
any more time with banter, the entire band, in unison, kicks into
“All Wrong” from Empty. David thanked the crowd twice and announced
they had one more song.

So this was it. God Lives Underwater was down
to one more song on their very last live show ever. This would be
the last four minutes that the band was to play on stage together.
This final song at this very moment marked a sad day in God Lives
Underwater’s career.

The band closed their last
show ever, their 202nd
show to be exact, with David announcing the
members of the band (“that’s Drew, that’s Kevin, that’s Scott, and
that’s Jeff and I’m David”) with the synth lines of a song that
David had the uncanny talent of being able to perform with just his
mouth, (as he had proved to me on the tour bus so many years
earlier).

God Lives Underwater retired their live show
with David announcing to the crowd that this song was called “Don’t
Know How To Be” from Empty.

How many shows on those first few tours were
ending with this exact song? How many times did I know that was
going to be the last song of the night so Dogboy and I could be
ready to rip the drum set down for the next band? They closed their
final set with the exact song that they closed their beginning sets
with… five years earlier.

It couldn’t have been a better way to go
out.

***************

December 1, 2000: my
24th birthday and all seemed right in the world. My band, Drop Kick
Jesus, had just released its second album Depress The Heart which
was recorded with Grammy-Award winning producer Neil Kernon in
Massachusetts and mixed in Texas. I had met a girl named Jenny
while being backstage at a Pitchshifter, Static-X show in
Providence, Rhode Island. I had broken up with Sue after months of
complacency with the relationship and Jenny and I had dove head
first into a new relationship. I had quit Suncoast, gone back to
school to finish my degree at nights and got a new job as a Senior
Sales Manager for Eastern Bank.

I had logged online the morning of my
birthday to check my e-mail and I noticed that David was on AIM. I
didn’t say anything to him as I checked my e-mail, it was my
birthday and I secretly wanted to see if he had remembered.
Sometimes, David would leave himself online for days and not
actually be there and this could be one of those times so I decided
if he hadn’t IMed me before I log off I would say hello.

In the middle of reading some birthday card
e-mail sent to me by a family member, the “bling!” sound of the IM
sounded and there was a message from David. He had remembered!

“Rocky.”

“Hey David, you know what today is?”

I can be such a shameless plug artist when it
comes to my birthday. There was just silence. And then more
silence. I started to think he wasn’t there anymore.

And then it came, blunt and the exact
opposite of a Happy Birthday:

“Seven died.”

Two words, to the point, and shattering the
silence and peace in my head on my birthday. My hands started to
shake.

“What?!”

“Seven died yesterday. She was killed.”

I realized I was walking a fine line here
with asking the right questions to get the right answers without
provoking an emotionally disastrous response.

“What happened?”

“She was hit by a train and died instantly.
They said she didn’t even know it hit her it was so fast.”

“Oh my God, David. Are you going to be
okay?”

I know this was a stupid thing to ask, but
with him you just never know.

“I don’t know Rocky; I’m just being
surrounded by friends and family right now. Gretchen drove me to
the hospital to identify her and we have been home ever since. I
just need to be around people that actually care about me right
now.”

My brain started working and I thought that I
could take a few days off from work and make the six hour drive to
Pennsylvania and see him.

“David, do you want me to come and stay with
you for a few days?”

“That’s not necessary Rocky, I am just gonna
stay here for now. I don’t feel like talking about it anymore.”

With that, he logged offline. I still
entertained the idea of just jumping in my car and driving to the
apartment in Ambler, but my senses got the best of me. Unexpected
company is the last thing he probably wanted at this time and he
knew how to get in touch with me if he needed to talk.

Here it was, my birthday, and I was just told
that one of my best friend’s fiancé was just killed by a train. It
would be six full years before I would be told the entire story of
Seven’s death from start to finish. Unfortunately it would be after
David’s own death that I would be told all the details of his
fiancé’s death and what it did to him.

***************

Everything had fallen apart at the start of
2001. The record label that God Lives Underwater was on went
bankrupt. The label had paid for the recording and cash advance to
the band for Up Off The Floor. This basically meant the album,
which was finished and recorded, would be shelved unless another
label came along and bought the album from the old label. God Lives
Underwater fans knew the new album was finished, but then got a
blow when we all found out that the album had a very slight chance
of ever seeing the light of day. David started doing some shopping
on his own with the masters to some smaller labels, but the problem
was that the price for the album was too high for smaller labels to
be bothered.

On top of the band’s turmoil of being without
a label and with Seven being killed in November, David was ready to
just give up God Lives Underwater and move on. He had made the
decision to burn the new album Up Off The Floor for his friends and
any fan that cared enough to show an interest. He made the decision
that made God Lives Underwater fans very happy: the new album was
good enough to fight for and so was the future of the band. In the
meantime, he wanted to start working on some solo material that was
purely instrumental and electronic, as well as an ode to Seven.

Using only the computer program Orion, he
gave birth to his electronic-solo project called Robot Teen
America. The idea, he explained to me, would be simple.

“There will only be 77 copies of the album
made, all burnt by me and each one numbered and signed. The first
70 God Lives Underwater fans that contact me in any way for a copy
of the album will get one. I will charge $10 an album to help with
the duplication, shipping, and so I will have a few bucks in my
pocket this month. The left over seven copies will be for friends
and family.”

I started to see a “7” theme here.

“This whole thing is a tribute to Seven so
everything I am doing revolves around the number.”

The album was only four tracks long, no
vocals and no song titles. The album itself was titled Living In
Syn and the front cover was a scanned picture of David on regular
computer paper. He announced on the official God Lives Underwater
website that he was releasing the Robot Teen America album on a
first come first serve basis to the first 70 people who sent him
the $10. I thought this wasn’t wise and I told him so, but he put
the address where people could mail their money as his real address
in Ambler, Pennsylvania. Any God Lives Underwater stalker now knew
where he lived, but that was part of David’s charm; he sometimes
just didn’t care about stuff like that.

About two weeks later I received a package in
the mail that had David’s writing on it. I opened it and inside was
a copy of Robot Teen America without a letter or anything else in
the package. I opened it up and mine was numbered #76. I called him
as soon as I had opened up the CD.

“David, its Brian.”

“Hey me-han.”

“I just got the package. I can’t wait to
listen to it!”

“I’m glad it got there okay, I was a little
nervous that I had an old address for you or something.”

“Nope, it got here fine, but I do have one
question.”

“Okay.”

“You said there are only 77 copies of the
album in existence, and you sent me number 76. Who has number
77?”

“I do. That’s the one I’m keeping for myself.
I was debating whether to keep number 7 or number 77 and I decided
to keep 77 ‘cause it’s double the 7s.” He chuckled a little after
he said this. “In fact, just so you know Rocky, you have the actual
master copy of the album. All the 77 copies were made from the CD
that I sent you so you have to keep it safe for me.”

“I will make a copy for myself to actual
listen to and put this real one away so it never gets destroyed.” I
told him.

“Okay, but make sure you never make a copy
for anyone because that will ruin the 77 copy theme of the
album.”

“I promise, you know you can trust me.”

“I know Rock, that’s why I sent you the
master copy.”

“I can’t wait to listen to it. I’m gonna let
you go and I’ll talk to you later and tell you what I think.”

We hung up and I put the CD in my player and
put my headphones on. The album registered at only 18 minutes for
the four untitled tracks and I pressed play.

***************

“Well the first batch of Robot Teen America
CDs went out today.” He said to me a few days later.

That didn’t surprise me since there were
probably 100,000 God Lives Underwater fans in the world and this
album only had a public run of 70 copies.

“I sent out the first batch of ten CDs to the
first ten people that sent me money.”

“I wouldn’t expect there to be any CDs left
by the end of the week.” I said to him. “With a run this small, you
don’t even need word of mouth, you probably have 70 people who
visit the website on a weekly basis and that right there takes care
of all the CDs.”

“You think I should do more? I mean maybe do
777 CDs to make some extra cash?” He asked me.

“Well, that’s up to you, but the whole reason
you made this album was in memory of Monica and you decided on 77
CDs right at the beginning.”

“Ya, I guess you’re right.”

About a month passed when David sent me an
e-mail, I could tell he was very disturbed at some of the things
that his fans were writing to him:

 


Rocky,

I don’t know what’s going on, but I haven’t
received any more orders for Robot Teen America and I have been
getting these e-mails from people:

-David, I knew you were always a fucking
junkie, but I never thought you would ever do this to your
fans.

-Hey man, fuck you and stick another needle
in your arm and give me my money back!

-David we all believed that you were getting
better and I have always supported you but stealing from your fans
is a little too low for me, goodbye from a longtime fan.

-Asshole, if you needed money to get high so
bad just rob a bank for the cash and don’t rip off your fans!

 


There were about 20 or so hate e-mails that
he forwarded me, most with foul language and almost all taking a
direct shot at his drug use. I read through all the forwards and
felt my anger rising, along with my confusion. I could only imagine
what David was feeling getting these in his in-box everyday. I
picked up the phone and decided this needed to be talked about
right now and not through a series of e-mails.

When he picked up,

“David, its Brian.”

“Hey me-han, did you get my e-mail?”

“Ya, what the fuck is that all about?”

“Well, I did some detective work, mostly
replying to all the e-mails and asking what they meant and what
everyone said was that they had mailed me their $10 for the album
and that their checks had been cashed a month ago and they still
hadn’t received the CDs. Looking through my old e-mails I saw that
I had received e-mails from almost all these people asking if their
CD had been mailed out and my reply to all of them was that I
hadn’t received their money yet, but they had all checked their
accounts and the checks had been cashed!”

“What the hell is going on?” I asked. “How
many checks have been cashed?”

“Basically all of them, I mean all 70 CDs
have been paid for by fans and I didn’t even know it. Of course
when you are a junkie you don’t have too much credibility with
trust, so I don’t blame most of the people for those e-mails.”

“Do you know what happened to those checks?”
I asked.

“Yes I do. It seems that my sister’s
ex-husband who lives across the street from us has been stealing
all my mail, knowing that there were checks or money in those
envelopes.”

“You’re kidding me?” I couldn’t believe
it.

“Nope, and I don’t know how much of my mail
he has been stealing or for how long. If it wasn’t for this I would
never have known it was happening. He has been depositing the
checks and money into his account and forging my signature, so all
these people have been sending me money, my hard earned money with
my art that I am duplicating myself, and this fucking asshole
brother-in-law has been stealing my money. I don’t have any money
to begin with, and now I have a whole group of fans pissed off at
me.”

“Is there anything I can do? I can’t believe
this!”

“Actually there is,” David started, “I don’t
feel safe having anything mailed here anymore.”

“Understandable.” I said.

“So what I want you to do is write up a
really nice e-mail for me that I can send to everyone who has sent
me one of those hate e-mails. I have saved every single one and I
want to respond to all of them, you are much better at putting
cohesive thoughts together than I am. Write up something nice,
explaining the situation without giving away too many specifics,
and I will send you a list of every e-mail address that sent me a
hate letter about the CD. Could you please send the letter to each
of those people, you can even say that you are my manager and
that’s why you are sending it.”

“I can do that,” I said, feeling a sharp
sense of pride with David even letting me pretend to be his
manager. “Anything else?”

“Actually there is, but I completely
understand if you don’t want to do this because this is asking a
lot.”

“Whatever you need David, that’s what I am
here for.” I replied.

“Well, I don’t trust money coming in here and
I don’t trust CDs going out either. If I send you a list of all the
people who have paid for the album so far could you make copies
from your master and mail them out to the addresses? I will send
you a stack of the front cover, signed and numbered, and you can
package them up and mail them from your house?”

“Sure, I can do that.”

I couldn’t believe that I was someone being
trusted in being the manufacturing factory for Robot Teen
America.

“Also, I am going to change the mailing
address for any left over CDs to your house. People can mail the
money to you; you can make the CD and mail it out for me, if that’s
okay with you?”

“That’s fine.”

“You are probably one of the only people I
trust with my money, Rocky. You do know that, don’t you?”

“I do now.” I said feeling really good about
the trust David had for me. “I’ll open a new savings account for
any money that comes my way for a CD and then when all the CDs are
gone, I’ll close out the account and wire you the money. E-mail me
the list of people that said they paid and I’ll start burning the
CDs tomorrow. What are you going to do about that money?”

“Well, it’s not their fault that all their
money was stolen, so they deserve the album. It’s just me that’s
out all this money now. I wanted to go over and break his neck but
Gretchen told me to call the cops and deal with it legally, so
that’s what we’re doing.”

“I think that’s a better idea, but I still
can’t believe that he has been doing that to you and it’s caused so
many of your fans to be pissed off at you.”

“I know, I think after this disaster I am
just gonna give up music all together and go work in
construction.”

“Are you serious?”

With David you never knew.

“I don’t know, some days it sounds really
good to just have a normal job every day and I think I would be
good at construction.”

Whether or not he was serious at the time, I
still could not picture David Reilly of God Lives Underwater with a
yellow hard hat working at a construction site.

I did what he asked. The
majority of people that have a real
copy of Robot Teen America (numbered and signed,
not some of the hundreds of copies floating around out there) have
no idea that their CD came from my bedroom and my CD burner because
of what happened with the money.

***************

As the months trudged by into July, 2001,
David was getting more and more discouraged that Up Off The Floor
was never going to be released and the band was becoming less and
less a “band” and more David just trying to get the new music in
the right people’s hands.

I don’t know if it was complete trust, or how
much work I had done with the Robot Teen America project, but one
day on the phone David asked me if I wanted him to send me a copy
of the new God Lives Underwater album. Not only was I flattered,
but I also didn’t know exactly what to say.

“Just remember that it’s not mastered yet so
all the tracks are at a slightly different volume level, but they
are compressed pretty well. I don’t know what the order of the
album will actually be when it comes out, so the songs will just be
random on the CD. Don’t get too excited, Rock, it’s just gonna be a
burnt CD from my laptop of the 12 songs.”

“I don’t care if they were just the demos, I
can’t believe I’m gonna finally hear the album!”

“Well, they aren’t demos; they are the
finished and mixed versions of the songs. Just do me a favor, you
can make a copy of the album for Jenny, but please don’t make any
other copies. I don’t want the songs getting out until they can be
released officially.”

“You know you didn’t even need to say that.”
I said to him.

“I know, but I just feel better saying it out
loud.”

I told Jenny later that night that David was
sending us the new album. We had been together a full year at this
point and she had become a really big God Lives Underwater fan so
this was just as exciting to her as it was to me.

“You are going to make me a copy, right?” She
said, more as a statement than a question.

“Of course, David said you were the only one
who could have a copy.”

I had spoken to David about Jenny so much in
that year, I think he knew her better than he ever knew Christine
and Sue, and he hadn’t even met Jenny yet.

I didn’t know how fast the CD would come in
the mail; this was David we were talking about. It wouldn’t
surprise me if I didn’t get it for six months, but I also felt that
it wasn’t my place that if I didn’t get it sooner rather than
later, that I could hound him for it. He trusted me with an entire
album of new material and I felt I wasn’t in the position to whine
about not getting it quickly.

This was one of those times where David
surprised me. About 10 days later, there was a small brown envelope
in my mailbox made out to Rocky Horror Paone and inside was a CD
with no writing in a slim line case with no track listings and no
note or letter. I didn’t need any of that; I knew exactly what it
contained.

My heart started beating faster and I got
slightly lightheaded as I ran up three stairs at a time to my
bedroom. I purposely shut off my cell phone, grabbed my headphones
and plugged them into the CD changer. I sat on my bed and closed
the CD tray door. The LCD registered 12 tracks and my stomach
flipped. This was really Up Off The Floor! I had no idea how many
people had a copy of this album, but I liked to think that it was a
very small amount at that time.

I pressed play and I had no idea what it was
going to sound like, the quality of the recording, or if the CD was
even scratched. The first song was “Choir Boy” and I was slightly
disappointed in the volume. I know David informed me it had not
been mastered yet, but I felt like the song was playing in another
room, and I could tell where all the “punches” of the song would
have been, but weren’t executed because of the low volume.

When the second track on the CD began, it was
“Fame.” It was so much louder and full in sound compared to “Choir
Boy” that it scared the shit out of me coming through the
headphones. Thankfully, “Choir Boy” was the only song that had the
volume problem. Of course, I had no idea the song was called “Choir
Boy” at the time. In fact, until I had a conversation about the
song with David, I thought the song was called “Quiet Boy” because
that’s what I thought he was saying in the chorus. I listened to
all 12 tracks with my complete attention focused on every note and
word. I immediately called Jenny when it had come to the last song
and stopped spinning.

“So you wanna know how the new God Lives
Underwater album is?” I asked her on the phone.

“You got it?!”

I could almost hear her jumping up and down
on the other end.

“Yup, and I just finished listening to
it.”

“Oh my God, how is it?”

“After only one listen, I can honestly say,
this may be the best God Lives Underwater album of them all. It is
so emotionally driven and the music is exactly what they have been
working towards over the last three albums. I think this is their
masterpiece and David’s lyrics are so honest.”

“You better be burning me a copy of it right
now!”

“I will tonight, but just keep in mind that
he was right with the volume. Almost every track is a different
volume than the one before it.”

“I don’t care; I just want a copy of it!”

I told her to let me go so I could burn it
for her and have it ready for when I saw her in the morning. I set
up the blank CD and listened to the album again as it was burning
for Jenny. I fell in love with it twice as much the second time
around.

I went to bed that night looking forward to
waking up the next morning just so I could listen to it again as I
got ready to go out for the day. Jenny and I had plans to drive
into Boston for the day. I knew that we wouldn’t listen to anything
else on the drive over either.

The next day, Jenny drove to my house where I
was now living with the guitarist of my band, Drop Kick Jesus, KJ
and another close friend, Mike. We were taking her car into Boston,
and the second I got into the car she had her hand held out for the
CD. I gave her the copy I burnt for her and she took Finger
Eleven’s Greyest Of Blue Skies CD out and put in Up Off The
Floor.

“I can’t make you a track listing because
David sent it without any information.”

“Eh, that’s okay. You know I memorize track
numbers more than I do song names.”

I started to say something else and she
shushed me.

“Shhhh, I wanna hear this.”

We didn’t speak until all 12 songs had played
through her Toyota Corolla speakers and the CD reset to play track
one all over again. By this time, we were on one of the ramps from
Route 93 to one of the tunnels in Boston that would bring us to the
North End.

“So what do you think?” I asked her.

“I think it’s amazing.”

“I told you.”

“You should call David.”

At this point, Boston traffic was backed up
and we were at a stand still on the highway. I took out my cell
phone and called his.

“Hello?”

“Hey David, its Brian. Just wanted you to
know that I got the CD yesterday and Jenny and I are in her car
listening to it now for the billionth time.”

“I’m glad it got to you in one piece. What do
you think about it?”

“Seriously, I think it’s the best thing you
have ever written.”

“Tell him how much I love it too!” Jenny said
from the driver’s seat.

“Jenny says that she loves it too. We both
think it’s amazing. I honestly think that when this album gets
released, if you could get the song about the train on the radio,
it would be a huge single for the band. I think this album has the
potential commercially to be your biggest album, it just feels like
every song on it could be a hit.”

“Thanks me-han! That song that you mentioned
is called ‘Take Whatever You Got.’”

“Speaking of which, do you think you could
tell me the names of all the songs?”

“I have them saved on the computer; I can
e-mail them to you tonight.”

“Ya, that works. You know me and my OCD with
song titles.”

David started to laugh,

“Here’s something you don’t know. The album
was originally going to be called The Mantis Returns during the
whole time we were recording it.”

“Why did you change it?”

“Because I wanted something that reflected
the meaning of the lyrics on the album.”

“That makes sense.” I said.

“And the album was called Drowning In Air the
entire time we were writing it.”

“I actually like that title the best. It
really goes along with the name of the band!”

“Ya, I think that’s the reason why we didn’t
go with it. It sounded like we were trying to hard to match an
album title and then it started to sound cheesy to me after a few
days.”

“I can see that too. So, what else are you up
to?” I asked.

“Not much, I just sit around most of the day
on the computer. I really need to get out of here.”

There was a moment of silence as I turned the
thought over in my head. I opened my mouth and out came the
words,

“Do you wanna come hang out and stay with me
for a weekend?”

There was a pause and David replied,

“I would love to, but I don’t have a car, I
don’t even have my license anymore. They suspended it. I don’t know
how I’d get there.”

“What about the train? Amtrak dumps right
into South Station in Boston. Is there a train station near
you?”

“Yeah, it leaves from Philadelphia, but I
don’t have any money right now to spend on a ticket.”

“How much could it be?” I asked.

I was slightly ignorant with public
transportation prices.

“I don’t know, but it could be just as much
as a plane ticket.”

“Really? Yikes! Okay well we’ll talk later
about it, we’re heading into a tunnel and I’m going to lose service
in a few minutes. I’ll talk to you in a few days.”

“Alright Rocky, and I’ll e-mail you the track
listing for the CD tonight.”

We said goodbye and I realized that I had
talked to David almost as long as the length of the CD because it
was getting ready to start over again; Jenny and I let it repeat
for the third time in the drive.

That night, when I could get online, I
checked my e-mail and sure enough David had sent me the track
listings. I took the text in the e-mail and copied it into a
program that prints out CD inserts so I could have my own homemade
back cover of the album with song titles. The titles and order of
the songs, according to David’s e-mail (as you may notice, not only
is the order of the songs very different, but also, there are some
title changes from the official release of the album) are as
follows:

 


Choir Boy

Fame

White Noise

Step Off

Take Whatever You Got

You Must Understand

72 Hour Hold

1%

Slip To Fall

Miss You More Than Anything

Positivity

Tricked

 


These are the changes from David’s e-mail of
what the songs were called at that time, and what changed when Up
Off The Floor was officially released:

 


“1%” was lengthened to “1% (The Long Way
Down)”

“You Must Understand” was lengthened to “No
Way (You Must Understand)”

“Take Whatever You Got” was shortened to
“Whatever You Got”

“Step Off” was completely re-named
“History”

***************

The next day at work I had some downtime, so
I went on Amtrak’s web page and started to look up times and prices
for a train from Philadelphia to Boston. I wanted to have David
come in on a Friday night and not go home until Monday afternoon so
we could have three full days together; this meant trying to find a
weekend that landed on a holiday so I could have a long
weekend.

Looking at the upcoming schedule, it seemed
that the next long weekend was Labor Day weekend, which fell on
September 4, 2001. Checking the prices of a train ticket from
9/01/01 to 9/04/01 was going to be around $180 round trip. I
thought about it during the next few hours at work and decided that
I could afford to spend that much money to get David for three full
days and buy his ticket. I didn’t really know what we would do yet,
but it was Labor Day weekend so I was sure there would be enough
cookouts to go to and I could really show him the North Shore, (the
area of Massachusetts that I live in).

I called David on my hour lunch break outside
in the back parking lot. It was a beautiful July afternoon and I
didn’t feel like talking on my cell phone to David inside the bank
offices where I worked. He answered the phone and I gave him my
proposal.

“Would you come for a long weekend if you
didn’t have to worry about how to get here or spend any money?”

“Of course I would.”

“Well, I checked the schedule and how would
you feel about spending Labor Day weekend with me? Don’t worry
about the ticket, I will buy it for you and of course while you are
staying with me you won’t need money for food or anything. It’ll
pretty much be a free vacation.”

“Are you sure you want to do this Rocky?”

“Ya, I really think it would be fun and you
can kick back and get your mind off stuff and there would be no
pressure.”

“Okay, if you want to spend the money, I
would love to come.”

“I will go back to my desk and look up
specific times and get in touch with you tonight.”

“Sounds good. The only thing is you will have
to Western Union me the money and I will have to go buy the tickets
myself. You can’t buy them for me and you can’t send me a check or
money order because I don’t have an account to cash it. I have to
use Western Union for all my transactions.”

“Okay, so I wire you the total amount of the
ticket and you go buy the ticket?”

“Ya, I’ll buy the ticket on the day of the
trip for both ways.”

“That sounds do able, I just have no idea
where there is a Western Union near me.”

“You can look up all their locations online.
Send it to my name and a password. We’ll use Rocky Horror as a
password.”

I laughed,

“Why doesn’t that surprise me? Okay man, I’ll
talk to you tonight, I really should get back to work.”

After we hung up and I was making the trip
back to my desk on the fourth floor of Eastern Bank’s corporate
office building, I started to question how much faith I actually
had in David’s ability to follow through and keep a schedule of
getting on a train for a trip by himself. I didn’t doubt that he
wanted to come visit, I just didn’t know if when the time came
there wouldn’t be some story of what came up and why he can’t get
on the train.

I was starting to get so excited that he was
going to come and stay with me, but I had this nagging in the back
of my head that when the weekend actually came, David would not
show up for some reason.

I pushed those thoughts aside and moved
forward with the plans as if I knew that David was 100 percent
coming. I looked up the train schedule again and wrote down the
best times for David to get on the train on that Friday. Then I
looked up Western Union locations and there was one in a Lynn
supermarket right down the street from where my office was. Now I
just needed to talk with David one more time with the schedules and
let him know I had access to a Western Union and confirm the
weekend with him before I went ahead and sent $180 to him.

I didn’t expect to hear from David sooner
than when I was going to call and confirm, but it seemed that he
also had been thinking of the trip and was getting more excited
than I was about coming to visit. I spoke to him that same day and
gave him my work phone number. A few hours later into the day at
work, my cell phone went off at my desk, but I was on the phone
with a customer so I had to let the voice mail pick up.

When I saw that it was David and he had left
a message, which he never ever does, I immediately put my phone on
hold so I couldn’t get any more calls and listened to the message.
David sounded… different. I don’t know how else to put it, but he
sounded both ecstatic about something and also bored about
something at the same time.

I got up from my desk and asked by supervisor
if I could take five minutes to make a phone call. I told her that
it was an emergency and someone had left a voice mail that I needed
to follow up on. It was a slow day, so she didn’t mind letting me
off the phones for a few minutes.

I walked into one of the empty cubicles to
have a little more privacy and I called him from the phone that was
on the desk. My cell phone didn’t get the best reception in the
office and I didn’t want to chance losing a signal.

David answered after a handful of rings and
he sounded terrible. It was like it was a completely different day,
this did not sound like the same person I had been talking to all
day.

“David, are you okay?” I asked him, my heart
was literally in my throat and I didn’t know why.

Something just didn’t sit right with his
tone.

“Ya, just a little sleepy. I came up with an
awesome idea.”

“Okay.”

I would be lying if I told you that I wasn’t
a little bit nervous that David might be canceling his little trip
to my place.

“If I’m going to be there anyway, why don’t
we try to set up a solo acoustic show somewhere in Boston?”

“Like a God Lives Underwater acoustic
show?”

“Sort of, but more like a David Reilly solo
show featuring songs of God Lives Underwater, or something like
that.”

“That would be amazing.” I replied.

Then there was silence. This was the moment
that I was dragged into the hole with him. I always felt this was
the exact conversation with David after six years of friendship
where the tables swung and I started to become more brotherly than
anything.

The silence was curious. The silence was
confusing. All I could hear was David breathing heavy, so heavy
that I could actually hear the air being pulled from the space
around him and going into his lungs. That made the silence
deafening to me. I didn’t know what was happening, but it scared
the shit out of me.

“David?”

Nothing but breathing. It didn’t feel natural
either. I felt helpless; I had no idea what was going on the other
end of the phone. I didn’t know if I should say his name again, and
if I should how loudly I should say it. I started to feel like I
was intruding on something disgraceful every time I said his
name.

“David??”

I stopped and listened. His breathing was
deep, but regular. I heard some saliva click on his lips as he came
back to me.

“Rocky?”

His voice was raspy, the sound of a voice
that had been sleeping for a full night.

“I’m here.”

“Sorry about that me-han.”

“That’s alright, what happened?”

“I’m so tired. I just fell asleep. My brain
keeps turning on and off.”

“That’s cool man. So we were talking about a
solo show in Boston.”

“Yeah, yeah. What do you think?”

“I think it’s a great idea. I know a lot of
people at the clubs. I think Bill’s Bar on Lansdowne Street would
be the best place. The capacity is somewhere around 200 people and
I am friends with the booking guy there.”

“We played there before right?”

“Sort of, you guys played on Lansdowne at
Avalon and Axis.”

“That’s right, that is a great street for
clubs…”

I was waiting for him to finish some sort of
thought but all I got through the phone was that heavy sleepy
breathing. This second time around it was less curious and much
much more creepy. It started to feel unnatural; David now falling
asleep twice in the middle of a conversation of trying to organize
his very first solo show and the first time he’d be on stage in 16
months.

I decided not to say his name and just wait
for him to wake himself up. There was something about saying his
name again into that heavy breathing that felt so dirty to me.

I heard the phone slide away from his face
and that must have been enough to jar him back to consciousness
because I heard him catch it and put it back to his ear.

“Sorry me-han.”

“That’s okay. Is there something going
on?”

“Ya, I’ve been clean now for 15 days and this
is the hardest time of the detox for me. This is when my brain is
looking for the high and not getting it, so it shuts me down for a
few seconds every few minutes. I doze off and then startle myself
awake.”

“No shit. I’m happy that you are clean right
now, but that must suck.”

“Yeah, this will only last a few days and
then once I am over this part of the detox, I am pretty much a new
person.”

“So what I was saying is if Bill’s Bar won’t
do it or doesn’t have that weekend open, I can always go to TT The
Bear’s Place or the Paradise or Middle East upstairs.”

“Yeah me-han. I am down for anywhere.”

“Once a club is booked Jenny and I will make
a flyer on her computer, she’s really good in Photoshop, and we’ll
start plastering flyers all over Boston and in all the music
stores.”

“What am I gonna do about equipment?”

“Well, what would you need? I can just rent
it from Daddy’s Junky Music.”

“Probably just two acoustic guitars.”

“I can get those the day of the show. I’ll
also try to get an interview or some radio spots on WFNX, their
office is in Lynn.”

“Rocky, if you really think you can pull this
off, this would be a great show for me. I can play some of the
songs off the new album too.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening in this
conversation. I was actually in discussion of booking the first
David Reilly solo show and he was putting all the trust and weight
of every aspect of this show on my shoulders.

Lost in my ego-boosting thoughts I didn’t
notice that David had drifted off to sleep again. Listening to his
deep exhales; I took advantage of the pause in the conversation to
make a mental list of things I needed to get working on that night.
After a few seconds David woke himself up and apologized again.

I told him it was okay, but the truth was
that it wasn’t okay. It made me uncomfortable to hear that kind of
breathing from him all the way down to my very core. It reminded me
that David was sick, and of his addictions and I hated every breath
that I was hearing.

“I’m going to go to Western Union right from
work and wire you the money for the train ticket. Now if for some
reason the show falls through and it doesn’t happen, you still
wanna come and stay for the weekend, right?”

I just wanted to confirm that he wasn’t only
coming because of the possibility of a show.

“Of course me-han, I am really looking
forward to a vacation away from everything here. You are like my
safe place, you know that? I know I can be around you and hopefully
your friends and not feel pressured into anything and that means a
lot. This will be good for my soul.”

“That means more to me than you could ever
know David.”

“Heh, you know what I just thought of?”

“What?”

“I’m gonna have to go through all our songs
and see what songs I can actually translate into acoustic and then
practice them. Also, I plan on staying clean this time so by the
time that weekend rolls around and I am there with you, I will be
on top of my game.”

“I’m really excited about this.” I said.

“Me too, do you realize you just gave me
something to wake up for again Rocky? Putting this show together
will give me something to work for again, and I thank you.”

“David, you never have to thank me, just get
your ass here safely.”

“Ya me-han, I promise. So you’ll send the
money tonight?”

“Right from work.”

“Okay, I’m gonna have to have my sister drive
me to get it tomorrow or something. I should let you go; I know you
are at work.”

“Ya, I’ll give you a call and let you know as
soon as I find a club to host the show.”

“Okay me-han, peace.”

I put the phone back on the cradle and every
time I thought about those weird silences where David fell asleep
in the middle of a sentence, my skin crawled. I prayed this was the
beginning of a better and healthier new chapter in David’s life,
and it was starting with a long weekend getaway at my place and his
first solo show.

I left work that night and drove straight to
the Western Union office in downtown Lynn. I handed over the cash
and filled out the little form with all the information, using the
password Rocky Horror. Filling out that portion of the slip out put
a smirk across my face.

Leaving the supermarket that Western Union
was in, I was eager to get home and send an e-mail to Shred who was
the booking agent at Bill’s Bar. I was almost positive that Shred
would bite and let me have the solo show in club. I also figured we
could bill the show for just as much as an unplugged God Lives
Underwater show, even though it would be a solo David Reilly
show.

Talking to Jenny about everything from the
weekend stay and the attempt at getting a solo show booked in
Boston, she was just as zealous to start a flyer design as I was
actually booking the show. She agreed that Bill’s Bar was the best
club to start with. I fired up my computer the second I got into my
bedroom and started writing one of the most important e-mails I
have ever sent:

 


Shred,

Hey, this is Brian from Drop Kick Jesus. I
have a both a huge favor and a proposition for you. I am very good
friends with the lead singer of the band God Lives Underwater and I
am helping him set up a solo-unplugged show in Boston on the
weekend of Labor Day. I am writing to you first about booking him
at Bill’s Bar because of how great you have been to Drop Kick Jesus
with shows. Basically, we don’t care if he headlines, you could
even put him on a show that is already booked, but it has to be
either Friday or Saturday of Labor Day weekend. We will be doing a
ton of our own advertising for the show to make sure we get the
word out to every God Lives Underwater fan in the area. Please get
back to me and let me know if you think this is something you would
be interested in. Like I said, I am coming to you first with this
show request and I hope that we can work something out.

 


I sent the e-mail and now all I had to was
wait for a reply. Shred and I had a pretty solid working
relationship with shows regarding my own band, so I was confident
he would jump on the chance to book a show like we were trying to
do. If he didn’t bite then I was planning on contacting the
Paradise, TT The Bear’s, and Middle East.

***************

A few days went by and the thought of David
coming and setting up this solo show was consuming my every waking
thought. Every time I checked my e-mail I had butterflies, hoping
for the best, but preparing for the worst. Then, I got the e-mail.
Shred informed me that he was no longer booking shows at Bill’s
Bar, but to contact TT The Bear’s Place and tell them that he had
told me to call them.

Shred was my ace in the hole, not only for
this solo show, but also for my own band Drop Kick Jesus playing in
Boston. This news devastated me in more than one way. I refused to
let it discourage me, so I took his advice and I went to TT The
Bear’s Place next. I sent them an e-mail, this one a little more
professional than the one I sent to Shred, using his name as a
reference.

I was starting to think: screw it, if no one
wants the show I’ll have it in my backyard and not charge anyone. I
lived close enough to Boston where people would come if it was
advertised. I was refusing to let anything get in the way of
putting on David’s first solo show.

Jenny started working on a flyer using a
great picture of David playing live with God Lives Underwater,
leaning forward with a microphone stand singing. She put it into
Photoshop and removed all the background and everything so just
David remained. She moved David into the left side of the flyer and
used the Mantis logo to fill in the right side. The background was
left blank and she started fooling with the actual wording of how
to present the show. After going through a few phrases that Jenny
and I discussed like “David Reilly solo acoustic show featuring God
Lives Underwater songs” and “God Lives Underwater unplugged
featuring David Reilly” and some others, we decided simple was best
and used “David Reilly of God Lives Underwater” at the heading. Now
all we needed was the venue, date and time and we could finish the
flyer.

Checking my e-mail, I had received a reply
from TT The Bear’s Place and they had agreed to put on the show! In
the e-mail they were asking a bunch of questions that I couldn’t
answer without talking to David first. They wanted to know if there
was going to be a contract, how much was he asking to play, does he
want to pick the opening bands etc.

I called David and told him that TT The
Bear’s Place wanted to put on the show and he told me to e-mail
them back and tell them that he didn’t care which night it was as
long as it was the Friday or Saturday night that weekend and he
didn’t care what other bands played that night either. The only
stipulation was that he got a cut of the door. He wanted at least
$1 for every person that paid to get into the show.

I e-mailed TT The Bear’s
Place back and they agreed and told us that Friday night September
1st was
open and David could headline. He would get about 40 minutes and go
on around midnight. I thanked them profusely on David’s
behalf.

I gave Jenny all the details and she finished
making the flyer with the date, time, cost of show and address of
club. We also added the tag line “Playing all the GLU songs and new
ones you haven’t heard…” to get fans excited about hearing some Up
Off The Floor songs finally. After printing out about 500 flyers,
we were ready to leave them in local music stores and all around
the clubs in Boston. We also decided to bring them to every show we
were attending up until September and hand out flyers to people
leaving the shows.

This particular flyer has become very
infamous within the David Reilly fan base after his death. I have
seen this flyer on many many MySpace pages and online everywhere as
a tribute to him after his death. At the time, Jenny and I could
never have imagined that we were making a flyer for a show that was
going to become so important in the remembrance of David’s memory
after his death.

I also decided that it would be a huge push
to get people to the show if I tried to book a radio interview, or
a short spot on a local rock Boston station to advertise the show.
Three different Boston radio stations had been large supporters of
God Lives Underwater over the last six years, so I didn’t think I
would have a problem getting on the air with one of them for 30
seconds to advertise that David was coming back to Boston.

WBCN had let them play the River Rave and two
different Xmas Raves, WAAF had asked them to headline the first
ever Localbazooka, and WFNX had never really dropped them from
their rotation of alternative music during the ‘90s. Because the
WFNX station was literally a mile from where I was going to college
in Lynn, I decided to start there.

I had called them to inquire how to go about
getting a DJ to announce a show or allow me to get on the radio to
announce a show. I spoke to some secretary and I explained the
whole story to her of what happened with God Lives Underwater and
David’s solo show and she had remembered them and the few “hits”
they had. So she advised me to come by the radio station on an
afternoon and ask for a specific person. I cannot remember the name
of the guy I was supposed to ask for, but I had written it down. I
intended to swing by the station after my next day of classes.

At this time, I called David to update him on
everything that was going on. I told him about the flyer and he
asked me to have Jenny e-mail it to him just so he could see it. I
told him about trying to get on the radio to advertise the
show.

“Rocky, I don’t think that’s going to go over
as well as you think it will.”

“Why is that?” I asked him.

“None of the Boston radio stations are very
happy with God Lives Underwater right now. WBCN felt like we owed
them something after giving us the River Rave and two Xmas Raves
and that first show with Maids Of Gravity that I met you at. They
were not thrilled at all when we played the WAAF Localbazooka show.
They felt like it was a stab in the back because it was another
radio’s festival. And then WAAF said they would never have anything
to do with us ever again after we headlined the second stage of
WBCN’s River Rave.”

As he was talking about this, I realized that
I had not heard anything God Lives Underwater on WAAF since that
River Rave show.

“They pulled us from their roster because of
that.”

“Well what about WFNX?”

“That might be the hardest station to get on.
They had been trying to get us to play their sponsored shows every
year and every year we had to turn them down because we were always
playing the other radio stations festivals. Out of the three
stations they got shit on the most with us not playing for
them.”

All of a sudden my heart started to sink and
I realized that this business was not all fun and games and playing
cool music on the radio. There really was a “mobster” mentality if
you defected on stations.

“Okay, well I’m still going to try for WFNX
tomorrow after my classes and if that really doesn’t work than I
promise not to waste my time with the other ones.”

“I think that’s probably smart. Let word of
mouth and the flyers be the local push. I’ve also been pumping the
shit out of the show online with e-mails and message boards.”

“Jenny and I have plans to go into Boston
this Saturday and spend the entire day hanging flyers everywhere
near all the clubs. Also we are taking a stack of flyers to all the
different shows we are attending and passing them out after each
one.”

“Sounds like you got everything under
control.”

He made some joke about if this show goes
over well, he would hire me as his new manager for a solo career. I
laughed. Whether it was a joke or not, it felt good that he was
putting so much faith in me.

***************

A few days later, I left class and nervously
made my short drive over to WFNX. Walking up the carpeted stairs, I
remember going over in my head what I was going say. I realized I
only had one shot to sell this show and get them to advertise.
Perhaps if WFNX had felt so shunted like David said, maybe they
would want to sponsor it and make it an official WFNX show. Right
on the spot, I decided this would be the selling angle I was going
to go for: I was going to come to them with a business proposition
to make the show a WFNX Presents David Reilly of God Lives
Underwater at TT The Bear’s. In addition, the ad for the show would
run on the station constantly all the way up to the show date.

Getting to the top of the stairs, I was
greeted by a nice secretary. I explained to her why I was there and
the person’s name that I was told to speak to. She asked me who I
was and I told her that I was David’s local manager. She asked me
to have a seat on the nice plush couch that was in the waiting
room, which was really more like a large hallway foyer turned into
a waiting room.

She disappeared into a backroom for a few
moments. Coming back out, she told me she had informed the person
that I was came to see that I was there and he had told her to tell
me to have a seat.

I sat down, hoping and praying this was not
going to take long. I didn’t think my nerves would be able to
handle sitting there for a long period of time with this
anticipation. I sat there and watched a hundred people come and go,
some of them looked at me in question and others paid me no mind.
Time had started to stretch out.

After about an hour of not being
acknowledged, the secretary spoke up and told me that she was going
to go see what the hold up was. She disappeared into the back again
and this time came out with a man dressed in a suit without a
blazer on.

I stood up and thought, “Okay, here we
go.”

Trying to be as professional and courteous as
possible I extended my hand for a handshake and introduced myself.
The man did not extend his hand to return the shake, which started
this conversation as awkwardly as it possible could’ve been.

I began,

“My name is Brian Paone and I was hoping to
discuss with you having WFNX sponsor a show at TT The Bear’s Place
that is already booked for David Reilly of God Lives Underwater. He
is playing his very first solo-acoustic show of old songs and
debuting new songs from the new album that hasn’t come out
yet…”

The man actually interrupted me at this point
and said,

“No, I don’t think so.”

I was stunned and my silence probably
reflected it.

“Excuse me?” I asked.

“I don’t think so. God Lives Underwater has
never done anything for us over the years and to be quite frank
with you, I don’t think we should do anything for them ever again.
If that is all, I was in the middle of a meeting, excuse me.”

And with that, the man actually walked away
from me.

***************

That weekend Jenny and I took a backpack of
flyers to Newbury Comics in Peabody and Saugus, Guitar Center in
Danvers, Sam Goody in Peabody, and Record Exchange in Salem and
then headed into Boston. We taped flyers around telephone poles
outside all the major clubs, left stacks of flyers at Newbury
Comics in Boston, visited random tattoo and piercing shops and
alternative clothing stores along Newbury Street, all where we left
flyers. We spent the better part of eight hours plastering the area
of the North Shore, Boston and Cambridge with flyers for the
show.

***************

David called my cell phone about a week
later.

“Hello?”

“Hey Rock.”

“What’s up David? Jenny and I have covered
most of the area with flyers for the show.”

“That’s great me-han. That’s what I wanna
talk to you about.”

Uh-oh, here it comes. No visit, no show.

“What? Is everything okay?”

“I don’t know how to tell you this and I feel
awful and I’ll make it up to you somehow but I don’t think I can
come.”

“Why not?”

I felt my stomach go numb and my heart
froze.

“I got robbed.”

“What do you mean you got robbed?”

“I fell asleep with my backpack that I take
with me everywhere and the money for the train ticket was in the
backpack and someone stole the backpack. My clothes were stolen, a
checkbook for an account that Gretchen just set up for me and all I
have is my Pennsylvania ID card. There’s no way I can afford to get
a train ticket.”

“Aw man! Well there’s no way that I am not
letting you come here, especially with a show booked now and
everything. I get paid on Wednesday, I will go and Western Union
you the money again on Wednesday.”

“Rocky, you don’t have to do that! I feel
awful. I’ll pay you back with the money I make from the show.”

“No way man, I am doing this because I am
your friend, not because I am looking for restitution. You need the
money more than I do. It’s not like its hundreds of dollars. I can
afford another ticket for you. But this time, don’t keep it in your
backpack! Let Gretchen hold on to it or something.”

“I promise I will be on that train!”

I started to feel a little better inside
now.

“I’ll drive out to Ambler and get you myself
if I have to.” I said. “You are not missing this show.”

***************

Drop Kick Jesus had band practice that night
and during one of our breaks, I started to vent slightly to my bass
player Eric about David being robbed and the money that I sent him
being stolen.

“And you believe that story?” Eric asked me
while taking a drag of a cigarette.

“Well, yeah. I have no reason not to believe
it. I feel I know David well enough to know if he was lying or
not.”

“Think about it Brian, you sent him cash and
now he mysteriously got robbed?”

“So…?”

“He’s a junkie, man.”

I was speechless. I wanted so bad to defend
David and tell Eric that he was wrong, that David was not a
“junkie” and he didn’t know the type of person he was.

“Sometimes you can be so naïve.” Eric
finished and stood up.

“He’s not even using anymore,” I defended,
“plus I really think I would be the last person that David would
steal from.”

“Once a junkie always a junkie, that’s what
they do! But all I am saying is watch your stuff the weekend he is
staying with you.”

It was true that David was a struggling drug
user, but never for a second in my life did I ever think of him as
a “junkie” and all the connotations that came along with that word.
It was one of the few times where I was woken up to the way that
other people, including fans, who didn’t know him must really think
about him… it was time to change people’s minds.
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“I hope you finally feel at home up
there…”
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“Take Good Care”
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After David had sent a short list of
equipment that he needed in order to play this show, I called
Daddy’s Junky Music, (a local used and rental music store) and
reserved the two acoustic guitars that David specifically asked
for. The morning of the show, I woke up with such complete dual
excitement: 1) David’s very first solo show ever that somehow I had
pulled off and 2) David was spending the long weekend with me.
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