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Chapter 1

Old Rockers, Young Fans


[image: ]




The music band ‘Wreckless’ is performing in a small unknown bar in Texas called the ‘Flaming Tabasco’. The band had just finished singing about a dozen covers of famous rock songs.

The lead singer and lead guitarist of the band, Rad, wiped the sweat from his forehead with his hand. He then combed with his hand his long, ponytailed hair. The streaks of gray in his hair cannot hide the fact that he is old already. The gray in his moustache and beard also attests to his old age. 

Although he is old, he still looks young. This is because he still has a slim build and is still baby-faced despite his age. His slim-fitting t-shirt and tight cut jeans also serve to highlight his youthful appearance. His day job is as a home-based freelance writer which allows him a lot of time to workout.  

He looked at the patrons of the bar. He can see that almost all of them were not paying any attention to his band and to the songs his band were singing before.

“We’ll just take a short break folks,” said Rad as he sighed, “we’ll be back to do requests.”

Rad and his bandmates walked to an empty table were they drank and smoked cigarettes.

Rad and his bandmates were all mostly in their mid-fifties. Most of them had not aged as well as Rad. Randy, who was the bassist, tries to hide his receding hairline by wearing a hat. He also wears loose clothing to hide his slowly bulging stomach. He also wears a moustache which further makes him look like a middle-aged dad of which he is. His day job was as a moderately successful real estate agent.

Brad was the drummer, his thin but muscular arms is proof that his body had taken a toll from all his drumming years. His long hair and round eyeglasses easily portrays him as an aging artist. His simple t-shirt and tattered jeans portrays an image of him being a financially strapped person, but the reality couldn’t be much further from the truth. He owns a few musical instruments shop and he is quite a successful businessman. He was a chain-smoking and hard drinking man who still likes getting drunk on weekends.

The last member of the band, Trish really looks like a mother. Her youthful looks and slim body was gone now. She now looks like a conservatively dressed middle aged woman who’s about to retire, but she’s a happily married woman with three grown children and is an accountant in a company.

“Can’t believe we’re all in out mid-fifties,” said Randy, “I find it harder and harder to get out of bed.”

“Says, who?”, asked Brad while he puffed his cigarette, “I don’t feel I’ve aged. It must be  because you’re eating too much, Randy.”

Everyone in their table laughed after Brad joked about Randy’s eating habits.

“Eating food is healthy,” said Randy, “we’re all just getting old that’s all.”

“We are, indeed,” said Rad, “how long has it been Trish?”

Trish stopped sipping the coke she was drinking, “It’s been about 40 years, guys. Remember how we all started?”

Randy laughed, “I still remember hearing Brad’s mom shouting at us whenever we practice in Brad’s room.”

“And look at us now,” said Brad as he puffed his cigarette, “we’re still rocking after all these years.”

“I hate to say these guys,” said Trish, “but maybe we should quit. Let’s face it. We’ll never be able to make any hit songs. All we’ll ever be is just a bar band.”

“Trish is right, Rad,” said Randy, “we’ve all made a living for ourselves. Why don’t we just relax? We’re not just old, we’re very old. In a few years, all of us will retire already.”

“I just want to continue on rocking,” said Brad, “I’ve got nothing better to do.”

“But these bars are no place for old people like us,” said Trish, “can’t you see? We don’t belong in these places anymore.”

“Just let me send a few more demo music to radio stations and recording companies,” said Rad as he bit his lips, “I just want to know that all our hardwork through all these years have at least resulted in something.”

“We feel what you feel,” said Randy, “do you think me and Trish want to give up? Face reality, Rad, we’re not cut out to be real musicians.”

“I don’t know what you mean by the word real musicians,” said Brad, “all I know is that I’m a musician, through and through.”

“Easy for you to say,” said Randy to Brad, “your father and now you own a chain of music stores. Your entire world is music, not unlike us.”

“Don’t you think my co-employees don’t question my taste in music?”, said Trish to Brad, “I’m the only employee in our company who still listens to rock and metal music when all of them are either listening to classical or mellow pop music.”

“One of my clients saw me performing with you guys,” said Randy, “and he questioned my taste in music. It’s as if what I listen to determine the man that I am.”

“I don’t give a shit to anyone,” said Brad, “all I care about is the music.”

“So you and Trish want to quit the band?”, asked Rad to Trish and Randy, “You wanna quit after all these years?”

“Face it, Rad,” said Randy, “this band’s going nowhere. We could still play music, but not the music we want to play.”

Everyone in Rad’s table became very quiet. Everyone knew that what Randy said was true. Society in general doesn’t want old people to enjoy and play young people’s rock and metal music. 

They were still in silence when the manager of the bar, Richie, approached them, “How are you folks doing? Ready for you next set?”

“We’re just fine,” said Rad, “we should be in stage again in a few minutes.”

“Could you play your hit song?”, asked Richie.

Everyone in Rad’s table was surprised when Richie said the words: ‘hit song.’

“What do you mean ‘hit song’?”, asked Rad with a look of puzzlement in his face, “You only know we do covers and requests?”

“You don’t know?”, said Richie who was very surprised, “You mean that you don’t know that your song ‘Never Give Up’ is in the Billboard Top 100?”

“We don’t know,” said Rad as he scratched his head, “how did you know our song made it into the Billboard 100?”

“One of the waitress heard your song mentioned on her car radio,” said Richie, “she then told me that your song was in the Billboard 100. So I checked it out. Turns out she’s right.” 

“He’s right,” said Brad as he handed his mobile phone to Rad and smiled, “we’re in the top 43rd.”

Before Rad can clearly look at the screen of Brad’s mobile phone which was on his hands, Trish grabbed it.

“Brad and Richie are right,” said Trisha as she smiled, “they even have the name of our band correctly written out under the name of our song.”

“We’ve made it,” said Randy, “after all these years, we’ve finally created a hit record.”

“So, you’ll sing your song?”, asked Richie.

“Yes, Yes we would,” said Rad happily, “we’ll sing our song.”

In just a few minutes they were on stage again and were ready to sing their hit song.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said Rad to the patrons of the bar, “we just heard that our own song ‘Never Give Up’ is top 43rd in the Billboard 100. We’ll now sing it for all of you.”

There was silence from the patrons of the bar. As if no one heard what Rad has said.

“Sing us ‘I Don’t Want To Miss A Thing’ by Aerosmith,” said a female patron suddenly, “sing us this song instead.”

More patrons of the bar agreed with the woman patron. Almost all of them wanted Rad and his band to sing the Aerosmith song.

Richie approached Rad and whispered, “Forget it, Rad, the people here haven’t heard of your song. The people here are so out of touch that they probably don’t listen to radio anymore.”

“We understand,” said Rad as he bit his lips, “they probably don’t even know the name of our band.”

He looked at all his bandmates and faked a smile, “You heard the lady, they’re requesting us to sing an Aerosmith song. Let’s give it to them.”

Rad sang the Aerosmith song requested by the woman patron. Afterwards, some of the patrons in the pub requested the band to sing a few more mellow rock songs. 

Rad and his band continued doing covers of mellow rock songs and did not notice the patrons both leaving and arriving in the bar.

“Any more requests?”, said Rad before drinking from a bottled water, “We’re still accepting requests.” 

“Can you sing your hit song ‘Never Give Up’?”, said a young female voice from one of the tables of the bar.

This was the first time Rad and even probably the other members of his band noticed that there were newly arrived young people sitting in one of the tables. The woman who spoke was a woman in her early twenties with a beautiful face and long black straight hair. She wore young people’s t-shirt and jeans just like her companions.

“You want to hear one of our own songs, young lady?”, asked Rad in surprise. 

“Yes, we want to hear your song ‘Never Give Up’. We really like it,” said the young woman.

“Just for you, young lady, we’ll sing it,” said Rad.

Rad turned to his bandmates. He can see that all of them were smiling. He looked at the young woman and her companions and started singing their hit song ‘Never Give Up.’ When they were finished, the only clapping that they can hear was from the table of the young lady and her companions.

This was their last song for the night for the bar. He and his bandmates returned to their table and again relaxed by drinking and smoking.

“Don’t look now, Rad,” said Randy, “but that girl who requested us to sing our own song is looking at our table. I think she and her companions want to talk to us.”

“It can’t be helped,” said Brad as he puffed his cigarette, “we’re famous now.”

Everyone in Rad’s table laughed when Brad said his words. 

“But seriously,” said Brad, “you should talk to her. She’s a stunner and I think she likes you.”

“You’ve got it all wrong, Brad,” said Rad as he smiled, “she’s just a fan and also, I’m about twice her age. I could go to jail you know.”

“If you don’t talk to her, I will,” said Brad as he puffed his cigarette, “you know I like beautiful women.”

“You should be ashamed of yourself,” said Trish, “that girl is like your daughter if ever you had one.”

“Well, it’s too late to argue now,” said Randy, “cuz she and her companions are heading our way. Looks like they want to join us.”

Rad and his bandmates pretended not to notice the young people approaching them. They continued drinking and smoking silently. When the young people finally reached their table, Rad and his bandmates pretended to be surprised.

“Hello, Rad,” said the young woman who requested him to sing their hit song.

“Hi there, young lady,” said Rad, “it’s so nice to see young people appreciating our songs.”

“We not only appreciate your songs,” said the young woman, “but we love them. We can’t wait for more of your band’s song.”

“Hello there, young lady,” said Brad, “and what’s your name?”

“I’m Joan and this here is...” said the young lady as she proceeded to introduce her companions.

“It’s so nice to meet all of you,” said Trish politely, “we never knew we had listeners.”

“Well, we heard your song a couple of weeks ago in the radio,” said Joan, “and one thing led to another and we discovered your band. One of the things we knew is that you perform at this bar regularly.”

“Well, it’s not like we sing our own songs in this pub,” said Randy, “we’re more of a bar band. We only do covers of famous rock songs.”

“But that would change, wouldn’t it?”, asked Joan, “Now that your song’s famous, you’ll get to sing your own songs, right?”

“We’re just glad that we finally had a hit song after all these decades of trying,” said Rad, “we’re not hoping for more.”

“But you and your band are the real deal,” said Joan, “you never went commercial even after all these decades. You sang the songs you actually like.”

“If you only knew, young lady” said Randy as he laughed, “we would have done anything to be a commercial success.”

“That’s why I envy your lead singer and guitarist songwriter, Rad,” said Joan, “he could have written songs that were commercial, but he didn’t.”

“How did you know all this information about me and my bandmates?”, asked Rad.

“You have a Wikipedia page,” said Joan, “besides, you have a few followers who have written about your band online.”

“Trish, you know any of these things Joan is talking about?”, asked Rad.

“I don’t know there were things written about us online,” said Trish.

“That’s great,” said Brad as he puffed his cigarette, “now I know we’re really a bit famous.”

“Stop smoking, Brad,” said Trish, “there’s kids near us.”

“They’re not kids,” said Brad as he laughed, “they’re rockers just like us.”

“What do you want from us?”, said Rad to Joan.

“Well, we want to know your story,” said Joan, “we want to know what’s it like to be a musician.”

“You wanna be musicians too?”, asked Randy.

“Yes, we want to be musicians too,” said Joan, “it’s all we’ve been dreaming about.”

“Forget it,” said Rad, “you don’t want to be musicians. You’ll regret it in the end.”

“Hey, don’t discourage the kids,” said Brad, “they might just turn out to be the next rock sensations.”

“Don’t listen to Brad,” said Trish to Joan and her companions, “he’s delusional. He’s only able to become a full-time musician because his family’s rich.”

“But we don’t care if we don’t become rich by becoming a musician,” said Joan.

“It’s highly likely you won’t even make enough money to support yourself,” said Rad, “if you become full-time musicians. You’ll always be broke and deep in debt. You’ll also probably become homeless.”

“But your band managed to survive, right?”, said Joan.

“All of us had day jobs and we are all only part-time musicians,” said Randy, “we cannot afford to be full-time musicians and feed ourselves at the same time.”

“What do you people do for a living?”, asked Trish.

“We’re all doctors,” said Joan. 

“Please don’t stop being doctors,” said Rad as he shook his head, “be a part-time musician but don’t abandon such great careers.”
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