
 

 

Scrap Book Part 1 
 

This is the scrap book by me. This is just merely part one since in the 
future I may get a writer’s draught or block. This will be the longest due 
to a novel which I’ve been working on for a while being added to the 
mix. This is basically a group of projects I have been working on at 
some point but have not been able to finish them for many reasons. 

Some because the dream died and with it all my ideas. Some because I 
lost interest. Some just because I’ve been too busy to carry on with it 
and slowly forgotten it. There is no guarantee they will be finished ever 
and there’s no guarantee that they will remain in the state they are in 

now forever and ever. I may get around to finish it but I may not. This is 
a compilation with a small comment explaining each little thing I’ve 

attempted. 
 

“Drunk” 
 

You know when you have one of those moments when you respect 
someone to such a high level that you attempt something he’s managed 
to do? Hunter S Thompson is my favourite writer current even though I 
have never read a single book by him. It’s weird. Just because I loved 
the film, how it was told and so on, I loved the man behind it. Hunter S 
Thompson. He talked in a strange way and when I was drunk one night 
after watching Fear And Loathing In Las Vegas, I wanted to attempt 

something he created. This was the result: 
 

Too Weird To Live, Too Rare To Die 

 

There I was, in a circling binge of alcoholic beverages of every kind. Larger, bitter, 

beer, alcoholic-pops, vodka, rum, whiskey, wine. You name the substance and I had 

tried the trip. From the wine “fine living” trip all the way to the depraved Cider binge 

where you down the bottle, hating the taste of it swilling around your taste buds  but 

you can’t help but beg for more. Most of the time, I stick with the beer. Carling, 

Fosters, it’s the same old. It amplifies my feelings. If I feel bad, I feel depressed. I feel 

like emptying my skull with a .45 round to the brain. If I feel happy, I want to hug and 

kiss all my favourite people.  

 

But this night, was different. Different secrets and different stories spread the air. My 

mind was reaching places I felt it had never been before but I was well aware it had. I 

wanted my feet to reach the ground again but it couldn’t due to the bizarre thoughts of 

a type of  “steak” (I use the term loosely). You ever had small regrets of what you did 

the night before? I have. Talking to people I…Really like and scaring them off with 

deep down thoughts of sex and pornography. 

 

I was honestly fucked from the first sip. From years of experience, you don’t drink the 

strongest drink first. Hell, it’s normally a good idea to only touch one form of joy in a 

bottle or can. Mixture can end with varied results which can end with nasty vibes 

which don’t end nice.  



 

 

It ended there as I probably lost interest, train of thought or was told to 
get off the computer. I attempted an “add-on” at a later date but deemed 
it not of the same quality that was there. So I left it how it was so the 

quality of it didn’t go down hill. 
 

“Fucked” 

 
This was an attempt at the same kind of writing once again but in lower 
quality but more substance and a lot more factual. It’s mostly based on 
events that had happened about two weeks ago. I say mostly because 
there are a few things that is…”Over The Top”. Such as the idea of 

“personal demons taking over my body”.  
 

I was fucked. 

 

I sat in during my ICT lesson, day-dreaming about things that will never materialise when the bell 

finally went to go home. My teacher called me over to discuss my coursework. I knew what she’d say 

before she said it. She went through it in massive detail, talking about how I was wasting time staring at 

the screen . I laughed nervously and she heard it. Her voice was raised, which if it wasn’t for my 

natural…Almost fear of sharp loud noises, I’d laugh inside my head. She must be in her late 20s with a 

voice that was like a dried up hinge squeaking the information. It would be funny if it wasn’t for the fact 

that she was in the process of ripping my head off.  

 

She doodled all over my coursework all the problems, the issues, the mistakes. Every little fault in the 

coursework and assured me one thing: if it wasn’t changed dramatically for the better, I would be asked 

to drop the course. Now, this was a problem. All the decent ideas I’ve had for jobs mainly involve ICT 

so I needed it. Badly. My idea of a job isn’t something that’ll make me want to kill myself by the end of 

every shift. ICT was one of very few lessons that interested me, psychology being a second one and that 

one didn’t have too much course work…Yet…  

 

So I took the notes and assured myself as I flicked the chewing gum from the right side of my mouth to 

my left that I was going to do this coursework and make it good enough not to impress her (Even 

though she did ask me to, I don’t feel like the type to impress others), but rather just to stay on the 

course. So then I walked home. 

 

The problem about me lies about my personality. Which is a case of “cause and effect”. I was always 

settling for mediocre, I was always willing to give in a C grade piece of work instead of trying a little 

harder to get an A just because of my sheer laziness. A nasty habit I picked up through internet use and 

old friends.  

 

I arrived home and instantly did what I always did. Took my shoes off, put my gum in the bin and 

poured myself a drink of whatever happened to be in the fridge. This time, it was orangeade. My 

reckless abuse of constantly having orangeade via pouring orange squash and lemonade together had 

me put off having it but I dealt with it. It was cold I needed it. For the second time, I laughed nervously. 

I walked upstairs, removed the sheet cover over my PC and turned it on. I then turned on my X-Box 

360 by the plug but left it off for now. I didn’t want to touch the masses of stupidity. Yet. I signed in 

MSN and checked if I had no viruses or spy ware. Just the usual detections of spy ware and zero 

viruses.  

 

I attempted it but ended up half arsing it, getting distracted ordering headphones to replace my breaking 

headphones which was cutting out in the left headphone if I don’t put the wire in a certain position. It 

works for now if I put the wire behind my ear but not only I look stupid but it’s annoying. Plus, the 

sound will eventually fuck up more and there will be absolutely zero sound in that earphone first. Then 

the second one will break. 

 

 



 

 

Something happened, a tick, something that diverted my mind from my work more than usual over 

night. It was by break I realised the problem: The coffee machine was broken. I had grown an almost 

dependency on the coffee to give me the energy to live through the day. Without it, I had less will 

power to get through without acting upon my thoughts. For some, it would mean blurting unneeded 

details, thinking slower or so on. For me, it means letting down my guard so my personal demons can 

take over my body and do things no sane man would do. 

 
There is no title as you can see…Kind of weird. I usually always start by 

making a title and then day dreaming. Not the other way around.  
 

“Words Of A Dying Breed” 

 
This is the only piece I can consider “completed” but it is also the only 
piece I can’t say is a story. It’s nothing more than a rant. It was going to 

turn into a series called “Words Of A Dying Breed And (insert 
something)”. I had made this, Words Of A Dying Breed And The Day The 
World Went Away and The Words Of A Dying Breed And The Coffee 
Binge And Grab. I can’t remember WOADBATDTWWA one but the 
Coffee Binge And Grab was a very short story based on a true story 

about how I got pissed off at someone. I deleted WOADBATDTWWA and 
WOADBATCBAG because…I don’t know why, I just felt the first one was 
enough and should only be the only one in existence instead of me just 
clogging up too much space with random crap that is part of WOADB 

series.  
 

The Words Of A Dying Breed And The Adventures Of The Grammar Police. 

 

Here I am, “surfing the internet” as most call it. “Lurking” it as others call it. But I like to think of it a 

browsing. I’m looking around with no particular challenge, no particular need, want, objective. I’m just 

looking, maybe I’ll post on this message board. Maybe I wouldn’t on that message board. I could look 

at the names and tell you them, but it really wouldn’t matter. I could tell you my username on these 

forums, but again, that would provide no use to you, the reader. It would only side-track. 

 

As you can see, I use grammar. In a way, I am a grammar Nazi. If I see someone who seems to be 

destroying the English Grammar system with posts like “that yoyo stuffs cool but you don't need to 

advertise that ur yoyoing until ur pro then u say ur a pro yoyor otherwise it sounds daggy.”, I will insult. 

Maybe it’s just me, it feels like it. It feels as though I’m the only man out there who cares. The only 

man who can stand up and say “I hate people who destroy grammar and I try to use it as much as 

possible”. 

 

I feel as if I’m at war with the people who destroy grammar and I am losing. More and more people are 

saying “fuck it, why do I try to keep up with my grammar skills when no one else is. Maybe I should 

just drop a capital letter or a full stop so I don’t feel out of place. Maybe an acronym here and there”. 

After that, I can honestly say that it’s a downhill race to the bottom where the example above is the 

normal post. 

 

To me, grammar is more than just making it easier to read. It makes me feel almost…“Special”. It 

makes me feel as though I am talking to a human being with emotions, intelligence and a 3d personality.  

Not a robot where “what you see is what you get” and who don‘t feel a thing when people insult them. 

That is part of the reason why I feel the need to insult people who destroy grammar.  

 

The other reason is because of way back then. Back when I was 14 years of age. If you didn’t use 

grammar, you were unintelligent and insulted. It would be guaranteed that if you spelt a single thing 

wrong, people would complain. There was zero doubt.  

 



 

 

The grammar Nazis are now gone. They have either left the internet due to the stupidity they found on it 

or they have turned into one of “them”. Did you know that the reason most dictators get away with what 

they do is because no one stops them, none stands up to them? After world war 2, they captured several 

German guards at concentration camps and asked them why they did what they did. The answer the 

Americans/British got at the time disgusted them.  

 

“We were doing what we were told”. 

 

Everyone else obeyed so the others obeyed as well. Almost to fit in to a “trend”. Kind of ironic 

considering that we’re talking about the Nazis doing as they were told to almost fit in and I’m a 

grammar Nazi but everyone else is not using grammar to fit in. The grammar Nazi is a dying breed. It is 

dying and being replaced, with people who are destroying the English language.  

 

It’s almost strange that if you kill a man, you get life in prison. You do an act of vandalism, you will get 

sued or end up in prison for up to a few years; but not only is using this fowl mess called a language 

legal, but it is also encouraged on the internet. If the grammar Nazi dies, I will tell you that it will not 

stop at just being used all over the internet. It will move off-line (like it already has) and our English 

language will change. Not for the better, but for the worse. Much worse. 

 

I will also inform you that this laziness will NOT stop here. It will not stop at forcing you to learn 

“Engrish”, but it will also carry on from there. There will be a decline in further education due to the 

laziness of people. There will be an increase in people who will live “off the state”. While hard working 

people like me (I’m sorry if this appears as though I’m being egomaniacal here)  may develop new 

technological advances, the lazy will abuse it so they have to do less. The rate of obesity will rise since 

no one can be bothered to make something healthy and burn off the calories or fat one way or another.  

 

Slowly, but surely, we will develop into two classes. One that will stay in doors all the time, developing 

a large fat short body which will stay a pale white. He will be unintelligent, only knowing enough to 

play computer games and post, poor structured, comments on message boards. Then finishing it off by 

masturbating to hentai.  

 

The second class will be a tall, skinny, intelligent, good-looking people. They will be your business 

men, they will be the corporations that you see now like Google. They will make countless money out 

of advertising from the first class. 

 

But don’t worry too much, the third world countries will develop into these two classes at a slower rate, 

if at all. So the second class will still have cheap labour. 

 

Ok, ok, I’m sorry if this is too far off. It is possible this may happen, but I will admit that this will 

happen up to thousands of years from now. Not to mention the obvious flaws in the theory like “how 

will the first class reproduce”. But I will promise, that it will not end at just the internet. It may grow to 

the extent that our English language may change to something oh so very worse.  

 

So if you don’t care passionately about our English language or our society, then please just ignore this 

article. Move back onto MySpace or whatever you do and carry on as you’re doing. But if you feel the 

way I do about grammar, then join this dying breed and force the stupidity off our internet. 

 
It never got showed to anyone. Didn’t get shoved up onto any forums or 
user-pages or submitted anywhere. So that is why I decided to put it 

here even though it’s complete.  
 

“What Happened” 

 
This was my attempt of starting a new story that was going to be part 
time in comparison to Reality and White Larynx. It never fabricated past 

this point: 



 

 

What Happened? 

 

I breathed hard as I sat on this cold seat. The metal numbed my arse but it wasn’t close to how cold I 

felt all over. I had killed…Twelve people…I couldn’t believe it. Partly because I didn’t remember 

them. I worked seven days a week. Always sleeping from 11pm to 6am. Always. I worked typing out 

reports. You know, a brain-dead job where you just type what you’re told to in a 6 by 5 small space on 

a computer. Then print it out, shove it in an envelope, print address onto a stick and then finally stick 

the address onto the envelope. Off it goes. I had been working at it for how long now? 5 years? I’m 25 

now and I started when I left my school‘s sixth form…Ok…7 years then.  

 

My lawyer came today and told me things looked grim. The “I don’t remember” excuse was old, 

pathetic and it sounded a lie. I honestly don’t remember the killings. But, the lawyer did tell me one 

thing. Currently, they haven’t found my ninth victim. It’s a total mystery where I hid the body but they 

some how know that I killed twelve people and it was the ninth. Sounds suspicious to me but ok, let’s 

go along with the story. 

 

They set me up with a psychiatrist. Great. I don’t know why, how or if it was me. But I know I’m not 

crazy. I’m defiantly not crazy. I had a good child-hood. I had a ton of friends, I was popular. I left 

school and back into my local sixth form where I did well and was also well liked. Working 8 years at 

the company’s been fun. I’ve enjoyed myself. Joked with the co-workers, got on well with the boss. The 

whole lot. I don’t see how I could be insane. But ok. Let’s just see what happens… 

 
It may have had potential but I just didn’t feel anything for it. It just felt 
like I was being forced to work instead of it being a hobby and it felt 

more like a part time job than a break. So I quit fast. 

 

“Song Title Story” 
 

This was my attempt to put as many song titles into a story as I feel like 
it. I put my Winamp on random and whatever song it played, I had to 

add. I quit after I got busy with another task I had to do. 
 

Exploder 

 

The cold wind against my hair, a torch in my hand to Light My Way, Under The Killing Moon.  Earlier 

that day, there was a Lucid Assembly…Of a sorts…It was no surprise to see a poor band try to play 

Sweet Home Alabama but completely fucked it up. I was The Outsider in all this. I was the only one 

that disliked it. As always, they’ll mention how the band did a “fantastic job” in the Middlesex Times as 

always…So anyway, I had left the hall and was now strolling outside. I had found myself near a busy 

motorway in a field. Walking slowly like a Slow Cheetah, making as little noise as possible. I was like a 

Paranoid Android. Always thinking that something bad was going to happen, someone or something 

was after me. So I always acted quiet in places like this field. 

 

Right now, while it was quiet, it allowed me to day dream about the old days. When Rock And Roll 

wasn’t insulted. Even if I prefer the rock bit instead of the roll bit personally. At least the artists used to 

Give It All they have. Try their hardest. These days we were nothing more than copying songs from 

professional song writers or doing cover songs.  Oh well, I guess the Ensurance Trap snapped and took 

the leg off music, crippling it forever and dooming it to make mediocre songs.  

 

Just then, a flashback came to my mind, Memory Of The Waters…I could remember on the beach, 

where I used to go on holidays as a small child. They thought the chemicals being pumped out where 

making the fishes nothing more than Manipulated Living food, ready for the picking. It was a case of 

What Is And Should Never Be. It shouldn’t be there, but it was.  Eventurally, the government tried to 

limit the amount of toxic waste being shipped out. I could remember Feeling Good because the fish 

were a little more brain dead, but ignorance is bliss.  

 



 

 

“Hey”, I could remember her shouting through Pulk/Pull Revolving Doors. There was a company called 

Pulk which she worked at which had revolving doors that could only be pulled. It was strange but the 

company couldn’t afford to fix the problem. She could play a song on a piano I always loved, it was 

funny because it shared her name. Theme Of Laura, Reprise. She would write bizarre stories like a man 

who finds a planet called Planet Telex and meets Faust Arp, the king. The man then fell in love with the 

alien king who ends up killing himself out of sadness and almost pity. I could remember a sentence “the 

darkness has been Climbing Up The Walls for the past few years, it never goes away, it never leaves me 

to be ill by myself in solitude”. There’s something depressing about finding the one you thought you 

may of liked in a Gang Bang situation with a few of her co-workers. I could remember my mind feeling 

Like Spinning Plates. It was as though I saw a pair of Bodysnatchers do necrophilia to my dead mother. 

 

“I Want Love” I whispered to myself out loud. I looked left and right out of paranoia. It felt like I was 

in a Stadium Arcadium and I had given away all my little weaknesses so they could prey upon me. I was 

Let Down but relieved to find no one. Let down because I was hoping someone I could love was there. 

A Reckoner. In The Evening, I would usually be on my computer, talking to friends. But I was still on 

the field, day dreaming. Observing the stars. Wondering if there were aliens out there…Containing little 

YYZ chromosomes.  

 

“Packt Like Sardines In A Crushd Tin”. 

 

I couldn’t spell when I was 12 too well. I wrote a poem about how everyone was jamming themselves 

needlessly into tight spaces and didn’t want freedom, peace and space. I could only remember it 

because my part time job which I always have to take the London tube to get to. Taking the 3’s And 7’s 

shifts on Saturday. I’d recite the poem to myself on the way there and the 4 hour gap until the next shift. 

I could remember the verse which ended up repeating a line because I couldn’t think of a rhyme…It 

was strange because I was congratulated for repeating “You And Whose Army?” a second time. I’d 

spend my 4 hours among the Forest of buildings and businesses at a friend’s flat.  

 
Nothing to really say here.  

 

“White Larynx” 
 

A BBS story that I started some time back. I eventually slowly lost 
interest in it and couldn’t think of any ideas. I decided to add another 
chapter and I am planning to carry on until I finish it. When I finish it, I 
will submit it again to Fourth Perspective instead of Newgrounds due to 
the rule they have over there against BBS stories. But this is the story 
so far and as promised, this’ll make up the majority of the “scrap book”. 

 
White Larynx. 

 

Chapter 1: June 1984. 

 

The end of the class rung for the 16 year old. He groaned as he got out of his seat in the hot weather and 

finally left the class room with his guitar case in his right hand and his rucksack on his back. They 

moved about as he walked down the busy corridor, pushing past several small children as they got in 

way. Most of them were jocks, with the exception of the odd other people. He eventually got out into 

the outdoors. The sun hurt his eyes since he had been in school for so long. The usual crowd he usual 

hung out with was at the same spot. On the field near one of the corners. Rague was listening to music 

using his CD player loud enough for SMC to hear so he could beat his crossed legs to the tune. The 

song was Crazy Train by Black Sabbath. Wisdom sat down and crossed his legs with the small club. He 

removed his worn guitar from the case. He begun to pick his guitar with his bare fingers to the song 

Baby I’m Gonna Leave You by Led Zeppelin. He then strummed harder to the same song, as it played 

inside his head. He stopped played as he said “hey, I’ve got an idea”. Rague and SMC turned to him. 

Rague asked “what is it man?”, pushing the long dangling hair out the way of his face. Wisdom then 

said with excitement “what about a band? I think we’re ready to make one, I mean, SMC has been 



 

 

practicing drums for years, you’ve been playing bass for about 2 years and I’ve been playing guitar for 

a year and a half. But we’ve both been practicing a lot every day”. SMC replied calmly, still beating his 

legs with his hands “good plan, but what are we going to be called?”. 

 

At that moment, a loud jock came over saying “how about useless dicks?”. His other friends came over 

laughing and sat with the group. One of them rubbed Rague’s hair up while the main jock asked “so 

what you fuck-nuggets doing?”. Wisdom sighed as he put his guitar away and asked 

“SuperSmoothSmiley…Why do you always pick on us?”. He laughed and kicked Wisdom hard in the 

back of the head. Wisdom held the back of his head in pain. The rest of the jocks begun to beat 

Wisdom, Rague and SMC up while SuperSmoothSmiley started playing baseball. Using Rague’s CD 

player as the ball and Wisdom’s guitar as a bat. At the end of it all, they were all bloody. Rague’s CD 

player was still intact with a couple of repairable breakages, but Wisdom’s guitar couldn’t be repaired. 

The entire base of it was smashed to nothing more but strings and broken pieces of wood. It didn’t even 

resemble a guitar. Wisdom cried, without a care of his body state and said “my guitar…My guitar…”. 

 

The next day, they met after school. “Look, I’m sorry dude, there was nothing we could do” Rague said, 

trying to comfort Wisdom. They were around Rague’s house in his bare room. Rague had his bass 

guitar out and SMC still had a lap. Even if it was heavily bruised. Wisdom on the other hand, didn’t 

have anything. SMC then said “what about the band?” trying to change to subject. Rague looked at 

SMC angrily while Wisdom said “we can still make it I guess, just means I have to find a way to get a 

new guitar…”. Rague then said, still looking at SMC, “what do you want to call it, Wisdom?”. Wisdom 

thought for a short while and then asked “what about Blue Pills?”. SMC replied “nah man”. Rague 

turned back to Wisdom and said “what about White Larynx?”. Wisdom looked at Rague and asked “It’s 

good. How did you think of it?” Rague laughed a little and said “I heard about a Larynx during science. 

Don’t know what it is though.”. 

 

So it was at this day, White Larynx was formed as SMC as the drummer, Rague as the bass guitarist and 

Wisdom as lead guitarist and vocals. 

 

Chapter 2: June 1984. 
 

A few weeks later, Wisdom had a new guitar in his hand. His parents gave some money towards it but 

Wisdom had to spend the most on it. This time, it was an electric guitar which cost just over $60 and 

was used. But it was good enough. Wisdom thought of a song and decided to practice. He begun to play 

the song he found easiest, Space Oddity by David Bowie. He practiced a bit before he attempted it. He 

begun to play and then started to sing “Ground control to Major Tom”. He couldn’t play any more out 

of the sheer difficulty of playing and singing at the same time. Even though it took a while, he managed 

to get up to half way through the song when his mother shouted up stairs “PHONE FOR YOU YA 

LITTLE FUCK FACE!”. Wisdom walked down the floor boarded stairs and took the phone off his 

mother’s hand. He talked down 

“hello?” 

“hey, it’s Rague, you want to practice something for our new band? SMC’s parents are out so we can 

use his place for a bit”. 

“sure Rague, that’ll be great, see you there in ten”. 

“bye”. 

 

Wisdom put the phone down and told his mother “I’m going out”. She spat on the floor and told him 

“you be back late and I’m gonna give you a fuckin’ good punchin’, ya hear?”. He shouted “yes mum!” 

as he put the guitar into his guitar case upstairs. He picked it up and left the house. The walk was long 

but he eventually turned up. The house looked expensive, with 10 foot gates and large walls. The lot. 

He pressed the keypad and spoke down it, “hey SMC, it’s Wisdom, let me in man”. The gate buzzed 

and allowed Wisdom in. While it was only a little bigger than a normal house, it looked extremely 

expensive with flowers and a clean cover of paint on the house. He walked to the door to see SMC 

standing there to allow Wisdom into the house. “Hey, Rague’s already in plugging his bass in, in the 

drum room, my dad’s out for a weekend with my mum on some “business trip” ”. Wisdom laughed as 

he entered the house. He walked upstairs on the clean carpet. “SHOES!” SMC shouted at Wisdom. He 

sighed with a smile and took his shoes off. “If my mum sees any footprints around the house, she’ll go 

spare”. Wisdom placed the shoes near the stairs next to Ragues shoes. He walked back up the stairs and 

entered a room on his left. There was a drum kit, a microphone and two amps. “Jesus christ…How 



 

 

much the microphone and the amps hurt?” Wisdom asked SMC. SMC smiled and said “not too much, 

he has enough holidays”. While Rague played around with his guitar, Wisdom begun plugging his 

guitar in. Once done, he begun to shred the guitar and pick at strings, just loving the sound he was 

giving out like a small child at 7 being given his first £10 note to spend on what he likes. “When your 

done?” SMC asked, walking over to his drum kit and sitting down. “Oh, yeah” Wisdom said before 

laughing a bit “what song are we doing?”. SMC said “how about something easy to start with, a little bit 

of pop, Ziggy Stardust?”. Rague said “I don’t know how to play that song though”. Wisdom turned to 

Rague and told him “just make it up, that’s what I’m doing”. 

 

SMC begun playing a simple beat as Wisdom begun to play to guitar. It sounded remotely like Ziggy 

Stardust’s beginning but Wisdom couldn’t care less. Rague thought about for a short bit and begun to 

try to make a small rhythm on his bass. Wisdom brought all the picking down to a clean strum and 

begun to sing “Ziggy…Played guitar…” He carried on until just after the chorus. He then begun to 

shred as hard as he could. Even though SMC just drummed as much as he could and Rague just stood 

there watching and asking Wisdom to stop, all Wisdom could hear was the sound of his guitar playing. 

Soon, he broke back into reality as Rague pushed him over and onto the floor. Luckily, he fell onto his 

back. This was the first practice. From here on, each member practiced every day and went to fort-

nightly band practices. It would only be a matter of time until they felt they were good enough to face 

everyone else. 

 

Chapter 3: May 1985. 
 

After months and months of practicing. Rague saw a poster for a “Battle Of The Bands” competition as 

he left class for lunch. He walked out to see SMC sitting on a bench, eating a sandwich. Rague sat down 

next to him and asked “you noticed it?”. SMC, confused, turned to Rague and asked “noticed what?”. 

Rague said excited “our big break, the battle of the bands”. SMC asked, still confused, “you sure we’re 

ready? Who knows who else we’re playing against”. Rague laughed weakly and said “I guess you’re 

right, I heard some people ripping their guitar strings apart and making bass solos”. Wisdom then 

arrived and sat down next to Rague. As he sat down, he said “hey guys” in a happy mood. “Hey 

Wisdom” Rague replied. Wisdom looked at Rague and then at SMC and asked “SuperSmoothSmiley 

been at you guys again?”. SMC kept looking at the table and said “no, Rague noticed something but I 

don’t think we’re ready” before taking a bite out of his cheese and tomato sandwich. 

 

Wisdom thought for the moment and then went “oooohhh” before telling Rague and SMC “you mean 

the Battle Of The Bands? I already signed us up, I’ve got a good feeling about this”. SMC coughed out 

his food before asking Wisdom in an angry tone “you signed US up before asking us? Why the fuck 

man?”. Wisdom’s smile turned into an expression of being shocked. “I…Thought we were good 

enough, really. We’ve been practicing for over 3 months”. SMC stood up and shouted at Wisdom 

“YOU SHOULD OF FUCKING ASKED US BEFORE MAKING A FUCKING DEICISION LIKE 

THAT!” before storming off. Wisdom was about to go after SMC before Rague stopped him saying 

“leave him be, he’ll calm down. I think it’s a good thing you signed up”. Wisdom asked Rague “really? 

You think we’re ready?”. 

“Yeah, but it means we need to choose a song and practice it like mad” 

“What song though?” 

“Better wait before SMC gets back before we decide, don’t want another argument like this man” 

“Hahaha, I guess you’re right” 

 

A couple of hours later, Wisdom was watching the clock. Watching the time tick down until it met it’s 

correct coordinates. The hands then met at their numbers and the bell rung. The teacher said something 

but as always, no one listened to him. He walked out to see Rague there with SMC. SMC said calmly 

“sorry for freaking out, I wasn’t sure that we were ready at all but I guess we are ready. Thank you for 

signing us up man, if it was left to me or Rague, we’d probably not sign up out of doubt”. Wisdom just 

smiled and said “it’s ok man. Really”. 

 

For the next month, they practiced as much as they could. Trying to fit as much band rehearsals as 

possible. It was then June 1985. One year since they formed together. It was the day of Battle Of The 

Bands. Their first performance on their first birthday. If it was to be their big break, was yet to be seen. 

 

Chapter 4: June 1985. 



 

 

 

School ended and SMC, Wisdom and Rague only had three hours to sort themselves out. They went to 

SMC’s house to practice their song for one last time before the performance. Wisdom slipped up a 

couple of lyrics and had to make up his own solo. Rague just simply made up a small rhythm which 

sounded very little like the song and SMC decided to make the drum beat up on the spot. It seemed 

quite disorganised but they thought the song was pretty easy. While it wasn’t their preferred genre of 

music, they just wanted a song everyone knew but they could do easily. 

 

SMC looked at the time half way through one practice to see it at 6:20. “OH FUCK! WE’VE GOT 

ONLY TEN MINIUTES!” he shouted as he shot out of his chair. Rague and Wisdom swore as they 

quickly put their guitars away as quickly as possible. As soon it was packed, they rushed out the door as 

fast as possible. They only had less than ten minutes to make a twenty minute journey. They ran as fast 

as they could. The guitars banging against Rague and Wisdom’s legs slowed them down a great deal but 

they still went as some speed. 

 

A jock stood in front of Wisdom and said “hey, dick wads, where you running?”. Wisdom quickly 

dodged him and rushed down an alleyway. The others followed suit. The jock was too confused to 

where they had gone to give chase. 

 

After a long run which lost the group’s breath, they arrived at school. They walked into the hall and 

walked to the small table filled with judges in the crowded all. Wisdom told them still worn out 

“White…Larynx….here…”. One of them looked at them in disgust and said “you’re five minutes late”. 

Rague stepped forwards and said “please, let us play. We’re sorry we were late”. The judge thought for 

a while and then said “fine, you’re up next, like it or not”. Wisdom cursed in his head as he was still 

worn out. The judge walked from his seat and up to the stage and said “our next band would of been 

Lizard, but will be White Larynx”. Most of the stage talked while some booed as Wisdom and Rague 

got their guitars out. SMC tried to catch his breath behind the drum set. SMC started with a simple 

drum beat which was joined shortly by Wisdom’s guitar. Rague did a simple bass line to the song. 

Wisdom finally sung with his straining and worn out voice “When I find myself in times of trouble, 

Mother Mary comes to me, Speaking words of wisdom”. 

 

Wisdom carried on singing the song, his voice straining and his body asking him to stop playing the 

guitar as hard as he was. But he ignored it. After the final line, he begun a small guitar solo that he 

decided to make up on the spot. Before the solo, about half the crowd was talking with each other. 

During it, they all stood in amazement. Finally, after just over a minute, Wisdom ended the song. The 

entire crowd cheered. Wisdom smiled to the crowd and just said “thank you”. White Larynx then went 

off stage with their belongings. They sat down in the corner to relax. 

 

What seemed like a year passed. The rest of the bands played. One that interested SMC though was a 

band called Blade. It was a hard rock band that decided to play London Calling by The Clash. It was an 

impressive cover for SMC. He could only hope that others disagreed. Sadly though, everyone cheered 

louder. After the band, the judges came to their conclusions. “3rd place with a $50 prize, is Green 

Street”. Green Street who had preformed a song they made up called Dreams. The lyrics were good but 

the music in general were bland at best. “2nd place with a $80 prize is….White Larynx”. Wisdom 

walked up and claimed the prize for the rest. With no shock, Blade won the $150 prize money. But 

Wisdom was complimented a lot for his guitar solo. It was only then, Wisdom decided they were ready 

to play at bars and clubs. 

 

Chapter 5: April 1989. 
 

4 years later, they were still performing in clubs at the age of 21. They were rising slightly. They did the 

rare one or two gigs every three months. While they were slowing gaining fame, still had no albums at 

all. They only did cover songs, Wisdom had tried a made up song but got quickly booed off stage. The 

main reason everyone was attracted to the band, was Wisdom’s guitar playing. To be more accurate, his 

solos. Ever since the Battle Of The Bands, Wisdom had only improved. The rest of the group had also 

improved with constant practice. 

 

White Larynx had now left school as soon as possible and each member was working part time. SMC 

worked at his father’s business as a mobile phone salesman. Rague worked in his local Burger King as a 



 

 

fryer and Wisdom worked at a gas station behind the till. They all lived in a small flat above a shut 

down corner shop. They each manage to fork enough money for the rent, with a little left over for what 

they want. They earned very little money off the gigs but they didn’t play for the money. They never 

did. They played due to the love of playing music. 

 

White Larynx was back stage just before a gig they were doing with some other bands like Chase. 

Wisdom was drinking some water in the corner and strumming on his electric a little while Rague and 

SMC was arguing with each other. 

“SMC, there is no way Batman could beat Superman man. Superman is the original, Batman is just a 

cheap spin off” 

“No chance, Batman has countless gadgets. He could whoop Superman’s ass.” 

 

The announcer appeared on stage and Wisdom hushed Rague and SMC down. “Welcome to Slam Fest! 

Tonight we have the rockiest layout you will ever find! We have Chase! We have Black Life! We have 

Achluophobia! And we have No Chance! But first…We have…White Larynx!” 

“That’s our cue guys” Rague told the group. SMC smiled and said “time to do us proud!”. 

 

Wisdom, Rague and SMC walked onto stage with their instruments. Wisdom grabbed the microphone 

and said down it “Crazy Train”. Everyone cheered as the group begun playing. Even though the group 

slipped up here and there, the crowd couldn’t notice it. They were too busy with bottles of beers and 

hair shaking all over the crowd. As soon as Wisdom pushed down the last set of strings, the crowd 

cheered wildly. Wisdom said down the microphone “thank you” and left stage to the backroom he was 

in before. 

 

He begun to pack his things away as Black Life was playing a hard rock song he’d never heard of, 

Wisdom was confronted by a man in a slack suit. While he seemed professional, he seemed laid back at 

the same time. Why he seemed like it, Wisdom had no idea. The man begun saying “Hello, I am Sid 

Orio from Sony records, I am here on behalf of Ozzy Osborne due to your copyright infringement, we 

will be requesting a minimum of thirty thousand or we will take you to court”. All Wisdom could say 

was “O….Shit…” due to the shock he was in. 

 

The suit then begun laughing his head off “I’m only kidding! I’m from Paranoid Records. I watched 

your band play and I must say, your guitar skill is amazing. You really did know how to blow the crowd 

away. You’ve been talked about none stop around the town. “When’s White Larynx going to play?“ this 

and “Did you see the guitar skill on Wisdom?” that. Really. Get the rest of the band, I want to make you 

an offer.” 

 

Wisdom shouted over Rague and SMC and he carried on talking “you see guys, I am willing to make 

you a record deal. You get most the profits and we supply you a couple of things. We set you up with 

gigs. All sorts. You don’t have to pay a thing or do a thing. Just; play. What do you say?”. Wisdom 

couldn’t help but think, but he knew there had to be a catch. “What’s the catch?”. 

Sid took out a piece of paper and a pen and told Wisdom “just sign and we’ll start Monday”. Wisdom 

turned to the other members who looked blankly. Wisdom turned back and grabbed the pen. He 

grabbed the contract and put it against the wall. He then signed it. “And the rest of the members?” Sid 

asked. Rague sighed but signed the contract. SMC then finally signed the contract. Mr Orio smiled and 

put the contract into his pocket. “I’ll contact you at some point over the week end”. He then left. 

 

White Larynx was finally on a record deal with Paranoid Records. Wisdom couldn’t help but smile at 

this. He couldn’t help but feel happy that he would be able to perform in front of millions and millions 

as his main job. His biggest dream; had finally come true. 

 

Chapter 6: April 1989. 
 

A few days later, on Wednesday, Wisdom received a call at work. “Meet me at the local café, we gotta 

chat” someone said at the other end before hanging up. Wisdom walked to the door and switched the 

sign to closed. He locked up and rushed to the café. He only had an hour before the next shift came. As 

soon as he arrived, he saw Mr. Orio sitting at a table. Reading a newspaper and drinking tea. Sid 

noticed this and stood up saying “hey Wisdom! Sit down here, I’ll grab you something fast”. Wisdom 

did as he was told and sat opposite Sid Orio. 



 

 

 

Sid shouted “waiter! Waiter!”. A young boy in a waiter suit walked over and asked “can I help you 

sir?”. He turned to Wisdom and asked “what do you want?”. Wisdom smiled and told Sid “I’m not 

hungry, really, I just ate”. Sid nodded in a way to ask Wisdom to just order something. Wisdom thought 

for a bit and then asked “can I have a coke with a cheese sandwich?”. The waiter smiled weakly and 

said “yes sir, will you be paying for this?”. Sid interrupted this with “no, I will”. The waiter then walked 

away with a hidden frown. 

 

Sid laughed a little and said “get what you paid for I guess”. He paused for a second and carried on 

“Wisdom, what I am about to offer you may change your life, but first, here’s your cheese sandwich and 

coke”. The waiter walked over, placed down a metal tray with a large paper cup, with lid and straw, 

filled with coke and a neat clean white plate with a tidy sandwich on top. The waiter turned to Sid and 

asked “will you be paying now sir?”. Sid smiled and replied to the question “yes I will be, how much is 

it?”. The waiter told him “$9, sir”. Wisdom was shocked at the price. It was way more than he earns in 

a shift. Sid gladly handed over a $5 note and four $1 notes. The waiter walked away mumbling to 

himself. 

 

Mr. Orio put his finger up and asked “what was I saying?”. After a long pause, Wisdom bit into his 

cheese sandwich as Sid finally said “oh yeah, life changing. I promise you, you do everything correctly 

as I tell you. I will make you famous and a millionaire. That is if you do what I say correctly. You mess 

about, attract un-needed attention, yak yak yak, we dump you on the spot. Do you understand this?”. 

Wisdom spoke with his mouth full “yeah”. 

 

Sid smiled on his left side, took a breath and then carried on “the first move what you’re going to do is 

you’re going to quit your job at the petrol station right now”. Wisdom was about to but in but Sid 

carried on “I know you think I’m insane, but hear me out. I already have you gigged at a local place I 

know. Unlike your other performances, it’s all about you baby. Just you and your band of friends. If the 

turn out is good, you’ll already rack in a good $200 each. But that isn’t the end of the show baby, oh no. 

What else you’re gonna do is you’re going to take advantage of all the audience. You get a bonus $50 

for each of your band if you write “Paranoid Records” onto your drum set. You wouldn’t believe the 

money you can grab out of advertising. Remember, you scratch my back, and I’ll pay you in a healthy 

handful of green paper. What do ya say about that?”. 

 

Wisdom didn’t know what to say. He liked the idea of getting $250, but he didn’t want to lose his job in 

case things fell hard and what would he do until then. Also, he didn’t like the idea much of selling out. 

“When is the gig?” Wisdom asked. “Next Friday night, at the old Green Street Bar” Sid said with a 

smile. Wisdom then asked “what do I do until then? I need money”. Sid kept his smile and said “you 

scratch my back, and I’ll scratch your back”. Wisdom sighed and said “fine, I’ll do it…Just write the 

time and the place…”. Sid let out a small laugh and began writing onto a small notepad he had. Once 

done, he gave it to Wisdom and said “get fired right now and I’ll sort the rest of the week out, you have 

an hour. Go”. 

 

Wisdom began running to the petrol station as fast as he could. He wanted the record deal more than 

anything in the world. As soon as he arrived, he was out of breath. The next shift worker ran over and 

asked “what the hell were you doing man?”. Wisdom gave him the keys and said “I quit, see you in hell 

buddy”. The worker Wisdom knew shouted at Wisdom to come back. But Wisdom kept running. His 

entire body ached and he felt like he was going to throw up but he was desperate to get the record deal. 

Eventually, he got back to the café. As promised, the suit was still there. He asked “fired yet?”. Wisdom 

tried to catch his breath. He tried to talk through it “I-quit-ted. Sid shrugged his shoulders and said “I 

did say leave your job I guess…” He took out an envelope and placed it on the table. Wisdom walked 

over and picked it up. Sid Orio stood up and left, telling Wisdom “enough money and my phone 

number’s in there, don’t lose it”. 

 

Sid then left for Wisdom to look into the envelope. He couldn’t believe the money he was seeing. He 

left for his flat so he could count up the notes. 
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He tipped the envelope upside down onto the coffee table. Hundred and hundred of dollars poured out 



 

 

of it. SMC was busy practicing his drumming when he noticed Wisdom holding an envelope upside 

down and watched money fall onto the small table. SMC stopped drumming and put his drumsticks 

down. SMC walked over slowly and asked “how did you get that man?”. Wisdom said calmly “I talked 

to Sid today…He told me to quit my job and to play next week…”. SMC was shocked how calm 

Wisdom was and asked “where are we playing?! Why didn’t you consult us?”. Wisdom turned to SMC 

and said “last time I sorted a performance out, it turned out o.k. Is that right?”. 

“Uhhh…” 

“IS THAT RIGHT?” 

“Yes…Yes it was…” 

“Good, now we have enough money here to survive us until next week. Sid said he’ll pay more on the 

day and even more if you write Paranoid Records onto your drum set”. 

“Dude…I’m not writing anything onto our drum kit” 

“Not even for $250?” 

 

At that moment, SMC changed his mind of it all. “Fine, I’ll play. Is it $250 shared though?” SMC 

asked. Wisdom shook his head. SMC smiled and said “finally, we’re getting some good money in for 

this. When are we playing and where are we playing?”. Wisdom picked out a small piece of paper from 

his pocket and gave it to SMC. SMC looked at it and said “we’ll need something with a lot of rock in 

it”. Wisdom was confused “why?”. 

“Because if we don’t get a hard rock song on, they’ll bottle us.” 

“What do you mean? Green Street Bar is meant to be a weak audience. I’ve drunk there once, it was so 

bare, I swear I could hear a nail drop”. 

“You drunk there on a Sunday morning, Friday night is nothing but skinhead hard rockers. The 

bartender keeps an already loaded shotgun due to how out of control they can get. The bartender only 

had to drag out two people into the backyard last Friday. One of them stabbed the other and tried to stab 

the bartender. Before the bartender could save the victim, he was dead. A stab at the throat. Now, think 

if we choose the wrong song…It’ll be our last song…” 

Wisdom’s pride suddenly shrunk into worry. He didn’t want to be killed trying to play a song. But he 

didn’t have much of a choice. If he called it off, the hard rockers would probably hunt them down. 

“We’ve still got to play SMC, I’m sorry but we have to. No matter what you said”. SMC shrugged his 

arms and said “Whatever man, just have fun dropping it to Rague. I’m sure he’ll agree with you. In the 

meanwhile, I have to think of a song for us to play”. 

 

A couple of hours later, Rague arrived home pissed off. He slammed the door and dumped his coat over 

a chair. Wisdom walked in with his guitar strap reaching over his shoulder and holding his guitar. “You 

ok Rague? I need to talk to you about something…” Wisdom asked. Rague snapped at Wisdom “O.k.?! 

I just got fucking fired, of course I’m not fucking o.k.” Wisdom swore in his head but yet felt some 

happiness of it happening today. Wisdom asked “what happened?”. Rague let out an angry sigh and 

said “some fucking gangster asshole called III-D or some stupid shit. It was obviously not his real 

fucking name but some stupid nickname he made up. Anyway, he started saying how Pink Floyd and 

Led Zeppelin was shit and how this…“Queen Latifah” bullshit was a thousand times better. The thing 

is, his argument about it was so fucking stupid, it hurt my head. Then the bastard kept going on and on 

about it. So I punched him in the face and started beating the shit out of the asshole. The fucking 

manager came in and broke it up. He then fired us both for fighting in a dangerous environment. Honest 

to god, what the fuck?”. 

 

Wisdom wanted to say something in response but he didn’t know what to say, besides “look on the 

bright side, we’re fucking rich”. Rague looked at Wisdom confused and asked “what the fuck are you 

talking about?”. Wisdom stood up and began walking into the living room. He then stood by the coffee 

table. Rague rushed over and began looking through the money. He then finally said shocked “there 

must be like, $150 there”. He paused and then looked at Wisdom and asked “what did you do?”. 

“I lost my job as well.” 

“…Why?! We need jobs!” 

“Not any more, Sid is fixing us up with gigs. In fact, he already sorted one out. Next Friday coming at 

Green Street Bar. $200 plus a bonus $50 if we put Paranoid Records onto SMC’s drum kit”. Rague 

smiled with happiness and said “thank god. We’re finally crawling our way out of this shit. We can 

finally get real jobs and play for money…” 

Wisdom paused. “You play for money?” 

Rague smiled and said “yeah, so what?” 



 

 

Wisdom pushed Rague over and shouted “WHAT THE FUCK HAPPENED TO PLAYING FOR 

FUN?! FOR THE FUCKING THRILL?!” 

Rague stood back up and shouted back “I STILL PLAY FOR FUCKING ENJOYMENT, I JUST 

ALSO ENJOY A BIT OF FUCKING MONEY FOR FUCKING ONCE FOR IT. INSTEAD OF 

DOING IT FOR FREEBIES LIKE TALENTLESS KARAOKE STARS IN A WASHED UP BAR!”. 

Wisdom threw his arms up and said “whatever, I’m going to let this drop…Just think of a song. We 

need to start practicing” and left the room. 

 

Chapter 8: April 1989. 
 

The Friday came and Wisdom was still nervous of what SMC told him. If he chose the wrong song, his 

head would be on a stick by the sunrise. If he chose the right song, it will only go uphill for him. With 

being paid what he loved to do. Entertain people with his guitar skill and his band. He had practiced 

with all the free time he could get. SMC managed to convince his father to give him a holiday. Wisdom 

just had to hope he chose the right song. 

 

Wisdom and the rest of the band showed up at 7pm at the Green Street Bar. As they entered, they saw 

how packed filled with hard rockers it was. Wisdom gulped in fear as he saw the people who could be 

kicking his ass in less than an hour. He walked to the backroom and started unpacking his guitar. Rague 

did the same with his bass as SMC just grabbed his drumsticks from his trousers. 

 

Wisdom drunk a couple of beers with Rague while SMC just stayed on water. Wisdom needed 

something to calm his nerves. He just hope it didn’t ruin his guitar playing. Wisdom put down his bottle 

picked at the strings in an attempt to calm his nerves. The entire room was silent besides the sound of 

people talking in the bar, the sound of SMC and Rague drinking and Wisdom picking at the strings 

unplugged. A man with a tight white stained t-shirt and jeans then entered the room and said “it’s time 

to play boys”. He then walked pass the group to the stage. He then begun shouting “we got a couple of 

rockers who wants to play you guys a song or two. Here they are, White Larynx!”. 

 

Rague placed down his beer and SMC placed down his water. The group then walked onto stage and 

plugged their leads into the amps. SMC wrote “Paranoid Records” on the front of the drum kit and then 

sat down in front of the drum kit. Wisdom begun playing his guitar hard. This was by far the hardest 

song he had ever played and he messed up a couple of chords in the intro. After the intro, his guitar, 

Rague’s bass and SMC’s drums was spot on as the crowd went wild. Specially when Wisdom sung 

“You know I'm born to lose, and gambling's for fools, But that's the way I like it baby, I don't wanna 

live for ever!” before doing a solo he made up himself. A small mosh pit then begun to form and White 

Larynx just finished in time just before a rocker was thrown onto the stage. 

 

Wisdom began walking off when suddenly the crowd chanted “another song! Another song!”. Wisdom 

then walked back to Rague and SMC and asked “what song you want to do?”. After a lot of arguing, 

they got in their positions. He then strummed his guitar to a familiar tune. Wisdom then saw a bunch of 

gangsters walking into the bar as Wisdom sung “I'm going off the rails on a crazy train” . One of them 

pointed at the group as Wisdom repeated the line. Then Wisdom begun to play his guitar as the gang 

walked up to the stage and punched Wisdom in the face. Rague was then grabbed and taken to the floor 

by a familiar person. “III-D?!” Rague said confused. III-D laughed and begun punching Rague in the 

face saying “this. Is. What. You. Get. When. You. Fuck. With. Me”. SMC tried to help them to only be 

kicked in the chest. The rockers then begun talking loudly as this happened. They then begun to 

bombard the stage and started beating the gangsters up. 

 

Wisdom just laid on the floor dazed and so did Rague. They couldn’t see anything due to the amount of 

people blocked the light for them. SMC in the meanwhile had managed to get on top of the gangster 

who had attacked him and was now punching him over and over again. After a while, there was a 

shotgun sound. The light begun to return to them. The next Wisdom saw was the announcer again 

welding a shotgun. “You ok boy? You looked pretty banged up”. He then gave Wisdom a hand to get to 

his feet. Wisdom fell over again but managed to climb himself up onto the drum kit stool. He looked at 

Rague who was bleeding and looked badly hurt. He then managed to see the group of gangsters who 

came in. Every single one of them stayed, and every single one of them laid without any movement. 

They were dead. Even III-D who’s body was torn apart. He couldn’t see the head anywhere but the 

arms, legs and the torso laid scattered. 



 

 

 

“You weren’t kidding SMC” Wisdom managed to say before coughing hard. SMC laughed weakly and 

said “I know, think what would happened if we played something like The Beatles”. SMC and Wisdom 

laughed. Wisdom turned to Rague who was still on the floor. He could see bare movements on his chest 

but that’s all he could see. Rague’s eyes were shut and there was a large puddle of blood underneath 

him. The bartender reloaded more shells into his shotgun and said “you guys want a lift to the hospital? 

I need to take your mate there anyway”. Wisdom swallowed some spit and said “yeah, that would be 

great”. 

 

Within minutes, SMC sat in the front seat of the pick-up while Rague laid and Wisdom sat in the back 

of it. The pickup squealed as it went around a corner sharply at high speeds. “Hope ya holding on 

tightly back there!” the bartender shouted, but Wisdom couldn’t hear it and Rague defiantly couldn’t. 

 

Later, they got to the hospital. SMC carried Rague in while Wisdom walked holding onto the wall as 

the entire place spun around. He could hear the pick-up pull sharply away. Doctors rushed fast to the 

group. One doctor grabbed Rague from his hands while another helped Wisdom walk. One walked to 

SMC and asked “you need any help?”. SMC shook his head and said “it’ll heal”. 

 

Meanwhile, Wisdom was being treated by doctors. Rague laid next to him. He could hear both his and 

Rague’s heart beat on the machines. Wisdom heard one doctor say to another “we have to operate on 

him, his heads been hit pretty hard”. “No, we can do this without operation”. “Better safe than sorry”. 

“…I’ll get the gas”. One of the doctors placed the gas mask onto his mouth and said “breath deep”. Just 

before he fell into darkness, he could hear a distinctive flat line from one of the machines. 
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His eyes slowly opened again. He could see SMC out the corner of his eye but he didn’t want to talk. 

All he wanted to do was stare at the ceiling. Looking up past the white tiled ceiling, past the concrete 

roof and into the sky. Where his old best friend stayed. A small tear crept out the corner of his eye. 

SMC then got up and spoke “you alright there buddy? That night was pretty messed” as he went to give 

Wisdom a high five. As he realised Wisdom wasn’t going to give one back, he withdrew his hand. 

Wisdom turned to SMC with watery eyes and asked “you heard?”. 

 

SMC looked at Wisdom confused and asked “heard what?”. Wisdom turned back to the ceiling and said 

“he’s gone man. He’s gone and he’s not coming back”. SMC appeared even more confused “who’s 

gone? Where have they gone?”. Wisdom let out a weak sigh and said “Rague…I saw him flat line it 

before they gassed me”. SMC fell back onto his seat and asked “you serious?”. Wisdom nodded very 

weakly. The room then went silent with sadness. “I just want to go home…Please let me go” Wisdom 

asked. Wisdom could hear footsteps walking away. After a while to reflect on what had just happened, 

SMC came back and said “yeah man, lets go. My dad paid for it all”. Wisdom crawled out the bed with 

his gown. His clothes were folded up on top of a set of drawers. He put his boxers on, using his gown to 

hide his penis. He placed the rest of the clothes on and removed the gown. He placed it onto the bed 

and left the hospital room. 

 

Later on, Wisdom sat on his sofa still crying. SMC was next to him with his face covered. “Want to 

play a song?” SMC asked. Wisdom shook his head “I don’t feel like doing anything, just please, leave 

me be for a while”. SMC left the room. The sound of knocking reached the air. Wisdom didn’t want to 

do anything but sit there, thinking of the old times. More knocking carried on. Finally, the door opened. 

It was the last person Wisdom wanted to see. Sid walked into the room lively and said “how ya doing?! 

Great job on the performance! The crowd went fucking wild! Where did you hire the actors from? 

Hollywood?! They were fucking amazing!”. Wisdom turned, confused and angry at the same time 

“what the fuck are you talking about, actors?”. Sid laughed and said “those gangster kids who came in, 

shame they ended up dying in the process but hey. Who’s going to miss a bum?!”. Wisdom stood up 

and shouted at him “THEY WEREN’T FUCKING ACTORS, THEY WERE REAL. WHAT 

HAPPENED REALLY FUCKING HAPPENED. I GOT BEATEN TO SHIT AND Rague DIED. ARE 

YOU HAPPY?! HUH?! YOU GOT YOUR FUCKING PREFORMANCE! YOU GOT WHAT YOU 

WANTED, NOW FUCK OFF!”. Wisdom fell back onto his warm seat. 

 

Sid just stood in amazement “wait, you’re saying that was real? That they really got butchered and they 



 

 

really did kill…Him…Bad luck man but hey. The show must go on. I got a…”. Before Sid could carry 

on, SMC interrupted and asked “can you please come back in a couple of days, Wisdom is taking it 

pretty hard”. Mr. Orio sighed and said quietly to him “fine, just call me when you’re ready. The cash is 

on the table. The next gig I have lined up is in two weeks. With more money. Bye”. The door then 

opened and closed. SMC sat down next to Wisdom and asked “sorry about that man, I’m going to go 

out fast and grab a couple of things that will hopefully let this fly over faster. I’ll be back in about half 

an hour”. 

 

Over an hour later, Wisdom was downing shot after shot of vodka. The sky was still lit which was 

abnormal since Wisdom normally only got drunk at night. On his chair, he leaned on an acoustic guitar. 

Which he played a few drunken songs, of course not singing with it. However, no matter how much he 

drunk, he couldn’t stop the constant flow of tears. There was a knock on the door. SMC said with a 

small giggle “I’ll go get that man”. He staggered over to the door, tripping over a piece of paper that 

had fallen on the floor earlier. He looked through the small glass hole in the door. A man that covered 

his face stood there with almost familiar clothing. SMC turned back to the room Wisdom was in and 

shouted “oh fuck, someone is going to rob us”. 

 

SMC staggered over to the kitchen. He searched through the drawers. The door started banging louder 

as SMC took out a shark knife. “I’ll get rid of the ass” SMC said with determination to himself as he 

heard a door inside the house closed. “Probably Wisdom” he said to himself as he slowly walked to the 

door. Once at the door, he opened it and showed his knife. The man talked and asked “what the fuck 

SMC?”. SMC told him “fuck off man, I’ll fucking rip your throat out man. You picked one hell of a 

time to rob us”. The robber looked at him from behind his cover and asked “rob us? What are you 

talking about? I live here SMC, let me in”. He tried to walk in but SMC blocked the door way. “My 

advice is for you to fuck off before I ether stab you or I call the cops. What’s it going to be?” SMC said, 

getting even more angry. “SMC…It’s me, Rague” he told him. SMC laughed and said “Hahaha, good 

one. Amazing what tricks people will try to do to rob the house. HEY WISDOM, THIS GUY IS 

CLAIMING TO BE Rague!”. SMC heard a weak laugh. “Rague died. My advice is for you to go fuck 

off”. The door then slammed shut into the stranger’s face. 

 

Chapter 10: April 1989. 
 

The next morning was harsh on Wisdom. The headache hit him like a train and he felt like the 

wreckage. He wanted to get up from the position he was in but couldn’t. He grabbed a hold to the 

kitchen top he was sitting against. He then pulled himself up. The room swirled before stopping. He 

walked slowly to SMC, kicking a bottle by accident, and shook him. He moaned and pushed Wisdom’s 

leg slightly. “SMC, wake up. What do you remember?” SMC moved slightly before opening his eyes 

slightly. He moaned “uh…I remember drinking…A lot…Why?”. Wisdom felt a cold wind creep up his 

back as he said it “I remember you answering the door, to someone claiming he was Rague…”. SMC 

got up sharply “Rague?! I thought he was dead!”. Wisdom replied “I thought so…But I’m unsure now. I 

heard a bleep of him dying…But he could have been revived…I don’t know, really”. SMC walked 

slowly to the door to see a note on the floor. He opened it up: 

 

“I’ll be staying at a friend’s house, I’ll be back in the morning. Just stay in, please. 

 

Rague.” 

 

It read to SMC. SMC shouted “The Rague guy is coming back, I can only hope he didn’t die under that 

knife. I’ll give Sid a call”. Wisdom just stood there in shock. He thought Rague died, but he was back in 

the form of a masked man and a note. It was creepy least to say to Wisdom. 

 

SMC was done punching the numbers in, the phone rung once and a kind female voice answered it 

“Paranoid Records, how may I help you?”. SMC said “hello, we’re ringing up so we can talk with Sid”. 

The woman quickly replied “Mr. Orio busy, is it urgent?”. SMC thought for a little while and told her 

“pretty urgent, Sid came around yesterday and he thinks one of our band members are dead. But we 

think he’s alive now. So we now want to talk to Sid about the gig he setted up”. 

 

Moments passed and then a familiar voice came on “heeeeyy! This is White Larynx right?”. SMC 

smiled weakly and said “yes, this is White Larynx, this is SMC”. 



 

 

“Oh. Hey SMC. What you want? You decided what you want to do about the gig yet with your friend 

dying and all?” 

“Yeah…About that…We think he may be alive. He left a note last night saying he was at a friend’s 

house and is going to come by later today. When’s the gig and where is it?”. 

“Write this down, there will be no repeats. At the Royals Bar, at about 8pm on the third of May. $300 

plus $75 if Paranoid Records is on the drums. Don’t get yourself killed this time about, ya hear?” 

“Loud and clear. Bye”. 

SMC placed down the phone and quickly grabbed a pen and paper. He jotted the details. Wisdom heard 

the phone slammed and asked “where and when is it?”. SMC walked over and gave Wisdom the details. 

“You know this bar?” 

“Yeah, filled with posh people. Not known to get aggressive, but you never know who will turn up this 

time”. 

“True, true.” 

“What song you want to do?” 

“What about London Calling”. Wisdom walked to a wall and leaned against it with one foot on the wall. 

“Nah man, this is America, not that shit ass place England.” 

“White Wedding?” 

“What are we, queers?” 

“Good point…” 

“Immigrant Song? Led Zeppelin?” 

“Good idea, want to do a few more songs?” 

“Sure…Uhhh…” 

 

A long time passed as they tried to think of more songs. They eventually came to Iron Man by Ozzy 

Osborne, Immigrant Song by Led Zeppelin and finally Bleed For Me by Dead Kennedys in no order at 

all. By themselves, they struggled to think of songs they haven’t already played. Rague was the main 

person who would think of the songs since he had a wide taste in music. 

 

They practiced for hours on end but it didn’t feel the same without bass music behind their music. The 

music felt wrong for reasons they couldn’t point out. They needed their bass guitarist and they knew it. 

The door eventually knocked. SMC stood up and walked to the door. He opened it to see a figure 

standing there in strange clothes and bandages on his face. Next to him, he held a girl. “…Yes?” SMC 

asked. The figure sighed and said in a slightly angry tone “it’s me, Rague. Will you let me in now or 

will you draw a knife on me?”. SMC made way and allowed the figure in. Wisdom smiled and stood up 

“hey Rauge, thank god you’re ok”. Rague looked hard at Wisdom behind the bandaged face and asked 

“do I look ok? I look like a fucking train wreck. My old clothes were so blood stained, I had to grab a 

new pair”. SMC then asked “who’s she?”. Rague sniffed loudly and said “her name’s 

Disingenuous. I’ve known her for a while now. I finally got enough courage to ask her and she said 

yeah”. SMC looked at him hard “you sound strangely normal for someone who is going out”. The only 

thing Rague could say was “meh, what can you do?”. He paused and then asked “you two know when 

the next gig is?”. 

 

“Well Rague, it’s in just less than two weeks time. We’ve already chosen the songs and we’re just 

practicing. You going to join us or do you want to head off again with your girl?” Wisdom said. 

Disingenuous came close to Rauge and whispered him something. She then left. “She said she had to 

head off to see someone. What songs you two playing”. 

“Immigrant Song, Bleed For Me and Iron Man.” 

“Pft, that’s shit.” 

“You got a better song then Rauge?” 

“No, but you can do better.” 

“Come on, just deal with it. I’ve just had a hangover. Give me a break man” 

“Fine…Let’s play”. 

 

Rague placed his bass on his shoulders and begun to play with SMC and Wisdom. But something still 

bothered the two band members still. Something they both couldn’t put their finger on. 

 

Chapter 11: June 1998. 
 

A long time went by. The group carried on playing in gigs with the occasional problem here and there 



 

 

like their equipment going missing. Wisdom finally managed to make a couple of songs which were 

good. They made their first album called “Spirit” in 1995, which was mainly filled with covers but also 

had three of Wisdom’s songs. Then, Wisdom managed to carry on making songs and released their 

second album earlier this year called “Perfect Silence” which most of their songs on it was original. The 

album did well and slowly built up their fan base without the use of MTV or any music videos. Wisdom 

did appear on “The Music Show” in 1997 however for a small interview. 

 

Their fan base grew stronger and stronger as a fan club was set up by a devoted fan called Scarab-

Stalk33r who showed up to most of their gigs. SMC and Scarab-Stalk33r were good friends because of 

this, quite often having a drink with him after each gig. Hence why Scarab-Stalk33r were able to bring 

the most recent news about the band. 

 

Meanwhile, relationships in the group were growing more and more weak. SMC and Wisdom’s 

friendship continued to grow strong while the relationships between SMC and Rague and Wisdom and 

Rague was weakening each day. Rague began smoking cigarettes and most of the time arrived half an 

hour later for practices. He arrived late for gigs most of the time. Arriving just before the band started 

playing, after the first song and even never showed up a couple of times without good reasons. More 

often than not, he’d get his bass line completely wrong and start playing almost random music. 

 

SMC wanted Wisdom to kick Rague out of the band due to his slackness but Wisdom could never do it. 

Rague was his child hood friend. Wisdom always assured SMC “he’s just going through a bad patch, 

really. I’m sure he’ll stop”. Rague carried on seeing disingenuous to the point of everywhere SMC and 

Wisdom saw him, she followed like Rague‘s shadow. 

 

The phone in the flat began to ring as Wisdom woke up from another night of another gig. He dragged 

himself to his feet using the wall nearby. He walked in a half awake state to the phone. Once he arrived, 

he picked up the phone and asked in a moan “yes?”. Sid yelled down the phone like an excited car 

salesman “hey Wisdom, you’ve got to see me man, I have a plan you’ll like. Bring SMC along and 

maybe Rague if he can be bothered. O.k? I’ll be in my headquarters which is in the same place as 

always. I’ll be in until 3pm so take your sweet time. I’ll be seeing you.” Before Wisdom could ask 

anything, the phone already answered him with a familiar tone tell him that Sid hung up. Wisdom 

dropped the phone back onto it’s holster. He walked over to SMC and shook him. “SMC, Sid phoned”. 

SMC moaned as he rubbed his eyes open. “Yeah?”. Wisdom told him “we got to see him at his office at 

some point today. Want to grab Rague?”. SMC shook his head and then said “nah man, he’s a waste of 

space. We’ll let him know what Sid wants when he comes by”. Wisdom placed his palm onto his eye 

and then moved his hand down his face slowly. 

 

A while later, in the baking heat, SMC and Wisdom arrived at the hot offices. They were greeted by Mr 

Orio’s secretary, Sarai. “Hey Sarai” Wisdom said as he entered through the front door. She spoke as she 

typed rapidly on her computer “write your name sir and please head on through. He’s expecting you”. 

They walked over to the lift and pressed the button. “Do you know what he wants?” SMC asked as the 

lift binged open. They walked inside it and Wisdom pressed the top floor button. “Nah, all he said was 

for us to arrive at some point today before 3”. The lift pinged open at the top. They walked through the 

corridor that was absolutely silent besides SMC and Wisdom’s foot steps. “I hope to god Rague hasn’t 

done something. If he has I’ll…”. Wisdom interrupted telling him “no, no he hasn’t” in a tone telling 

SMC to back off. They came to the office and SMC knocked on the door. A voice said “come on in”. 

 

The band members entered and sat down as Sid said “Wisdom! SMC! Sit down and make yourself at 

home”. 

“What did you want Sid?” 

“Well, my boys, I was searching about and turns out you have a large fan base. Compared to most of 

today’s bands, you are one of the higher ones and you don’t even have a music video!” 

“So…You want us to make a music video?” 

“Nah, that isn’t why you’re here today. Why you’re here is because I have an idea that will land you 

big. You’re well known enough for this to work. Hell, your music is on radios all over America and in 

other countries like Holland, England and Spain. People love you guys and you’re going to deliver. 

What you’re going to do is do a gig that is going to be shown all over the world. You’re going on tour.” 

“Well, ok then. But who’s going to pay out? We haven’t even got passports.” 

Sid raised a fist and then pointed at himself with his thumb. 



 

 

“What about Rague?” 

“What about the man?” 

“He’s unreliable and he’ll want his girlfriend to follow him.” 

“Well, he’s still part of your band so he’ll have to follow. His girl can also be paid for.” 

“How much money can we have?” 

“As much as needed. But if you start splashing the money out on pointless things, I will make you pay 

for them.” 

“What is this tour called?” 

“That’s up to you, you two can head home to your flat and decide. Just remember to give me a ring 

when you think of something. The dates are unsure but we, Paranoid Records, will take care of 

everything. All you have to do is play.” 

Wisdom and SMC got up and SMC said “thanks Sid”. Sid smiled as they left and said “no, thank you”. 

 

White Larynx was now finally going on tour. All they could do is hope they do as well in other 

countries and states as they have been doing in their home state. 

 

Chapter 12: July 1998. 
 

The tour name was decided approximately a week ago and the tour dates were sorted out. They were 

now packing for the Dust In The Wind tour. They would be leaving later tonight for the New York 

show. Then they would go to New Jersey, followed by Washington, California and Florida. From there, 

they would travel to England to perform at Manchester and London. Then, they would travel to 

Holland. Where they were playing there, was unsure. They thought it was Amsterdam but Mr Orio 

mentioned last minute changes. After that, they would travel back home. At each place, they would play 

at up to five different spots around that place before moving on. This meant that the tour would easily 

last over a month. 

 

Wisdom heard the sound of beeping outside the flat. It was a large plain black bus. It was something 

straight out of a music magazine. He quickly grabbed his guitar and suitcase. He rushed out to the bus 

where Sid sat inside, relaxing and drinking some champagne. SMC was having a hard time putting his 

drum kit into the bus due to it’s size. But after a while, it eventually fit. Rague arrived an hour later than 

he should of. He didn’t pack anything but luckily, his bass guitar wasn’t there. He assured the rest of the 

group that he’ll buy anything he’ll need. Wisdom couldn’t help but feel worried about Rague’s messed 

up state. 

 

His skin was pale, his eyes were slightly blood shot. His nose had a faint red patch and his teeth were 

horribly yellow. His body seemed frail and thin. He couldn’t help but sniff loudly after every couple of 

sentences. His clothes seemed smart, yet casual but were filled with stains all over it. Wisdom looked 

around and asked “where is she?”. Rague sniffed loudly and said “who?”, he paused and then carried on 

“oh, her, she said she couldn’t come, family problems and stuff”. Rague jogged onto the sofa and 

instantly sat down on his own in a corner, away from SMC and Sid. Wisdom then got up into the bus 

and the doors closed behind him. He held onto a bar in the roof and watched his flat go out of site. 

 

He then sat down next to Rague, Rague responded by getting up to move. Wisdom stopped him saying 

“hey man, I want to talk to you about something”. Rague sat down and said in an angry tone “what?”. 

Wisdom threw his arms out said “whoah man”. He let his arms drop slowly and carried on “I just 

wanted to know how you’re feeling”. Rague sniffed loudly and said “crap”. Wisdom asked “why?”. 

Rauge responded “I just feel like crap, really. Why do you ask?”. Wisdom told him “because you look 

like shit, you look like a…”. It’s only then it hit him. “Do you take…” Wisdom asked after a pause. 

Rague smiled weakly and said “hell no, drugs are for failures and idiots”. “Good, because you look like 

a drug whore…” Wisdom said mumbling loud enough for Rague to hear it. 

 

He stood up and shouted at him “you’re saying I take drugs based on my appearance?! Is that it?! I’m 

sure I can call you an alcoholic after that fucking night I showed up to get into my flat when you and 

SMC was fucked up. Yeah, I still remember that”. Rague then stormed off into one of the small rooms 

on the bus. Wisdom tried to get in when the room was barricaded. “Come on, I’m sorry” Wisdom talked 

to him. Rague shouted back “you should be sorry man. You think I’d go the same way my mother did?! 

I saw her fall apart when she used to do heroin. No, it isn’t nice to be told at school when you’re only 

fucking thirteen that your mum just died from a heroin over dose. No man, it isn’t nice at all”. He then 



 

 

took some deep breaths and asked calmly “please man, leave me alone”. Wisdom walked away. It was 

all he could do. He didn’t want to upset Rague any more. He still remember when Rague found out his 

mother just died. He spent the next month constantly crying. It was through this, Rague wanted to learn 

guitar. He decided to learn bass guitar with Wisdom. 

 

Wisdom sat down and all he could do was stare up at the ceiling. Wisdom then heard SMC’s voice “it’s 

not your fault man that you upset him. It was just a matter of time until someone had to ask him about it. 

Better to find out it’s false sooner than to find out he does later”. Wisdom got up and said “I guess 

you’re right SMC…”. Wisdom then grabbed his acoustic guitar and begun to play a couple of songs on 

it to pass the time. 

 

Chapter 13: August 1998. 
 

“It is the hottest August since 1976”. That was what the radio told Wisdom. The sun beat down on the 

black bus. Everyone was tired from lack of sleep and annoyed due to how hot they were. They were out 

of any drink so everyone was on edge. 

 

“Does anyone know where my acoustic guitar is?” Wisdom asked, looking around aimlessly in the heat. 

“You saying I stole it? Is that it?!” Rague stood up yelling at Wisdom. Wisdom quickly quieten Rague 

down, telling him “we’re here now, forget it”. 

 

They walked out of the black oven and into the parking lot. They could hear screaming fans. This one 

was in Manchester in England. He could hear all the English accents screaming out for attention. As 

they entered the building while people ran around the entire place sorting things out, Wisdom had to 

check himself for reality. Even though this was, what seemed like, their twentieth gig. To him, it all 

seemed fake. The sight of people rushing after him. The smell of perfumes and the running of 

equipment. The feel of the sticky carpet under his feet. The sound of people calling out different things 

such as “have you got it ready?” and “we haven’t got time! They’ll be playing soon” all around them. 

White Larynx finally arrived at their room. It was expensive looking with a bar light fixed on top of the 

mirror, three sofas and a couple of chairs scattered. 

 

SMC relaxed on one of the sofas while Wisdom sat on the opposite end and spread out. Rague on the 

other hand told the two that he needed the toilet. SMC then asked Wisdom “I’ve been meaning to ask, 

do you think Rague takes drugs? Because he does hold a good point that you just based it on his 

appearance”. Wisdom sighed and said “I used to, but then I realised that he was right. All I was doing, 

was basing it all on his appearance. Remember when I had to borrow one of my mother’s shirts for 

school? Everyone called me gay for an entire year. Just based on my appearance”. SMC said a simple 

“ok” and then carried on relaxing, looking up at the ceiling. 

 

After what felt like ten minutes went by with them relaxing, Rague came back. He sat in the corner on a 

chair and looked up at the ceiling. After a further five minutes of the group relaxing in silence. Rague 

broke the silence. “Have you ever wondered…That something is looking down on us…Watching us”. 

Wisdom responded with “huh?”. Rague stared at him emotionless and finally said “forget it man” 

before returning to his staring at the ceiling. The group carried on relaxing until Sid entered the room. 

Wisdom stood up as Mr Orio told them “now guys, it’s time to rock in England!”. Wisdom let out a 

small chuckle as the group left their comfort zone. 

 

Deep down, Wisdom knew he was still nervous. But he knew that no matter how much gigs he would 

do, he would always be nervous. But he also knew that he wasn’t going to allow nerves to ruin his 

career. 

 

He got up onto the stage and faced the thousands of people all screaming as the group came on stage. 

He then shouted down the microphone in an attempt to calm his nerves “HELLO MANCHESTER!”. 

He realised how cheesy this was as the crowd screamed back in excitement but didn’t care much. He 

turned to the rest of the group and begun their first song “Twenty-1 40-Two”. 

 

They managed to get through most of the songs. They then reached one of their hardest songs, at least 

for Wisdom anyway. The guitar solo for their song “Skylight” took weeks for Wisdom to think up, and 

even longer for him to learn to do the solo. But he felt it was one of their best songs also. 



 

 

 

He then begun playing the guitar, making the guitar squeal out the amp as he shredded and used power 

chords through out the song. He then reached it. The guitar solo. He begun to play as loud as he could. 

He heard gasps from the crowd and talking. But neither less, he carried on. Smiling, hoping they were 

gasping and talking about the guitar solo being good. He then reached the end of the solo and begun to 

strum along, expecting a beat. Nothing. Confused, he turned around to see SMC out of his drum kit 

position. He then look for Rague before turning to the ground. There he was, on the floor, twitching 

with his eyes open. 

 

Wisdom quickly dropped the guitar onto the floor and ran over. “What’s happened, what’s wrong?” 

Wisdom asked desperately, searching for any answers. But none came. Just people chatting around him 

and paramedics trying to stop him having the fit. Finally, his body stopped shaking. But his eyes. His 

eyes remained wide awake. 

 

Chapter 14: September 1998. 
 

It rained upon the wooden box. Besides the constant tapping and the sound of the rain falling, the priest 

spoke into the semi circle of victims. Wisdom stood next to SMC on the left. Rague’s brother 

Worthless-Wisdom and his father Xtesh stood on the right. The priest told the group soft words about 

Rague’s spirit as it was lowered softly into the dark muddy depths of the pit. The priest then finally 

finished speaking. Everyone left for some cover, but SMC and Wisdom stood there. Staring into the pit 

with rain bouncing off their heads. 

 

Straight after the death, the tour was cancelled. The doctors tried to save him without much luck due to 

the large gap in time between an ambulance arriving and his body collapsing. They preformed an 

autopsy report to find out what Wisdom suspected. He was absolutely hyped on speed and they also 

found traces of heroin and alcohol in his blood stream. It was a typical speed over-dose according to the 

doctors. The fact that he died from a drugs over-dose hurt Wisdom the most. If only he had known. If 

only Rague had admitted he was using Heroin and Speed. Rague would still be here today. 

 

Wisdom wanted to cry at the funeral, just like his family, just like SMC. But his eyes were dry. He just 

couldn’t cry at the body of his bass player that he grew up with. If it was due to the last few years being 

hard between him and Rague or because he had already cried over the belief of his best friend dying. 

The closest thing to tears were the rain drops rolling off his hair, around his eye and then down his 

cheek. His friend didn’t share the same feelings as Wisdom could hear sniffing and sobbing. “Lets go 

home” Wisdom said, leaving Rague to lay next to his mother in their wooden beds of drugs. 

 

Back at the house, everything was silent. SMC and Wisdom sat there thinking about what they were 

going to do. They couldn’t go on without a bassist. But they didn’t know where to get a new one. SMC 

was too torn up to think and Wisdom was only slightly sad over it. Neither could think. 

 

Then a knock interrupted them. Wisdom stood up and answered the door. A man no older than 25 years 

old stood there with a note. He asked “uh, I’m looking for Wisdom and SMC from White Larynx” in a 

nervous voice. Wisdom stood there confused and said “I’m Wisdom…” in a tone to match his feelings. 

The man smiled and said “hey man, I’m Matt. I was in the group Cross Fire. You might of heard us on 

the radio?”. Wisdom thought for a while and then asked him “you want to come in then?”. Matt walked 

into the apartment saying “thanks man. Any way, I heard your friend…Passed away. So I was hoping if 

I could take his place…”. Wisdom walked around a little before asking “do you have any tapes I could 

listen to?”. Matt dug into his pockets and produced a tape. He threw it lightly to Wisdom saying “here 

you go”. 

 

Wisdom looked at the tape and then pocketed it. “Look man, I’ll have to tell you tomorrow if you’re in. 

SMC is pretty torn and we just got back from the funeral. I’ll have to discuss with him. Do you have a 

place you can stay?”. Matt shook his head and told Wisdom “well, no. I haven’t got any money ether”. 

Wisdom reached into his back pocket and reached out $500 and told him “here’s some money, find a 

place to stay tonight. Maybe grab a couple of drinks. Whatever. Just don’t touch any white powders”. 

Matt took the money with a smile and said “thanks”. He then left the apartment where SMC and 

Wisdom still stayed. 

 



 

 

Chapter 15: September 1998. 
 

Wisdom and SMC listened to the tape while drinking. At first it seemed slightly better than mediocre 

but the harder they drunk, the better the music became. Before they knew it, they were jumping around 

like freaks head banging. That was before SMC spilled his meal onto the floor in a puddle of brown 

slush with the odd lump. SMC stared at the puddle before walking away telling Wisdom, who was still 

jumping around, that he needed to clean himself up. 

 

The next morning, Wisdom could hear the door opening in the back of his mind but he wanted to stay 

asleep. He could hear faint talking. All it was, was a mumble to Wisdom with a couple of higher tones. 

Finally, he felt something push him. He mumbled something and turned. It carried on pushing his body. 

Finally he opened his eyes slowly and turned to whatever was pushing it. SMC’s face was there, asking 

“you getting up? Matt’s here already and he bought his bass”. 

 

Wisdom moaned and got up slowly. He saw Matt sitting on the sofa in the studio flat with his bass 

guitar on. He played around with the strings. Mixing slaps with slides with bends to create a relaxing 

song. Wisdom rubbed his face and then shook his head left and right. He then got to his feet and walked 

to his guitar. He picked it up and asked Matt “what do you want to play?”. Matt shrugged his shoulders 

and said “whatever you want”. Wisdom sighed and said “fine, Ace Of Spades it is”. Wisdom begun 

strumming the guitar as fast as he could. SMC’s drums joined with Wisdom while Matt played along. 

Wisdom then stopped playing, followed by SMC. “Make up a bass solo” Wisdom said. Matt pressed 

past the strings while moving his hand up and down rapidly around the bass guitar’s neck. Wisdom and 

SMC then joined back in and it carried on with Ace Of Spades. 

 

Finally, the end of the song came and Wisdom complimented Matt “you’re a good bassist. Almost as 

good as our old one…”. Wisdom turned to SMC who gave his a mean stare. Wisdom carried on saying 

“I’ll give Sid a ring and tell him we found a replacement”. Matt smiled and said “thanks”. 

 

“Hello, Paranoid Records” a female voice answered. 

“Can I talk to Sid, it’s Wisdom”. 

“Give me a second.” 

A minute of silence pasted. 

“Sid Orio” 

“Wisdom here.” 

“Heeey, Wisdom. I thought of a great idea. But first, I hooked you with a bassist, you like?” 

Wisdom smiled weakly “yeah, he’s good.” 

“Great, you’ll need him.” 

“Why?” 

“You’re going to make a song you’re going to dedicate to Rague and then make a music video. Then, 

all you have to do is put it in a single and announce it will be on your next album. They’ll chew they up 

like pigs to dirt. Hell, if you make an album dedicated to Rague totally, you’ll get millions least.” 

Wisdom frowned at the idea “I don’t mind making a song dedicated to him, but you can dream on about 

an album or a single.” 

“Whatever floats your boat. Just make your song then get back to me as soon as possible. Then we‘ll 

have to make that music video” 

 

The phone then died on Sid’s end as Wisdom dropped the phone. 

 

Chapter 16: October 1998. 
 

Recording got started on a one off song. Matt and SMC watched while Wisdom strummed his acoustic 

guitar lightly with his black pic. He sung along softly to the gentle sound that was created by the strings 

being pressed down lightly. Meanwhile, Matt watched in amazement and SMC watched Wisdom but 

also watched Sid’s record producer, TS as Sid called him, as he recorded Wisdom’s song. His hair was 

spiked up with the spikes dyed blonde on his brown coloured hair. His blue tinted sunglasses blocked 

the view of his eyes. A small line of brown hair sat just under his lip. 

 

The rest of his clothes were a black suit jacket and suit trousers, with a red t-shirt and army camouflage 

shoes. TS’ smile made SMC wonder why TS didn’t become an actor. Since his smile matched 



 

 

something from Brad Pitt or Tom Cruise. Something about the smile bothered him greatly. It was just 

gut instinct. Then he began to wonder where did the money to buy such a huge building, such expensive 

equipment and to buy all the other expensive things. Could they be-. 

 

He slipped back into reality as TS told the group “that’s it!”. Wisdom came out the booth with an 

acoustic guitar in one hand and a smile on his face. Wisdom sat down next to SMC on the sofa. TS then 

told the group “that’s all folks. That’s all we needed. Have you already done the other songs for 

whatever album this is going to be on or do you need me to keep hold of this track?”. Wisdom smiled 

and told him “that’s all we’ve done so far for a new album. But all Sid told me was to do this track”. TS 

let out an “oooohhhh”. He turned around after clicking a couple more buttons and told them “you doing 

a music video then?”. Wisdom confirmed it while SMC couldn’t help but feel as though they hadn’t 

talked it through. But couldn’t help but trust Wisdom since it was all he had left band wise. 

 

TS asked Wisdom as they left the recording studio “by the way, do you know when you are doing the 

music video out of interest?”. Wisdom told him “well, no idea really. I don’t mind. Whenever”. TS told 

him “I’ll speak with Sid about it and see what he says, you go home and decide what you want in your 

music video” then he placed his hand on Wisdom’s shoulder and told him “you’re an amazing guitarist, 

don’t let others drag you down. Be free and be good” before leaving Wisdom standing there with SMC 

and Matt in confusion of what TS just told him. 

 

About an hour later, the group sat watching a TV program and eating pizza when the phone rang. “Go 

answer it” Wisdom asked Matt. Matt then told him “hell no! It’s obviously for you. It always is!”. 

Wisdom sighed and got up. He picked up the phone with his right hand and balanced the pizza slice on 

his left. 

 

“Hello?” 

“Hey, it’s your friend Sid. I heard about the music video idea. I like, I like a lot. We’ll say in two or 

three weeks time, you come back to us with your music video ideas and we’ll start shooting ASAP.” 

“Ok, thanks. I’ll talk to you later. Bye”. 

Wisdom put down the phone, took another bite of cold pizza and sat down. “You know what SMC? 

Remind me not to get pizza again from that crappy place that just opened down the road. The pizza is 

cold!” Wisdom said angrily. This was not the Wisdom SMC knew. If the pizza was cold 10 years ago, 

he wouldn’t care. He’d still eat it and he’d still love it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 17: November 1998. 

 

A couple of weeks past as Wisdom brain-stormed his ideas. SMC tried to contribute his ideas but they 

were often rejected without a good reason. The best one Wisdom could think of was “I doubt Rague 

would like that if he was alive…”. But one excuse stuck out in his head “heh, great idea. Rague would 

love to put it in…Shame no one would understand it so I doubt Sid will let us put it in”.  

 

Matt contributed a couple of ideas like it being in black and white and Wisdom using an acoustic in the 

video alone. SMC felt hurt by the suggestion, it was as if Matt was pushing him out the picture, as if 

SMC wasn’t affected by the loss of Rague. SMC was affected even to this day. He liked Rague greatly. 

Possibly more than Wisdom as SMC noticed Wisdom wasn’t crying as they lowered the box that 

contained Rague gently into his final resting place.  

 

Finally, the phone rang. SMC didn’t bother picking it up, he knew it wasn’t for him. Wisdom finally 

came into the room SMC was and told him “time to head off, Sid wants us”. SMC sighed to himself. He 

grabbed his drum-sticks and put his shoes on. He then placed the drumsticks back at his drum-set since 

it was obvious he wasn’t going to need them. 

 



 

 

White Larynx arrived at the Headquarters of Paranoid Records, the receptionist told them straight away 

“Mr Orio is waiting for you in his office”. The group took the lift straight up to floor 23 and walked 

along the wooden floor underneath them. SMC could hear bands playing in each of the rooms behind 

wooden doors with frosted glass on them. Most of them, SMC knew, would not come close to being as 

successful as White Larynx since the majority of them were just rich kids buying guitar lessons. It was 

pathetic, really.  

 

They weren’t learning because of the music but because they thought they could impress their 

girlfriends by playing Stairway To Heaven or something as mainstream and unoriginal as that. But after 

learning how hard it really is to play these songs, they would quit the lessons and go back to their 

pathetic lifestyles. SMC hated it. 

 

They arrived at the office. Wisdom could hear talking inside. He knocked politely and Sid replied 

“come in”. The band entered to see Sid and someone else.  A built black bald man. He looked like he 

belonged as a bouncer besides a collared purple shit instead of a black t-shirt under his suit top. “Oh 

hey guys, sit down” Sid told them as he reached over the desk and shook Wisdom’s hand. The group 

then sat down. “I was just talking to Frank Hedgehog here. Frank here will be your director for your 

music video, he had a couple of ideas for the music video for your song…What was it called again?” 

Wisdom told him “Final Message” 

“Ah yes…Final Message…Anyway. He was telling me a couple of ideas…But first, your ideas.” 

“Well…I did have a couple…We could have it in black and white in a dark room with one light beam 

shining down on me. Where I sing while playing the acoustic guitar. That’s the only good idea I got”. 

 

SMC’s rage slowly built up inside. Not only was it not his idea, it was Matt’s, but it was also an idea 

that annoyed him slightly since he felt the same emotion as earlier. Except it was joint with a mild sense 

of rejection. 

 

Frank put one elbow onto the desk and rested his head onto the hand. He then let out a gentle “hum” 

before talking in his strong voice “yeah…Think might do that…Also think right at the end it should 

fade out to a picture of Rague with the typical R.I.P, year of birth to year of death crap. You know the 

stuff. Maybe if you want, maybe you or one of your other band members could say something like 

“good bye Rague, you will be missed” or some shit like it”. Before SMC had the chance to respond, 

Wisdom said “I don’t know, sounds like a bad idea…But I personally don’t mind. I don’t mind saying 

that line”.  

 

SMC then left the office as if to go to the toilet but instead leaned against the wall outside. He didn’t 

want to take part with any more crap to do with Wisdom, but Wisdom was SMC’s child hood friend, 

the only child hood friend he had left. Not to mention SMC knew Rague would want him to carry on 

White Larynx. He let out a sigh and walked back into the office. 

 

 

Chapter 18: November 1998. 

 

Two days later, production begun. They found the perfect spot to begin shooting. An old warehouse 

they bought for previous music videos in the past. They waited until about eight at night until they 

begun shooting. They had fitted a single light bulb which was lower than usual so they have a spot light 

on just Wisdom playing an acoustic guitar. Wisdom knew what he had to do. He had practiced this. 

SMC watched  from the distance as Wisdom mimed the song. He couldn’t watch it any more. He 

decided to stand outside. 

 

Outside, it was raining hard. He stood under the small shelter. The only sounds he could hear was the 

hard patter of the rain above him and the breathing of smokers around him. He couldn’t stand the smell 

of smoke. It was as though he was still inside the warehouse, with the sound of random strums replaced 

with coughing, spitting and heavy breathing. SMC walked back inside and whispered to Matt “look, I’ll 

be back at the flat, I feel ill”. Matt just let out a light “uh-huh”. 

 

Even though it took him five minutes to drive out here, SMC decided to walk. The feel of the heavy rain 

bouncing off his head, soaking his slightly long hair through, felt calming. But he couldn’t help but feel 

as though people were pointing at him. Luckily though, it wasn’t the kind of pointing where they were 



 

 

probably asking “oh wow…It’s that drummer from White Larynx”. It was more along the lines of “do I 

know that guy from somewhere?” and “fuck…What a fucking moron walking late at night through the 

heavy rain with just a shirt and jeans on”. It relieved him that he didn’t have to encounter anyone who 

was a fan of a band. But yet angered him that Wisdom would get all the attention while no one noticed 

him. 

 

As soon as SMC reached at home, he sat down at his drums. He began to play a soft beat at first which 

slowly grew in powers, lower and using as many of the drums and clashes  as possible. Hitting it as hard 

as he could. He finally finished with a crash and a hiss. He now had an idea. 

 

Chapter 19: November 1998. 

 

Wisdom came home late, at about 11pm. SMC was still on the phone since he begun at about 9pm. 

Wisdom and Matt had obviously stopped by the bar on the way home since they absolutely smashed. 

They managed to get in by banging on the door shouting “let us iiiiinnnnnn”. SMC had to put the phone 

down for a second to let them in. While they disturbed SMC at first, he decided to call the person back 

after they crashed. Which didn’t take long for Matt to end up on the sofa and Wisdom in a chair. 

 

SMC called the person back. He had plans of his own. Not only would it bring him money, Sid Orio 

wouldn’t have a single thing involved with it. Which satisfied SMC enough since Sid Orio was nothing 

but trouble. Plus, it was likely to bring in a lot of money since there was no middle man involved. No 

business men. Just bands, equipment and word of mouth. 

 

Next day, Wisdom woke up with a headache. Not to mention he couldn’t remember much. SMC didn’t 

know about Matt because he was still asleep at 3pm. They’d tried waking him up but he slept like a 

rock. Finally at 5pm, Matt woke up. SMC then called them two together. He told them “I’ve got two 

surprises”. Wisdom laughed weakly, still a little sick from the alcohol “really?”. SMC smiled “yeah, 

check the cupboard”.  

 

Wisdom walked over to the cupboard. There sat a large cardboard box. He peaked inside and smiled 

“you got a computer, well done, complete with internet I hope?”. SMC nodded. “So…Where’s the 

second secret?” Wisdom asked. SMC told him “you’ll see. You may as well try setting up the computer, 

see if you can work it out. I would of set the computer up already if it wasn’t for the fact I don’t know 

shit about electrical crap and computers”.  Wisdom dragged the box out and begun preparing it. SMC 

had dragged a desk a neighbour happened to be throwing out. Which is how he had got the idea to try 

getting “the internet” so he can spread the news to the fans of his idea. 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 20: November 1998. 

 

SMC was now on the internet, finally. Wisdom struggled at first to figure out what to do but using his 

usual method of learning of trial and error, he figured out what to do. It felt weird to use it. Finally, he 

typed in an address he was given:  “www.whitelarynx.com”. There it was, a mixture photos and clever 

designs, buttons built into the design with all the information about the band.  It was now time to type 

out his plan. 

 

Once done, he submitted it and there it was. Wisdom and Matt still had no idea that they had a website. 

At least not as far as SMC knew. So far, it was all going to plan. Wisdom, Sid and Matt had no idea. 

Everyone else who was involved all was for it. It even had a name. 

 

That night, SMC felt that since everything was in place, the location, the dates and so on, it was time to 

break it to the rest of White Larynx over a cold drink. So at 6pm, SMC suggested they went out for a 

drink. After a couple, they begun talking about their roots. “You remember back then when we did that 

battle of the bands thing?” SMC started. “Oh yeeah! We won only second” Wisdom said, then taking a 

sip of his beer “what was that group that won it?”.  “Uh…Blade I think it was?” SMC told him. 

Wisdom then said “oh yeah…Wonder where they are now…”.  



 

 

 

There was a pause and then SMC said “think they’re now a metal group now…Released one or two 

albums I think…” 

“Aaahhh…Back then they were punk…I think…London’s Calling I think they did.” 

“Yeah. Think they did.” SMC paused for a while, taking a drink from his pint and then broke the 

silence to say “by the way Wisdom, you remember when I told you I had a second secret?” 

“Yeah?” 

“Well…We’re going back on tour.” 

“Wait…What? What tour?” 

“Well, while you were making a music video for that acoustic song I sort of got in contact with a couple 

of people who know a few famous and not-so famous groups. I hooked up a tour with at least about 5 

other famous groups and 6 not-so famous groups, excluding any other groups that are from around the 

area and want to play. So 12 bands including us, excluding any extra locals, to make 3 different gigs. 

One in the east of America, one in the west of America and one in England. Each gig lasting about a 

few hours. The tour is a small profit tour just so we can go out and do a gig not for money, but for 

music.” 

“…Does Sid know about this?” 

“No. I’m doing it behind his back.” 

“What if he ends up kicking us off his label?” 

“Screw him, he’s turning us into one of those groups that do stuff only for the money. I personally don’t 

care if he kicks me off.” 

Matt then finally talked to ask “what’s the name for this tour?” 

SMC told him “The Red Bolt Tour”. 

“Guess I’m in then…Sounds like a good idea.” 

SMC turned to Wisdom and asked him “what about you?” 

Wisdom sighed and told him “fine…I’m in…What’s the dates?” 

“First gig is in about a month and is about a few hours away from here but I think we might be getting a 

lift from one or two other groups. Just try to keep it quiet from Sid. I don’t want him involved. He’ll 

end up using it to just make money.” 

“Ok. I wouldn’t mention it to him and deny everything. I’m going to head back to the flat and start 

thinking about the song list for us”. 

Wisdom stood up and walked towards the door, SMC and Matt followed. Just before he reached the 

door, he turned to SMC and asked “will Blade be there?”.  

 

SMC smiled and told him “hell yeah”. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 21: January 1999. 

 

Christmas came and went. They all returned to their families. All except Wisdom. Wisdom spent 

Christmas day playing his guitar, watching TV and checking up on his band’s website. SMC was at his 

rich family’s house enjoying top of the line turkey with all the traditional stuff. Wisdom could 

remember SMC describing it “Yeah, Christmas will be fun. I walk downstairs with a suit on, calmly 

open my presents, smiling at the gifts that I could not only buy myself but are useless. Who needs more 

clothes? Telling how much I love them for it. Giving them jewellery as they force a smile that is 

obviously fake as they put it on and most likely will remove it later that evening. Yes, of course it will 

be fun.” 

 

Matt was away. He mumbled about getting out the state but didn’t say a word of his family or friends. 

Hell, he never talked about his past to Wisdom except when asked and even then he made it general. 

“Oh, my family? I grew up with them, nothing different. A few brothers, a few sisters, the usual stuff”. 

Wisdom was curious why he was so secretive but he refused to get involved.  “Each to their own and 

plus he was a bassist, not really a friend”. Matt kept himself to himself too much to be a friend. It was 

strictly business and Wisdom guessed that’s what he needed after the loss of Rague.  

 



 

 

Wisdom sighed as he opened his third bottle. He created a new riff for a new song and some ideas of 

the lyrics. Eventually, he got bored after his fourth beer and started to play random covers by different 

bands. First it was relaxed and was just Baby I’m Gonna Leave You by Led Zeppelin but soon it 

became more thrash and harder. He turned his amp to 9 and was at 10pm playing Hanger 18 by 

Megadeth as loud as he could. Shouting out the lyrics. He heard shouting next door but couldn’t care. 

He downed the beer and opened up the last one in the fridge. He grabbed a crate that sat in the nearby 

cupboard and restocked the fridge. He drunk it slowly but the beer was still warm. He wasn’t going to 

drink it warm, not today. He left the house in his drunken slumber. 

 

He kept his mind calm and tried to act as normal as he could. He then remembered a place he could go. 

The ground under Wisdom’s feet crunched as he entered the field of stones, a sign of abandonment in 

preference to the idea of a warm fire with a loving fire. Wisdom sighed, what loving family? He first 

found the more familiar stone. He didn’t need to check who it was. He knew it was Rague. The same 

spot he stood a year or two back. He didn’t know how long it had been since Rague had left but he 

didn’t care. He was gone and that was all that mattered.  

 

Wisdom then remembered someone else. She had abandoned him practically, but she was still there. 

Her husband was there next to her. It took a hard search by Wisdom, but he found her. She died just 

before Perfect Silence was released. Wisdom’s mother never did receive the benefits of  his success but 

the question that confused Wisdom was even if she was alive, would he share his success with her. It 

was no surprise that she turned up dead due to Asphyxia. His father had died due to suicide or murder. 

The police found a note but Wisdom’s mother talked in cryptic about his death. How it may of not been 

a suicide. It was weird but he didn’t listen, she was drunk mostly.  

 

Wisdom walked back home and grabbed a beer from the fridge. He kept on drinking into the night and 

finally blacked out. He woke up to find the entire apartment in a mess. The TV was broken, the sofa had 

the remains of a bass guitar in it, some of the drum kit was missing and the rest had a huge hole in it. 

Wisdom’s guitar suffered the least amount of damage out of the lot, just broken strings.  How Wisdom 

was going to explain this was beyond him but he knew SMC would be back after Boxing Day and 

nothing was open during Boxing Day. 

 

Wisdom ended up just replacing his guitar strings and waiting until SMC came back. While SMC 

wasn’t angry, just a little annoyed at the time, Matt flipped the day he arrived back at a broken down 

apartment with his bass in two. “Matt, I’ll fix it and buy you a new bass” Wisdom pleaded. 

“No Wisdom, you don’t understand. You don’t understand at all. There is no replacement for what 

you’ve destroyed, nothing, zilch. You’ve fucked up Wisdom, big time.” At that, Matt stormed out. 

 

White Larynx was due to leave two weeks later. A week after Matt storming out, he still hadn’t 

returned. 

 
So far, it has twenty one chapters ands runs on for about twenty pages. 
It will be carried on but only time will tell when, how it ends and just 

about everything else about the story. 
 

So that’s it. I have no idea when I’ll make another one, likely when 
another draught happens. Have fun. 


