Being a peripheral member of the group, I have the little-known advantage of being able to enjoy the inner circle thoughts, debauchery and guest columns and not feel too obliged to offer my own commentary. Except, when Glenn becomes aware of this little-known advantage…and commissions me to write a guest column on account that it is a requisite of friendship. With this request lingering over my head, I felt my thoughts would only mimic at best the well-formed prose of Luke’s column or fall sadly short of being something as insightful as Kevin’s column.  But, being that I was commissioned, I’ll rely on the trusty stream-of-consciousness (with maybe one re-read for correction of grammar), and hopefully in some roundabout way come across with some insight of my own.

I’ve been unemployed for some time, and as a result, have participated in things that I may not have if I had gone right back in to corporate America. After a year within the societal norm of 8 to 5, it was hard to shake the feeling that going out frequently during the week, getting up at 10 in the morning and going to bed at 4 a.m. was “okay”. I know I had some practice with this in college, but none-the-less I felt being a productive member of society meant leaving those college days behind. But… becoming a member of a couple of bands gave me the excuse I needed to think that my little schedule was indeed okay. At first the lights, the stage, and the ever-present feeling that I needed to be “on” were all overwhelming; I could have left that behind in a minute. But beyond that, once the band was introduced, the audience primed, and the potential of music was realized…I was hooked. Sure the first couple of songs may be shaky – every member’s adrenaline is pumping hard, but once we settle in, I remember why music has been such a dominant force in my life. 

My mom was an amazing pianist. (Sounds kind of dirty…and being a Catholic with five children it may well be…) Anyway. Seriously, from when I can even start remembering I can remember her playing the classics – Bach, Mozart, Tchaikovsky, Chopin. Once I had some dexterity in my own little fingers I was sent off with my older sister to Piano lessons up at our school. My older sister hated them, and although I would verbally agree they were of the devil, I actually enjoyed them. Bad day of school, good day of school, raining outside, sunny outside, won my game of soccer…etc.etc…everything was a good excuse to play the piano for me. Now actually practicing the scales and drills I was supposed to was a different story, but still, I found my escape in music. A few years after starting piano lessons, my sister and I were enrolled in a music theory and singing class, which we had to hop on a bus and go downtown to two times a week after school. This was the first co-ed thing I did in a learning environment (which may have added to my enjoyment of the class), but I liked finding out about melodies and harmonies and dissonance and resolution. Soon after that, there was some sort of try-out system in order to play an instrument within the Cork School of Music (where I lived), and in some way (which I need to ask my mother about), I was very well suited to play the violin…so much so in fact that my first year of violin lessons was on scholarship. I think I may have liked the violin, but my teacher, was, in fact, of the devil. I dreaded lessons…partly because I thought practicing was for chumps, partly because she looked like Cruella Deville. But I made it through my year and felt I had done my time.

So that was the beginning of my musical involvement…and to spare the boredom I’ll give the quick rendition of the next musical steps. Moved to America, heard about a singing group called The Younger Generation from friends in elementary school (Kevin was in this too, but not at the same time…you should ask him about it), tried out and joined the group, sang in the group till I was too old to be in it anymore, decided to play clarinet in band because all my friends were (always a great reason), played clarinet all through high school…and then, got to college… and didn’t play anything. Yep, for four years solid I didn’t have any musical outlet, and looking back I think maybe that’s why I felt a little incomplete during the time. I was burnt out on the high school involvement, and felt that I had focused so much on music then that maybe I was missing out on other things. To add insult to injury I went to The University of North Texas…and was surrounded by fabulous musicians. I would make myself go to see the One O’ Clock Jazz band when they performed (free for students), or Ensembles that I knew someone in, or Orchestra night at the Murchison Center…and every time I went, I missed music.

I graduated, and realized while working the 8 to 5 that something was missing. I threw myself into a couple of things, but one of the things that came up was the chance to play keys for a project my brother’s girlfriend was starting up. (Yes! Nepotism at it’s finest…) I decided to go for it…and that was last May. 

So here I am, unemployed, but with lots of shows under my belt and experiences with two bands to speak of. I love local music, local shows, new musicians…the creativity out there is awe-inspiring sometimes. I don’t pretend to know as much as some – like who every indie band is or what the newest wave of phat beats is, but I have a fair idea of things and love talking with my older brother (from whom at times it seems I learn all things) and others that know more than me. I’ve recorded one of my own songs (humbling experience), played festivals (what rock stars are made of), and been on the radio (insider information: Radio DJ’s are Radio DJ’s for a reason!). It’s been awesome to indulge. I’ve also found I’m formulating my own taste of music, which doesn’t sound hard, but with so many different tastes out there, its tough to nail down at times.

I went to L.A. last month for a week. It was a very spontaneous visit, but of course without a job tying me down I was able to do it. I stayed with some musician friends I had met while they were in Dallas, and I was shown the musician side of life. I thought I would hate it – everyone trying to make it, the fakeness, the big city. But I didn’t experience that. I met some industry people, musicians, went to shows…it was a pleasant surprise. If you’re good, everyone helps everyone. Yes, it’s about who you know, but once you know someone, you’re started. Sure, it’s tough to break into…but with some connections and perseverance, it’s possible. I don’t pretend to have honed the craft as much as these people, but I realize that to some capacity, music needs to be a part of my life. Whether its playing or organizing or just keeping it alive, I think the future is music.

So I’m moving to L.A. In three weeks. It’s crazy and exciting and soon and of course a risk, but a calculated risk. Yes, it’s the 2nd smoggiest city in the nation, but I know a lot of great people living in the 5th smoggiest, and they haven’t gone too weird. Yet. ;) I have some savings…some leads…and some possible session work in the works if I wanted it, so I’m going to go for it. I’m taking cue from the beginning of Glenn’s 6/8/02 column. I fear a lot of things, but I think my greatest fear is the what if’s. What if I had the chance and didn’t take it?  What if I had one chance at being 25 and taking a risk and didn’t do it? Well, I’m knocking those two what if’s off the list. Of course, they can be replaced with what if I don’t make it? I’m relatively young still. I’m happy enough knowing that if I fail miserably, at least I failed trying. Sometimes what’s meant to be is apparent all along, but the fear of risk makes it take longer to realize. Maybe I’ll find out this isn’t for me, but at least, again, it’s another thing I can mark off the list. Besides, I can always come back home and name drop and feel like there was a purpose to L.A. after all.

