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The Following 

by 

Dana Stewart 



January 17, 2012 

I have officially accomplished a childhood dream. Last night, for the first time in my life, 

I played the drums in a rock n roll band in front of a crowd. And yes, twenty people counts as a 

crowd. When we started Paragraph Nasty about a year ago, we were just a three piece band, 

playing covers songs and still trying to figure each other out (and let’s be honest, Jeremy was still 

figuring the guitar out). Now we are a five piece and our music, if I do say so myself, is truly 

original. I just hope people notice and we start getting more than twenty people watching us. 

I suppose it’s presumptive of me to start a journal on the basis that I am chronicling the 

rise of what will become one of America’s great bands, but hey, it’s important to have goals, 

right? I honestly think we have a shot. There have been a lot of “weird” musical acts that became 

hugely popular and respected. Think Frank Zappa. Björk. The Flaming Lips. Primus. Even entire 

genres were dubbed weird before they caught on. Did the pioneers of punk music ever think it 

would become so socially acceptable? Besides, Ft. Lauderdale has never had a “scene” and I 

think it’s due. 

So, anyway, we have two more shows booked as of now. I think this first one went well. 

We played pretty tight in out thirty minute set, and I only made a few mistakes. We are dedicated 

about practicing. The audience seemed to like it. It’s hard to tell from behind the kit, though. I 

did have one guy come up to me afterward and say that he liked the drumming. Like any band, 

it’s going to take some time to get our name out there and get the word spread. I keep telling the 

guys we need to record something so we call sell it at the shows. Not only would that allow our 

music to be distributed a little more, it would also give us some idea about how many people are 

digging our sound. 



You never know, one day this journal may be as famous at Kurt Cobain’s. 

!
February 5, 2012 

Second show in the books. Debuted two new songs even. I can already tell “Dufresne” is 

going to be a fan favorite. When we have fans, that is. There were a few more people there this 

time, though. I think about thirty. Some were dancing. I tell ya, our music may be strange, but it 

really is quite danceable. I think it’s because it’s percussion based. We use a ton of samples, and 

while it may be a bitch to get them all programmed, it’s a labor of love. I think that’s what gives 

it such a unique feel. That and the lyrics and song structures. We decided early on that we didn’t 

want to go the verse-chorus-verse route. The chorus is always the catchiest part, right? So why 

can’t the whole song just be catchy parts with interesting transitions and soaring, atmospheric 

instrumental parts interspersed? It’s a catch-all of the best pieces of rock music. 

Our next show is at the same place the first one was, a little dive called The Temple. The 

drinks are cheap, the bartenders are sexy (they are girls, just to be clear) and the sound system is 

actually not half bad. There are darts in the corner. A single, scuffed up pool table in the back. It 

can hold about 300, although I don’t think it’s ever gotten there. I’m thinking, though, that this 

could be our home base. The place where our band rises from obscurity. The place that puts 

Lauderdale on the musical map. 

Wow, I’ve never been this cheerily optimistic about anything.  

!
February 20, 2012 



Good crowd at The Temple tonight. It was a Friday so I guess that helps. Last time it was 

a Tuesday. Regardless, I think they were digging us pretty good. Lots of dancing. I’ve been 

trying to get a gauge on the type of people that like us. So far, it’s kind of hard to tell. To be 

honest, a lot of the people that were there were regulars at The Temple on Friday nights. They 

were there to drink, not to listen to us. Some flannel-vested truckers, some over-the-hill 

businessman types with their shirts untucked and their ties loosened, some middle aged single 

women with bleached hair and fake nails and skinny cigarettes. The ones that were dancing were 

younger. Only one guy really stood out. He was tall, about 6’5” probably, but he would have 

stood out even if he were normal height. 

I don’t know if it was just the lighting, but the dude looked green. Like Frankenstein’s 

monster green. For some reason he liked to tilt his head way back and look down his nose at the 

stage. I don’t know how anyone could stay in that position comfortably for very long, but this 

guy did. He had a pretty thick beard and he wore a suit and tie. The funny thing was, this guy 

was dancing. If you can call it that. He had his hands in his pockets the whole time, and he just 

kind of bent his knees on rhythm. Kind of like the type of moves you did in kindergarten when 

you put on a musical with your class. He was standing off to the left side, and there wasn’t 

anyone else near him. I think everyone else knew something was a little off there. Maybe he was 

just trying to be funny or spice up his Friday night. Hey, as long as he liked our music, I’d 

welcome him back. 

The really great part about tonight was that we had a little talk with the owner of The 

Temple after the show. He was very happy that it looked like people were actually enjoying the 

music. He said he didn’t quite get it, but that he didn’t get most things that are popular with 



young people anyway. He asked us to get in touch with him and book some more shows, and 

mentioned that we could be sort of the weekend band there. He also asked if we knew any other 

bands that would like to play. Hopefully, my dream about this place is becoming a reality. Before 

we play there again, though, we have a show in a week at this bar called The Drunken Junction. 

This town sure has some classy places, huh? 

!
February 27, 2012 

Just got back from the Drunken Junction. Really small venue. There isn’t even a stage, 

just an area on the floor in the corner where you can set up your stuff. Their PA is pretty weak, 

too. But I think it still went pretty well. I’m convincing myself that it’s not just in my head that 

there seem to be more people dancing and rocking out with each show.  

We called Marty, who is the owner of The Temple, and he has us booked for the next 

three weekends. Future bookings will depend on how well we do for these next three shows. I’m 

going all out, telling everyone I know around this town to come out. I’m gonna be doing flyers, 

Facebook invites, everything I can think of. This may be our big chance. 

Our bassist, Pete, used to play in a band called Post Nasal. His is still friends with those 

guys, and he asked them if they want to play next weekend too. We already okayed it with Marty. 

They said they will get back to us. According to Pete, they have a similar musical philosophy in 

that they use a lot of samples and their music is sort of free-flowing and angular. Hope they agree 

to play. 

Almost forgot, my favorite fan, the green dude, was back in attendance. Yes, I called him 

a fan – it can’t be coincidence that he showed up at a completely different venue to see us, right? 



He was still green, still in a suit, and still doing his awkward little dance. I hope he tells all his 

green friends about us. Haha. 

!
March 8, 2012 

Okay, well, I may have spoken too soon about the green guy. 

First off, the show was a hit! Post Nasal opened up and we got to have free drinks and 

take them in. Pete was right in that they are rather similar to us. They feature a lot less vocals, 

though, and they are only a three piece, but they have a good groove. The crowd seemed to like it 

too, which brings me to green guy. 

He was there early, and caught both band’s sets. I stationed myself at an edge of the bar 

during Post Nasal so I could watch him. He was his usual self, but what tripped me out was that 

he had a friend with him this time. And it was someone equally as disturbing. 

Okay I’m not entirely sure that they are friends. They never spoke to each other from 

what I could tell. But they stood right next to each other the whole night. The friend wasn’t green 

(thank God), but he did wear a black pinstriped suit and tie. That is where the similarities end. 

Have you ever seen football games when they show the crowd and some people are wearing 

these spandex bodysuits that cover their entire body, head-to-toe? That had to be what this guy 

was wearing. 

Because he had no face.  

Seriously. No ears, no mouth, no eyes. He had the contours of a regular human face, but it 

was all just smooth.  



Now here’s the weird part. When you see those fans at the football games, you can tell 

they are wearing a bodysuit by the texture. It’s spandex or something like it, because it’s shiny 

and when they turn their heads, you can see the fabric fold over and wrinkle. Well, this guy’s 

head did not look like that. Admittedly, I never got within twenty or so feet of him, and we were 

in a darkened bar, but there was no shine and no wrinkles. It seriously looked like skin. 

I know it wasn’t though. How else could this guy breathe or eat or see or hear anything? I 

asked Pete to do a little recon mission, and walk right past the guy to get a good look at him. He 

walked within an arm’s length, but when he reported back to me he told me that he didn’t know. 

He didn’t seem to be bothered by it like I was. And still am. 

Nobody else seemed to make a big stink about it either, although they still gave him and 

green guy several feet of space in all directions. Maybe next time I see Marty, I’ll ask him if 

these guys are regular patrons. I mean, even if the guy was just wearing a bodysuit (which he 

was, of course), it’s still pretty damn strange to play dress up when you’re going to go see a rock 

show at a little bar. I wonder if he will be there next week. Something tells me he will. 

!
March 14, 2012 

Before I get into the bizarre aspects of tonight, let me talk about the actual show. 

Post Nasal was not available tonight, but their singer got us in touch with another band 

who features his brother on guitar. They are called Backhanded Compliments, and even though 

they are completely instrumental, I actually like them more than Post Nasal. They are energetic 

on stage and they have no drummer, just a guy who stands back there and controls drum loops 

and samples. 



They were grooving enough to make me feel like dancing, especially since I’d had a few 

drinks. Side note – I think that short-haired brunette bartender is giving me the eye. She keeps 

eye contact a bit too long. I’ve been watching her as she serves up drinks to other people and she 

doesn’t do that. Hmmmm. 

So, yeah, I felt like dancing, but I did not. Because to dance would be to walk out there 

amongst a crowd that contained not two really strange people, but FOUR. 

I had decided beforehand to get to The Temple early, hoping I could witness their arrival. 

I wanted to really study their actions, see whether or not they ever interacted with each other or 

diverted from their usual behavior.  

To my chagrin, they were already there when I arrived.  

Mr. Green and Mr. Smooth (as I now call them) occupied their normal spot off to house 

right. Before Backhanded Compliments had even begun setting up their equipment, those two 

were already standing there and staring at the stage. The only difference in their behavior was 

that Mr. Green wasn’t dancing yet. I found a stool next to what looked to be a regular customer 

and ordered a PBR. He was one of the flannel-vested, trucker looking types. Faded tattoos, bald, 

goatee. A football game was on so I started to make small talk with him about that. I let a little 

bit of time go by, then I said, “Hey man, do you ever see those two guys in here?” I was pointing 

at Mr. Green and Mr. Smooth. 

The guy peered over at them for a few seconds, then just shrugged and said no. I said, 

“Kinda weird that they are wearing costumes, right?” 



He shrugged again, and then started working on his beer once more. Nobody else 

appeared to pay any attention to these two freaky looking people standing by themselves, staring 

at an empty stage. 

Backhanded Compliments set up and started playing. More people arrived at the bar. I 

wished I would have paid attention because I probably would have noticed the other two weirdos 

that arrived. But I was too focused on Mr. Green and Mr. Smooth. From what I saw, they never 

made any change in their behavior. Never spoke, never acknowledged anyone or anything. Mr. 

Green just bobbed up and down. Mr. Smooth could have been a statue. 

So finally, around 10:00, we set up our stuff and took the stage. There had to be about a 

hundred in attendance. A number which I would be so much more stoked about if 4% of them 

weren’t seemingly from another planet. 

Midway through our second song, “Big Wampum,” I happened to take a break from 

glancing at Mr. Green and Mr. Smooth every so often to scan the rest of the crowd. As I moved 

from left to right, I saw mostly twenty-somethings drinking beer and enjoying our exciting, 

progressive form of rock music. When I reached the other side of the crowd, the first thing I 

noticed was a business suit. I had a brief notion that Mr. Smooth had somehow moved across the 

audience without me noticing. 

Until I saw the head. 

This guy’s mask (it’s got to be a mask) was, whether intentional or not, a complete 

opposite of Mr. Smooth. It was as if someone took a bunch of little flat pieces of terra cotta clay 

and haphazardly slapped them all over his head. There were jagged edges sticking out all over. It 

looked like it would cut you up pretty good if you rubbed it. Like Mr. Smooth, you could make 



out the bone structure of a face and head underneath, but there were no actual features. Just the 

rough texture of the little reddish-brown pieces. I don’t know how he breathes through all of that. 

Nobody was within a few feet of him, yet at the same time no one appeared to be disturbed by 

his presence, either. He was leaning his upper body from side to side the whole time, just a 

couple of inches in either direction. I guess you could call it dancing, because he matched the 

tempo of the music. 

I didn’t immediately notice the woman closer to the front until later on in our set. Plus, 

she was pretty much right in front of our guitarist/singer, Jeremy, who stands right in front of me, 

and he only moves from that spot a few times during each show. During our song “Gristle,” 

Jeremy walked over to Pete to jam together a little bit, and my view of her was clear. 

She was only about four feet tall, with a completely spherical torso and really short, 

chubby extremities. She had to be about 60 or 70 years old. Gray, stringy hair. Age spots and 

hairy moles all over her face. She had on one of those cone-shaped black hats, like a witch from 

a children’s book would wear, and some sort of black sweater tucked into gray sweatpants. The 

waistband was right at the equator of her torso. She swayed from side to side, a la Mr. Rough (as 

I have now dubbed him), though she leaned over so far on each side that her opposite foot would 

lift up off the ground a few inches. She looked like a sumo wrestler doing his little approach to 

his opponent. Again, though, she was in time with the music. She had a big grin on her face the 

throughout. When Jeremy got back to his position in front of the mic, I could still see the edges 

of her body from around his legs as she tilted to and fro. 

So what the hell is going on here? I have no idea. I mean, Halloween was months ago. 

Why are people dressing up at our shows? Why is a dwarfish, elderly woman in the front row? 



Why aren’t my bandmates or anyone else in the crowd making a big deal out of it? I asked 

Jeremy after the show if he noticed the woman right in front of him. He said, “The old lady? 

Yeah! She was bitchin!” I asked if he noticed Misters Rough, Smooth, or Green. He said yes. I 

asked if he though it was a little weird. He said, “Hey, that’s rock n roll.” 

The last show of our little mini contract with Marty is next weekend. Word about us does 

appear to be spreading. If we continue this growth, it will be standing room only at The Temple 

in just a few weeks. Pete, who doubles as our unofficial band manager, is in the process of 

booking some out-of-town shows. I am especially pumped about those. Our short-term goal right 

now is statewide exposure. Post Nasal has already played a few gigs in Boca, and one all the way  

up in Orlando at this little place called Back Booth. And although I’m impressed at what’s been 

happening at The Temple, I will be happy to play at some different venues. I think the reason for 

that is pretty obvious. 

!
March 22, 2012 

To say that I was having some anxiety in the days leading up to last night’s show would 

be like saying there’s a couple of fish in the ocean. I slept maybe 4 hours combined from 

Tuesday to Friday. I barely ate. It wasn’t good. 

On the day of the show, I decided early on what I would do. Gone was my interest in 

trying to study the behaviors of the people (people?) attending our shows. I was going to arrive 

late, hopefully while Post Nasal or The Decemburritos were already playing (yes, this show 

featured three bands!). I’d maybe get a drink and find an inconspicuous area of the bar to hang 

out in until we were up. Then, I’d set up our stuff, play my drums, keep my head down, focus on 



our songs, break down our gear, load my car, and skedaddle. I was going to try not to even look 

at the crowd. 

Well, my plans changed a bit when I couldn’t find a parking space. 

The Temple was at capacity. Actually, beyond it. There was a line outside the door.  

I called up Pete to get the band together and help get my drums across the street to the bar 

from where I had to park. They were a little pissed that I was late, I told them I wasn’t feeling so 

great. Not only was that my excuse for tardiness, it would also help to explain my forthcoming 

antisocial behavior and give me a reason to pack up and leave right after we were done. 

The rest of the guys were downright giddy. And understandably so. There had to be at 

least four or five hundred people there. It was almost eerie. Against my better judgement, I did a 

quick assessment of the line out the door. Thankfully, all I saw was the types that make up the 

majority of our following. Young, stylish (but not trendy!), and actually rather intelligent 

looking. I don’t know how I can tell that, but it’s just a feeling I get by looking at them. The girls 

don’t wear overtly sexy clothes, it’s more understated. Which I find substantially more attractive. 

The guys don’t sport pretentious haircuts that are supposed to look like they just got out of bed. 

They are well-kept. Their clothes fit properly. They appear to be locked into each other’s 

conversations and enjoying the company instead of just being out at a show to be seen. 

I just wish all our fans were like these. 

We put our equipment in the back hallway where it’s kept before we set up. The guys 

went to go check out the end of Post Nasal’s set and mull about the crowd. I just hung back with 

our equipment, by myself in the hallway. I was okay with that. I won’t lie, though, I did take a 

peek around the corner one time. I didn’t see anything out of the ordinary. That is, if you call 



several hundred people coming to a Paragraph Nasty show ordinary. I immediately regretted that 

peek, though. Because my anxiety was only compounded when I realized that this was a pretty 

big gig. I’d never even come close to playing in front of this many people. I really wished I had a 

beer, but there was no way I was wading through all those people, who were interspersed with 

God only knew what other people, just to get to the bar. 

I sat there backstage, dreading the moment when Backhanded Compliments were done 

playing and we had to go set up. They played for nearly an hour. But it only seemed like a few 

minutes to me. When the music stopped, my bandmates arrived and said it was time to start 

setting up. I breathed deeply and remembered my plan. Head down, focus on playing, don’t look 

at the crowd. 

It worked for about two songs. 

I could already tell from my peripheral that the Old Woman was back, rocking back and 

forth in front of Jeremy. Knowing that she was there only increased my curiosity about who else 

was there. I didn’t want to look, but I had to. Kind of like when you pass by a car crash and 

there’s a body laying in the street. Finally, during a break between songs, I could stand it no 

longer and took a glance to the area Misters Green and Smooth normally occupy. 

They were there, of course. Mr. Smooth was holding something. It was so crowded that I 

couldn’t exactly see what it was. The usual bubble of space around those two was no longer 

there. But I think it was some sort of animal. He was cradling it the way you might carry a cat. 

Only it wasn’t furry, and I was unable to make out any extremities. It was just an oblong, flesh-

colored blob, which tapered off near the ends. Kind of like a miniature Jabba the Hut. All of this 



I saw within about a second and a half, because when I saw the thing squirm, I was too startled to 

keep looking. 

My instinct told me to look back down at my drums, but I couldn’t resist checking out 

Mr. Rough. He was there as well, and now he was extending his right arm and holding on to 

something while he did his little side-to-side shimmy. I had to blink a few times and squint 

through the darkness to make sure I was seeing it right. 

It was a tree. I don’t know what kind. I don’t know if it was in a pot or not, and I don’t 

know if it was a new decoration in The Temple, or if Mr. Rough brought it along. But if it 

belonged to the bar, it was the only one they had and it sure was in an odd spot. It was about 

seven feet high, and small enough in diameter that Mr. Rough’s fingers overlapped where he 

grasped the trunk at its thickest part. There were leaves sprouting from the half-dozen or so 

branches. The people that were standing behind it had to either peer through an opening to see 

the stage, or crane their heads around the side. I was staring at it, slack-jawed, when Pete tapped 

me on the shoulder and yelled at me to start the next song, which I think was “Simian Crease,” 

but I don’t really remember.  

In fact, the rest of the show was kind of a blur. I think I may have partially blacked it out 

or something because the only memories I have are hazy and fragmented. I remember at some 

point looking up and seeing a layer of smoke hovering below the ceiling, which is strange 

because The Temple doesn’t allow smoking. There’s an image that keeps coming back to me of 

two identical, sweaty, chalk-white girls standing back-to-back, leaning forward and staring at the 

ground, their faces covered by their clumpy red hair. They spun slowly in a circle and their backs 

were attached by two thick, metal rings which pierced through the tented skin above their 



shoulder blades. I’ve come to think of them as The Twins. I also have a recollection of there 

being a very hairy person who I had never seen before helping us break down our equipment 

after the show. His beard was so thick that it began just under his eyes and continued down his 

neck all the way to his shirt, almost like a wolfman. All you could see were his light blue eyes 

and fleshy nub of a nose. I think I remember him coiling up Jeremy’s cords. Whether these things 

were part of a dream I had last night after I got home or not, I can’t tell. It’s all just so surreal.  

!
April 8th, 2012 

Pete called me today with unbelievable news. We’ve been offered to play up in Orlando 

at a venue called The Social, which is the place for indie bands. Pete was talking really loud and 

fast so I didn’t soak in all the details, but apparently we are one of the opening acts for a band 

called Salem Sump. Apparently, Salem Sump has somehow heard about our following and are 

very interested in our style. They had this show booked at The Social for a few months, but one 

of the opening bands bailed. They needed a replacement and wound up getting a hold of Pete. 

The show is tomorrow night. 

Again, I find myself conflicted. We have rehearsed our usual three times a week since our 

last show. We sound good. We’ve written several new songs, with contributions from each band 

member. Ideas are flowing left and right. 

But. 

I just don’t know if I can be part of this band anymore. I’ve spent the last two and a half 

weeks trying to reexamine what was going on with me and with our shows. I think my mental 

health is suffering. Whether I’ve been hallucinating these weird things or not, something isn’t 



right here. None of the other guys have mentioned anything about it. I’ve waited until someone 

else brought it up so I don’t look like I’ve lost it, but no one has. It’s all I can think about when 

I’m not playing music or at work. 

The only reason I agreed to do this show is, like I’ve mentioned before, it’s someplace 

new. I don’t think I can do The Temple again. I’m holding on to the hope that the audience in 

Orlando will be completely new for us. Since we are booking it at the 11th hour, there’s no way 

we can advertise for it around here. Pete was regretful about this over the phone. I am not. 

!
April 10, 2012 

For a while, it looked like everything was going to be fine. 

We were slated to go on second, after a band called The Purring Turtles. Before they 

started, the place was pretty empty. I posted up at the end of the bar where I could get a good 

look at the people coming in. Once the music started, which sounded rather familiar, people 

started filing in pretty quickly. To my delight, I saw nothing but the right kind of people. Our 

people. It was remarkable. I think it’s safe to say that this new genre is creating a “scene.” The 

Purring Turtles have a slower, more meandering style, but there is a definite similarity to bands 

like ours and Post Nasal. It’s something that you can’t always quite put your finger on, 

something that’s even more transcendent than the technical aspects of the music. 

When they were done playing, I went out of my way to make a lap around the outskirts of 

the crowd. I went to the front door and down into the floor section, shouldering my way through 

the people. The normal people. There was no sign of anyone who looked like they didn’t belong. 



We set up our equipment and tuned up. I felt comfortable, but I kept an occasional eye on 

the crowd anyway. It appeared we were going to have ourselves a solid rock show, free of any 

weirdness. 

I was tapping my sticks together to count down our first song, “Pus Bucket,” ready to 

kick ass, when a tall, suited figure caught my eye. 

I nearly flubbed the intro. They were back. Mr. Green, Mr. Rough, and Mr. Smooth all 

stood in a row. Mr. Smooth held his . . . thing. Mr. Rough was on the far right, clutching his tree 

and swaying. Mr. Green bobbed. I didn’t have to look far for the Old Woman, who did her dance 

and smiled her loony smile. 

I drummed on auto-pilot, utterly dumbfounded. There was no way they could have made 

it in the door to where they stood without me noticing. Where did they come from? How did they 

get here? How did they even find out about the show?  

Everything began to take on this swimmy, dreamlike quality, almost like I was a little bit 

stoned. The music was there, but fell into the background. I discovered The Twins over near the 

main entrance, spinning around like grotesque ballerina dolls. No one batted an eye at them. In 

the middle of the crowd on the main floor, right in the thick of things, I saw a scaly man with 

both eyes on the same side of his head stirring what appeared to be a steaming cauldron. 

Everyone around him just went right on tapping their feet or nodding their heads. The Wolfman 

appeared, walking amongst the people, ducking in and out of shadows. Sometimes when I 

spotted him, he’d be looking directly at me. And I swear at one point Jeremy turned around and 

he was playing the tuba. We don’t have any songs with a tuba. 



When the show ended, on the last cymbal crash, I dropped my sticks and headed toward 

the rear of the building. I moved swiftly, cutting in and out of people while focusing on the 

ground. I refused to look up at their faces. Amidst all the shoes and jean-clad legs I passed, I’m 

pretty sure I saw a skinny hoof covered in beige hair. I went in the other direction. When I finally 

made it to the back, I went straight into the bathroom. Thankfully, it was empty. I took a brief 

glance at my sweaty, horrified expression in the mirror before I ran to the nearest stall, fell to my 

knees on that piss-ridden floor, and puked. 

I was able to gather myself and make it back out of the bathroom several minutes later. I 

moseyed on out to the stage, trying not to look out. Pete asked where the hell I went, we needed 

to clear the stage for Salem Sump. I didn’t need to look around to know that it was still bizzarro-

land in there. I could see the steam rising from the middle of the crowd where the cauldron had 

been. And who could miss the giant frame of Mr. Green. 

Somehow, I found enough backbone to get my gear off the stage. I’d wanted to hear what 

Salem Sump sounded like, but there was no way I was staying in there. It took several trips, but I 

got my kit out the back door and loaded it in the van we’d rented to get us and our equipment up 

to Orlando. Then I walked over to a nearby pub and drank myself silly. When I staggered back 

into the van, I could still hear the drums and bass going on from behind The Social. The show 

wasn’t even over yet, but after I crawled into one of the back seats and reclined it, I didn’t wake 

up again until we were back home. 

!
April 20, 2012 



The singer for Post Nasal, Dave, has a side project that’s playing tonight at the Drunken 

Junction. It’s just him and another guy with acoustics. They are called Simon and Carbuncle. I 

have no idea what they sound like, but since Dave is the primary songwriter for Post Nasal, I 

assume their music is probably something that could fit in to the scene around here. 

So I’m going to drop by there, just to get a look at the crowd. 

!
(later) 

!
I didn’t even have to leave my car. Once I saw the little group out in the parking lot, I 

turned around and drove home. 

Funny thing was, they were dressed and groomed like our “normal” fans. Younger 

people. Good looking. Laughing. Then, as I got closer, I noticed the guy with glasses was 

holding a leash. I probably should have looked away right then. But I kept idling until I was past 

the car they were standing behind. 

At the end of the leash was something that resembled a giant daddy long legs. It was 

about three feet high, most of that being spindly black legs. However, the legs didn’t have any 

joints. There were six of them, and they just ran straight up to the body. The body was 

segmented, with the back half about the size of two fists held together. Black and shiny. The head  

was more ovally, and it quivered as the thing processed its environment. From the tip, a foot 

long, glistening proboscis hung down below. The leash was fastened around it between the head 

and body segments. 

I think I’m definitely done with this band. 



!
April 22, 2012 

Pete just called. There’s an emergency band meeting tomorrow at noon at a nearby 

Starbucks. He didn’t provide me with any more details. 

There are several possibilities. Maybe he has finally come around and realized how 

strange everything has gotten, and decided to break up the band. Maybe they have noticed my 

distant behavior and decided to fire me. Maybe he’s booked some more shows or decided we 

need to record. 

Whatever the case, I’ve decided tomorrow will be the last day as a member of this band. 

If I’m not fired or the band isn’t breaking up, I’m going to announce my departure. I really like 

these guys and I love the music we are making, but would a rational person keep moving forward 

with this after seeing what I’ve seen? Absolutely not. That means, of course, that either I am 

irrational or they are irrational. One of those must be true. Either way, it’s best if we part ways 

for the sake of the person or persons who are losing their grip. 

!
April 23, 2012 

Well that was certainly unexpected. One of my predictions came through, Pete has 

booked a new show, but I never would have expected this. 

Pete was at the Starbucks before all of us, with this giddy grin on his face. He told us to 

get some coffee and meet him out on the patio. 

To be brief, our band has been asked to play at the House of Blues in Orlando. Before I 

go any further, understand that if your band is in Orlando and isn’t quite big enough to play at 



arenas, HOB is probably the next step down. Some of my favorites of all time have played there. 

Jimmy Eat World. Wilco. Death Cab. OutKast. The list goes on. For a band only a few months 

old and with less than ten shows under its belt, this news is nothing short of dumbfounding. It 

would be like asking someone who just got their learner’s permit to race in the Indy 500. 

The story Pete told us is that one of the higher ups at House of Blues saw us at The 

Social, really liked us, and wants to book us right away. He got in touch with Pete through our 

piddly little band website, and Pete said he made an executive decision by agreeing without 

consulting anyone else first. 

I immediately thought he’d been duped. Someone had pulled a cruel joke and Pete had 

been an idiot to fall for it. But then he opened his laptop and showed us all the House of Blues 

official website where there was already an advertisement for Paragraph Nasty with special 

guests Salem Sump and Post Nasal for May 3, 2012. They even had a picture of us playing live 

from our show at The Social. 

It still doesn’t make sense to me. We have utterly no business playing at a venue like that 

at this point. Especially headlining the damn thing while a band we just opened for now opens 

for us. Something is up here. I don’t know what it is, but I’ve got to assume it has to do with all 

the bizarre shenanigans of our special little “scene.” 

If anyone else besides me ever reads this, at this point you’re probably wondering why 

the HOB show even matters to me. I quit the band just like I said I would, right? 

I hate to admit it, but I chickened out. I still plan on doing it before this absurd show 

actually happens, which is in an even more absurd TEN DAYS. But I just couldn’t destroy those 

guys right then and there. There was such elation on their faces. They couldn’t sit still. They 



think this is our big break, the type of break bands always dream about but only happens in the 

rarest of occurrences. I had to let them have that moment. At least just for a little while. 

!
April 26, 2012 

The more I wait to do this, the harder it’s going to be. I keep having second thoughts. 

The reasons for me quitting are obvious. But the reasons for me doing this one last show 

are starting to work on me. 

1. As stated before, these guys have been great friends of mine. Although I don’t see 

myself having a future in this band, they all do. Could you imagine me bailing on them and 

leaving them high and dry before their “big break,” and them having to cancel the show? What 

kind of friend would I be? 

2. Although I’ve documented all of these weird things, my safety has never been 

threatened. Nobody else I’ve seen has been hurt either (unless you want to count two girls 

with hooks in their backs – but that appears to be self-inflicted). 

3. I’ll always be able to say I’ve played House of Blues. 

I want more time to think it over, but I’ve only got seven days! 

!
April 30, 2012 

Three days until showtime. I don’t know if it’s because with each day passing, my 

proximity to the madness of the last show gets farther and less tangible in my mind, if I’ve 

actually reasoned myself out of it, or if I’m just a non-confrontational wuss of a man, but I’ve 

decided to go forward with playing the HOB show. 



!
May 3, 2012 

We are just pulling the van off the interstate to the exit for an area called Downtown 

Disney, where the House of Blues is located. Like any Disney attraction, it’s an area that is chock 

full of people, mostly tourists, at all hours of the day. That makes me feel a little safer. I decided 

to being my journal with me everywhere I go today. I hope to keep a detailed log of events as 

they happen. That way, if I see anything unusual, I can write down the details quickly before I 

forget anything. Also, playing at this venue is a memory I don’t want to lose. 

!
(later) 

!
Soundcheck is over. Nothing out of the ordinary so far. I want to get my hopes up for an 

awesome rock show, but I did the same thing at The Social and look what happened there. The 

demeanor of the guys in the two other bands is pretty much the same as our band. Save for me, 

of course. They are all blown away by everything. No mention of any weirdness. Not even a 

private moment of reflection, I’ve noticed. I’ve studied them pretty closely. It’s all just a party to 

everyone. 

Now we get to spend a couple of hours just hanging out around Downtown Disney. I 

guess this is the point in time where bands that have tour buses go chill in there. I plan on 

grabbing some food and then hanging around someplace where I have a decent view of the 

people who look like they’re coming to the show. 

!



(later) 

!
Pete just texted me. It’s about time for us to head into the green room. I’m on a bench 

outside near the Cirque du Soleil tent, and so far there is no line at the HOB. The area is roped 

off but there isn’t a soul. The only people there are people who are eating in the restaurant. I 

guess it’s still early, but I don’t think it bodes well. 

I don’t know why there would be a big crowd here, honestly. We are three unknown 

bands and the show didn’t really have much in the way of promotion at all. Unfortunately, I think 

I know what that means as far as what kind of crowd we will be playing for. 

I think I made the wrong decision by agreeing to play tonight. I feel a lump starting to 

grow in my throat and my hands are so sweaty I can barely hold this pen. 

I better get going. 

!
(later) 

!
The madness has begun. 

I’m in the green room, which is up on the balcony level, back in the corner behind the 

stage. There are little windows that you can look down to see the stage and the crowd, but I 

refuse to look down there. I can already see plumes of steam rising to the ceiling, and I’m not 

eager to find out where they originate. I can hear the murmur of a crowd out there. I don’t know 

how they got into the building – it certainly wasn’t through the main entrance – but there are here 

regardless. 



When we first walked up the stairs and into the green room, I didn’t notice anything 

weird right away, besides those plumes of steam. There were lots of people walking around. Still 

are. The other bands are here, along with people who I assume are associated with the other 

bands, stagehands, a few friends and family members. All people who belong. It appeared, at 

least for a few minutes, that this area might be a temporary place of refuge from the insanity that 

surely awaits us when we take the stage. 

Then I made the mistake of checking out the catering table. 

The centerpiece was a giant fish. It was silvery and scaly, and it looked rather like a bass 

or something like it. I don’t know my fish too well. It was about two feet long, laying on its side 

in the middle of a silver platter. Its belly had been splayed open, and spilling out from it were 

hundreds of tiny fish that look just like the big one. Now, I’m certainly not a marine biologist, 

but I’m pretty sure that there aren’t any fish around that give live birth. I suppose it’s possible 

that someone placed them in there, but I have reason to believe that that’s not the case. 

Especially when you consider the other food on the table. 

There are porcelain dishes full of all kinds of strange things. One is full what looks like 

reddish meatballs. Which would be fine if they didn’t quiver every so often. There is a dish full 

of what look like miniature replicas of that thing I saw on the leash at the Drunken Junction a 

few weeks ago. Another dish contains what appears at first glance as nothing but a pile of dirt 

with several holes in it. That is, until you see what looks like pale yellow millipedes darting in 

and out of the holes. My guess is you’re supposed to go fishing for your own morsel in that one. 

There’s even a little boat of greasy God-only-knows-what-kind-of sauce next to it to further 



entice you. Maybe most disturbing, though, is the pile of glistening pink blobs that bear a damn 

close resemblance to tongues.  

Needless to say, I’m fasting tonight. I did, however, spot some unopened bottles of Jack 

Daniels, ice, and several two liters of Coke. I may look strange for sitting over here on the couch 

by myself, being anti-social and writing in my journal while everyone else has a good time, but 

at least I have a drink in my hand. 

!
I guess it was naïve of me to hope that there would only be normal people up here. About 

ten minutes ago, some woman in a wedding dress appeared. Don’t know where she came from. 

She isn’t speaking to anyone, and no one is speaking to her. She’s just weaving in and out of 

people doing these ridiculous exaggerated dancing moves that look like the kind female 

gymnasts do on the floor exercise when they aren’t doing flips. 

And now there’s a man. I don’t know when he arrived because I was focused on the 

bride, but he’s an olive-skinned man of about fifty in the opposite corner of me, holding a book 

and speaking in tongues. Every now and then his eyes roll back and his hat begins to float a few 

inches off his head for several seconds before coming back down to rest. 

I’m on my second drink. 

Post Nasal goes on in five minutes. 

!
The music started about half an hour ago. I’m still on the couch with my journal, and I 

will probably be here until we are told that it’s time to take the stage. I have to transcribe the 

scene I just took in. 



I recognized the first few songs from Post Nasal, just sitting here and enjoying my drink. 

About twenty minutes into their set, though, they seemingly just started jamming around. The 

music sounded disjointed, not entirely together, and had some sort of quality about it that I can 

never hope to accurately describe, but the word that jumped into my head was throbbing. There 

were noises that I couldn’t place, noises that pulsated in my ears and made me start to feel like 

I’d taken acid or something. I couldn’t help myself any longer, so I looked out the little window 

down at the stage. 

I saw Dave, the singer, standing away from his microphone and playing some sort of 

woodwind instrument I’ve never seen before. It was about the size of a French horn, with all 

sorts of pipes and holes intertwining along the outside. Dave would blow into one of the pipes 

for a few seconds, then he’d spin the thing around and use another one. I was so confused about 

this thing that I didn’t notice the man next to him right away. 

It was Wolfman. What he was doing on stage with Post Nasal, and what sort of unearthly 

machine he was standing in front of and controlling, I have no idea. I almost felt like bursting 

into hysterics, but thought better of it. One, I don’t want to draw any attention to myself amongst 

this disturbing group of people, and two, if I start laughing at this insanity, I really might lose it 

myself. 

After I studied this device, which was about the size and form of a pinball machine and 

full of dials, screens, and antennas, my eyes shifted out to the audience. I didn’t want to look out 

there. I didn’t intentionally look out there. But my eyes betrayed me. 

The place is packed. But not in a good way. The first thing I noticed were the sources of 

the steam, which now hovers in a cloud around the ceiling. At least six of those cauldrons, just 



like the one I saw at The Social, were scattered about the crowd. At the one closest to my vantage 

point, I saw that same ungodly lizard-person, the one with both eyes on the same side of his 

head, stirring some sort of yellowish, boiling liquid. I could make out the flickering of a small 

fire beneath the cauldron, which I’m sure is illegal. The other ones are being stirred by what I’m 

sure are equally as disturbing individuals, but are thankfully far enough away from me that it’s 

hard to make out any details. 

The next thing that caught my attention was the vegetation. There are many more of those 

miniature trees, like the one Mr. Rough has been clutching, interspersed among the audience. 

None are taller than probably six feet. There are gaps around the cauldrons – which I assume are 

there because the people don’t want to be too close to the fire – in which I can see some sort of 

grass or lichen covering the floor. Clumps of moss are hanging down from the balcony. What all 

of this has to do with anything, I haven’t a clue. 

I can’t be too sure of this, but I thought I glimpsed some other shapes on the ground level, 

darting in and out of the crowd. I never got a great view, it was just too quick, but I think they 

were those flesh-colored blobs Mr. Smooth was holding like a pet back at The Temple. 

And speaking of Mr. Smooth, I didn’t seem to locate him. Same goes for Mr. Green and 

Mr. Rough, and all the other characters I’ve come to know so well. I’m sure they are out there, 

though. They wouldn’t miss a gig like this. 

!
I’ve had a total of five drinks now. From what I can tell, the music hasn’t stopped. Post 

Nasal must have been playing for over an hour now. They were told forty-five minutes 



beforehand. I had my head buried in my journal for a while, but I had to get up a moment ago to 

break the seal. I wish I hadn’t. 

When I stood up, I could already tell that things had started to take on that hazy, 

dreamlike quality like they did at The Social. Sort of like I’m experiencing everything through a 

filter. Details are a little more blurred, and I know the things I’m seeing are disturbing and 

uncanny, but my brain seems unconcerned about it. 

On my way to the bathroom, I had to sidestep several patches on the ground where there 

were piles of some brownish gelatinous substance. I didn’t pause to examine. 

When I reached the bathroom and opened the door, I was surprised to find it occupied. 

The door hadn’t been locked. I would have slammed it immediately if I hadn’t been in shock at 

what I was seeing. 

Sitting on the closed lid of the toilet was the bartender from The Temple. The hot, 

brunette one that I thought was in to me. She was wearing a long dress and leaning back against 

the tank. Her feet were propped up on metal stirrups and she had a huge, swollen, pregnant belly. 

Directly in front of her, sitting on a tiny stool, and only revealing himself from under her dress 

after being startled by the door opening, was a little person. He was wearing a lab coat and had a 

stethoscope around his neck. He looked at me and smiled. The bartender was rubbing her belly 

and breathing Lamaze style with such intense focus that she didn’t even notice my intrusion. 

After sizing me up for a moment, the little doctor returned his focus to underneath the 

dress. I spotted four or five odd metal instruments on the floor beneath the toilet, and when the 

doctor reached for one, that was when I closed the door and walked away. 



On my way back, I saw a young girl of about ten years old standing by herself in one of 

the corners of the main room. She was holding a kitten that was clearly lifeless and she was 

sobbing. 

Now I’m back on the couch, and I don’t even care if I piss myself, I’m not getting up 

again. 

!
Pete just came up to me. I’d honestly forgotten my bandmates were even here. We’ve 

been told we go on in five minutes. The music has been constant. I don’t think Salem Sump even 

played. 

So I guess this is it. It’s time put down this pen and go play a show. I don’t know what 

else is going to happen, but the only thing that’s in my control right now is my ability to play the 

drums, so that’s what I’m choosing to focus on. 

Maybe our fans are from another planet and arrive at our shows through unknown means, 

maybe they carry with them some unnatural beasts that look like they come from a Dalí painting, 

and maybe there is a woman giving birth in the green room who wasn’t pregnant at all a couple 

of weeks ago, but maybe I just need to get over it and go play the drums. 

Because maybe that’s just rock n roll.


