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Music as a Weapon.

Walking down the hall you hear a stereo, just loud enough to tell it’s one room away. With a knock on the door a voice inside is heard “Come in.” You enter the room; it is in a blue shade of lights because of the rope lights that are hung above the couch. A couple of friends are sitting on the couch. Me with my sunburst colored Crate bass guitar; Heidi is sitting in the chair next to me with her natural wood colored Fender acoustic. Russ, sitting on my right has an unplugged Fender squire guitar and is sifting though a stack of papers as rifts are played. You pull up a chair and sit down with your guitar. 

The music is turned down, but still loud enough to have a good sound in the room. Behind the couch are two speakers and on the cabinet across the room is where the stereo sits along with two more speakers. The band Tool was playing over the radio but is shut off now. Everybody is here now and we want to start playing, but everybody waits for some one else to start. A punk rift is started and after a couple times through seeing what the chorus might be others join in. After a couple of minutes of it a song is getting worked out; we now have a chorus and a verse but no words. We keep playing and Russ starts doing improv for the lyrics.  Russ stops playing the guitar, stands up and starts singing his newfound chorus. After screwing up he says, “keep going, don’t stop”. I start the song again, this time with a new intro that gets you really in to the song. Russ starts singing: “Here I am once again locked up in this desolate room with nothing to do and no one to talk to. I thought I had all the friends I’d ever need but then again I was wrong.”

“Once more, play the verse one more time then go in to the chorus” Russ demands as he gets ready to sing the second verse, “I told them some secrets just the other day, to my surprise they turned and ran far away. Now I’m left with all of these thoughts in my head, all I wanted was someone to talk to.”


The music stops, Russ sings: “I have all these thoughts in my head. These are the times I wish I were dead. So many questions with out answers, How am I suppose to fix what’s wrong?” “Does that sound good for the chorus?” asks Russ. Heidi suggests that Russ sings the chorus while she plays the music for it. Heidi starts playing and Russ sings, the rest of the group listens and decides whether or not it needs to be changed. We decide it’s good, it relays the message pretty strongly, which is what we all wanted.


We start from the top added another chorus and verse. After the second chorus we put in a bridge where the music gets real melodic and heavy with a walking bass line using lots of harmonics. After most of the bugs are worked out we start the song over again. While we were fixing the bridge, Rick walked in to the room with a pair of drumsticks. He sits down and starts playing rhythms. After saying hi, we start the song over and Russ sings all the way though.

 By the time he gets to the second verse Russ is into the song using a lot of body expressions. “Should I have all this pain? I want to stop playing these games. Do you know I love you? So if I hurt you I’m sorry. Here I am once again locked up in this desolate room with nothing to do and no one to talk to. I thought I had all the friends I’d ever need but then again I was wrong.” Russ sings as he holds a pop bottle, which is serving as his microphone for the night. Going back into the chorus and then the bridge every member of the band is getting in to the song.  The bridge comes up and while the bass is doing its walking bass line Heidi stands up and starts playing a solo.  

The blue light bounces off of her and her guitar. By this time people have noticed the blue light and melodic music coming out of the room. A few people from down the hall come to listen. A crowd is in the room now as Russ stands up from side of the couch, stands in the middle of everyone and with a calm but powerful voice he sings the last verse: “I’m happy I survived another day, but that’s not the case of everyone. This school is killing us one by one and I have decided that I won’t die.” Everything stops as soon as he says, “die”, the room becomes silent as everyone takes in the meaning of the song. After about 30 seconds there is a slight applause and congratulations.


Even though the lyrics of the song could be upsetting to some, all the people that are in the room understand what he is singing about. No one thinks that he is suicidal or anything close to that. They understand the pain of going through school, dealing with all the stress and not having friends to talk to. With out the music the lyrics would be offensive to many, but when music is combined with them, a very strong message is conveyed.  It is a way to get in touch with the singer and the band, along with knowing someone else out there has had the same problems as you. Music is very easy to confide in and helpful to a lot of people. You just have to have some experience then the songs will just “click” and you will understand it. Before you judge music, saying it promotes violence or rage, look at the performer and their background. Walk in their shoes then make your opinion. All music has a meaning; you just have to know how to connect with it.

