[image: Cover: Finding May By Matt Taylor]


Finding May

Matt Taylor

Austin Macauley Publishers

2026-02-27



Table of Contents

	Cover

	Title Page

	About the Author
	Copyright Information ©
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	11
	12
	13
	14
	15
	16
	17
	18
	19
	20
	21
	22
	23
	24
	25
	26
	27
	28
	29
	30
	31
	32
	33
	34
	35
	36
	37
	38
	39
	40
	41
	42
	43
	44
	45
	46
	47
	48
	49
	50
	51
	52
	53
	54
	55
	56
	57
	58
	59
	60
	61
	62
	63
	64
	65
	66
	67
	68
	69
	70
	71
	72
	73
	74
	75
	76
	77
	78
	79
	80
	81
	82
	83
	84
	85
	86
	87
	88


Guide
	Cover
	Title Page
	About the Author
	Copyright Information ©
	Start of Contents

List of Pages
	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Page 33
	Page 34
	Page 35
	Page 36
	Page 37
	Page 38
	Page 39
	Page 40
	Page 41
	Page 42
	Page 43
	Page 44
	Page 45
	Page 46
	Page 47
	Page 48
	Page 49
	Page 50
	Page 51
	Page 52
	Page 53
	Page 54
	Page 55
	Page 56
	Page 57
	Page 58
	Page 59
	Page 60
	Page 61
	Page 62
	Page 63
	Page 64
	Page 65
	Page 66
	Page 67
	Page 68
	Page 69
	Page 70
	Page 71
	Page 72
	Page 73
	Page 74
	Page 75
	Page 76
	Page 77
	Page 78
	Page 79
	Page 80
	Page 81
	Page 82
	Page 83
	Page 84
	Page 85
	Page 86
	Page 87
	Page 88
	Page 89
	Page 90
	Page 91
	Page 92
	Page 93
	Page 94
	Page 95
	Page 96
	Page 97
	Page 98
	Page 99
	Page 100
	Page 101
	Page 102
	Page 103
	Page 104
	Page 105
	Page 106
	Page 107
	Page 108
	Page 109
	Page 110
	Page 111
	Page 112
	Page 113
	Page 114
	Page 115
	Page 116
	Page 117
	Page 118
	Page 119
	Page 120
	Page 121
	Page 122
	Page 123
	Page 124
	Page 125
	Page 126
	Page 127
	Page 128
	Page 129
	Page 130
	Page 131
	Page 132
	Page 133
	Page 134
	Page 135
	Page 136
	Page 137
	Page 138
	Page 139
	Page 140
	Page 141
	Page 142
	Page 143
	Page 144
	Page 145
	Page 146
	Page 147
	Page 148
	Page 149
	Page 150
	Page 151
	Page 152
	Page 153
	Page 154
	Page 155
	Page 156
	Page 157
	Page 158
	Page 159
	Page 160
	Page 161
	Page 162
	Page 163
	Page 164
	Page 165
	Page 166
	Page 167
	Page 168
	Page 169
	Page 170
	Page 171
	Page 172
	Page 173
	Page 174
	Page 175
	Page 176
	Page 177
	Page 178
	Page 179
	Page 180
	Page 181
	Page 182
	Page 183
	Page 184
	Page 185
	Page 186
	Page 187
	Page 188
	Page 189
	Page 190
	Page 191
	Page 192
	Page 193
	Page 194
	Page 195
	Page 196
	Page 197
	Page 198
	Page 199
	Page 200
	Page 201
	Page 202
	Page 203
	Page 204
	Page 205
	Page 206
	Page 207
	Page 208
	Page 209
	Page 210
	Page 211
	Page 212
	Page 213
	Page 214
	Page 215
	Page 216
	Page 217
	Page 218
	Page 219
	Page 220
	Page 221
	Page 222
	Page 223
	Page 224
	Page 225
	Page 226
	Page 227
	Page 228





About the Author

 Matt Taylor has a background in writing with a B.S. in Journalism and experience ranging from news stories to columns. A proud father of two girls, Reese and Hadley, he enjoys playing golf and soccer in his free time.





Copyright Information©

 Matt Taylor 2026

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher.

Any person who commits any unauthorized act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

All of the events in this memoir are true to the best of author’s memory. The views expressed in this memoir are solely those of the author.

Ordering Information

Quantity sales: Special discounts are available on quantity purchases by corporations, associations, and others. For details, contact the publisher at the address below.

Publisher’s Cataloging-in-Publication data

Taylor, Matt

Finding May

ISBN 9798897891894 (Paperback)

ISBN 9798897891900 (ePub e-book)

Library of Congress Control Number: 2025920321

www.austinmacauleyusa.com

First Published 2026

Austin Macauley Publishers LLC

40 Wall Street, 33rd Floor, Suite 3302

New York, NY 10005

USA

mail-usa@austinmacauley.com

+1 (646) 5125767





1

“SEAL, you’re absolutely fucking sure?”

Wolf and Jack stared at John. John’s eyes were fixed on the line of what he now knew was cocaine.

The three of them tucked into a bathroom just before 10 p.m. on a Friday night. John, no longer concerned, even aware, that this was awkward.

Thirteen hours earlier, on a September afternoon, John looked across at his Goddard Hall 13-inch TV, a prized possession at the time. Twenty and with his own room. A resident advisor in charge of a floor of devoted followers, freshmen in their first year at Eastern Michigan University, had just weeks earlier, been moved by his opening speech. A floor greeting in the spirit of Tyler Durden, in character, mixed with a message on not slacking on studying—his first rule.

Having a grand old time in charge of his little universe, a plane hit the Towers at 8:53 in the morning on 9/11.
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A knock on the door at 9:11 a.m. on 9/11. A bit ironic in hindsight. In real-time, transfixed in horror.

“You have it on?” Wolf walked in.

“Sit down, brother.”

John and Wolf sank onto a futon. The 13-inch screen was a movie theater, playing life in high-def.

Smoke rose from the Towers.

From the TV screen itself, it seemed.

May not yet be in view, streaking in the future soccer fields of Scicluna green.

Wolf and SEAL (John) had met two years prior in Naval ROTC. Wolf was an aspiring pilot, and John, a SEAL option. Both, only 18 years old, yet training in their own crafts, their passions, for all of high school.

They were, in a term, inseparable. Five nine, with a soft face, yet hard exterior, Wolf had always been a hit with the ladies. He was kind, fun, quiet, and loyal. A collegiate gymnast, Wolf was a gifted athlete in every physical sense. Not chasing a ball in childhood sports, but rather hand-eye coordination and endurance. John was, in a way, identical due to his years spent in multiple sports. He had a rougher exterior and was two or three inches taller; definitely not easy on the eyes like Wolf.

They had a deep love for those within their orbit, fiercely loyal, while being oblivious to what that meant to their surrounding universe. When they cared for someone, some purpose, it took root deep in their core identity. This extended to everything they touched—chose to be a part of. Women, they would love music in Stevie Ray Vaughan or Rusted Root, their close circle of friends, girls they loved, family, and of course—the United States of America.

Deeply patriotic—they would bleed on the American flag to keep it red.

As the Towers collapsed while the ninth hour of the morning valleyed, never peaking, Wolf and John sat as brothers. In life, aspiring military, college students, and pained American citizens.

They hadn’t started drinking—yet.

By 9:45 a.m., a call came in. As a resident advisor, John was in charge of the health, well-being, and general direction of over seventy hopeful freshmen. A senior to them by two years, but definitely aged beyond his nineteen years, John was an ideal RA in his junior year.

Balanced between being a mentor, caring, while considerate, and youthful inside. Like an older brother with seventy-plus younger siblings, John would take a bat in the teeth before letting anything or anyone harm his ‘kids’.

“John, you plugged in?” Tom, manager of housing services, phoned in.

“It’s on. The floor is currently stable with low noise, no apparent anger yet. We’re solid as of now.”

John went into training mode, assessing, analyzing, and measuring threats.

“We’re throwing an impromptu meeting in the common area,” Tom continued. “Do you need anything?”

“I’m solid. We need a game plan, though. The situation is uncontrollable. Dangerously flammable at best.”

“We’re bringing in local police, but don’t have enough to cover, as you know,” Tom continued.

“I have to go call my parents,” Wolf called from the door frame, shadowing a glance across the sun-framed stance of his best friend.

“I’ll check in after noon and this meeting. Your place tonight?”

John couldn’t break eye contact. The pain of the moment was too big; no time for a timeout.

“Handle the floor, brother. They need you,” Wolf replied in a monotone. “Catch ya tonight. Stay safe and watch your six. Your six, man. No, just everyone else’s.”

Wolf knew John all too well. Eight bullets in him, and he wouldn’t think for a second about taking a ninth to save one of his people. Pain was irrelevant. Death was probable. His own self was always last.

Mayer, a calming moment in his unknowingly manically rising mind.

As the day slipped away from the world, John threw his 87 Ford in gear at 4:45 p.m. A cooler of Bud bottles already open, he hooked a right on Washtenaw from College Place. Passed the water tower at the summit on his left, shifted into third with his right. Drank a Bud bottle in-between shifts.

Westward passing McKenny Hall, John shifted back into neutral, pausing for the upcoming red light.

Tossing a bottle in the passenger cab and pounding another, a voice captured his right ear.

“SEAL!”

Wolf and Jack pulled up next to him as the light paused their movement.

Laughing and pounding a Bud while driving a stick-shift down Washtenaw at 4:47 in the afternoon. Underage, an open cooler, and full-on insanity.

Wolf and Jack paused as they caught SEAL in his true state. Not just a heavy drinker. A true alcoholic—capable of complete destruction. Beyond the lengths of anyone they knew. Anything they’d experienced. A look of horror came on their faces, and John saw all of this in real-time. Seeing, maybe for the first time, definitely feeling in that moment, a switch to true insanity.

Incapable of dealing with true emotion in real-time, true pain, or happiness. Give him a bottle—and watch the world disappear. Five hours forward, and fifteen beers deep, John wouldn’t think twice. Snorting cocaine for the first time, he instantly knew the white devil and found the white ghost inside.

He’d chase this next level of insanity—for the next seven straight years.
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“So, you don’t feel that hole?”

John stood slightly leaning against a mirror in the REC/IM—barely able to break a sweat on a gray, September morning, 2001. Four days forward from 9/11, and hardly sober for a second. School was on hold, and the world paused to figure out the next steps.

John tuned the dial down on reality further, slipping for the time into his imploding supernova.

Exploding forward and contracting backward.

“A bit sad, but no.” Jack pumped out curls, not even meeting John’s eyes.

“I feel…My mind is insanely nervous. I’m hallucinating, and instantly want a moment more.” John began to withdraw, already realizing he’d revealed too much. “Kinda suicidal. I couldn’t be alone in my room this morning. I just couldn’t stand my own skin.”

May’s smile protected him from the future insanity of his soul, John Mayer in his earbuds.

“You ok, motherfucker?” Jack stopped now—looking across at his best friend.

“I guess I just need a drink to calm my nerves,” John began to speak rapidly, more in each trailing second.

“Be right back,” John threw over his shoulder, sprinting toward the locker-room.

“What the fu…?” Jack side-eyed his friend already in-flight. “John!”

Back in less than three minutes, John was out of breath.

“What’s goin’ on!” John was now throwing rabbit punches at Jack—who had yet to move. “I had two skinnies of vodka in my coat from last night still. Took the edge right off!”

“Jeeesus.” Jack saw something new, something worse than he thought possible in John. “You’re a classic alcoholic.”

John found that glint—again—the fire inside. The insanity restored. The only balance possible in the next forty-eight hours. Hit the weights for another hour, fully embracing the ability to rebound based on feeling and desire.

And the drink.

The last part was his so-called hidden sauce for balance.

So slippery was the subconscious when the switch to alcoholism took full root.

Saturday blurred, and the cocaine between Jack and John blew past allowable extremes. At five in the morning, John called it quits at the coke table. Cards sat still as a few friends forgot to play, losing connection.

Sunday, now four hours later—no sleep and beyond the border of suicide.

Alone in the halls of a room tucked into Goddard Hall. Not a soul to be found. A depression beyond the scope he thought possible overtook his brain, heart, and insides. Convulsing on a freezing floor, John escaped to a dream with May.
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John just had to get out.

The anxiety of his first bender crawled across his skin like ants.

Still wasted. Still high. Ragged beyond a broken state. A broken relationship with the woman he still loved. His best friends were still high or asleep. His other ones, he couldn’t come clean about. No one to call.

The second realization of addiction came at nine in the morning on 17 September 2001.

Nine ounces of vodka straight down, maybe ten. John hit the side door on Jones-Goddard Drive. A ride in the forest. Glasses on and hat down. Past his blue Ford—too drunk to slide behind the wheel even for his own shitty standards.

Hooked a left onto College Place, staggered onto Cross Street, staying right on the Eastern Michigan side only because the bars had yet to open on his left.

“It’s kicking in now.” John started to straighten up. “The demons are lying down, now.” He told himself a little lie to make it through sixty seconds.

John’s mind drifted back as his shoes stumbled forward. Back to SEAL training. Back to the senior chief.

“When there’s nothing left, just get to water, John.”

The words found the front of his consciousness as the water tower ahead came into blurred focus.

“There’s a staircase and a door hidden on the east-facing side,” John’s mind violently shifted back into training mode.

Locked as he expected, but the door-jamb sank back two point four feet and has two-hundred-and-seventy degrees of west-facing, inbound eastward cover. The only risk was a low probability in students who were awake and moving westbound down Cross as it turned over into Washtenaw.

“Given the angle, approach, and depth of the door-jamb, even a cop seeing my shoes is less than a four percent chance over the next hour.” John was deliriously in combat mode now—nine twenty on a Sunday morning. Drunk, high, underage, and temporarily clinically insane.

Falling against the door, sliding down to sit. Keeping three skinnies of vodka in his inner, left jacket pocket, he already knows how he’ll find the strength to stand when ready. Accepting the calm, fully giving in to the dark side.

“So tired,” he slurred.

A moment crossed his psyche as he saw an American flag at half-mast, still just six days past 9/11. He had no purpose in his present state.

No SEAL training. No love of a woman. No country to defend. His flag was at half-mast, as he let his RA duties slacken.

Searching for a future, expanding star. Trying desperately to find May. John Mayer again firing a warning neuron too brief to pull his split mind back into reality.

John seemed destined to, drawn to, and drown in—waters too deep.
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The next year was a roller coaster at best. He got back together with his love, and then they broke up for good in late summer 2002.

As his senior year started that September, he just let go—of everything. An RA. A senior writer and columnist for the school paper. An honors student. Collegiate club soccer and an improving athlete. His best friends were together in one slice of space-time. His column a year post 9/11 was in step; his writing elevated to another level.

As hours passed and days lapsed, September of 2002 drifted halfway in the rear. Happiness expanded in a heart as John floated into freedom—letting go completely of a physical view.

Of it all.

Of all of his drive to succeed and push toward extreme, simultaneous achievements. Special Ops training. Jiujitsu. Of what he looked like. Of caring about what people thought of him at all. The notion of what was too little or too much. Even that dream of an NFL kicker, while grasping a third-string backup role at Eastern Michigan University.

Full-on feeling, John’s column on a year post 9/11 was in step.

Clarity.

In being free with his best friends all together in one space—for as much time as he could take.

A mid-September evening splice, severing a drift into being only in the present.

Out for the evening, John pushed further into being fully free.

Now, though, free of himself.

To give his decades of deepening feelings a break.

Drinks and casualness, the direction of the evening, John found himself lying up looking at the sky again, not six hours later.

Eastward facing, outbound from Wolf’s house, a starry night in front of Kate’s eyes. Conversation shifted to the stars, as his passion for astronomy spilled onto the tiles of a Ypsilanti, Michigan, roof at 411 N. Huron Street.

Kate and John slipped into speaking of Cassiopeia, as John warped words around midnight stars.

He knew he loved her. He could tell she loved him.

John Mayer’s Room for Squares soothed softly in the ether of the night as John kissed her. Hours slipped as time fell into irrelevance inside their circle for two.

The gravity of this CD, this moment, this girl, had yet to reveal its full, loving self.

Electricity burst out of John’s eyelashes as he traced her every shape with his fingertips, eyes lost in a loving blindness.

“I love you, Kate.”

John whispered to Cassiopeia, a constellation consuming what he was only ready to whisper, not yet reveal.

The stars faded, giving light to a budding sunrise.

Friday night’s weekly women’s volleyball game and Saturday’s football game. A night at BW3s, and a haircut as Kate’s fingers soothe a mind on fire inside.

Like the stars, his burst of sanity disappeared without sleep. John unknowingly let go of her as well.

In what seemed like seconds, John’s latent alcoholism and first manic cycle started to rip everything and everyone away.

That night, at around two in the morning on 9 December 2002, John began a path of full breaking.

Innocuously innocent, he woke up, full of energy, after two hours of sleep. Looked over at his prized thirteen-inch personal TV and his favorite movies underneath.

Sat up and watched Heist straight through. Started working out in his room at four in the morning, SEAL training, but was no longer in the program. Five a.m. came, and off to the REC/IM. By seven and showered, he began his day like every other.

The sneaking energy he had yet to understand. Within days, he stopped sleeping and increased his drinking. Working out. Meeting more women—single for the first time in years. The insanity was born from his internal capacity and desire to push himself more in each moment. No longer needing cocaine, he was high on execution and pleasure.

“I could hop the fence. I have the key, and I could just drive through the fence.”

Drunk and now exhausted after sprinting a mile to Lowell’s Towing. John’s wasted mind made a losing gamble to not pay for parking while just getting ‘two/three drinks at Sidetracks.’

Not having $138 to spring his truck at 1:45 a.m., he swaggered here and nowhere, considering adding felonies to solve his temporary issue.

Took a pull from a pint in his back-right pocket.

Stepped back and found the weak spot in the fence. Looked around for surveillance and saw the camera point twenty feet from sweeping the passenger side of his truck. Followed the top of the fence line to his right with one eye, keeping his right shut to preserve night-eye vision. A camera on each corner, but not overlapping.

“Holes in each of the arcs of angles.”

Pulled the fence up from the soft spot in the fence, held it up with his left hand, barrel-rolling under the fence and into the lot. Crawled under the truck and lay prone. Waited for four solid minutes, tuning with his ears while still and using his peripheral vision to scan for movement.

The yard is clean. John thought to himself.

Eyes backward to the soft spot of his entrance.

“No bolt cutters, and noise is an issue. That and my truck’s growl will echo the neighborhood in this type of still, soundless state.”

Eyes the front gate, back gate, and office. No movement in the office.

“It’s just me and the cameras,” John whispered to the dirt underneath his chin.

Glanced at two o’clock back at the front gate. Cameras covered, not quite enough. John flipped on his back, crawled to the rear of his truck. Grabbed the bumper, pulled himself the extra eighteen inches to get within reach of his license plate. Unsheathed his blade, hiding behind the small of his back. Quietly turned each screw and quietly pulled his fake plates down, tucking them into his belt buckle.

He kept a spare he’d lifted from an exact model of his truck a mile back a month back and switched them each night while driving around the backstreets of Eastern Michigan. He’d knifed the tire of that truck and left the screws for the unsuspecting owner to find. He knew they’d just replace the plates with a new one, allowing John’s lifted plate to work in real-time for a year. It allowed him the quick ability to throw cops off his trail if he was too drunk to afford getting pulled over.

He kept the real plates underneath his floor mat on these nights of blurred electricity. Tonight, it would allow him to spring his truck; the tow company left with a plate that matched his truck description. On his feet and slinking through the shadows, he sank behind the front driver-side wheel of the vehicle closest to the exfil location.

In 2002, these cameras didn’t have sound, another bonus in his plan. Slipping on a pair of latex gloves, John scaled the fence carefully, pulling his knife to loosen a screw holding the camera just enough to swing it fully away from the gate and still in the yard. Picked the lock on the gate. Swung it open. Walked slowly back to his truck, slowing his heartbeat to fifty-two. Pulled his truck through the front gate and parked on the side of the exfil road.

Exited his cab, and once again listened for sound. Walked back to the scene of his nearly-completed crime, he scanned houses across the road for any new interior lights. Satisfied, he pulled the gate shut, locked the padlock, and scaled the fence to reposition the cameras.

Driving the speed limit back to campus, he parked his truck near Jones-Goddard and switched the plates. Slammed what was left of the pint of whiskey.

Took the now burned plate, and dumped it in a church trash can—the likely last trash can to ever be touched.
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A week fell off the pages, and John didn’t realize a deepening drift.

Every twenty-four-hour cycle was a growing gap between knowing himself and desiring to lose himself.

Euphoric mania became John’s only self.

Yellowish circling from a crescent of orange. Curling bluish drafts pushed solar winds into Earth’s atmosphere, spilling onto open irises of John’s mind’s eye.

Lying skyward on a fading, wooden deck nestled between Bob’s Lakehouse and Eastern Michigan’s REC-IM. Drifting droplets from lakes on each peripheral. A plane’s trailing contrail condensed flaming exhaust into frozen lines of clouds across the clearest of his blue sky.

Early October 2002 brought happiness uncapturable in syllables. Suddenly calm in a euphoric peace, he connected with reality and fantasy in a balanced harmony.

Joining the astronomy club, John fueled his passion for stars, the universe, and a constant of electromagnetic gravity and low-entropic, perpetual expansion.

His weekly column for the university’s paper, The Eastern Echo, took off in content, clarity, and poignant autonomy.

“How do you get your ideas?” Dad asked as his impressive thoughts colored weekly columns.

Monday night football alone at TC’s Speakeasy, a projector and empty room, evolved into a weekly ritual. Friday night and good scotch with Art on the piano between seven and nine. His initial flame for the weekend. Slightly more than casual conversation with Amy behind the rail, and then skipping across to Pub 13 at ten to shift the evening into a flowing freedom with the guys. A Tuesday night special of a pitcher and pizza with Wolf at the Tower Inn.

“You know what you’ll be, Wildman.” Wolf sipped the dank pint casually. “A writer.”

Floating down a road within a juxtaposing calm and electricity, happiness a week from escalating into the beginnings of mania, converting freedom into unstoppable intensity.

“Beer of the month is Labatt!” Jack cheered John’s glass as $2.25 traded for twenty-two ounces of chilled mug.

Wolf and Nathan joined in, slightly spilling four beers across the fingers of the Buell Hall crew.

Seven hours and seventeen drinks passed, and John was sprinting as his brothers spilled out of the back door. Pub 13 closed, and two a.m. gave in to the darkness of night.

“Wildman!” Jack yelled to a T1000 pumping his arms at full speed.

“Let him go,” Wolf whispered calmly.

“What the fuck…why?”

Jack threw back at Wolf.

“He’s worse than last year.”

Wolf locked eyes with Jack.

“And. Annnd. He’s worse without cocaine.”

“What do you mean?” Jack and Nathan stopped and looked at John, still sprinting. Uphill, now faster. Not even pausing.

“He isn’t just not sleeping for a couple of days any longer.” Wolf shook his curled locks. “It’s been six weeks. He’s only going to class half of the time.”

“So?” Jack seemed incredulous.

“Wildman is smart enough to get A’s and B’s without even showing up fifty percent of the time.”

“Maybe.” Wolf disputed.

“But this is different from last year. He at least sobered up after intense stretches. He was sober when he actually went to class.”

“I mean.” Wolf started walking.

“I don’t fucking know. Nothing is ever enough. He just keeps hitting a brick wall even after his fist is dripping blood.”

“I don’t know,” Nathan redirected.

“You saw his knuckles, right?”

Wolf planted his feet and turned one-eighty.

“Those aren’t from training. This big fucker pushed him near the exits of TC’s last night. John grabbed him by the lapels and dragged him into the alley. He let him get up, even as the guy pulled a knife. He just stood there waiting for the fight.”

Wolf continued, hardly pausing and voice rising.

“Broke the guy’s wrist and didn’t try to grapple and subdue him. He hit him with his fist and kept hitting him. That’s where the blood and bruising are from. Not jiujitsu training, and not even a calculated fight.”

Wolf shook his head again, looking up.

“It’s as if he wants to get the edge as fast as possible. Then! Then, drag the edge further, trying to drown in it deeper and further away.”

Eight a.m., and the sun hit his eyes brutally. Falling against a fence, he cursed the beautiful day.

“Forgot my fucking glasses. Fucking fuck!” John used an elbow to shade against the glorious warm morning sun and dropped to a knee instinctively.

“Close one eye for ten to twelve seconds—to regain balance between night and day. Retain that ability to see in the very dark and very light in the same wavelength.” John breathed to himself, the output heavy on scotch.

Somewhere between Pearl and Perrin, John’s blind swagger spilled onto Hamilton Street. Losing sleep for random sex, still drunk, and now completely out of control. Smiling, he shrugged, interpreted this as proof of his abilities. As September closed, he had yet to even realize how quickly he was drowning—a heart truly underwater.

“It was Tuesday last night. Check. Today is Wednesday, 1 October,” John whispered to himself, trying to piece together the current state while stumbling home to Goddard Hall. Saw Jack’s house and pulled a quick left.

“Hey fuckass! Get me a beer!” John leaned into Jack’s front door, still reeking of last night.

“What the fuck, Seal? It’s like eight in the morning.” Jack was rubbing his eyes, stumbling for the coffee pot.

“I’m going to get a workout in. You down?”

Jack glanced at John. Reeking of alcohol, obviously on no sleep, and clearly still in last night’s clothes.

“You ok, man?” Jack stopped trying to see whether the insanity before him was just SEAL training or if John was truly too far gone.

“I’m ready. Jacked. Time to hit weights.” John’s tone flatlined, slightly excited.

“Okkkkk. I’m just going to wake up for a minute.” Jack simply couldn’t tear his eyes from John, a mix of admiration and concern.

Things went on this way for nearly two weeks. The difficulty of John moving too fast was that he had always been this way. The escalations in not needing sleep or drinking every day and night, simply hadn’t made their way fully to the surface yet.

John’s training allowed him just enough time to fool the world while fully losing himself.
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And there she sat. Legs crossed with eyes straight as an arrow.

The sun slipped inches at a mile behind Snow Recreation Center—11 October 2002. John met May in the hustle of his happy, full life. Pausing the daily exercising. Exchanging numbers and smiles, the two briefly tucked away from time. Centrum to Eastern Michigan’s heart, ideation began to bloom. Tracing began—finding May and John adoring each other’s warmth inside—if only for two minutes.

Two minutes that day, seconds later, next month, as John reached a breaking point, suicidal, and months forward into 2004.

The girl he was destined to barely know. A Monet-traced beauty. Kind. Sweetly adorable. A thousand budding, poetic lines incapable of capturing May’s immediate place in John’s mind. She’d saved his life with these two minutes and, later, eleven seconds of her time. A northern star streaking across the Vanilla Sky.
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“She’s a freshman, and you’re a senior,” John thought aloud while tracing his fingers across the digits on the paper.

“And you just got out of a two-year relationship,” he pressed on to the courtyard leaves outside his Goddard Hall window. “She’s…” a warmth inside finished the sentence for his tongue-tied mind.

John folded the small paper in half, placed it inside his wallet. Sat down to pour feelings into pages.

Oh May, do you ever get the feeling that we started in the middle…?

John Mayer’s lines traced around his fingers—dancing keystrokes into rhymes.

“I guess I’m making too much out of two minutes of your time. I’m not the drunk that I’ll become as time goes on. Nor really able to contain my heart, as the bottle pulls you from my mind. How do I go about speaking when I’m already falling?” John began.

His feelings flew eons backward of his fingers. A Hadean energy flashed forward. An electric output seared through space-time, forming in the shape of eleven digits.

“You’ve got my number,” she said as she started to turn away. That smile. “Use it.”
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Blueish hue of eyes piercing the day’s landscape. Golden strands brushed back, a smile like forever’s sunrise. Bold green shorts stretched as tanned legs sprinted downfield.

Three hours after meeting May, John simply didn’t want to drink yet.

EMU’s women’s soccer team had an afternoon game, and he threw the SEAL-mobile in park atop a grass lot next to Rynearson Stadium.

He didn’t feel like pounding booze. Some feeling that it was something bigger than imaginable had to do with this angel named May, he knew. He felt her sweetness immediately, removing fully the desire to drink.

Fixed on this girl he’d met for two minutes, John sat facing northwest on a small bump of a hill between Scicluna Field and Oestrike Stadium. His home, the corner of Huron and Hewitt.

John pulled down one earbud to hear the sounds of the game—leaving one in for Tom Petty.

Tom Petty’s words seemed to pull John into another universe.

May, a midfield to forward standout, always seemed to find the space just before the inbound ball.

Tom Petty continued as John’s heart raced and slowed in a juxtaposed state. The second time in three hours, he’d fallen in love at first sight. Never before the same girl.

He’d forgotten, actually chosen, not to drink yet.

Something mystically starry was materializing across his space.

Before his eyes, and in two minutes, a girl had snatched him from his own insanity. Gave him a purpose in the present. Took away the burning and left warmth in his heart.

He fell in love—starting to doubt science, reason, and logic.

Nothing had slowed him for six straight weeks. No words came. No bottle entered his mind. He sat soberly and watched May play a game he loved.

A moment beyond his understanding. May his savior somehow.

Beyond forever’s fate.
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