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 Richard’s
friends have been worried about him for some time. He didn’t
consult anybody when he decided to check himself into the mental
hospital, and no one has been in contact with him since. In the
meantime, they’ve all moved on to other projects and other loves.
So how does he expect to fix everything, when he finally checks
himself out and not everyone is pleased to see him?

The
dramatic series of events in this book, which lead to multiple
happy and not-so-happy reunions, and also multiple tragic deaths,
is a not-so-direct sequel to TERMINAL MONDAY. Enter with caution,
and remember, death is but a door to another life.
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 FOREWORD

Just a
brief note for those who have read Terminal Monday and are looking
for more of the same: You may enjoy the stories contained within
this novel, but you may also be a bit disappointed. For starters,
the sex isn’t as graphic. That was a conscious decision on my part.
I didn’t want to rehash any of the graphic sex from the previous
novel, and when I was writing this, I wasn’t feeling particularly
sexy, so the novel reflects this. Sorry.

There IS
more fiction writing, more music composition, more drugs and
alcohol, and there IS sex. Just not up front, in your face sex.
There’s a lot of fading to black during those scenes. I consider
that a cop-out, but to be honest, I’m saving it up for what I think
of as the ‘proper’ sequel to Terminal Monday. This book is more of
an alternate take on the actual sequel. I never really planned to
write this book. It sort of crept up on me.

Think of
it the way some of you might think of Radio Free Albemuth, which
was written by Phillip K Dick while he was working on his VALIS
Trilogy (and if you haven’t read the VALIS Trilogy, I recommend you
do), and incorporates some of the same ideas in a different plot.
It’s a glimpse into another part of the same Ideaspace as Terminal
Monday and Perpetual Tuesday (aka The Actual Sequel).
Enjoy.

 


Lee
Edward McIlmoyle,

Sipping
cold decaf tea and listening to very, very old Split
Enz,


Somewhere in Hamilton,

Tuesday,
April 23rd, 2013

 


 



Chapter 1: A Million Staycations

 


Drop The Needle

Kit knew
better than to ask the question that had been burning in her head
for most of the meeting: Would there be a rescue mission if she was
caught? She already knew the answer; there would be no rescue. This
might not be a suicide mission, but it came pretty
close.

The
problem with temp work was that, on the whole, what it lacked in
stability or engagement, it more than made up for in gut-wrenching
surprises. In this case, the temp assignment had been to work for a
photography studio that, unbeknownst to her, had ties to the
intelligence community. It hadn’t seemed important for her to dig
deeper until the day before yesterday, when a man walked into the
studio and promptly died in her arms. The surprise, now that she
had a better grasp of what really went on behind the scenes in the
studio, was that it had taken so long for something of that
magnitude to happen to her. According to her predecessor, dead
spies were the least of her worries.

Of
course, her predecessor hadn’t left the job of her own volition; it
had been a sort of involuntary retirement. Kit was pretty sure that
there wouldn’t be a party for her retirement, either. Everything
she knew about her predecessor had been from reading a small diary
written in English, but with a cipher. As far as she knew, her
predecessor had written the last filled page mere moments before
being taken out somewhere and shot.

The
longer Kit stayed on, the worse her own prospects looked. Sadly,
her mistake had been in going to her boss with the news of the dead
spy, rather than calling the police or running for the door that
very minute. It wouldn’t have improved her chances of escape by
much, but at least she’d have had a head start.

As it
was, she was trying to figure out if there were some way she could
snooker some friends into doing her a solid and getting her on a
boat to Norway. Not that Norway was where she was supposed to go.
She was merely clutching at straws, looking for an exit door she
hadn’t spotted on the way in, metaphorically—and
literally—speaking. As it was, she ended up taking the back stairs
down to the alley and across the parking lot to the back door of
the local pharmacy, where they were waiting with a big-assed needle
to inject her with. Compounding her misery was, she hated
needles.

 


Where Are We?

Dammit,
Andy thought. Where was this going?

Andrea
Adams was having a First World Problem. She’d signed up for one of
those writing groups, but the first thing the guy running it said
to her was, start a new novel, from scratch. Just like that. And
the guy expected her to have two thousand words and a synopsis by
the next meeting, which was tomorrow night. As usual, she had
procrastinated until the last minute, and now she had to produce
something usable before her new guru, Edwin, declared her an
amateur wanna-be and sent her packing.

She had
originally planned to work on a follow-up to her first novel,
Enlightenment, but she’d been having trouble getting her premise
together for the sequel. The first novel had been hard to write,
and the writing group she’d been in back then, who had been reading
it as she wrote it, had all sort of scattered to the four winds.
Wanda and Candice had finally married and moved upstate to Albany,
Nora and Nicky had moved away to Pennsylvania, and Pedro finally
talked Katie into moving with him to Mexico City.

And
Wally… well, Wally had moved in with Danny and Sandy, and they’d
drifted into hard drug use and S&M. The last time she’d seen
Wally, he was fifty pounds underweight, stoned and hungry-looking,
trying to proposition a banker to make money for a fix. She’d
carefully lost touch with all three of them, which made her feel
terrible, but she just couldn’t go down that road. In her old job
at the hospital, she’d seen too many people whose lives had been
ruined by heroin and crack use, and she couldn’t let herself become
like that, no matter how much she loved her friends. It ached just
thinking of it.

Of
course, her own life had changed significantly with her
introduction to Georgia Madisson, an executive producer at
Telescopic Pictures. Georgia was the one who had encouraged her to
take up screenwriting full time, at first adapting Enlightenment to
film. It had been an incredible experience, and she’d gotten to
know Georgia very well in the following months. They’d moved in
together over a year ago, and besides becoming lovers, they were
discussing the even deeper commitment of starting a production
company together, using the money they’d made from the theatrical
release of Enlightenment. Another First World Problem; Andy was
pretty sure she was falling in love with Georgia, but Georgia was
still dealing with the fallout from her failed marriage, and was
taking her time letting Andy in.

As well,
they were both missing a quintessential ingredient from their
lives: cock.

Andy had
known she was bisexual for a handful of years, and was quite
comfortable with either sex. What she hadn’t counted on was that,
once she got settled into a long term relationship, she would still
want to have other partners. She and Georgia had discussed perhaps
sharing their bed with another partner, and preferably a boy toy,
but Georgia was still getting used to being bisexual herself. Until
she’d met Andy, she hadn’t even realized she liked
women.

Andy
felt a little funny about that, even now; she’d made her first bona
fide het female conquest, and though she didn’t regret it, a part
of her suspected she had broken some rule somewhere. She definitely
knew her parents hadn’t been happy when they had figured out that
Georgia wasn’t simply her room mate. Andy hadn’t really had a
chance to come out to her family, and having them confront her
about taking up with an older black woman had been a less than
ideal way to do so. Georgia had invited Andy’s parents over for
dinner, but so far, they’d declined. Andy suspected they were still
a little shocked at the whole thing, but Georgia just thought they
needed to see that their daughter hadn’t been corrupted by some
nasty old dyke. Andy worried that it was the other way around.
Admittedly, if they ever did get themselves a boy toy, they’d
probably have an even harder time explaining it all to her
folks.


Georgia’s family hadn’t been much more accepting, actually,
but at least they had invited her to dinner, and were nothing but
kind and polite. Georgia remained convinced that they would learn
to love her, in time. Andy figured she’d be happy if Georgia
herself could love her, but some days it was still
difficult.

And
then, of course, there was poor Richard. Her heart ached when she
thought about him, locked up in that mental facility. She’d
honestly thought he’d made a full recovery. Everything had been
going so well, and they’d been discussing moving in together,
perhaps even with Georgia, and then it all went terribly wrong.
He’d started talking to himself, and it took her weeks to figure
out that he was actually arguing with the characters of his
stories. She tried to help him get his head sorted out, but
finally, he decided to check himself in, and had refused to let her
see him. She’d spoken to his doctors a few times, but they’d told
her in strictest confidence that he was getting worse, and wasn’t
ready for visitors.

It had
been almost two years since she had last seen him. Her heart was
still thoroughly broken. She was pretty sure she still loved him,
but she’d resigned herself to the fact that he might never come
back to her. Dammit, she still resented him. Almost everything
she’d built for herself, her new life, was in some way due to his
influence. He’d helped her sort out her novel, pushed her to the
finish line, encouraged her to show it to Georgia, and had even
inadvertently gotten them together. She had reached the point where
she didn’t blame him, and had finally learned not to give him more
credit than he deserved, but there was still a Richard-shaped hole
in her life, and she hadn’t been able to fill it with anything
new.

Andy had
tried to put things right between herself and Richard’s estranged
wife, Kara, but had finally come to realize that the woman was
never going to forgive her, even though she told herself she’d had
nothing to do with the breakdown of their marriage. She told
herself that, but she still experienced a bit of misplaced guilt.
She had seduced Richard, though his problems with his wife had
started long before she’d come onto their scene. The last time
she’d spoken to the woman, Kara had none-too-kindly informed her
that she was finally filing for divorce and never wanted to see
Andy’s face again. There had been some nasty words after that, as
well. Kara had no trouble assigning blame.

Andy
wasn’t sure what she would do if Richard ever did get out. It had
been months since she’d last spoken to his doctors. They’d
encouraged her to move on, and she’d made her best effort to do
just that. She finally accepted Georgia’s invitation to move in
together. She’d signed the three book contract. She’d started
discussing marriage and children with Georgia. And of course,
Georgia countered with the production company idea. A baby they
could both deliver without losing their figures, she’d joked, but
Andy was pretty sure it was just cold feet about a deeper
commitment to one another. Georgia had accused her of trying to use
her to replace Richard. She had been pretty angry at the
insinuation, but upon more sober reflection, she wasn’t entirely
sure Georgia was wrong.

She
loved Georgia. She was pretty sure that had nothing to do with
Richard. But he was a still a pretty large cloud on her horizon.
She supposed that, if he ever did recover enough to get himself
checked out, she’d look him up and see if he still loved her. He
had left things pretty much in a state of decay. His royalties from
the sale of his band’s album were still pouring in, so their
manager had managed to keep his apartment from going up on the
market. She had kept in touch with Randy and Drake, who were still
playing together with new band members. Dana had gone on to a solo
career, and Julia had yet to choose between camps, but had been
talking about finishing writing a musical that Richard had been
working on before he had gone into the hospital.

Julia
was the only one Andy knew of who had seen Richard in several
months, but she refused to talk to Andy. She wasn’t sure if that
was because Julia blamed her for Richard’s deterioration, but his
friend Naomi had suggested she wait until he was ready to speak to
her himself, rather than trying to reach him through his friends
and family. Naomi had been kindly, but was too busy with her own
life, and didn’t really have time to help Andy with her problems in
any case. When last they had spoken, Naomi was just moving into a
larger house with her lover’s wife and child. An interesting
relationship dynamic that Andy hadn’t considered.

Perhaps
if Richard ever got better, he’d consider a similar arrangement
with her and Georgia. They’d certainly gotten along well enough
when he was still in his right mind. In fact, it had been because
Andy had busted them making out together that had brought her and
Georgia together to begin with. That seemed so long ago now. She
missed those days.

At least
back then she wasn’t committed to writing three novels she couldn’t
wrap her brain around, with looming deadlines. She had found the
new writing group simply because she had become desperate to break
her writer’s block. The whole situation had been putting a lot of
strain on her relationship with Georgia, who was sympathetic and
encouraging, but grew impatient with her complaints about her lack
of focus. She was afraid Georgia would leave her if she didn’t sort
the problem out soon. The thought of losing Georgia as well as
Richard made her sick with fright.

So she’d
signed up for the writer’s group, headed by the guy who had written
the novel Richard had been adapting for film back when they first
met. Edwin McCay had turned out to be a pretty nice guy, when she
finally met him and started discussing her problem. She suspected
he had some sort of ulterior motive for taking her on, but he
seemed sincere enough in his willingness to help. Still, he had
rejected her suggestion that she work on the sequel in his
group.

“Honey,” he’d admonished her, “if I thought you could get that
novel sorted out soon enough, I’d let you do it, but as it stands,
you’ve been stalling on that for a year. It’s time to get off the
pot and work on something else. I want you to bring me a brand new
novel. New direction. New genre, even. No more space operas or
world politics. You can get back to that when you’ve gotten over
your hang-ups. What you need is to finish something without the
specter of Dick Burley hanging over your head. Once you’ve seen
that you can do it yourself, with no help from him, you’ll already
know how to get your sequel together.”

Andy had
been staring at the screen on her laptop for almost an hour with no
progress. Her screen saver, an image of the space ark from
Enlightenment with the logo crossing it, swam lazily about her
screen. It was a pretty cool 3D image, based on a vector drawing
Richard had made for her as a present when she’d finished the book.
She’d liked it so much, she’d decided to use it as the cover, which
had pleased Richard. However, when the publishers saw the image,
they’d insisted on having it recreated by a ‘real artist’. She
fought to at least keep the basic design, and narrowly won the
fight, but despite Richard’s show of happiness with the cover
design she got, which did look more professional and finished, she
suspected it had hurt him more than he’d let on.

The
problem was, she’d spent the last twenty-two months asking herself
the same questions over and over again: What really happened to
Richard’s mind? Was he really that far gone, or was he just trying
to get away from all the pressure in his life? And was there
something more she could have done for him. That last question had
plagued her for so long, in so many forms, she once woke in the
middle of the night to Georgia crying, because she had been
pleading in her sleep with Richard to stay. They had sat up the
rest of the night, crying on each other’s shoulder, but there had
been a noticeable distance between them for weeks
afterwards.

Andy
looked at the time and noted she’d been staring at the screen for
an hour and twenty minutes. Four hundred seventeen words. She was
nowhere near two thousand, and at this rate, she never would be.
She took a long drink of her cooling Earl Grey with mint and
started writing again.

 


Mind That First Step

When she
entered, Kit found the back room of the pharmacy looked as it had
been in a shoot out. When she found her contact, she was just about
convinced. Shien Lo Mai was laying behind a chemist’s lab table,
bleeding from what she counted as seven bullet wounds. Kit reached
for her back pack, which had a full compliment of medical supplies
she’d stolen from her erstwhile employers’ supply room. Mai stopped
her, barely raising her hand and shaking her head.

“Listen,” Mai hissed painfully, “Not much time.” She fumbled
lamely under the table and drew out the syringe gun.

“What happened here?” Kit almost begged.

“No time. Agent may be back. Give me your arm.”

Kit
flinched and recoiled as the dying woman grasped at her arm. Then
Mai injected the needle deep into Kit’s thigh.

“Legs work, too. Just not as easily. No time for fighting. Go.
Agent will kill you on site. Beware the Chimaera.”

“Let me at least give you some pain killers,” Kit
pleaded.

“No! Leave now. Take Caitian Road north to Lianhua Road and
look for Ting Fen, the driver, near the entrance to the park
nearest Peking University. He will get you out of Hong Kong before
Chimaera finds you.”

“Go!” the woman spat, shoving her toward the door, an amazing
feat, given her condition. Kit started running.

Sadly,
it was a longer trip to get to the park entrance than she had
thought, with the streets jammed solid with wheeled and foot
traffic. By the time she found Ting Fen’s rickshaw, it was clear
that The Chimaera had gotten there first. He was little more than a
boy, and very pretty, but his good looks had been destroyed by
multiple gashes and stab wounds across his face, chest and abdomen.
He’d been left like a broken rag doll in the seat of his own
rickshaw, covered by an ornate red and blue embroidered silk sheet
he had probably kept handy for customers riding in the cold and
rainy seasons.

Kit
patted down his pockets, but found nothing, which wasn’t to say
there had been nothing before his murder. She covered him over with
the sheet and picked up the handles of his rickshaw, deciding it
would be more useful to her if he were found a little bit later.
She didn’t know much about the organization that had ‘hired’ her,
but she knew enough not to get arrested by the Hong Kong police on
suspicion of murder. Life was cheap in Asia, and a problem like
hers could more easily be remedied by a firing squad or hanging
than a proper investigation.

The
score wasn’t sitting in her favor. She had no idea who The Chimaera
was or what he or she looked like. Kit wasn’t sure the killer knew
what she looked like, either, but was reasonably certain it
wouldn’t stay that way for long. For this killer to have spotted
and eliminated both Mai and Fen before she even arrived seemed most
likely to mean there was a mole in the organization, and that meant
her own identity would be revealed before too long, if it hadn’t
been already. It seemed a prudent idea for her to make a few
changes to her look to evade easy detection. Then she’d have to
reach out carefully to find out what she should do next, or to run
to some place they wouldn’t think to look. Iceland was starting to
sound good, too. She’d heard and seen lots of good things on the
internet about Reykjavik. Surely a girl could evade detection there
for a little while, she hoped.

Kit
headed for another drug store, this time acquiring some scissors
and hair dye. She loved being a red head, but was starting to think
it might be safer to go jet black for a bit, to pass for Asian from
a distance until she could get on an airplane. She thought it might
be better for her if she booked her flight in an internet cafe. She
hoped she could find a cancelled seat reservation in time for the
next flight out. She wasn’t sure how much longer she would be
safe.

She
entered the internet cafe closest to the drug store, which had been
further than she’d thought. Doing some quick calculations of her
bank account and logging onto Expedia, she found a direct flight to
Reykjavik Domestic Airport, but it wouldn’t be for another two
days. She started to panic and wondered if there were any earlier
flights to somewhere else available, but just then, she caught a
flash of someone approaching her terminal in the reflection of the
window in front of her. She closed the incognito window and picked
up her bag, heading for the bathrooms.

Inside,
she bolted the door and immediately checked the furthest bathroom
stall for a window. Of course, there was none. She was trapped, and
they didn’t even have proper ventilation. That gave her an idea,
and she started pulling down panels until she found the ventilation
shaft, which she hurriedly climbed into and started shimmying her
way to the back of the building.

When she
reached the back alley, she scouted around for a nearby restaurant
and made her way there. She was forced to order food before she
could use the bathroom, and ordered soup to go. Then she proceeded
to the bathroom and quickly cut her curly red hair down to a close
crop job. Her years of practicing on her room mates in college had
paid off; she looked a bit like a lipstick lesbian, but otherwise
would pass for Asian at a distance, save for the hair color. Then
she broke out the hair dye and got to work.

When she
had flushed her red locks and gotten rid of the hair dye kit in the
kitchen garbage, she made her way out front, paid for her soup, and
just managed to repress a giggle at the look on the old woman’s
face when she finally recognized her. This left one witness, but
Kit was hoping that the old woman would be canny enough to avoid
talking to any suspicious characters in the next forty-eight
hours.

Then she
decided to find a hotel room close to the airport and hole up until
her flight came up. She knew it would be taking a terrible chance,
but she was gambling, once again, on the idea that she would be
able to stay hidden best if she did so in plain sight.

The ruse
ended up working right up until she sat down in her seat on the
flight to Iceland, and found herself sitting next to a gorgeous
older man with silver hair and a body like an athlete, who
introduced himself as Alex White, but by the silhouette tattooed on
the inside of his wrist, was clearly the very man she had been
hoping not to find: the Chimaera.

 


 



Chapter 2: Let It All Burn

 


I Will Never Forget

Randy
Hawkins turned the key in the lock and entered the apartment
quietly, like he was entering a crypt. Sacred ground. Please Do Not
Disturb.

The sun
was streaming through the bay windows as he entered, and everything
was where it had been the last time he was here, so many months
ago. He’d almost expected to see that the place had been ripped off
or something. And what was he doing that was so different? Well,
for one thing, he wasn’t really stealing; he was here to deface a
Van Gogh. Or more accurately, perhaps, he was here to ruin his best
friend’s finest unfinished work. That’s how it felt. But it had
been eating at him for months and months. The album wasn’t
finished, and writing new songs to replace them with had tasted
like bitter ashes.

He and
Drake had written enough songs for two albums, and they were pretty
good. Rich had reawakened their ability to jam. Reg had offered to
come back and help, but he’d been so busy that Randy and Drake had
done most of the work themselves, with Reg dropping in now and then
to patch up any bass parts that Randy hadn’t really gotten down
pat. Drake was just happy to have his old friends back making music
with him, but Randy was already considering the unthinkable; hiring
a guitarist to take over while he got to grips with the bass
parts.

He
suspected it would be better if he stuck with guitar, but he was
starting to discover that, with Distance music, the pulse was
controlled by the bass, and that needed to be shepherded by the
songwriter. Rich had figured that out a long time ago, he
suspected, which was probably why he’d switched from keys to bass
when Reg left the first time. It wasn’t that Rich had seen himself
as another Geddy Lee, as Randy had quietly suspected. It was just a
determination to get that internal clock to beat a little faster
and brighter. Drake and Reg had always been a sort of tour de force
of sound, with him and Rich sort of sprinkling frosting sugar over
the top. He and Rich had written most of the melodies, but
underneath it all was Reg pushing and pulling and locking Drake to
the wheel.

Perhaps
that was the real reason Reg had left the way he had. Maybe he
didn’t enjoy the responsibility of being the man at the tiller.
Maybe being the quietest member of the band had been the role he’d
sought, and he’d had trouble accepting that, as The Distance found
its feet, it relied on him to blaze ahead and write parts that were
every bit as musical and powerful as Randy and Rich’s parts. Maybe
it had worried him too much. Or maybe it really was just a God
thing. It was hard to tell. But Randy could see the importance of
the role now, and was determined to come to grips with it, even if
it meant hanging up his guitar.

Of
course, knowing Rich, he’d probably have just bought a bigger
guitar that had a bass neck or one of those stick bass things with
the huge fretboards, just so he could play both parts. Rich was
always a bit of a control freak. Maybe that was why he’d cracked
up. Randy hoped he wasn’t next.

The
equipment was a little dusty, so he went to the kitchen to see if
Rich had kept any cleaning implements, and found one of those
Swiffer Duster things, and set about cleaning down the guitars and
multi-track. The keyboard needed a bit of love, too. Randy supposed
he’d have to start writing keyboard parts too. Yup, definitely
going to crack up. He wondered if he could call ahead to reserve a
room next to Rich’s. He didn’t suppose the hospital would let them
share a room.

Heh. Him
and Rich, finally living together. Not quite as romantic as it
ought to be. He wondered if Rich ever thought about him. He
wondered how Rich was doing, or if he was so far gone, he couldn’t
really remember any of them clearly. Randy remembered the mother of
a friend of his from Woodstock, who had gone a little crazy and
started accusing every one of taking things from her. She’d been
all paranoid and delirious for months before anyone figured out
what was wrong, and had fought like a wild cat when they’d had her
committed.

Not
Rich, though. He’d just called Randy one morning and asked to be
driven to the hospital, like it was the only thing left to do. The
album was unfinished. His agent had complained that Rich’s novel
still needed to be revised, but Randy had no idea how to do any of
that. He’d gone through Rich’s list of writer friends and asked
them if they would take on the job of revising A.D. Infinitum, the
name Rich had settled on when he had discovered some author had
already used the title he’d been using. Turns out that guy had been
a bit mad, too, and had ended up killing himself. But not before
writing Infinite Jest, so Rich was out of luck.

Maybe it
was that title. Rich had told him it was a line from Hamlet, the
Shakespeare play with the guy who goes around talking to himself
and shouting at everyone else. Randy had promised Rich they’d sit
and watch the movie together someday, but when Rich had received
his copy of the movie, it was something like four hours long, and
Randy had been in the middle of an ugly divorce from Jamie. He
hadn’t had enough time to himself to work on music, let alone spend
four hours watching a movie he wouldn’t understand because of
Shakespearean English, and anyway, Jamie had suspected he was in
love with Rich, and it would have been just one more thing to argue
about. Ah, those were the days. He wouldn’t trade them for a rectal
exam.

Well,
maybe he would.

 


Fire It Up

Randy
was getting a bit maudlin. He put the duster down and walked over
to the guitar rack. Rich had two six-string acoustics (the Epiphone
was brighter-sounding than the Yamaha; both were electric
acoustic); Randy’s 12-string Washburn acoustic and his mandolin; a
cheap knock-off Strat; and two basses: Reg’s old Yamaha BB300, and
Rich’s baby, the Jay Turser white violin bass, which he’d said was
light enough to sing with. Randy unhooked it from the rack and
slung it over his shoulder. He had to adjust the fucking strap,
because Rich always kept everything strapped fucking high on his
chest like fucking Robert Fripp from fucking King fucking Crimson,
CHRIST how the hell did he play like that!? Randy liked guitars
slung higher than most guitarists, but not like Rich. That guy
would probably have strung the bass around his throat if he could
have gotten the mic close enough to his mouth. Asshole.

Wiping a
tear away, he finished adjusting the strap on the bass, and started
running through some of the bass patterns Reg showed him. Reg’s
lines were heavy and solid. Reg had rarely overplayed his parts,
because he had such a great natural tone; he’d just wrap his hands
around the fretboard and could hold chords and basic runs that
sounded so clean and strong, he rarely needed to retake a part.
Steadiest bass player Randy had ever known.

By
comparison, Rich’s playing had been more like one of those spiders
who had been dosed with pot smoke, trying to make a web and getting
it all wrong, but it still sounded like something funky and cool,
so he got away with it, most times. Rich had to retake his bass
parts a lot, though. Randy had listened to the various takes, and
noted that it took Rich several takes before he’d settle on one
bass part; listening to the previous takes was like watching the
evolution of mankind from a fish; by the time he was done, you
couldn’t believe it was the same song.

Randy’s
bass playing was always pretty straight and clean, unlike Rich’s,
which was usually pretty sloppy by everyone’s account. Randy tried
to find that magic spot between Reg’s ice-cold grooves coupled with
Rich’s fiery hooks. What he wound up with often felt like slush. He
could play the parts cleaner than Rich, but they lacked something,
and he couldn’t get Reg’s monster tone to compensate.

Today,
he was going to find his own sound, if it killed him. He turned on
the multi-track, slipped the earphones on, and plugged the violin
bass into the old Zoom effects unit. He started punching buttons
and plucking gamely at the strings, searching for a sound that
wasn’t like either of them. It took some time, but he eventually
heard something in a sound that had a bit of flange, a fair bit of
chorus, and a lot of compression. The effect was called Fat
Horsie.

He
started tweaking it until it sounded right to him, scooping out the
mids and boosting the treble and bass until it had the right amount
of slap and bottom end. He looked at the time; only took him two
fucking hours. He saved the sound, and then started searching for a
track to try it out on. He settled on an old Distance track Rich
had been remixing for a bonus disc to go with the concept album
he’d been planning. Randy didn’t feel ready to take on any of
Rich’s unfinished pieces yet, but perhaps if he played along to
some of Reg’s old tracks, he might get up the nerve.

Reg’s
bass line on No Matter What was deceptively tricky; it followed all
the changes pretty closely, but Reg had a knack for throwing in the
odd blue note that didn’t sound right until he changed it, and then
it made sense. Controlled Dissonance, Rich used to it. Randy just
thought it was freaky how Reg played it wrong and it still sounded
right. It was a song Randy had started writing using a lyric penned
by Drake, and then Rich had written some parts for it and it turned
into this mini-prog piece that they’d all had to struggle with a
bit to get down, but it had really rocked. Listening to it now, in
the cleaned up form Rich had gotten it to, it sounded pretty
fantastic, but it was lacking a little something. Perfect track for
Randy to try to spruce up.

He
rehearsed the part a few times, until he was pretty happy with the
line, and then jabbed at a few buttons until everything lit up
properly. Randy had his own multi-track at home these days, but
Rich’s had more bells and whistles. The drum machine sounded a
little synthetic, but Rich had shown him that the sound could be
beefed up in the mixing stage on the computer, so that it sounded
like a real drum kit, or close enough that only a professional
would know the difference. He supposed he'd have to figure that
trick out soon, too. First things first, though.

 


I Get Up, I Get Down

Randy
started recording, maneuvering his way through the bass parts as
best he could, but he started to flounder and had to stop.
Something wasn’t right. He was playing the part cleanly enough. The
effect fit with the rest of the track. But something was missing.
Heh. Rich was always talking like that. It probably sounded just
fine, then. He rewound the track, turned on the stereo, switched it
to auxiliary, and listened to it through Rich’s speakers. He really
needed to upgrade those speakers. He sat down on Rich’s sofa and
listened carefully, eyes closed. There were some notes that needed
to be tweaked. The bass line wasn’t as easy as playing one riff per
chord progression. Reg had changed things up on alternating lines,
and of course made it sound easy.

Reg had
always seemed to him to be such a simple guy, but he had a way of
making things just complicated enough to keep him interested, which
turned out to be just a little trickier than it sounded











































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
SUDDEN

(aka The First Act of
The Approximate Distance To Limbo)

LEE EDWARD
McILMOYLE





tmp_cd7cbc603530bf21a377c86899bbf0dc_6SKvMQ_html_m540019d4.jpg





