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A white Cadillac SUV’s tires ground over the loose gravel that peppered the asphalt. Cal Chance turned into the Temecula South industrial park with smooth speed. Rock music cranked in the cabin from a satellite radio receiver. He cruised past minor warehouses and business toward the outer reaches, where big trucks could park in the open and be loaded with touring equipment. The roll up door on his space hadn’t been used for a proper load out in years. He pulled his SUV and parked across the front door- no one else would be there needing the space.    

Inside was dark and silent. Chance was tall and lanky, dark haired, and was not dressed like a rock star. His jeans were worn, sneakers new, and his t-shirt black. He didn’t wear a watch or gold chain, rather just two small black earrings in each ear. He had not shaved in three days. Colors covered both sinewy arms and birds sat atop both hands. He flipped on lights as he went.

Posters hung on walls of tours from decades past. Framed magazine covers and photos from late night show performances filled in the gaps. GLASS FIGURINES was always at the top of the bill; never a supporting act. The gold and platinum records did not hang on these walls, but looking at what he past, Chance felt like they were more valuable. These framed memories were evidence of where he had been, the depths of their success. These mementos were evidence of how he had made him a living, not the numbers of records they sold. Record sales were immense, but touring had been the lifeblood of the band.

Chance pulled open a pair of double doors and flipped down the door stops. He reached around a corner and flicked on the overhead lights. A large decorative rug filled the practice space. It was dead silent inside- sound dampening panels coating the walls. A thin layer of dust coated the elaborate drum set in the corner. Chance stared at it for a moment from the threshold before turning away.

Around a corner were the road cases. Kicking the break lever on a wheel, he was able to shove a mammoth black box out of the way. It rolled easily towards the loading ramp. A second, shorter case followed, exposing the row of guitar and basses propped up on end, like books in a library. Most were in heavy duty protective cases, but a few were in old, vintage cases, betraying the contents inside. 

Chance still had to look at the gaffer’s tape labels stuck to the top of each. The handwriting he didn’t recognize. It wasn’t his or Simone’s. Plus, neither of them was the good handwriting, meticulous, organizational type. 

Yurek? Chance wondered.

He thought about Yurek, and the text he received last week. He hadn’t responded back, and really should. He paused with a hand on a case. He felt like a thief raiding their old practice space. It was the Glass Figurines secret hide out, and he was the only one left. Simone was gone, Dayne moved one, and Yurek was... as shameful as it was to say... Yurek was part of the band, but not realty part of the band. He was a late add- a hired gun that only contributed in performances. Yurek tried to add more, but it was always him and Simone who made the music. Even Dayne was only really interested in just beating on his drums. 

Chance pulled out of his nosedive. He grabbed a case in each hand and toted them over to the practice space. He went back for more. Eight cases he laid out in two rows, cracking them open, exposing the instruments inside. 

Five were his basses. He liked one model and never played any other. A Gibson EB-0 was his very first bass, bought at a pawnshop with his first paycheck. It was a piece of junk, with many dings and a chunk of the mahogany from the lower horn missing. And despite all its flaws, it was perfect. Over the fifteen years that Glass Figurines dominated the rock scene, he played lots of different EB’s, chasing excellence in an instrument. He had found several that played and felt like perfection, but sometimes discovering that was a journey rather than a fact.

Simone, on the other hand, didn’t have two of the same models of guitar. An Eastwood Airline from 1959 nearly jumped out of its non-original case, capturing the eye with its gold sparkle paint job. Chance bobbed his head looking over the refinished instrument and checking the handle tag. That guitar would fetch a higher price than two of his basses.

Simone liked strange, non-American made, offset guitars. Soviet and Japanese were her favorites. You would never catch her playing a Fender or Gibson. The British racing green Pleasant SEV-218 in the next case was also, undoubtably refinished to give it its unique color. The road wear on this guitar was legitimate; the rising trend toward the ‘relic’ look could take a lesson from this guitar. There was a framed photo out in the hall with the band playing a New Year’s Eve show on MTV. This was the guitar in the shot. He made a mental note to snatch that down and sweeten the sale. 

The last guitar he opened was in its original case, slightly beat up and marked with stenciled spray paint. This one felt different opening. It had probably not been opened in over ten years. The strings were showing early signs of rust. While Simone would never play a big American brand guitar, this might have been the closest thing to an exception to that rule. Epiphone was owned by Gibson, but this BaxterMaster Deluxe was not a guitar that you would ever find on a wall at a Guitar Center or hometown music shop. The tag read, “1997 – Made in Korea (World Tour 99).” It was black, with a white pickguard and three mini humbuckers. As Chance recalled, only a couple hundred were made, a custom model for Skunk Baxter. It was exactly Simone’s style and she snagged one for their 1999 world tour...

...And the time they spent in the recording studio. 

Chance jumped up and ran out in the hall. Next to the big framed photo of the New Year’s Eve show was a smaller photo. It was the three original members all jammed in a tiny room, taken with a fish eye lens. Simone was up on the mic, half turned to the camera, eyes screwed shut, singing a fierce note. The guitar was not identifiable from the picture, but Chance pulled it off the wall anyway. He couldn’t stop staring at the black and white photo. Dayne was mid- beat. He stood in black jeans, a wide stance. It was the perfect band photo. Yurek played on stage with them this tour and he became a permanent member the next album. The photo was most likely taken by their new guitar player and felt like a last capture from a distinct era of the band.

The frames came off the wall, both of them. Chance went back into the practice room and laid the photos with their respective guitars. But the black and white photo from Japan didn’t want to leave his hand. He dug at fifteen-year-old memories of a week spent in that little studio. They had done demos for albums in little spaces like that in the past, but that wasn’t what that session was, exactly...

Chance pulled up the BaxterMaster and flipped it around to get a better look at the whole instrument. Coupled with the photo, and the story (the story always sold), this rare guitar, custom designed for a legend, and owned by another legend, would fetch a high price. Thinking about it, it could be the most expensive guitar he owned. If he was going to keep any of Simone’s guitars for himself, this would be the one.

Inside the case, in the headstock well, a black notebook caught his eye. It blended in with the case liner, camouflaging itself from notice. Chance snatched it out and set the guitar back.

Strange thing to be sitting under the guitar rather than in the little storage compartment, he thought.

It was Simone’s riff journal. He had his own song notebooks, and so did she. But this looked to be just for guitar parts. He flipped through the pages. Dates from the summer of ’99 adorned the top edges. They spent time in the studio in October. The changing colors of the leaves was what he remembered most from that time. Growing up in Gainesville, they never really got the classic fall experience. Japan, funny enough, had that. This whole guitar might not have been touched since then. 

“Not you,” he said to the empty room.

The other cases were buttoned up. The back of the Cadillac was stacked. One framed photo was added to the haul. The other went on his passenger seat. Chance turned off all the lights and closed all the doors. He stepped out into the concrete and evening light.  

Leaning against the outside wall, under a fluorescent sconce, Chance pulled out a crinkled pack of Camel cigarettes. He popped out an old matchbook that adjoined the pack, and stuck a light. The night was silent in the valley, except for the constant roar of cars in the distance. After two minutes of being protected by the comforting smell, he flicked the butt away and jumped into his ride. Lights came on, and the Cadillac departed. The warehouse resumed its previous tomb like state. 
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Gainesville, Florida – 1990
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A college bar in Gainesville, Florida, is like every other mid-sized college bar anywhere in America. It was a cross between a clubhouse and a dive, but with more space. The Third Rail had a screen door, fans constantly turning on high ceilings, a scuffed checkered vinyl floor, and wood paneling walls. It was unobtrusive, like a sandwich shop with some taps that happened to stay up late. College sports played on big boxes high above the bar. At 4 P.M. on a Thursday, a smattering of kids and old people with nothing better to do, took up chairs and tables.

Chance was behind the bar cutting fruit. He was on standby to run out said sandwiches, when Simone Krause walked in. An acoustic guitar case hung in her hand. She scanned the room before approaching the bar. Chance, standing a foot taller than her, didn’t put down the knife.

“Excuse me,” she said, placing the case on the ground and standing up to cross her arms. “I talked with the manager, Berry, last weekend. He said I could do a set today. At five?”

“Okay, sure,” Chance said, still lopping limes in quarters. “You just use the usual stage over there in the big window. Feel free to set it up however you like.”

He paused to look up and really see the girl who came in. She was small, and blonde, and thin, and pretty. Girl-down-the-street, not a movie star. She looked nervous and apprehensive. 

“Do you go to U of F?” Chance asked.

“Yeah, do you?” she asked, picking up her case and looking at the small stage area.

“Yep, I'm a freshman.” 

“You are 18? They let you work in a bar?”

“I’m just not allowed to pour,” Chance grinned back, “unless its late and we get busy. How old are you?”

“I’m a sophomore. I just turned 20.”

“And Berry let you play in the bar?”

“I told him I’m twenty-one. And yeah, apparently, I gotta do a couple thirsty Thursday shows before he will let me play a bigger one.”

“Yeah, that’s the way it works around here,” Chance said, “If you do good- mainly fill up the time- Berry will give you more shows. If you get a full band, that’s the best way to secure a weekend.”

Simone nodded, looking around at the stage. “You can fit a whole band up there?”

“My band fit up there. It’s five of us. Slingshot and the Blackberry Boys. That’s what were called. Pretty cramped. But a three-piece would be perfect,” Chance said with a grin. “What kind of music do you play?”

“I guess your gunna find out,” Simone answered as she turned. She plucked up her acoustic case and went to set up.

“Stop staring at the act,” Berry said, coming up behind Chance and startling him.

Chance went back to his tasks, but his eyes kept shooting to her. Even with his gaze diverted, his ears were on the sound.

Simone changed clothes for the show. Her sneakers and collared t-shirt were swapped out for heels and a checkered farm-girl blouse. Her round, European face and swooped-over blonde hair were lit up by the overhead stage light and backlit by the dying light from the window behind. He voice ranged from soft and sweet, to raw and powerful. Her timing was impeccable, but she had a habit of closing her eyes. While everyone in the bar was captivated by the girl, Chance was fixed on the playing, rather than the beauty and presence.

More people trickled into the Third Rail. The bar had a full line of people standing with their backs to the TV’s and drinks, watching Simone. Chance bounced around, running baskets of food and clearing glasses, while Simone ramped up her performance. Finger style songs progressed into chords with a pick. She moved to standing, pushing the stool back from her mark. The open guitar case at the foot of the step-up stage became littered with crinkled green. Forty-five minutes slipped by before anyone was prepared for the end. The sun had set outside of the big stage window, and Simone announced her last song.

“I think I’ll pull back my seat for this one,” she said, drawing the stool back to the mic. The bar was quiet, apart from the clinking of glass and street noise through the screened door. “The music from this one is a jazz standard, but the words are mine. Thank you all for stopping to watch me play. I hope to be back soon. This one is called, ‘Bumper sticker.’”
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“You sure know what you are doing,” Berry said. All the patrons had paid their compliments and Simone was packing up. “Drew them in slow with the soft songs, cranked it up, and then let them down gently.”

“I’m glad that all worked out. Just seemed like a natural progression. Book-matching or a callback or something,” Simone said. 

“It did. Do the same thing and I’d be happy to have you back.”

“A Friday night?” Simone asked, clicking the last latch on her case.

“If you can do that again, I would consider it. A Friday or Saturday would need two forty-five-minute sets. That’s when you get to play for more than just tips. Think you have enough material for that?”

“I can. With a repeat or two, I can do that. That’s headlining the whole night?”

“A girl with an acoustic guitar, as good as you are, is not playing up to last call. That’s a whole band job. Get some practice under your belt and you’ll get there,” Berry said, starting to walk away. “You got our number. Phone over and we can get you scheduled for next time.”

“I see you lurking over there, Freshman.”

Chance came forward, two wax cups with lids and straws in hand.

“I figured you’d want some water. There is ice in it.”

She flared her eyes and took the cup. After a long pull on the straw, she sighed.

“I did need that. So, what is your take on my set? Everyone seems to have one.”

“I heard Berry say you need a band.”

“He did not say that,” Simone jest back. “He said bands close out the night, not solo female artists.”

“I play bass,” Chance stated. It was said as a safe offer.

“There are other bars in this town,” Simone said playfully. “What about your Huck Finn band, or whatever?” 

“I can sing and I write songs too. We should jam. Find a drummer. You are the perfect front-man. My band is just screwing around. I can see you going places.”

“Well, thank you. And I do plan on going places. I’ve got some connections in the music industry. My dad wants me to finish college first. So, I’m gaining experience while I study.”

“Play with me tomorrow,” Chance said. “I’m done with classes at noon. There is the little amphitheater in the plaza. I’ll bring my acoustic.” 

“You will be there?” Simone asked skeptically.

“I always do what I say.”

“How do I know you are any good? Worth my time?”

“I’m not just in Slingshot and the Blackberry Boys, I am Slingshot.”

“You are Slingshot? You play bass and lead the band?” Simone asked with eyebrow raised.

“I’m Cal. I can play. You’ll see.”

“I guess we will,” Simone said. She shook her ice filled cup at him. 

Simone walked out of the Third Rail, into the night, guitar case in hand.
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Glass Figurines: Live at Red Rocks- 2001
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Music pumped down to the chip-sealed, rough parking lot in the back of the amphitheater stage building as the limo pulled up. Staff bustled around and a camera crew drifted in. The sun had set behind the Rocky’s and the light was actively draining from purple sky. The band emerged, one by one, to hollering and cheers. A handful of fans had somehow spilled out from the general admission giant steps and towering slabs of the Red Rocks and found their way to a view of the arriving party.

Chance came first. Tall and lanky, his signature black dress shirt, untucked. His black hair was wet and unstyled with a fresh cut. He drank from a bottle of water as he followed the directions of a venue page. Simone emerged next. Sunglasses under her messy mane of blonde hair. The tea in her hand and sweater over her shoulders challenged the costum she would be wearing shortly. Chance towered a foot above his bandmate, pointing the way he had discovered they were to go. Mustard baseball cap worn backward, Dayne popped out of the white limo. He was only slightly taller than Simone, black, metal T-shirt with missing sleeves and black jeans. He looked like a fantasy dwarf come to life, pressed into the outfit of a rockstar. A fourth exited the vehicle and shut the door behind them all. The cameras focused on the lead of the procession and barely caught any footage of Yurek. 

Simone had her own dressing room. The boys split off into the larger room, door propped open, random people flitting in and out. Yurek did pushups while Dayne rolled sticks on a practice pad. Chance laid out on one of the couches lining the walls. Thumping bass from the opening band leaked through the ceiling and walls from the stage above. The clock on the wall read two times; six thirty-eight and negative fifty-two.

An older man, in his fifties, thinning hair and grey polo shirt stormed into the room. He plopped down on the couch at Chances’ feet, tossing a clipboard aside and pulling an ear piece away from his head. He grunted and rolled to the side to dislodge the walky-talky from his kidney area. His huffing and puffing was borderline serious as he finally became situated. 

“You alright, Laring?” Chance asked, one eyebrow raised.

“This film crew is giving me the shits,” he puffed. “How are you guys doing?”

“Got a good rest in today,” Yurek said. He walked across the room and began rummaging through cabinets.

“What are you doing?” Dayne said, exasperated. 

“Looking to see if there is some hairspray or something...”

The thick forearmed drummer put down his sticks and stormed over to the guitar player, visibly annoyed. They rummaged together. Laring slapped Chances boot and spoke in a quieter voice.

“Is our girl okay?”

Chance nodded. “Yeah, she is still fine. We talked again last night. She seems like she is getting over him. I haven’t seen her crying in at least a week.”

“Good, cuz this is a big show. The DVD sales on a live concert like this are really serious. We need everyone tip-top.”

“Best we’ve ever been,” Chance said, swinging himself up to sitting and off the couch. “And, hey. Tell security the back-stage-pass-radio-winners, or whatever- they only get half an hour, right after the show. In Denver, those people wouldn’t get out. I almost punched one in the neck!”

Laring nodded and flapped a hand after Chance, who left the dressing room.

Across the painted concrete floored hall, Chance leaned into the wall and knocked on the dressing room door. A half-slip of paper with the name “Simone Krause” was taped at eye level. The door cracked and a familiar face appeared.

“Thanks Debbie,” Chance said to Simones’ stylist, as she let him in. 

Simone stood in the mirror. Her hair was wavy in a deliberately messy fashion. She wore a short brown leather skirt over fishnet stockings and a sleeveless black Jack Daniels t-shirt. Her boots were mid-calf, and gave her a couple more inches of height. 

“Brett from the label called,” Simone said, working her eye make-up in the mirror. “He asked if I’d like to write a song for Swan Island.”

“Like go in the studio? Or give them one of yours?”

“He made it sound like it was to just give them one.”

“Brett,” Chance sneered. “Just you? Not like a Figurines song? Just a Simone Krause song?”

“Yeah,”

“You tell him to get bent, or what?”

“I said I’d think about it.”

“Why? That band is already trying to be us. Why would we give them something you wrote? You and I write all our stuff together. It’s a demonstratable fact that the hits don’t happen without the two of us.”

“I did say that. But at the same time, maybe it would be a good exercise? I mean, I’m sure you and I are going to do this together forever, but maybe there is something there- writing songs for other bands or movies?”

Chance frowned. He lounged back against the wall. “Why do I always feel under attack any time someone tries to think about, or plan out the future?”

“You’ve got some problems, honey,” Debbie chimed in.

“I’m thinking I just write them something bad. Send in some really snarky lyrics,”

Simone said, turning to wink at the tall bass player.

Chance barked out a laugh. “That I could support.”

“And I think I wanna do Moonburn tonight. You play acoustic- before we gear up for the finale?”

“You know production freaks out when you do these last-minute set changes!”  

“I know, I know! But I don’t care. It’s our show. If we are not having fun and this turns into work, I don’t want to do it!”

Chance grinned, “You are mocking me a little bit.”

“A little bit,” Simone confirmed, giving Chance a firm jaw pat.

“I’ll go tell Laring, before it’s too late,” Chance said, “And Yurek. He should probably play the lead line in the background. Maybe Dayne can just keep time on the kick...”
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Chance peaked around a pillar, up in the darkness of the side stage. The towering rock faces on either side of the amphitheater were lit up, like a wave of lava flowing down toward the stage. Ship and Creation Rock stood like protectors around the bowl below them. Speckles of white lights peppered the rising stairs that laid out before the stage. Streams of dark bodies cut flows through the crowd. People drifted in and out of rows and the bathrooms at the top of the upper plaza and the south entrance.

The stage was dark, but roadies worked in the low light, setting up instruments and equipment. Chance caught sight of his bass tech, Sven, pulling basses out of the stage case, testing the remote packs attached to the straps, penlight clamped between his lips. He heard a voice come over his dangling in ear monitor as a spotlight swung from the area of Pulpit Rock onto stage right.

Simone stood, bathed in light, smiling and waving to a surprised audience. The crowd erupted in a roar of cheers. Everyone stopped in place and looked toward the unexpected appearance. Holding a mic in one hand, and waving with the other, Simone waited seven
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