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Classical Music 

All last night the singing went on upstairs and nobody said a word. It was a rowdy group of friends who 
were musicians, producers and artists that had gotten together after a hard day’s work. Music and song 
of varying styles accompanied the event. This was a tight community and everyone respected, without 
complaint, the musicians on stage. Drinking started at sunset and went on until the alcoholic resource 
was exhausted. These “debriefing sessions” as they were called, seemed like a sacred ritual that they 
performed various times a week. This time around, the event was held at The Note, a well-known and 
popular night club that occupied the top floor of a two-story building. 

Many words could be used to describe the ambience, but “quiet” was not one of them. People formed 
into thematic clusters, each group discussing some aspect of their lives, their music, or their love lives. 
Each had a story of joy or woe to tell and an audience eager to take it in. A corner of one of the main 
rooms was used as an improvised stage that was rarely unused. The music varied, sometimes with the 
mood of the musician or his specific genre. It wasn’t unusual to hear hip hop which then almost 
magically morphed into blues. The musicians expressed their feelings through their music. The 
community that attended the debriefing sessions inherently knew this and celebrated each piece. 

The group of musicians that were pounding out rock tunes decided that they needed a recharge so they 
abandoned the makeshift stage in search of sustenance. 

Ben made his way, often staggering, to the bar. He served himself some more spiked punch while he 
listened to the musicians ramble on about their next gig. On his way back to wherever he was he walked 
by the makeshift stage and noticed a grand piano behind the modern instruments. He hesitated a bit 
while he looked at the piano, trying to stay upright. After a few seconds, as though he had made up his 
mind, he went behind the instruments and sat down at the piano. 

Ben closed his eyes and let his hands take on a life of their own. The piano began to vibrate and the 
notes filled the air. A classical piece followed another. Ben’s hands moved with deadly accuracy, hitting 
their intended targets without fail. At times, the people were sure that Ben was playing two or even 
three pieces at the same time. He dominated the piano and then as suddenly as he started, he stopped. 

A man, with a glazed look, approached Ben. 

“Hey man, that was awesome!” 

Ben looked at him, not knowing whether the glazed look was a result of the alcohol or some illicit 
substance. 

“Thanks dude… my m’ther said that classical music would be my density,” Ben said, slurring some of the 
words. 

“Man, you were born to do this!” said the young man. 

“I know, I know! I’ve been playing the piano since I could walk. I was readin’ music at three. I was in 
concerts by gage 4. You couldn’t be more right dude. I wasn’t just born to do this, I was born doing it!” 
said Ben as though he was mocking himself. 

* * * * * 

When Ben woke up he was in his apartment and the phone was ringing as though it was an alarm clock.  
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“Please stop,” said Ben to the source of the racket as he dragged himself to the phone and answered it. 

“Hey Ben! Where are you?” said an exasperated voice. 

“Huh? I don’t know where I am, but it looks an awful lot like my apartment.” 

“Get your ass over here!” 

“What? Where?” 

“The audition! We have an audition today to pick out a singer! Who the hell else is going to sing your 
songs!?” 

“What? The rehearsal isn’t until one today, what are you talking about?” 

“Ben, I’ll give you 15 seconds to check your watch, another 10 minutes to come back to life and another 
30 to be at the studio!” 

Ben checked the time. It was 2 PM! 

“What!? Holy crap! It’s two!” he said as he hung up and rushed into the bathroom. Without even taking 
his clothes off he jumped into the shower. The hot water ran down his body as he removed his clothes 
and poured some shampoo on his head and just washed his whole body. He stepped out of the shower 
leaving his clothes soaking wet on the shower floor. He found a towel and dried himself while he looked 
for something to wear. He found some clean clothes, courtesy of the service that he hired to assure that 
his apartment would be kept tidy and that he would always have clean clothes at his beck and call. 

He grabbed his cell phone on the way out of his apartment. He called while waiting for the elevator. 

“Rich, I am coming down.” 

Ben got off at the basement parking garage and headed to the pickup zone where Rich was already 
waiting. After he got into the car it sped off immediately. Rich was aware of the daily schedule and knew 
exactly where to go. 

“Good morning sir,” said Rich, a tall slender man in his late twenties. 

“Morning Rich,” answered Ben, although his head was somewhere else. 

“I hope you slept well.” 

“Slept? I was catatonic. Do I need to thank you for getting me back in my apartment?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“I appreciate that you have my back.” 

“Thank you sir.” 

Then Rich changed his demeanor. 

“Ben, I can’t always be there. You have to be more careful with your drinking.” 

Ben looked at him. He hated when people got preachy around him. Usually he would fire back 
aggressively to get them off his back, but he went a long way back with Rich. Rich didn’t have to be 
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driving him around, yet there was more to it than that. He knew Rich held him in high regards and just 
wanted to help. Worse, he knew Rich was right. 

“I know.” 

Soon the car arrived at the studio. Ben went upstairs to the control booth. Once he entered the booth 
the people there just stared at him. 

“Ben, we’re over an hour behind! We’ve got people ready to audition who have been waiting! You need 
to pull yourself together. This production is important,” said Paul, one of the producers. 

“Yeah, I got it. Let’s get moving.” 

“Geez Ben, I don’t know how someone so brilliant can be so stupid!” finished Paul as he handed Ben the 
list of people that were called to the audition. 

“What are we looking for today?” asked Ben, trying to hide his embarrassment for not remembering the 
day’s game plan. 

“Today we audition for the female lead. They’ll be singing the second song that you wrote for the play,” 
said Miranda, the third producer. 

The first woman went on the small stage that was located on the lower level. The musicians started to 
play the second song, “In Your Touch”. She had a great voice and the approving murmurs filled the 
booth. Ben agreed, she had a great voice, but there was something missing. He wanted the voice to be 
heartfelt, passionate, and although talented, this candidate did not have that. 

In the next hour they heard about 15 more candidates. Some were not at the level that the small group 
of producers wanted, others were not good at all. It was then that they noticed that there was some 
commotion in the studio. 

“What’s going on?” asked Miranda. 

A security guard was the one that answered. 

“Sorry, Miss Jennings, one of the candidates does not want to wait her turn.” 

A woman then burst into the studio shoving some of the other candidates. 

“What kind of show are you people running here?” 

“Miss, you’ll have to wait your turn,” said Miranda. 

“Wait my turn? Did you say wait my turn? I should have been out of here an hour ago! You started over 
an hour late! I consider this a lack of respect to people of my talent. You’re lucky I came in and had the 
patience to wait for all of these mediocre singers to have their turn!” 

The other candidates did not take kindly to her remark and started getting feisty. The security guard had 
called for re-enforcements and was having trouble controlling the group of women while his colleagues 
arrived. 

“Mediocre? Why don’t you put your money where your mouth is!” yelled one of the women. 
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“Honey, that’s exactly what I am going to do! Just listen, you might learn something.” 

“Learn? From you? All you could do with your shrieks is scare cats!” 

“So says you. Go ahead, embarrass yourself. Let’s hear what you can do. Then prepare to hear singing 
the way it was meant to be heard.” 

Ben got close to the speaker system. 

“And what is your name?” 

The woman looked up to the booth. She saw Ben standing over the speaker system just behind Miranda. 

“Juliet.” 

“Fine Juliet, we’ll hear you after the next candidate.” 

Juliet gave the other singer a smirk and took a few steps back. The other singers gave Juliet the evil eye 
for jumping the line. 

The woman took the sheet music, looked at it for a few seconds and then signaled. The musicians 
started the music and the singer started the audition. Her voice was heartfelt. She put energy into the 
song and into her movements as though she wanted to let Juliet know who the better singer was. At the 
end of her song her voice tapered off and the musicians finished playing. 

“She’s good,” said Paul. 

Ben just nodded. She was good, but he wanted to hear the others before he made any remarks. 

Then without warning Juliet started to sing a cappella. She did not look at the sheet music which was 
typically necessary because the people that came to the audition did not know what they were going to 
sing. The musicians hurried to start playing at the spot corresponding to where Juliet was singing. 

Ben just stared at her. Her voice was exceptional. He had never heard anyone sing like that before. It 
filled the studio. Paul and Miranda did not say anything. They too were captivated by this obnoxious 
candidate. Finally Juliet finished the song. 

“That was unbelievable!” said Miranda. 

Paul looked at Ben. 

“I want her,” said Ben. 

“I know she is good, but her first impression wasn’t,” Paul responded. 

“What do you think Miranda?” asked Ben. 

Miranda thought about it for a moment, her gaze moving upwards towards the ceiling. 

“She’s trouble, but I’m with Ben.” 

Paul looked at both of them. 

“Yeah, she’s trouble alright. Hopefully she won’t sink the ship.” 
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Miranda picked up the phone and pressed a few buttons. 

“Alex, audition is over. Tell the last candidate to come up,” Miranda told the person at the other end of 
the line and then hung up. 

Everyone adjourned to the conference room where they had a large wooden table and various flat panel 
screens of varying sizes. The three sat down. 

“What preparations do we need to make?” asked Paul. 

“We’re all set. We’ve got the studio for two weeks starting on Monday. The musicians have been 
reserved. The editing staff is ready to go as soon as we give the go,” replied Miranda. 

Paul got up when he saw that the candidate had arrived, escorted by a security guard. He went over to 
her and gestured for her to follow him into the conference room. Soon they were all seated. Juliet took 
a seat and glanced around to get a better look at the three producers. 

“You are a good singer,” said Paul. 

“Really? I always thought I was an excellent singer,” responded Juliet. 

Paul let out a nervous chuckle. 

“We’re going to go ahead with you, we just need you to answer a few questions,” said Miranda. 

Juliet was visibly annoyed, “A few questions? You people are an hour late and you still question my 
talent? I could be somewhere else; I don’t need this!” 

Juliet started to move in her seat, as though preparing to waltz out of the conference room. She hoped 
that they were desperate enough to bend to her will, as everyone else did. 

“You know, we are desperate to fill this vacancy. We haven’t found the right voice, until now. But if we 
are going to work together, it is you who has to want to work with us. We’re desperate, not stupid,” said 
Paul. 

Juliet didn’t know how to answer that. But she had never been told off and considered walking, but then 
she remembered why she was there. Her job history was impressive, but the songs that she would 
interpret would reach a wide audience, something her previous singing jobs never did. She wasn’t 
desperate, but she was ambitious. 

“Fine. Questions.” 

“What is your previous experience?” asked Miranda. 

Juliet reached into her portfolio and took some sheets which she passed out. The three producers 
skimmed over them. 

“Impressive,” said Paul. 

“These positions pay better than we can. Why are you willing to take a pay cut?” asked Paul. 

“Exposure. I’m a damn good singer, the best. I want more people to hear me. My previous jobs have 
paid more, but here I can earn more in the long run.” 
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“Have you had any formal training?” asked Miranda. 

“No. Schools are beneath me,” Juliet responded. 

Paul and Miranda looked at each other, briefly glimpsing at Ben who seemed to be unfazed by Juliet’s 
superiority complex. 

Juliet noticed that Ben had remained quiet. She figured that he was at the lowest level of the three. 

“You’re awfully quiet. Nothing to ask?” she said to Ben. 

Ben looked up from the papers he was reading. 

“Can you sing? Oh wait, you already answered that,” he replied. 

“Welcome to the team. Be here on Monday at 9 AM,” said Miranda. 

Juliet got up ready to leave, but Paul stopped her. 

“Wait, these are for you,” he told her while handing her an envelope. 

“What’s this, an advance?” Juliet asked. 

“They’re tickets to Sonic View. We’re having a launch party,” he answered, completely ignoring her last 
remark. 

Sonic View was a local hot spot for dancing and drinking. 

Juliet slightly raised her eyebrow and then took the envelope. She quickly turned and exited the 
conference room. She knew better than to show any excitement over having tickets to one of the most 
exclusive clubs in the area. 

“I hope we don’t regret taking her in. She’s such an ass,” said Miranda. 

“She wants this. She’ll huff and puff, but never strong enough to bring the house down,” said Ben. 

“How can you be so sure?” asked Paul. 

Ben looked at him for a moment before responding. 

“She’s just a Potemkin village.” 

* * * * * 

The music blared, making the glasses on the table vibrate. Ben had arrived early and was well into his 
third drink when Paul and Miranda arrived. They ordered drinks and left them on the table as soon as 
they arrived. Ben watched them dance. Soon, others from the team arrived. They took tables near Ben. 
They were all together, yet formed their own little groups. 

“Hey Ben, how are you doing?” 

Ben looked up to greet Tony, the club’s proprietor. 

“Doing good Tony. Looks like business is booming.” 
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“Yeah, the Sonic View is hot right now, so I thought I’d cash in. A few months ago it was the Silver 
Streak, who knows which one will be next,” replied Tony. 

After some chit chat, Tony returned to his duties. Ben had met him when he played in a band. Thanks to 
Ben’s skills at composing, Tony had a lucrative career in the music business. 

This is when Ben saw Juliet. She was a few tables down, with a few friends. Ben observed her closely. 
She had been endowed with the right physical appearance; the kind that had men at her feet. Although 
he considered her physically attractive, that wasn’t what he was looking at. To him, she just wasn’t 
attractive at all in the way that the world saw her. 

Soon Paul and Miranda joined Ben. 

“Aren’t you going to dance?” Miranda asked Ben. 

“Maybe later,” responded Ben as he gestured the waiter for another drink. 

“How are we going to do this?” asked Paul. 

‘This one is different. They want the songs to accompany the play. These people are already eyeing a 
possible transition to a movie and a soundtrack,” said Miranda. 

“This project can turn out to be the most lucrative that we’ve done so far,” added Paul. 

“Four songs, we have them, and now we have the singer,” said Ben as he turned to look at Juliet. 

Paul and Miranda noticed that Ben was looking at something and both instinctively turned their heads. 

“There she is, our hope to our most lucrative project,” said Miranda. 

Ben noticed that Juliet was still talking with her friends. This is when a young man approached her and 
said something to her. Ben couldn’t hear any of the conversation, but knew all too well the body 
language of the man to know that he was asking her to dance. She turned to look at him and eyed him 
from head to foot and then made a gesture with her hand to shoo him off. 

As the night went on and Ben lost count of the drinks that he had had he also lost count of the number 
of men that had asked Juliet to dance. To him, they all seemed like clones, all made from the same mold, 
young, physically endowed and rich. By her expression, Ben could tell that she was being condescending 
to them. He started to get up from his table, only to find that the ground seemed to move. He paused to 
get a bearing and adjust to his standing position. 

“Going somewhere Ben?” asked Paul. 

“Dance.” 

Ben stood up and made his way to Juliet’s table. Why did he have the impulse to ask her to dance when 
he wasn’t attracted to her and would most likely be turned away, like all the men before him? 

The area where Juliet was with her friends was dark. Strong light behind Ben did not let her see who it 
was as he stood over her table. She looked up, interrupting her chatter, and made the typical diva facial 
expression, expecting him to ask her to dance. 

“Shut up and dance,” Ben said. 
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She squinted, trying to see who so blatantly had spoken to her, but there was something about him that 
compelled her. Something about the way that he didn’t beg as all the others appeared to do. She 
extended her hand, symbolically asking him to pull her away from the table. Ben complied and soon 
they were on the dancing floor. 

She recognized him as soon as they entered a better lighted area, 

“So, you do speak!” She told Ben. 

“Only when I have something to say,” he replied. 

And they danced. Ben saw that she was a skilled dancer. He tried some advanced dance moves and she 
responded perfectly. 

“Take me all the way,” she said. 

And he did. Ben found that she was able to keep up with him. She knew every dance step that he tried. 
They danced to one song and another. He loved dancing; it made him feel liberated. It was if they were 
flying, away from all the crowds and expectations of the people around them. 

* * * * * 

The next day Ben found himself in bed. He awakened. He remembered the dancing, but not much else 
after that. He assumed that Rich had once again helped him get back to his apartment. He checked the 
clock: 9:30 AM. Good, he was still on time. 

After taking a shower he looked at himself in the mirror. He looked horrible. His face had no color, at 
least not one that showed life. If anything, he look rather like an undead. Luckily, many dates ago he had 
dated a woman who was a professional makeup artist. She showed him some tricks on how to cover up 
the effects of his hang overs. He headed to the kitchen for some breakfast, but he had no appetite and 
decided to skip the food. 

Rich was waiting for him downstairs. 

“Good morning.” 

“Good morning Rich,” Ben replied. 

The ride to the studio was silent and uneventful. 

Once at the destination Ben reunited with Miranda and Paul. It was the weekend and they had two full 
days to get everything ready. Getting ready for the first rehearsal was laborious, although most of the 
work had already been done. Saturday was just to go over everything to insure that everything was in its 
place ready for Monday. Sunday was the just-in-case day to resolve any problems that came up. 

Ben began feeling his anxiety slowly creeping in. He had a hard time when he was sober. As usual, he 
had the Sacred Flask with him and quickly subdued the anxiety with a swig. 

“Everything is in order,” said Paul. 

“Sound test ok?” asked Miranda. 

“Yeah, from mic to media,” answered Paul. 
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“Looks like we can sleep in tomorrow,” added Ben. 

“Yeah,” answered Paul. 

“How was it for you yesterday? It looked like you had good time. I hadn’t seen you dance like that in a 
long time,” said Miranda. 

Ben looked at her. She was right. It had been a long time since he danced. 

“What happened after that? I don’t remember much after the club closed,” asked Ben. 

“Oh, nothing much. We helped you to your car and Rich took over from there,” Paul replied. 

There was a pause then Paul continued, “You should really think about your drinking.” 

Ben looked at him and then at Miranda. There was an awkward moment because Paul and Miranda 
didn’t know how Ben was going to react. 

“Yeah, I’ll look into that,” Ben responded, trying to shrug off the remark. 

Sure, Ben liked to drink, but he did not see it as a problem. Everyone drank. Alcohol was always at the 
center of the parties and social events that he attended. It seemed that alcohol and music went hand in 
hand. He didn’t see anything out of the ordinary indulging in drink while he enjoyed the company of 
fellow musicians. 

Sunday came and went and like a quick change in a movie’s scene, Miranda and Paul were at the studio 
on Monday morning. 

“It’s nine-thirty and Ben isn’t here yet. I would be upset except that Juliet isn’t here either,” Paul told 
Miranda. 

Miranda rolled her eyes. 

“Let’s just hope that Ben gets here first. Juliet wasn’t too happy about us falling behind schedule at the 
audition,” Miranda answered him. 

Ben was downstairs in the lobby, heading towards the elevator when he saw Juliet. He increased his 
pace and caught up to her. They both entered the elevator as their gaze met. 

“You’re late,” Ben said. 

“I like to train people early. The sooner you realize that I’m in control, the better. After all, I am the 
star,” she snapped back at Ben 

“Besides, you’re late too!” She added. 

“I just overslept,” Ben responded. 

After a moment of silence Ben spoke again. 

“I’m heading to a debriefing session tonight at 9. Want to come?” 

“What is that?” Juliet asked. 

“Yeah, that. With music and drink, at Lilah’s Place? You know?” 
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Juliet looked at Ben. She was familiar with Lilah’s Place, yet another exclusive hangout of the musically 
gifted. The elevator reached their destination and both got out. Juliet did not answer Ben’s initial 
question. 

Paul and Miranda turned in their direction as they heard the door open and saw them enter the studio. 

“Ready for today?” Ben asked. 

“We were expecting you… both at nine sharp,” said Paul. 

Ben just smiled as he rummaged through a stack of music sheets looking for the song that Juliet was 
going to sing. 

“Juliet?” asked Miranda, not wanting to let her off the hook. 

Juliet did not hesitate to set the record straight. 

“Busy. I may be late sometimes. You’ll just have to get used to it.” 

Paul and Miranda briefly looked at each other. 

“Let’s get started. Ben, do you have the music?” asked Miranda. 

“Yeah,” was Ben’s response as he gave Juliet the sheet music. 

“Today is preproduction rehearsal. We’ll be doing this for a week before we begin formal recording. It 
will give you time to become familiar with the music and for us to make any pertinent changes when we 
listen to the tapes,” said Miranda. 

Juliet looked at the sheet music for about a minute. 

“Ok, got it. I don’t need rehearsals. I am the best at what I do,” she quipped. 

Soon everyone was at their places. The two musicians began playing the music. Just on cue Juliet began 
singing. 

Paul and Miranda once again looked at each other. 

“She really is good!” said Paul. 

“Yeah, a good pain the in the …” added Miranda, her voice fading on the last word. 

“Exceptional I would say, yet I feel there could be more,” added Ben. 

About 15 minutes into the rehearsal Juliet suddenly stopped singing. 

Ben pressed a button and spoke into the microphone. 

“What’s up Juliet? Why the break?” 

“It’s too stuffy in here, get some air going,” she responded. 

“We can’t use the air while recording, its flow interferes with our sensitive equipment,” responded Paul. 

Juliet frowned. 
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“Then it’s break time, I won’t sing until I’ve cooled down.” 

Juliet removed her headphones and exited the studio. 

“She’s been complaining about one thing or another! At this rate we are going to fall behind,” Miranda 
told Paul and Ben. 

The rest of the day went on with Juliet complaining or whining about something or other. If it wasn’t the 
“incompetent” musicians, it was the inferior equipment. Miranda and Paul were visibly fed up with 
Juliet’s ranting; Ben made it through the day taking an occasional swig from his Sacred Flask. 

Even though Paul, Miranda and Ben felt that Juliet had caused the timeline to fall behind, Juliet’s singing 
was exceptional, and as she had said, she didn’t really need any rehearsals. 

“Well, we’re done for today,” said Paul, relieved that he had survived the day. 

Miranda looked at Juliet through the cabin’s glass pane. 

“Are we supposed to put up with her attitude?” asked Miranda. 

“Maybe it should be her that has to put up with ours,” said Ben as he smiled. 

Juliet came into the booth to get her stuff. 

“See you tomorrow,” said Paul. 

“Maybe, depends if nothing else comes up,” Juliet quickly responded as she put on her jacket and flicked 
her hair. 

“That’s not how this works Juliet. We need you here tomorrow, promptly at ten” said Miranda. 

Juliet gave Miranda a nasty look. 

“I don’t think you people know who I am. I’ve played at internationally renowned venues. My audience 
has included dignitaries and royalty,” Juliet snapped at Miranda. 

“And I don’t think you know who we are,” Ben interjected, then continued. 

“That’s Miranda and Paul, producers. They take hopefuls and turn them into stars. Have you heard of 
Roy Tannon?” 

Juliet scoffed, “Of course, everyone has!” 

“He went platinum about a year ago. Miranda and Paul put him there with their expertise and talent. As 
for me, I am the music. Together, we take street urchins like yourself and give them that chance that 
most just dream about. Now, let’s see who you are. Are you platinum? Oh, wait, you don’t have an 
album. If you still think that we need you more than you need us then there’s the door, don’t come 
back. You have an exceptional voice, and I emphasize exceptional, but it is not unique.” 

Juliet glared at them. With her portfolio, how could this man call her a street urchin! 

“And this is coming from a drunk?” she angrily snapped at him. 

“Yeah, it is,” Ben responded. 
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Juliet glared at Ben, giving Miranda and Paul quick glimpses. She then snatched up her purse and darted 
for the door. As she walked by Ben she paused and slightly turned her head in his direction. 

“See you at Lilah’s,” she said as she picked up her pace and exited the studio. 

Ben’s serious face turned into a smile. 

“I can’t believe you said all that to her! And if she doesn’t come back?” said Miranda. 

“She’ll be back. It was just important to establish the pecking order,” said Ben. 

* * * * * * * 

As usual, Lilah’s place was filled to the point of overflow. Ben arrived there a few minutes before nine 
and waited. He chuckled to himself when he saw Juliet arrive at nine. He made a subtle hand signal 
which Juliet saw. 

She looked around and saw the crowd outside. 

“Are you expecting to get inside? Look at the crowd, and I’ve heard that these parties are exclusive. I 
was surprised that you knew of them,” she said. 

Ben didn’t say anything, he just gestured with his head for Juliet to follow him. They went around the 
crowd to where two hulky security guards were standing menacingly near the entrance. One of them 
saw Ben and immediately removed the cord from one of the stanchions.  

“Hey Ben,” said one of the guards. 

“Hi Jerry,” was Ben’s response as he and an impressed Juliet went inside Lilah’s place. 

The music and signing went on all night. Ben and Juliet indulged in dance and drink. At one point the 
musicians stopped playing. Ben got up on stage, took a seat in front of the piano, and started playing 
one of the songs that Juliet was recording. 

She set her drink aside and joined him on stage. She took the microphone and started to sing.  Ben gave 
her a glance. She was beautiful. He could tell that singing to her was what flying was to birds, it was 
what music was to him. He smiled. 

As she sang she noticed that many of the people present had interrupted their activity to watch her sing. 
She figured that she was that good to make people turn and take notice. She slowly looked around the 
room to take in every detail. 

When the song finished Ben switched over to classical music. Juliet was taken aback. She did not see Ben 
as someone who would be interested in classical music. She thought she recognized the piece, but 
couldn’t put her finger on which one it was. She got down from the stage and recovered her drink. The 
piece he was playing was riveting. She was watching Ben play the piano, completely absorbed by the 
piece he was playing when a man came up to her. 

“He’s something else. He has a real gift. Few can create music of that caliber.” 

“The piece he is playing is beautiful. I had classical training and I can’t name it,” said Juliet. 



13 
 

“That’s because it didn’t exist before tonight. I wonder if it is something he’s had in his head or whether 
he just made it up. Look at that, many are recording or live streaming. Another of Ben’s pieces to go 
viral,” replied the man. 

She turned around and faced the man to fully process what he had just said. Could someone compose 
such an elaborate piece on the spot? 

“I’m Mike, by the way,” he said once she was facing him. 

“Juliet,” she replied, paused then continued. 

“I noticed that everyone was looking at me when I was singing. I never had a reaction like that before,” 
Juliet said, changing the subject. 

The man let out a chuckle. 

“Yes. Everyone wanted to see Ben’s next success so that when you are famous they can gloat that they 
saw you here first.” 

“I’m surprised Ben knew about these parties.” 

The man laughed out loud. 

“What’s so funny?” she asked, not being sure whether he was mocking her. 

“You have a long way to go missy. Look around. In part, what you see is Ben’s doing. Some years ago a 
small group of people, Ben and I included, founded these debriefing sessions to blow off steam, to 
resist, to jam and drink all night, and to freely express our creativity. As we made our clients famous, the 
event took on a life of its own. 80% of those that come here are rejected. What you see here are people 
that in some way have connections to the founding or offspring generations. 

“Exclusive places like Lilah’s hope that we’ll pick them to host a debriefing session and welcome us with 
open arms when we do. Now you’re part of it,” Mike said as he took a sip of his drink. 

Ben finished playing his piece and abandoned the stage to let the next musician have a turn. He fixed 
himself a drink and joined Juliet, who was now sitting at a table fiddling with some snacks. He sat down 
beside her, but a sensation of dizziness came over him and he had to pause. She noticed. 

“Are you ok?” 

“Yeah, just tired,” he said as he composed himself and took a sip of his drink. 

“I didn’t figure you for a classical music guy,” Juliet said. 

“Not everything is in plain sight,” he responded. 

“Why so much love?” 

Ben looked at Juliet. 

“Classical music is freedom. It is the dreams that we have. It is our unseen potential. It is our ability to 
rebel and make our voice heard. It is the beauty in life,” he responded. 
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It struck a chord with her. She contemplated the words and the meaning behind them. Ben noticed her 
expression and knew that she had connected with something he had said. 

“What’s your story? Why the rage?” 

She looked at him. For a moment she thought of telling him to buzz off, after all it wasn’t any of his 
damned business. But he asked. He was the only one that had ever asked. He was waiting for an answer, 
not like others that asked about her just for the sake of conversation or to get her into bed. 

“I am the typical abandoned child. And you?” 

“I am the atypical drunk,” he responded without delay. 

“Mike said you belong to the group responsible for these debriefing sessions,” she said, hoping to 
change the subject and prolong the conversation. 

“Yeah. Our small group needed someplace to belong. We all had our rage. Mike was on the verge of 
suicide. That’s how it all started. We got a place and decided to rock hard. If it was to be Mike’s last day 
here, at least he could be surrounded by music and friends. Something clicked with him. It clicked with 
all of us. We found that we were like-minded people and the music became our bond. The session 
became our anchor and our trampoline.” 

The night raged on. They danced. Each told anecdotes of life, of school and of failed projects. It was 
around 2 AM when Rich came about. 

“Ben, you’ve got work tomorrow.” 

Ben looked at Rich. He could barely tell what time it was. He had drank plenty, but not as much as when 
he was alone. Usually he just passed out and Rich got him home, but today he was going to be able to 
walk back to the car under his own power. 

“Juliet, this is Rich. He is a longtime friend that does me the favor of driving me around. We both have a 
busy day tomorrow. It’s time to call it a night.” 

After Rich and Juliet greeted each other, the three walked out of the club. Juliet pulled out her cell 
phone. 

“You need to call someone?” asked Ben. 

“A cab,” she automatically responded. 

“No need, I can take you,” said Rich. 

“I don’t want to be a bother,” she said. 

“If Rich said he’ll take you, he’ll take you. The car is this way,” said Ben as he started to walk in the car’s 
direction. 

Once they were under way, Juliet continued the conversation. 

“Why did you bring me to Lilah’s?” 

“I wanted you to know how beautifully you could sing,” said Ben without thinking about it. 
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“You heard me sing back at the studio.” 

“Yes, and as I said, your voice was exceptional, but at the session it was also beautiful.” 

“I don’t see the difference,” she continued. 

Ben turned to face her. 

“At the studio you sang. Every chord, every note was perfect, but it had no life. Paul and Miranda would 
have noticed it soon enough, especially if they had heard you sing at the session. There, your song had 
life and passion. I want that always. That’s why everyone turned to look at you. They would not have 
turned if you had sung like you did in the office. Do you see?” 

Juliet thought about it for a while. It was true, she felt a connection at the session. Ben was right, she 
had rage and that is what she expressed. The car pulled up to the curb in front of Juliet’s apartment. 
Rich was quick to open the door for her. 

“See you tomorrow,” Ben said. 

She paused. 

“How can you be so sure I’ll show? Especially after today.” 

“You’re not stupid. Just leave the bitch behind, she is beneath you,” Ben replied as his window began to 
roll up. 

* * * * * * * 

The alarm sounded. Ben got up to silence it, but his attempts to do so failed miserably. At first he tried 
to grab the clock, but misjudged the distance and the alarm clock fell to the floor. He then tried to grab 
the electrical cord and pull the alarm clock in, but also missed it when he reached out to grab it. He 
finally reached down to the floor to grab the alarm clock. This time he was successful, except that he 
bumped his upper arm on the night stand. 

Once the alarm clock was disabled he was going back to bed, but the physical activity getting the alarm 
clock had awoken him and he didn’t feel he could get back to sleep. He had had a mostly sleepless night 
as had been the case for a few weeks now. This caused him to feel fatigue in the early morning, often 
going back to sleep. He felt that he got his best sleep between 6 and 9 AM. 

He felt a bit dizzy getting up, but ignored the feeling and headed for the bathroom. After a quick shower, 
a shave, and making himself presentable, he headed to the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator door 
only to find that it was mostly empty, except for a bottle of juice. He inspected the expiration label. It 
had expired 3 days ago. That was good enough for him as he poured some juice in a cup. 

He felt nauseous thinking about drinking the juice, but he did so anyway. He was dressed and ready to 
go. He called Rich to let him know that he was on his way down.  Just before exiting the apartment he 
took a swig from the Sacred Flask. 

It was just before 9 AM when he arrived at the studio. Miranda and Paul were already there and looked 
surprised when they saw him. 

“What?” Ben asked. 
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“It’s just that we are not used to seeing you come in on time,” Paul said. 

“Now we’ll see when Her Holiness decides to show,” Miranda added just as the studio door opened. 

It was Juliet, on time. Her attire was much more casual than that of the day before. 

Miranda was left speechless, just being able to blurt out a simple phrase. 

“What happened?” 

“Dressing down today?” asked Paul. 

“Yeah, I left the bitch at home,” Juliet responded with a smile. 

Ben smiled and Miranda and Paul just looked confused, not catching the reference. After about an hour 
of preparation everything was ready to go. Juliet started to sing. Ben smiled. 

“Now, that is beautiful!” 

“Yes, different from yesterday,” said Miranda. 

“Definitely different,” added Paul. 

Paul noticed a large bruise on Ben’s arm. 

“Woah! That looks like a nasty bruise!” Paul told Ben as he gestured towards Ben’s arm. 

“That is big! What happened?” asked Miranda. 

Ben looked at the bruise. Since it was on the back of his arm he had not noticed it, but then recalled the 
small mishap with the alarm clock. 

“I bumped myself on the night stand when I shut off the alarm clock.” 

“Maybe you should have that looked at,” added Miranda. 

“It doesn’t hurt or anything. It’s just a bruise,” Ben said. 

By the end of the day they had made tremendous progress. Instead of the planned week long 
rehearsals, they had moved on to recording the final reels. At this rate they figured that they would be 
done recording by the end of the week. 

On the way back home Ben considered stopping by the deli to get something to eat, but he wasn’t 
hungry. He noted that he had hardly eaten in the last two days, but also knew that he was under stress 
to get the recording done, even if they were ahead of schedule. 

Ben was back at his apartment. He turned the key and pushed the door open, but he felt some 
resistance against the door. Once he was in, he looked behind the door. Yup, it was the daily mail. He 
picked it up and tossed it in the mail pile which was now bigger than what he would have liked. 

Ben figured that he should check it, at least to pick out the bills and anything else that he considered 
important. He flipped through the different sized and colored envelopes, separating the important mail. 
Then he came across a white envelope. It got his attention because the return address was accompanied 
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by his family crest, but it wasn’t from his parents. He couldn’t remember when the last time that he saw 
them was. 

The name on the return address was that of his aunt. She was Uncle Ben’s wife, his father’s brother. Ben 
had been named after his uncle. Ben Sr. was an adventurer that had traveled the world various times. 
He was always involved with different groups, ranging from archeologists to wild life photographers. 
Even though he did not see his uncle often, he felt a stronger bond with him than he did with his 
parents. 

Ben opened the envelope. It was not good news. His aunt was announcing her husband’s death, listing 
the dates, times and locations of various services that were going to be held. Most had already passed. 
Ben checked the post date. It was sometime the week before. He had missed most of them. He noticed 
that the funeral was today at a location about an hour’s drive. 

He took a swig from the Sacred Flask and thought about it for a moment. He didn’t want to go alone. He 
took out his cell phone, being overly clumsy in handling it. He fingered the screen looking for Juliet’s 
number. He knew he had it because he had entered her contact information to call her for the initial 
audition. After he found it, he pressed a button on the small screen and the call was made. 

After a few seconds she answered. 

“Hello, Ben?” 

“Yeah, I need your help,” he said. 

“What’s up?” 

“My uncle died. Today’s the funeral and I don’t want to go alone,” he said, hoping that she understood 
what he did not ask. 

“You can pick me up, I’ll be ready,” she answered. 

Ben was relieved. 

“Thanks, see you then,” he said as he ended the call. 

Once they were headed for the funeral Juliet started the conversation. 

“Was he close to you?” 

“Yeah, he introduced me to classical music when I was 2. I actually remember that. I was playing with 
the piano when he came in and saw me. He sat beside me and started playing. I was fascinated. He was 
surprised when I flawlessly duplicated his keystrokes. 

“My Mom saw this and was shocked. She said I was gifted. From then she saw to it that I got an intense 
training in classical music. I did my first concert when I was 4. I hated everything, except the music, and 
Uncle Ben who was always there to listen. 

“His advice was always the same. Never lose faith, tomorrow will be better.” 

They got to the funeral home. Ben looked for his aunt and found her in the lobby. She saw him and went 
over to greet him. They hugged. There were no words. 
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“Aunt Tilly, this is Juliet, a friend who was kind enough to accompany me,” he said after the embrace 
ended. 

Aunt Tilly looked at Juliet. 

“Thank you for coming,” Aunt Tilly said. 

“I am so sorry,” Juliet responded. 

After Ben greeted other family members he and Juliet took a seat toward the back of the room. 

“I’ll be right back,” Ben told Juliet, who just nodded. 

He exited the room and found himself facing his parents. His mother looked at him from head to toe as 
scrutinizing an object. 

“You look decrepit. I hope you are happy living in squalor,” she said. 

“Yeah Mom, I’m happy,” was his dead pan response. 

“You could have had anything you wanted. A life of luxury, but no, you decided to follow that vulgar 
music,” added his father. 

“I followed my happiness Dad,” he said, trying to remain calm. 

“We’re the laughing stock of our circle, having a son that lives in some derelict housing, interacting with 
unsavory people, involved with music that only people beneath us listen to, and that woman,” added 
the mother, continuing the barrage of fire. 

“I loved that woman. But you couldn’t even see her because she was not in your circle. She left because 
of your innuendos and malicious gossip,” 

“It was my duty to see that you found someone of our class, now look how far you have fallen,” his 
mother said. 

“If that’s how you see me then we have nothing further to discuss,” Ben said as he headed for the 
bathroom. 

When he returned he sat next to Juliet. She looked upset. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked. 

“I am so sorry. I see your rage now. We are not alone,” she answered. 

Soon afterwards they bid their farewells and best wishes to everyone and headed back home. 

“Well, those are my parents,” Ben said, initiating the conversation. 

Juliet did not respond. She just reached out and took his hand. The rest of the journey was in silence. 
Even Rich understood and did not try to start a conversation. 

The next day was spent recording the songs that Ben had written. Everyone was happy with the results. 
Juliet felt different. For the first time in her life she felt understood and among friends and found a 
direction that she wanted to follow. 
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Ben wasn’t feeling too well. He felt as though he could not get air into his lungs. He thought that a swig 
would help, but when he uncapped the Sacred Flask the liquor’s odor gave him nauseas. He hardly had 
any alcohol during the day. 

“Are you ok?” Miranda asked Ben after she saw him almost fall over. 

“Yeah, just tired. I’ve felt better. A good night’s sleep and some food should fix it.” 

At the end of the day they ordered pizza to celebrate the end of the recording session. The next week 
Miranda would have her staff edit the recordings to produce the final product. They all spent some time 
just talking. Paul and Miranda were surprised at the 180 in Juliet’s attitude. 

“There’s a debriefing session tonight at the New Renaissance.  Let’s rock all night!” said Ben. 

They agreed to meet at the club. Juliet left and Ben followed a few minutes afterwards. 

When he got to the lobby he saw that Juliet was there with an older woman. The conversation seemed 
serious, so he decided to wait before crossing the lobby. He was within earshot and soon realized that it 
was Juliet’s mother. He was confused because Juliet has mentioned that she had been abandoned. 

“You didn’t have to come mother,” said Juliet. 

“I just couldn’t believe when I found out that you were a singer,” 

“How could you know that? Have you been following me?” 

“You know we have the means and we have friends everywhere. It was humiliating to hear that my only 
daughter was singing for a living, like if you needed that. We want you to come home, where you 
belong,” the mother continued. 

“Home? So I can be alone? No thanks. I am home. I am where I belong.” 

“You are lost, confused; we have people that can help,” her mother said. 

“I am a lot of things but lost isn’t one of them. Not anymore.” 

“Don’t make this harder than it is. We have a plane to catch in a day,” 

“Where to now Mom? Geneva? The French Riviera? The Bahamas? Our residences in Paris or Portugal? 
Go already, live your life!” 

Juliet turned and gave her back to her mother.  

“Don’t come crawling back to us unless you see things differently,” her mother said as she turned 
around and walked out of the lobby. 

When Ben saw that the mother had left he walked towards Juliet. He felt his legs struggle with each 
step. He felt dizzy, but ignored the sensation. 

Juliet saw him when he was just behind her. 

“You are right, you are abandoned, but not by everyone,” Ben told her. 

Juliet looked at him. She felt the strength to go on. Then she saw Ben gasp for air and then fall. 
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“Ben? Ben! What’s wrong?” she frantically asked as she held on to him to break his fall. She carefully let 
him get to the ground. 

Ben had a panicked look then his expression changed. He looked calm. Juliet listened to his breath which 
he took in short bursts. He inhaled deep, held it and then released it. 

“You are my classical music,” he told Juliet. 

Juliet saw as he closed his eyes. Soon afterwards the paramedics were putting him into the ambulance. 
Juliet had called Miranda and Paul and now all three were headed towards Paul’s car to reunite with Ben 
at the hospital. 

Once there, they located the area where Ben had been taken and waited. After about an hour a doctor 
came out to the reception area. 

“Who here is with Ben Alberger?” 

The three got up and went over to where the doctor was. 

“Are you family?” 

“Not genetically, but we are what he has,” said Miranda. 

The doctor hesitated. 

“Well, we need to locate his family. He went into a coma. We need to perform more tests. Can you 
reach his family?” 

Miranda and Paul looked at each other. 

“He belongs to the prominent Alberger family. We don’t have any contact information,” said Paul. 

“I’ll see what I can do,” said the doctor. 

The three remained in the reception area all night. They hoped that there would be good news on Ben’s 
status. When Miranda woke up both Juliet and Paul were huddled close to her. She checked her watch: 
6:47 AM. That’s when a doctor came up to them. Paul and Juliet awakened. 

“Are you with Ben Alberger?” 

“Yes,” Miranda answered. 

“I’m sorry, there was nothing we could do. He was too far gone.” 

There was silence and disbelief. The only thing that they managed to do was get on their feet. The 
doctor shook his head. 

“I am so sorry that he had to face this alone.” 

Juliet looked at the doctor. 

“He was never alone.” 
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