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That Something

Have you found something that greatly impacted your life? Something that gave you experiences, friends, and adventures? Something that taught you life lessons and love? Something that made you think differently about things? Something that you almost feel ownership to even though you know you don’t? Something that made you feel better in your darkest times? Something that drew a smile on your face that couldn’t be erased? Maybe even something that made others question your sanity? 
Something that changed, or possibly saved, your life?

I have. Would you like to hear the story on how I discovered that Something?
Well fantastic, because that’s what you’re getting.

I used to go to my nieces house everyday after school. We went to the same middle school since she was in eighth grade and I was in sixth. She lived with my grandma who was ill with lung cancer. My grandma was a heavy smoker. Every year, she would tell my family:
“I’m going to quit smoking.”

“I’m going to stop this time, I promise.”

“I’m quitting so the house won’t smell like smoke anymore.”

I believe she did actually try; she just didn’t put much effort into stopping. Every day I would enter her house smelling fine, but leave smelling like cigarette smoke.

To try to escape the smell of smoke, my niece and I would lock ourselves in her room. She would constantly light candles and burn incense to try to rid the smell. It worked pretty well for the most part.
Basically, all we would do in her room was talk, procrastinate, then do homework when we realized we could procrastinate anymore. Except, there was one other thing we would do: listen to music on her TV.

Unfortunately for me, I hated a lot of the music she listened to. I wasn’t quite sure what I liked back then, but I didn’t like a lot of her music. Since I was younger, I usually didn’t have much of a choice of what we listened to. Occasionally, she would let me pick a song or two. Sometimes I would purposely pick a song she didn’t like just to mess with her. That was probably a reason why she didn’t let me pick songs.

Oh well.

However, there were two songs I actually enjoyed that she listened to. I’m not sure why I liked them a lot. Maybe it was because I liked the music videos a lot and the beat of the songs? Or maybe I was just happy that we actually had a common intrest.
My niece got over them pretty quickly. She only liked them for a few months. I once asked her why she wasn’t playing them since she used to play all the time.
Our conversation went something like this:

Me: “Hey Emily, why don’t you play those songs I actually like anymore?”

Emily: “What ones?”
Me: “I don’t remember the names of them, the two I like.”
Emily: “Ohhh. Ugh no, I don’t listen to that effing stupid, emo, pop band anymore!”

Apparently, she was too punk rock for them.

To be honest, I kind of forgot about that Something for a while. Too much went on for me to even try to remember them. My grandma had passed away that same year and things were really hard with my family. My mom, aunt, and uncle were trying to figure out what to do with all her stuff and what to do with the house. Everyone had different opinions and no one was being productive.
Eventually, my mom moved in with Emily at my grandma’s house. Things got a little better, but my mom’s side of the family was still fighting over every little thing. I thankfully didn’t have to deal with it too much since I lived with my dad.

Things died down for the most part by eighth grade. There was still conflict between my family, which I expected since nothing is ever settled with them. I was pretty happy by the start of eighth grade. Last year in middle school, my friends got along, and things finally seemed to be settling down. Except when something settles down, something eventually comes along to destroy it (and possibly you).

I’ve always wondered why people deliberately make you feel worthless. Why they make you feel so useless that you are “the worst human being ever”. Why people tell you you’re not important to the world. Why anyone makes you feel alone, awful, and possibly insecure. And I especially wonder why these people continuously do this and still consider themselves a friend. 

I’m not going to sit here and tell you a sob story about the friends I lost. It’s not something worth repeating. It’s not worth going into detail about why feelings of worthlessness and self pity consume me. It’s useless.

Why is it a waste of time? Because, who wants to relive that feeling? I certainly don’t. All you need to know is the horrible sadness I felt.

And of course you need to know how I overcame it.

Music has always been around me. I’ve always had an interest in music since I was little. I always wanted to know what it was like to completely understand an instrument; all its quirks and sounds like a character in a story. I wanted to be one of the people who could perfect an instrument. I’m not there yet, but I’m making progress.
There was this band I hated. I didn’t know why, I just really disliked them. I always saw there name online, but I never thought they were worth looking up. But in eighth grade, I made a friend who listened to that band. She told me to look up a song by them one day. I agreed since I didn’t want to hurt her feelings by telling her that I actually disliked them.

I actually ended up liking the song. I decided to look up a few more that night before I went to bed. I couldn’t stop thinking about how familiar they sounded and looked. I couldn’t figure it out at all.

Until I got to one of the songs my niece used to listen to.

I started freaking out in my room. I was so surprised. So many memories of us doing homework and hanging out in her room rushed back to me. Nostalgia hit me like a bullet and took its time leaving.

I then found the other music video she used to play. I remembered the beat and even some of the lyrics. I couldn’t stop smiling and thinking about all the old times with my niece. I don’t think I’ve ever felt more nostalgic in my life.

I ended calling Emily later and told her what happened. She was happy that I liked them now. I have no idea why I hated them before. Maybe I had in mind that she hated them, so I had to hate them too? I don’t know, it doesn’t really matter anymore though,

After awhile, I got really into them. I thought they were really amazing and their lyrics really spoke to me. They quickly became one of my favorite bands. They really helped me out a lot when I was going through trouble.
I got the opportunity to see them in May. It was the first real concert I had been to. I don’t know if I can even begin to describe the beautiful feeling of screaming the lyrics to your favorite band. Just the fact that they weren’t just faces you see on the internet or designs you see on a shirt and that they were real people in the same room as you was fantastic. As they played, I couldn’t help but think that we were all there for the same thing: the music, the lyrics, the band members and merchandise, and the guitar riffs and drum beats that drained some of the life from your ears and left you barely hearing for a while. (It was worth it)
From that point, I couldn’t think of a moment where I was happier in my life. All my darkest thoughts and careless words left me. I felt real. Important. Worthwhile. Happy. Things I hadn’t felt in so long.

They say music can’t save you from car crashes, floods, war, etc. I agree, it can’t. But can they save you from yourself?

This band is my Something. My Something that has impacted my life. My Something that’s helped me. My Something that saved me. 

My niece introduced my to that band five years ago with the songs Damned If I Do Ya (Damned If I Don’t) and Weightless.

My friend told me to look up the song Remembering Sunday.
My Something is a band called All Time Low.

