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Music Saves Me


It was the beginning of my sophomore year where things started to fall apart, never to be able to mend together again. The year where my friends were parting ways, leaving me all by myself because of the fights and dreams that just seemed so selfish to me. I wanted to see them at graduation, and be able to eat lunch together, but it all ended way too early. I had no interest in making new friends. I would only linger in the past, hoping it would one day become the present again. 


My depression was getting worse and worse, and each day I came back to school, I saw the empty benches where we all used to sit. I'd eat with these people who called me a friend, but I didn't. I had no clue who they were, even though I knew so much about them. They weren't the same people I used to know.


Then, in the middle of October, I met someone I felt I could really trust. Even though I annoyed her daily, and was very quiet at first, I was able to open up and reveal my true, loud and obnoxious self. She was a total fangirl, and still is to this day. Gawking at musicians like they were gods, jumping up and down whenever she heard a new song, or squealing when she heard an old one playing on the radio. She was definitely someone I'd call a real person. Able to show the emotions she was feeling, not afraid to tease me or to stay herself. It almost made me happy.


It was later on that she one day shoved an earphone in my ear, blasting out a song called Weightless by All Time Low. It was during our creative writing class, which was always noisy and sidetracked. Anyway, I was never really the musical type. I didn't care what I listened to, nor did I want to listen to anything. I felt like all music was just some noise that I didn't need. The same beat, the same lyrics. It was like the days I lived through, just the same, all a repetition without an end.


But this song made me thing differently. It was actually making me rethink the life I wanted to get over with. I couldn't let life bring me down all the time, nor could I let people change me. 


When the song was over, it felt as if I snapped back to reality. My classmates were crowded by the door, pushing each other to get closer to the door. My teacher was talking to some girls about their work and I was there, with this girl who had a huge grin on her face after watching my reaction to the music video. Honestly, I didn't know what to think anymore. All Time Low's music was almost like a drug. It made me forget all about my worries and sadness, Weightless really made me feel weightless.


When I got home, I explored this new world. All Time Low, Fall Out Boy, Mayday Parade, We the Kings, My Chemical Romance, and so many more that I immediately started to fall in love with. I constantly listened to them, constantly searching for new songs, buying more and more albums from Itunes, it was my new addiction, the new drug to save me from my depression.


It was a few days before school started again from winter break when my depression started to get really bad. I reached a kind of low that I never wanted to experience again, even though it's now what I want to go back to. When school started again, I woke up, tired as usual, sleeping through my first class. Creative writing was third period, so I'd usually wake up by then, but I didn't. Sleeping on my notebook, not paying attention to what my new friend was saying. Music was now not enough to help me. It was only making me sadder.


Then, my friend asked me to go to a concert with her and a few of her own friends. Months later, I was on my way to see All Time Low perform in San Francisco. It was crowded with hordes of people, screaming and shouting, raising their arms in the air, waving them to the beat of the music. As All Time Low performed, I could feel that same rush I felt when I first listened to Weightless. The vibrations in the ground ran up into my body, the speakers blasted their first song of the night: Lost in Stereo, as brilliant lights flashed up and down. We were all up on the balcony, seeing everything perfectly. The guitarist, Jack, jumping on the speaking, taking off his shirt and dancing in front of the cord. The other bands running onstage, throwing bottle caps at Rian, the drummer. It was the best night of my life, and the one I soon forgot.


It took a while until my happiness drifted away afterwords. I was deaf for a while, hearing a ringing in my head that kept me up all night. But their music really just blasted straight into my brain again. Like Weightless, it reminded me of why I was still here, still fighting to continue through my life. I didn't just want to throw it away anymore, I wanted to listen to more and more music, until I was completely satisfied.


I went to another concert, just with her, in July. It was in San Francisco again, but in a much smaller place. There, we saw We the Kings. 


Standing in the crowd, I forgot all about my worries at home. The fights I got into with my parents, the loneliness I felt when I was alone in my room, it was all washed away again as I felt vibrations in the ground, the booming of the speakers, and the smell cigarette smoke from some jerk behind us. I felt the same freeze in time like when I listened to Weightless. It was as if the world had slowed down and everything revolved around me. Finally, the beat had died down into a slower, sadder song. Their single, Just Keep Breathing, was playing. It was about the bullying, Travis, the lead singer, went through. I didn't want to remember everything anymore. I told myself to forget everything and just listen. Just stay calm and breathe. Life won't bring me down anymore.


It was a slow song, sad and made me feel so much emotion that I was on the verge of tears. I even saw my friend teary eyed. I looked at her, than back onstage, watching Travis perform with such passion. I knew he had sang this song so many times, but it was like he was singing for his life, that was so precious to him because all he wanted to do was make music. I wondered, at that moment, what I could do to make me so happy like him all the time. It had to be something I was passionate about and would never get bored with. I just didn't know yet.


After the concert, we stayed for the meet and greet. We met We the Kings, got our photos taken and got autographs. I wasn't sure which night was better, but both concerts were completely amazing. Unfortunately, my depression came back faster than last time. 


It stuck with me  throughout the rest of the summer and till my junior year. I wasn't sure if I'd be happy to see everyone, but I noticed that no one was there anymore. It was me and my friend, the one person who I felt made my life ten times better. So now, I just plug in my earphones and blast the music, feeling that same emotion each time I listened to music.

