No Music, No Life
“Over the sidewalks, running away from the streets we knew, sidewalks, like the time we thought was made for you…” The band room was once again filled with the music and lyrics by this little band from Hong Kong – ‘Misery’.

“Koji, if you don’t practice harder, we’ll never be ready for the show next week,” the bassist, Jon, commented after the last chord of the song.
“Sorry, I’m just exhausted after a whole day of school,” sighed Koji, their vocalist, guitarist and band leader. “You know how tiring it is, with the extra pressure from Dad and Mom. It seems I never have the time to practice.”
“But can’t you talk to your parents about it? You’re going to collapse with all this work,” spoke Dave behind his set of drums.

“Do you think they’d understand me? Dad will give me a lecture on how musicians can never earn money, and Mom simply doesn’t care!” Koji kicked the microphone stand furiously. “Ouch! That hurts.”

“Calm down,” Jon patted him on the shoulder. “Remember, ‘No music, no life’.” The quote was their motivation to keep struggling in this dispiriting music scene.
“No music, no life,” the three of them said in unison.
On the other hand, Koji’s parents were worried. 
“God, I can’t believe our little son is in a band. And he’s hanging out with all those punk rockers!” whined his mom.
“Me neither. He does so well in school that I thought he could be a doctor or a lawyer some day. Being a musician is just a waste of his talents,” his dad sighed.
“I’m back,” Koji closed the door behind him. “Dad, Mum, I have to talk to you.”

“Wait; if it’s about your band, I say you quit it,” Dad said sternly.

“Dad, please! We’ve joined a young band competition that will be held next Saturday, which is also a charity show. Will you come see us?” Koji pleaded. 
“I know you don’t like it, but you have my promise. If we don’t win, I will never play in a band again. Can you let me try, just once?”
His parents looked at each other questioningly. Finally Dad nodded in approval.
“Thank you very much! I love you!” Koji cheered.

On Saturday, backstage all three of them were extremely nervous. “The other bands were so good. We’re not going to win, and I’ll have to quit the band!” Koji moaned desperately.
“Let’s welcome our last band of the night – ‘Misery!’” announced the MC.

When Koji stepped onto the stage, he felt the fire in his heart. There was no more room for stage fright. At that moment, he only wanted to sing, to strum his guitar, to perform with his bandmates.

“The bridge is all crumbled, the water soaks into rocks that fall at the bottom of the road…” He poured his heart out for the song.
His parents were watching him off stage with astonishment. “Seriously, I’ve never seen our son with such passion,” Dad seemed utterly amazed.
“True,” Mom agreed. “Maybe we were wrong about him.”

“Oh my God, can you believe it? We won! We WON!” Jon jumped on Dave the second ‘Misery’ was announced the champion. Koji showed the biggest smile of his entire life and took the trophy. 
“I would like to thank my bandmates, my parents and everyone that supports us. Thank you!” Koji was holding back his tears of joy.
When they were off-stage, a man approached them.

“Hey guys, I’m the manager of International Music Group Ltd.” He gave them his name card. “You did really well just now. I’m interested in auditioning you, and most likely signing you on.” All three of them were speechless.

“What kind of terms are you offering?” Koji’s dad reached them.
“Dad!” cried Koji.

“We’ve seen your performance, and we understand now. Music is your life, your dream. We can’t stop you from chasing after it.” Dad smiled.

“It’s lucky that you have such supportive parents. Trust me kids, your dreams are going to come true,” said the manager reassuringly.

“No music, no life!” the trio cheered triumphantly. Koji hugged his bandmates.
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