Zachary Lucky is a solo artist from Saskatoon who booked a month long tour with the
intent of having a backing band join him on the road. This band was comprised of
Zachary on guitar and vocals, myself on bass and Jordan Kurtz on drums. The intent
was to mould Zachary’s normally gentle, intimate folk songs into country and folkrock jams. The following is a collection of daily diaries I kept while on the road as
bassist for Zachary Lucky & His Prairie Pals between the dates of Wednesday, May 25,
2011 and Friday, June 24, 2011.

May 25 – Saskatoon, SK @ Jale *
May 27 – Gimli, MB @ The Viking Inn *
May 28 – Winnipeg, MB @ Ellice Theatre *
May 29 – Thunder Bay, ON @ The Apollo *
May 30 – Thunder Bay, ON @ Travis’ house show *
June 1 – Kapuskasing, ON @ Sunshine House *
June 2 – Ottawa, ON @ Elmdale Tavern *
June 3 – Montreal, QC @ Burritoville *
June 4 – North Bay, ON @ Opera Bakery *
June 5 – Utopia, ON @ Utopia Community Hall *
June 6 – Kingston, ON @ The Artel *
June 7 – Peterborough, ON @ Nick’s house show *
June 8 – London, ON @ EVAC *
June 9 – Sarnia, ON @ Paddy Flaherty’s *
June 10 – Thornbury, ON @ Steven’s house show
June 11 – Bayfield, ON @ The Black Dog Village Pub *
June 12 – Hamilton, ON @ Jenna’s house show *
June 13 – Orangeville, ON @ Aardvark Music and Cultural Center *
June 15 – Welland, ON @ The Rex Hotel
June 16 – Toronto, ON @ Detour Bar
June 18 – Manitoulin Island, ON @ Michael’s house show *
June 19 – Thessalon, ON @ The Auld Kirk *
June 22 – Yorkton, SK @ The Fifth Avenue Cup and Saucer *
June 23 – Moose Jaw, SK @ Java Express *
June 24 – Regina, SK @ O’Hanlon’s

* denotes dates played with Jordan as Fisticuffs

Day 1

Saskatoon, SK
Tonight is the first performance of the band Zachary Lucky & His Prairie Pals. The
three of us have been a band for only two weeks and we're still not ready to be
playing live. I can’t stop grinning in anticipation.
It’s a little strange to be playing bass in front of people again. It’s been a while. My
last performance as a bassist was at a 2006 grindcore show in a vegan cafe in
Winnipeg. So after a five-year hiatus, here I am plucking strings again.
I feel exposed on stage. I’ve spent the last year drumming in a band, where I have
lots of gear to hide behind and can make strained faces privately. Now it feels like
there’s nothing separating me from other humans. My face is hot from blushing and
my hands shake unceasingly through our performance.
We leave bright and early tomorrow morning. We’re playing almost every night this
tour and Jordan will be opening most of those nights with his own material as
Fisticuffs. I’m excited at the prospect of travelling with two of the hardest working
musicians I know. Hopefully I’ll learn a thing or two from them.

Day 2

Lucky Farm near Wroxton, SK
Since Zachary couldn’t find a gig for tonight, we drive from Saskatoon to the Lucky
family homestead. My musical experiences and minor accomplishments feel
insignificant while listening to Eleanor Lucky, Zachary’s grandmother, who
entertains us by recounting road stories from her past forty-plus years of touring
experience. She played accordion and piano in the band we are named for — Smilin’
Johnnie Lucky and the Prairie Pals.
After eating supper, we spend two-and-a-half hours recording Eleanor and Zachary
jamming and singing together, as well as two new songs she had written about the
death of her husband, Johnnie. I sit in the next room where she’s being recorded
straight to analogue tape and listen to her through headphones. She plunks away on
an out-of-tune piano and mourns, “I’m not lonely...just so alone.” Sadder country
songs do not exist. As the final chord fades, she smiles as I tell her how much I enjoy
her songs. “Well, some people just grieve in different ways, y’know?” is her reply.
The farm house is too small to fit any guests for sleeping arrangements, so we set up
our tent in her yard. I squirm and wiggle in my sleeping bag, excited at the thought
of the three of us embarking on new adventures and our first out-of-province gig
tomorrow.

Day 3

Gimli, MB
Manitoban highways are wonderfully bleak and ugly. I think I love them. We drive
through rain and gloom to arrive in Eriksdale, MB for gas and a bathroom break.
Jordan returns to the car with fortune cookies for each of us. He opens mine for me
and gives it to me, despite my insisting that you aren’t supposed to open other
people’s fortune cookies. His fortune told of something good happening to him in
three days. I can’t remember what Zachary’s was. Mine was just an empty cookie,
containing no fortune. When I announce this, the others don’t believe me. I
immediately accuse Jordan of messing with my destiny on purpose. “How am I going
to know what happens?” I demand. We hit the highway again, and while listening to
Jordan and Zachary discuss the varying severity of Beatles influence on Wilco’s
Summerteeth album, I think about what kind of omen this lack of a future prediction
will be for the rest of the tour, amongst other cheesy thoughts.
Arriving in Gimli, we unload our gear into the hotel bar and realize we have spent all
our money on gasoline. A visit to the grocery store down the road results in
scrupulous purchases. I buy an Asian salad and eat it with my hands. By the time we
take the stage, the bar is filled with about sixty people, but very few are paying
attention to us until Zachary decides we should do an impromptu cover of The Band’s
“The Weight” that we have never rehearsed. Thank goodness it’s an easy song to
figure out by ear. Tone deaf drunks and well-intentioned youngsters shake their
booties and jump up on stage to scream into the mic for the chorus.
This is the first night that a band mate discovers the benefit of not carrying any ID.
Local law enforcement isn't impressed with the activities that a group of youngsters
have involved themselves in. Smirking at the group being questioned through a
window from inside the bar, I finish my beer. I lurch toward our motel room to find
Zachary shrewdly making Kraft Dinner by boiling water in the coffee maker and
using the ice box to hold the macaroni. He heats the unconventional pot in the
microwave, probably melting small amounts of plastic into the food, but the desired
result is achieved and we go to bed with happy stomachs.

Day 4

Winnipeg, MB
After a morning spent at the Gimli harbour listening to Jordan insist there would be
nothing finer than being a sailor, we make the hour drive to Winnipeg to unload at
the Ellice Theatre. Sound check is good, so we celebrate by ordering yam burgers
and fries from the cafe next door. I’m the only one who is not immediately betrayed
by the meal and declare to three uncaring strangers outside that I have an iron
stomach.
I’ve been carrying nothing on my person except silly sunglasses and a set list. No
wallet, no keys and no phone. The freedom of empty pockets is overwhelming, and I
promise myself to continue this practice even when back at home.
Even though we haven’t been gone very long, adjusting to a life free of any real
schedule is a little alien and uncomfortable. After years of growing used to a life of
relatively regimented planning, I sometimes feel like I don’t know what to do with
myself. My only job is to stay alive so that I can play bass.

Day 5

Thunder Bay, ON
Great music and conversation made the ten hour drive to Thunder Bay go by quickly.
We pull up in front of The Apollo and meet the famed venue owner, Sheila. She
greets us with relative friendliness and recounts to us the story of a disastrous Del
Barber gig a few months ago that we giggle at and mull over. She calls me “dear,”
feeds us supper and dessert, as well as free coffee, a few beers and gives us a place to
sleep above the venue. It’s humbling to be so well taken care of, and I mentally note
that we likely won’t see this kind of treatment again on tour. I’ve heard some
negative things about Sheila and The Apollo from several touring musicians, so her
warmth and hospitality is a wonderful surprise!
We take the stage and play a set to the wavering attention of four people. It is only
during our performance that it dawns on me: we’re in Ontario. I don’t think I
realized it earlier. Weird, I’m two provinces away from home. I don’t know how to
feel about it, but I do know that I’m already tired of my bass parts and want to
change all of them.
So many musicians I’ve met speak ill of Thunder Bay, but like most cities or towns
they badmouth, they’ve only spent twenty-four hours in the location and don’t
actually know anything about the place. I have a hard time taking those kinds of
criticisms seriously, and as we fall asleep, in the dirty apartment full of used condom
wrappers and cigarette ash above The Apollo, I vow to try and love Thunder Bay as
much as I can for the two days we’ll be here.

Day 6

Thunder Bay, ON
It’s a blustery, rainy morning. I guess that backyard show we’re playing today is
going to turn into a basement show. We wake up for breakfast and shuffle into the
Hoita, a Finnish breakfast joint. I order the Finnish pancakes with eggs. The thin,
crepe-like pancakes aren’t totally cooked. Maybe they aren’t supposed to be.
Regardless, they’re filling and I’m thankful to be eating food. The plan today was to
explore Thunder Bay as much as we could, but the rain and shiver-inducing winds
make me feel okay about abandoning the ambitious plan.
We drive into the suburbs for our house show, where Jordan and Zachary both do
brief solo sets before we play as a band. Roughly twenty drunk teenagers have
gathered in the basement to watch us and spend two hours after the set trying to
show Zachary and Jordan the songs that they’ve written. I sneak away from them
and use the opportunity to pack gear in solitude. I try to be polite toward the overly
eager teens who come downstairs to talk to me and answer their questions about
what it’s like to be on tour. I remind myself that I was once a teenager who wanted
to befriend any travelling musician coming through my city. I encourage them to
write some good songs and get out on the road. I hope they do. They certainly have
the enthusiasm for it.

Day 7

Wild Goose Lake, ON
When I remember to, I take a multivitamin when I eat. However, when I do take
them, I soon forget about it and then am momentarily frightened when my urine
comes out neon green.
Constructive criticism should be delivered in a constructive manner. Apparently I
don’t have tact, so my criticisms do not exude that quality. I mention to Jordan that
he mumbles his lyrics when he plays live. Even when he’s talking to the audience in
between songs, it’s sometimes hard to understand him. I think I’ve hurt his feelings
by pointing it out, but don’t want to ask him for confirmation. Come to think of it, I
think I might have hurt Zachary’s feelings too. I often sing his songs and replace the
lyrics with goofy phrases, which he interprets as mockery. I build it up in my mind
that he is second-guessing taking me on tour, and I mentally note that I should rein
in my words and begin to censor myself.
This is our only day off for a while. We arrive at a campsite in northern Ontario
where high wind speeds cause us to regret out initial tent location. We eventually
unfold the tent in the shelter of trees. We make a supper of potatoes, onions,
peppers, and beans over the open fire while drinking wine and laughing loudly.
Zachary tells a story about the last time he went camping while on tour, where he
was accompanied by a mutual female friend. He tells of her freaking out at the sight
of a coyote, screaming and running away. As he is finishing this story, his eyes
become cartoonishly large and he reels back, yelling “Holy shit!” A fox is hungrily
eyeing our food from about twenty feet away. He and Jordan both run from where
they’re standing.
After chasing the animal away, conversation turns to bears and whether or not the
aromas we’ve produced will attract them. I mention that in Farley Mowat’s Never Cry
Wolf, he is able to keep animals away from his tent by “marking his territory” around
his campsite. After sitting in silence for a brief moment, we all go in different
directions to relieve our bladders in the woods near our tent.

Day 8

Kapuskasing, ON
We’re speeding down the highway to make it to an early gig in Kapuskasing, ON. I’m
rudely awakened from my backseat slumber by a sack of potatoes smashing into the
back of my head. As Zachary violently brakes the car, my eyes open to Jordan
shouting inches from my face, “Look!” and pointing to the windshield. A black bear
is crossing the road in front of us. The sighting brings back the conversation of the
previous night: bears eating our naked bodies in the middle of the night.
We arrive in Kapuskasing for a 3pm load-in at a local bar and are greeted by the
bulky, heavily-tattooed owner. In my mind, I imagine that in any other
circumstance, meeting him might result in being beaten up, but his welcoming
demeanour quickly melts any preconceived notions that I have of him. He explains
that he’d prefer us to play over the suppertime hours of 5:30-7:30 so that we can end
our set right before the hockey game begins. We agree, thinking that we’ll get a
decent crowd who is out for an early supper. We’re wrong. We play to four semiinterested older men who are becoming drunker by the song. Our Neil Young cover
goes over well, and we are privy to some of the finest air-harmonica playing any of us
have ever seen. After the set, we order food from the cafe next door and politely
hang around to watch the first period of the hockey game before loading out. The
bar owner has booked a hotel room for us, so we immediately head back to visit the
hot tub, have a shower and discuss the attractiveness of the French girl at the front
desk.
I learn today that Jordan is booking a Fisticuffs tour for August and that Zachary is
touring out to the east coast in late August and early September. A weird, half-assed
invite from both of them to accompany either makes me seriously consider taking a
break from school for the fall term.

Day 9

Ottawa, ON
We arrive at the Elmdale Tavern, which is a cute little place, but doesn’t really offer
anything besides an overly-friendly bartender and a sound man who cares more
about being high than doing a good job. Ottawa citizens begin filtering into the club
for the gig and the babe ratio is high. When we take the stage, I start changing my
bass parts during songs without really thinking about it. It doesn’t turn out to be a
major mistake, but deciding to change everything twenty seconds before my part
comes into the song is not good planning. I think I might continue the impromptu
changes, as I’ve grown tired of my bass lines since the first night in Thunder Bay. As
we finish our last song, I look out across the bar and notice that we have driven every
audience member except one out of the room.
Jordan and I sit down and talk with a few locals. One girl is cute and friendly and we
chat about various things until we are all summoned for Claude Munson’s set. I
promptly cross the room to see him after hearing so many great things about his
voice. I realize too late that the cute girl isn’t following. I regret leaving her side
with surprising severity and spend Claude’s sloppy, but charming set thinking about
her. Putting myself through mental agony over this makes me realize, maybe I’m
lonely.

Day 10

Montreal, QC
A blissful morning shower suddenly becomes a concerning medical examination as I
inspect strange sores that are developing on my body from wearing the same clothes
for the last several days. They itch and hurt when I scratch at them. The mental
sores I’m suddenly uncovering itch just as much.
In Montreal, we chow down on delicious sweet potato burritos, but the experience is
marred by mental stresses as I sit and evaluate my life, growing depressed. I had
always hoped I’d have my life figured out by this point, or at least have consistent
goals to strive toward. Aren’t I supposed to be an adult and have my shit together?
People start arriving. and Zachary and Jordan are busy catching up with old friends.
I don’t have any here, so I decide to become “that guy” and befriend the bartender,
who introduces me to some interesting local beers. Three drinks in, a stranger
extends his hand to me and says he recognizes me from a band I played in five years
ago. “That’s weird,” I faintly smile at him. The stranger gives me a peculiar look and
starts talking to a girl. More beer, please.

Day 11

North Bay, ON
Walking toward the gas station, I rub my temples trying to soothe a throbbing skull
that was head-butted awake by Jordan in the middle of last night as he dove into bed
beside me. I enter with a $50 bill in hand to pay the station attendant. “Hello,” I say
very obviously, “fifty dollars on tank five, please.” The attendant starts speaking to
me in French. Oh no. I panic, frantically trying to recall the word for five.
“Uh...sept?” He looks out the window to tank seven and looks back at me quizzically,
as there is nobody parked there. “Seven?” he asks. My cheeks are burning. “Sorry,
five,” I correct myself. I wish I were dead. People are staring at me. My mind is still
blank on the French word for five. Slinking out of the gas station, I scold myself.
Cursing my two years of high school French class, I begrudgingly ask my band mates
to remind me of the word. As we leave Montreal behind us, I stew on my elementary
mistake for the next hour in embarrassed anger.
The venue we’re playing in North Bay is a bakery. To our disappointment, opening
the door reveals a building that smells not of fresh bread, but of cauliflower and
farts. Curious people show up to the concert, which is opened by a guy who is
making it very obvious that all his lyrics are about sexual intercourse. His mom and
sister are sitting one row ahead of me taking in the experience, listening to him sing
about a girl biting his lip in the shower, mid-coitus.
Some nights, Zachary knows exactly how to read and even manipulate a crowd.
Other nights, it seems like he really misjudges what is going on. This isn’t a harsh
criticism, just an observation. We play a self-imposed encore. There are few things
in this world I despise more, both in idea and execution.
I’m losing track of what day it is, and I’m developing a weird on-again, off-again
dependency on my band mates. Sometimes I want to be as far away from them as
possible and other times I don’t want to leave their sides. Aside from my mind and
body still working to adjust to this change of pace, things are great. There is nothing
to complain about. I'm having fun.

Day 12
Utopia, ON

I feel pretty naive being in a car with two guys who are so well-travelled. They have
friends in every city and appear to know all the little tricks to getting around the
various towns we play in. I don’t really know much of anything, having far less
touring experience.
In Ottawa, I saw a map of Canada and examined our distance from Saskatoon. It is
strange to realize how far we are from home.
Whenever I’m being introduced to someone or Zachary is doing an interview, I’m
constantly touted as the “punk” guy in the band, as if it’s all I listen to. I’m tired of
this being my introduction to strangers. Ironically, I placed a Grave Mistake Records
sticker on my bass case before we left Saskatoon as a calling card, hoping to track
down somebody who’s interested in talking about musicians who are not Dan
Mangan.

Day 13

Kingston, ON
We’re leaving Utopia behind, and I hope that things will get better. What those
things are, I’m not sure. All things, I guess. I sit in the front passenger seat beside
Zachary. I'm wearing tiny shorts and give him a brilliant demonstration on how to
tan one’s inner thighs whilst riding shotgun.
We’ve been on the road for about two weeks and crowd attendance, at points, has
been excruciatingly low. This wouldn’t bother me at all if music wasn’t how Zachary
makes his living. I wonder how he feels about these kinds of shows night after night.
He’s obviously disappointed in the promotion, but I wonder if there are deeper
struggles. How can you tour constantly and still not rally enough people to make
sure you get paid a living wage? Thank goodness not all of his tours are like this.
The kindness of strangers is wonderful. A girl whom none of us knew contacted
Zachary via Twitter and offered us supper and later, her floor to sleep on. Her
generosity and trust of three unwashed males is bewildering and humbling.

Day 14

Peterborough, ON
Zachary insists that we will be partying late into the night, even though it is a
weekday in Peterborough. I think he’s full of it, but sure enough, we don’t start
playing until 11:30pm, and the house is crowded. Pretty girls are doing jigs to our
country songs.
One of the things I dreaded about this tour early on was suffering through city after
city of boring singer-songwriter opening acts. Aside from one instance, I’ve been
proven wrong. Nick and Joe, two local boys, both have incredibly unique voices and
songs. Brilliantly, both kept their sets very short and left the entire room wanting
more. I wish that there was a way to explain this concept to my band mates, but I
don’t know how to do that without continuing my streak of well-meaning criticisms
that somehow mutate into passive insults once the words leave my mouth. Better to
say nothing and let them play too long.
I’m not sure if Zachary Lucky & His Prairie Pals are a band or an artist with a backing
group. In Zachary’s mind, if he doesn’t play well, the whole set is a total disaster.
But if Jordan or I don’t play well, it doesn’t matter. Despite our insistence that we are
a band, very few decisions that matter are made democratically. I don’t mind at all, I
just wish Zachary would call this trio what it is.

Day 15

London, ON
In London, squirrels have black fur. It took me a while to realize this. I’m so used to
the common brown squirrel that it’s shocking to see something new. I stop and
stare, trying to determine if they’re actually squirrels or some other animal entirely.
Tonight we play at the EVAC, which serves the community as a music venue/movie
theatre/artist space/bicycle repair shop/whatever else you could dream of, and it is
fun. Later, we stay with two pretty girls who are unbelievably nice to us. I wish we
could hang out with them longer, even though I feel we’re grossly overstaying our
welcome.
I’m realizing that this tour is as much two solo artists competing against each other
as it is a band on the road. Is one act riding the other's coattails? Is one act doing the
other a favour? Tensions suddenly appear to be high. Maybe they have been for a
while. None of this is my business. I’m only a hired gun and don’t want to be nosey.
I hope things turn around.

Day 16
Sarnia, ON

After watching both Jordan and Zachary stand in front of a microphone for this many
nights in a row, I make mental notes of how each of them perform in front of
different crowds. I note their blunders and obsess over the great moments and their
ability to make very real and intimate connections with some audiences.
Sound check the last couple of nights has revealed some under-the-surface hostility
between Zachary and me. We speak to each other in impatient tones which are
exacerbated by unclear communication over the most menial things. One always
hugs the other afterwards and we assure each other that we’re both glad to be
touring together. It’s nice.
We play at Paddy Flaherty’s. As Jordan and I set up gear on stage, a drunken elderly
man comes up and berates us for not being Irish. His breath is foul and I decide that I
don’t like him, but smile politely and return his ribbing with polite joking and
answer his questions about Saskatchewan. People in Ontario seem to be so interested
in the fact that we’d drive so far from home to play gigs. They also make sure to let
us know they think Saskatchewan is either a booming sensation or a wasteland. I’m
offended by both simplified analyses, knowing that none of these people have spent
any significant amount of time in Western Canada. They can’t understand how
wonderful the prairies are.

Day 17

Thornbury, ON
We’ve rearranged our station wagon to miraculously fit four people by leaving some
bags behind in London and moving a guitar amp to the roof rack. The Bravest Ghost,
a young folk musician from London who reminds me of Tom Waits, agreed to come
on the road with us for a couple days. He’s been with us since, and I love having him
along. He breathes new life into the group with his laugh and patterns of
sleepwalking. Getting the chance to see him perform a couple nights in a row is
equally refreshing. From his performances, it’s nearly impossible to tell that he’s
only twenty years old.
I pass on an opportunity to spend time with a faux-redhead who knew the lyrics to
Springsteen’s “Atlantic City,” a knowledge which might have been her most
attractive quality. She appears a few years older than me. I see it in her face. I see
other things in her face, too — signs of lustful agenda: looks she gives me that reveal
overly-obvious motives. After talking to her for a while, I realize I don’t know what I
am doing. She is realizing it too. I have no idea how to flirt or what to say to this
woman to suggest that my mouth is available for no-strings-attached kissing. She
cuts our conversation short and moves on to another young man in our crew, who is
far more experienced in such rituals. I go to bed feeling dumb and lonely. I have
halitosis, anyway.
Tonight is the first night in a while that I have fallen asleep without Jordan. I have
gotten used to him rolling around next to me and shooting grumpy midnight glares
in my direction. Our recently developed friendship is weird and it feels
disappointing not to have my new buddy by my side.

Day 18

Bayfield, ON
We arrive in Bayfield, and are pleasantly surprised by a couple friends who have
correlated their travel plans around our tour! I’m glad to see an old friend and meet
a new one. Hugs and high fives from the girls are soothing and I am happy they are
here. They join us at the venue to have supper with us and even join us onstage for a
couple songs.
After playing the show to a room full of people who ignore us completely except for
the occasional demand for Zachary to play covers by The Police, we all head back to a
cabin that the venue has arranged. The girls launch into bizarrely racist mockeries
of Native accents. It wears on me quickly and I allow myself to become easily
offended, enduring it for an hour before I have to leave to avoid oncoming
controversy. I wander around the beaches of Lake Huron for a while to allow my
outrage to subside.
When I return, The Bravest Ghost and one of the girls are crooning along to Justin
Townes Earl songs, different melodies swelling and fading in harmony with each
other. I can see silhouettes of a couple making out in the kitchen. I settle into an
armchair and smile at the serene setting the night has taken. She starts belching,
which I chuckle at, but it doesn’t take long before more mocking Native accents
ensue. This time I go back to the beaches of Huron for hours and only return when
I’m sure that they’re all asleep.

Day 19

Hamilton, ON
After our insisting, the girls agree to accompany us to the next gig in Hamilton. We
take our caravan to London to drop off The Bravest Ghost. I’m going to miss his deep
laugh and incredible songs. After hugs goodbye and rearranging gear in the car, we
continue on and I wonder about him. He seems to be living in limbo and unsure of
where he belongs. He seems to feel like I do.
Being kissed by a stranger when you’re not expecting it is everything and nothing all
at once. I’m waiting for the bathroom upstairs at the house show alone. She comes
out of one of the bedrooms, though she isn’t any of the roommates I was introduced
to earlier in the evening. I’m shoved against the wall by her lips and feel like I’m
being electrocuted. I can’t do anything with my hands. I can’t even kiss back. She
pulls away, giggles and jogs down the stairs. I stand in shock for a moment and forget
that I have a bladder full of neon green urine. I follow her down the stairs with
trepidation, but don’t see her when I reach the bottom. Shaking, I nearly trip over
my feet walking back to the couch and sit down with our crew to watch Zachary play
a solo set. I can feel hot female skin against my arm as we’re all shoved closer
together by other patrons on the couch. I feel totally disoriented.

Day 20

Orangeville, ON
Dave, who used to play drums in By Divine Right, booked us to play the back room of
his dad’s music store. We finish our set and I stand around awkwardly. Jordan
pushes me through a door attached to the stage, but I’m pretty sure it doesn’t go
anywhere. I stumble through the door to find Zachary standing by himself looking
like he’s about to have a total meltdown. I’m worried for him. After packing up the
gear, we drive out of Orangeville to sleep at a hippie commune, and enjoy hospitable
offerings of onion omelettes and wasabi greens from some very kind folks.
Later, I’m somewhat glad both of my road companions are obsessed with their smart
phones. They seem to get lost in the technology right at the specific moments when I
need to have some quiet time. The trade off is that their obsession isn’t limited to
texting and web-surfing, and the constant flash photography from their phones is
incredibly invasive. Neither of them respects my request for them to stop taking
pictures of me.

Day 21

Toronto, ON
Today is our first day off in almost two weeks, which means a day to spend away
from my band mates. I meet up with some Toronto friends and disappear with them.
As we walk down the street, smells of marijuana, sweat and hot garbage fill my
nostrils, and more than one elderly person passes me wearing a track suit and bling.
While visiting with my friend and discussing the raccoon epidemic of the Toronto
neighbourhoods, I accidentally replace the word “raccoon” with “Saskatoon.” This
Freudian slip makes me cringe. I don’t want to miss home.
Later, I leave to meet my oldest and dearest friend from Saskatoon, who now only
lives a few blocks away from downtown Toronto. We both flash each other big
toothy grins as soon as we spot each other a block away and deflate each other’s
lungs with bear hugs. The night is spent celebrating our long-awaited reunion with
an 11pm supper and a sprinting competition down Queen Street.

Day 22

Welland, ON
Arriving at a hotel bar in Welland, we realize the show is poorly planned, but I still
make a promise to myself to have as much fun as possible. We swivel on bar stools
and sip on pints of beer while a local surf band plays. I begin cackling when the
television displays Vancouver’s humiliating loss to Boston. My smirk disappears
when I look over my shoulder into the angry eyes of a man with an angry moustache,
who silently gets up and leaves the bar.
It’s getting harder investing so much energy and emotions into playing music, only
to have it dismissed or ignored by people. I haven’t really realized until now how
much I invest myself into these songs, and how draining it is when my sincerest
effort is shrugged off by an indifferent audience.

Day 23

Toronto, ON
The entire tour was booked around this day — the day we play at North by Northeast.
Sitting in a coffee shop with Jordan, I burst out laughing in the quiet room when I
read NOW magazine’s description of Zachary’s music as “emo folk.” He likely
wouldn’t be too impressed to know that’s how they perceive his songs.
We set up on the stage of the Detour Bar, which barely fits the three of us as we
huddle around the drum kit. Friends from Saskatoon who have since moved to
Toronto greet us and are there to watch us perform. I don’t really want to see any of
them. It feels too strange to have supportive friends around. I feel like I have to play
better than I know how, so that friends will feel justified in missing the other
concerts by coming to our show. Because of this thought, it’s always easier to play to
complete strangers. Unfortunately, just as in Orangeville and Welland, it feels as if
I’m playing these songs for the first time and I make what I feel are monstrously
obvious mistakes.
As soon as we finish, I pack up my bass and throw it in the car while politely chatting
to some friends. I feel like a colossal jerk for not being sincere about wanting to talk
to them. I feel obligated to make stupid small talk. I sneak away, and after glancing
at the time, half-run all the way to Dundas Square to see Descendents. I sneak
through the crowd and find a spot against the railing to watch the ageing punks play
“When I Get Old” and “I Don’t Wanna Grow Up,” back-to-back. It was weird and sad
and ironic and not-ironic and the best.
I end up getting lost, and pay for my misdirection by walking over two hours to
Wrongbar, where Fucked Up is playing. I walk in to catch the last two songs of their
set, turn around, and walk another half hour back to the apartment where we’re
staying. My feet are going to fall off.

Day 24

Toronto, ON
Doing more weird obligatory hang outs with friends today. I hate being so insincere,
but there’s no polite way to tell them that I really just want to be alone. I head to
Kops Records for what is apparently a “secret” show to see Actual Water and Young
Governor. Shaking Ben Cook/Young Guv’s sweaty hand and enduring his intense eye
contact makes me feel weird about telling him that I like his songs. An incredible
iced cappuccino cheers me up and I convince my body to stop feeling so tired. C’mon
body, there’s still too much fun to be had! After losing my friends, I wander aimlessly
around downtown for a couple hours until I find the Buzz Records house where some
hardcore bands are playing. Everyone at the house show is so welcoming and
friendly, which lightens my mood even more. Both Bandera and my pals Stalwart
Sons play emotionally-charged sets. I say goodbye to the Sons and a few other people
I know, and hobble to the Horseshoe Tavern to see OFF! play an explosive and
exciting set, despite only half the room being interested in watching them. I drag my
feet around outside the venue afterwards, and watch two crusty punks bragging
about being homeless in between rapid fire texting sessions on their phones.

Day 25

Manitoulin Island, ON
Thoughts:
I’m tired of hearing the word “faggot.”
The highway feels like home. I never thought I’d be so happy to see trees zooming by
us through the car window.
Jordan still needs to enunciate his lyrics more carefully. Some of the lines he has
come up with are really good and I always fear people cannot understand him and
miss out on some great words.
My ears endure major complaints about the most menial things. Constant negativity
coming from the front seat is wearing me down and makes it hard to be optimistic.
I’m tired of hearing the word “faggot.” I wish he would stop.
We manage to avoid another offer of a post-show jam with a few friendly local guys.
Maybe all three of us have become total grumps in the last few days, but playing
almost every night for a month does become work, and jamming Tom Petty covers
doesn’t sound like exceeding amounts of fun right now.
I’m relieved to be out of the busy city and my mood perks at the relative quiet,
although I will miss the beautiful—and the bearded—women, and the goofy, denimbooty-shorts-clad men of Toronto.

Day 26

Thessalon, ON
The last two shows have felt better on a playing level. The gigs previous were full of
terrible mistakes, and I’ve been missing notes or forgetting entire parts of songs. I’ve
played these songs so many times that they now feel alien and new again.
It’s a strange experience to pretend like you’re enjoying yourself onstage. As much
as I still love these songs, playing them results in an empty feeling inside me. I am
awash in guilt, disappointed in myself for feeling so childish and spoiled for having
the opportunity to tour and hang out with friends, yet being unable to help feeling
completely drained. Depression’s got a hold of me. I duck out of the venue as soon as
we’re done playing and go for a walk towards the edge of Thessalon until I can see
the patrons leaving the show.

Day 27

Thunder Bay, ON
Caught in a traffic jam on the highway, we notice a van containing the band Slam
Dunk a few car lengths behind us. We go into A&W for a bathroom break and
Zachary motions to two dark creatures in the corner chowing down on
cheeseburgers, wearing matching bondage pants. He says they are the band Crystal
Castles.
We spend all day frantically speeding down the highway in hopes of putting as much
of Ontario behind us as we can. I take over driving in the evening and narrowly
avoid careening into moose the size of the car. Three moose sightings later, we
arrive in Thunder Bay. We pull up to The Apollo to catch the last few songs of Slam
Dunk’s set and briefly visit with them afterwards.
Again, Sheila generously allows us to stay above the venue. We buy what’s left of a
bottle of Maker’s Mark whiskey from her and I use it to swallow my multivitamin.
I’m second-guessing everything in my life again, but determining that at the very
least, I can be the best second-guesser I’m able to be. Even if I don’t really have much
of an identity nailed down, I can at least try to do that as best I can.

Day 28

Sanford, MB
An in-store performance at a record shop in Winnipeg falls through, so we head
south of Winnipeg to spend a night with Zachary’s girlfriend, who treats us with
hospitable kindness. I keep hearing fantastic things about her solo album, but no one
has shown me any songs yet despite my requests.
Sheryl Crow has haunted my entire music-listening life with songs that, regardless of
their good or bad qualities, are so catchy that they’ve been stuck in my head for
years. Jordan promises to sing me twenty different Sheryl Crow songs in two
minutes as we walk to the liquor store, which also happens to be the lumber and
hardware store. He doesn’t live up to the promise, only delivering thirteen Crow
songs in five minutes. I’m still impressed.
I feel that there is no middle ground in how I feel about my band mates. I either want
to hug them or strangle them. There seems to be no in-between. Tonight is a
hugging night.

Day 29

Yorkton, SK
I’ve known who Zachary is for years. We’ve been polite acquaintances ever since our
former bands played a gig together at Amigo’s in Saskatoon years ago. It was only a
couple months ago that we both decided to be friends. We immediately bonded over
our love of coffee and Jackson Browne. I wonder if our friendship would be somehow
better if we hadn’t decided to tour together. It certainly isn’t worse, just different
than I thought it would be. He’s different than I thought he’d be. I’m sure he thinks
the same of me. One thing is for sure, I appreciate how affectionate he is. There’s
always a hug coming and constant slaps on the back, shoulders and legs. It’s
encouraging and helps to relieve tension.
But if he touches me again today, I might start throwing fists.

Day 30

Moose Jaw, SK
It’s strange to watch somebody slowly and steadily burn out. Empty and defeated
eyes stare at me and they are terrifying to look into. I feel like a sadist for watching
him. Though I offer vague support, it’s turned down. I can’t do anything for him.

Day 31
Regina, SK

Knowing now that the only thing between me and my home is a 45-minute set and a
two and a half hour drive results in pangs of nausea. I put the “sick” in
“homesickness.”
Jordan tells me a story of the fights he used to have with his then-girlfriend: fights
which would swell and climax to her tears and his exasperation. He recalled to me
that in those moments, he would forcefully wrap his arms around her and cuddle her
in silence. In the quiet embrace, each other’s misgivings and failures faded.
Reflecting on this, he and I both agree that music has been the quiet embrace for us.
Through my weird inner turmoil and the stresses of watching two best friends abuse
their relationship with each other, playing the songs helps the negative feelings melt.
Standing on the floor of O’Hanlon’s with my bass slung over my shoulder, I stare
dizzily at my band mates. We try to psyche ourselves up. One more show. We can do
it. Zachary starts creating feedback from his amp and we start the first song. Drunks
scream at me. A friendly guy who looks like a baseball coach buys us a few ounces of
weird tasting whiskey, which is appreciated. We play hard, as if we’re a rock ‘n roll
band, and kick the shit out of these songs like it’s the last time we’ll ever get to play
them.
None of us know for certain, but it feels like it might be.
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of elation, denial, loneliness and general hubbub.
My sincerest thanks to those who helped edit this collection. Special thank you to
Evan Vrinten for his willingness to collaborate with me on this project by designing
the layout and artwork. Lastly, thank you to my friends who sometimes appear as
the subjects of these diaries for being understanding and supportive.
None of these things could have happened without you.
-AS

