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It was 9:30 on a warm, rainy night in June. Lyla was sitting in her tan 1996 Ford Contour, 

staring at a bar across the street from where she was parked. The warm glow from the steamed-up bar 

windows blinked at her as cars rushed by on the four-lane street. The bar was the only business open 

at this time of night on Sunday, Monday, and Tuesday, which added to the local dive vibe that she 

liked so much. 

Lyla watched the traffic pattern and plotted her move from the car to the bar. Lyla grabbed a 

folded piece of lined notebook paper from the passenger seat and tucked it under her arm. She sighed 

to herself and said, “Here goes.” 

Her vehicle was old and falling apart, so in order to exit the vehicle, she had to wind the 

window down and pull the exterior handle from the outside. She grabbed the hand crank and turned. 

Rain splashed into the car as she waited for both sides of traffic to clear. She opened the door. 

As Lyla stood up from the driver’s seat, she dropped the note from under her arm. The rain 

quickly covered it with tiny wet dots, threatening to plaster it to the asphalt. She carefully picked it up 

off of the ground with her thumb and forefinger, trying not to tear it. She wound the window up with 

the other hand and closed the car door as the steady downtown traffic made its way towards her. She 

tucked the note under her shirt and held it close to her stomach, shielding it with her hands. 

Her original plan had been to dart across with her head down, like most people do. But she 

had missed the opportunity to dash to the other side, and had to wait for another sequence of traffic 

to run its course before crossing the street. 

Lyla’s hair, upper body, socks, shoes, and the cuffs of her jeans were soaked by the time the 

chance came again to run, so she sauntered across the street, turning her face up to the rain. Lyla 

reached the other side and stepped up onto the sidewalk. 

“I forgot to lock the car,” she suddenly reminded herself aloud. She looked at her ride, 

considered going back to lock it, then shrugged. All that was in there was an old air freshener hanging 

from the rear-view mirror and a blown-out tire in the dented trunk, and she doubted anyone would 

steal a car that still had hand crank windows and a cassette player. She wished the car luck, pulled the 

glass door of the bar open, and stepped inside. 
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This bar had a stage, and the stage was immediately to the left of the entrance, but the main 

entertainment was watching people enter and exit. Lyla herself had spent many nights watching people 

enter, and then immediately turn around and leave after being told there was a cover charge. Tonight 

was free, though, and the podium where the bouncer usually stood checking IDs and collecting the 

money was unoccupied. 

Lyla looked around for the person with the sign-up sheet for open mic night. Usually, there 

was someone standing by the front door with a clipboard, writing down the names of those who 

wished to participate. She pulled her phone out of her pocket and checked the time. She was late for 

sign-ups. 

She slid her phone into her pocket again, and pulled the note out from under her shirt to 

inspect the rain damage. It was too wet to store in the other pocket of her jeans, so she held it lightly 

in her hand.  

Since the entertainment tonight was free, there was no room at the bar. That was fine because 

Tuesday didn’t seem like a drinking day to Lyla. She was clearly alone in this opinion, as the bartender 

and bar back were scowling in concentration, hustling drinks and empty bottles and glasses back and 

forth. The patrons downed their shots and gluten-free beers, plumes of vape smoke rising to the 

ceiling. 

This place was alive with noise and body heat. The underground ambiance of the bar kept 

Lyla coming back. She wanted to be part of the scene, but she hadn’t managed to solidify any 

connections yet. She knew it was her personality that kept other people at a distance. She was shy and 

awkward and didn’t mind being by herself. She wasn’t necessarily lonely. In observing the other people 

who also frequented the place, she felt she knew them, even if she never spoke to them. 

She walked past the fully occupied tables and continued on to the room in the back of the bar, 

where the couches were. That room was packed, as well. There was nowhere to sit anywhere in the 

bar; it had to be over capacity, and it was stifling. 

Lyla scanned the crowd and finally located the person with the clipboard. They were standing 

by the sound booth, all the way in the back of the room. She maneuvered her way to the booth, trying 

to avoid physical contact with anyone, and waited patiently to talk to the sign-up person, who was 

deep into a conversation with the sound guy. They were discussing Pink Floyd cover bands, from 

what Lyla could hear. 
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Finally, there was a lull in the conversation and she shouted, “I’d like to sign up for the open 

mic!” The person with the clipboard didn’t hear her and turned away. Lyla restated her intentions even 

louder, but was interrupted by someone pushing past her. When she looked up again, the sign-up 

sheet and the person holding it were both making their way to the stage. 

She thought about following them, but instead found herself flattening up against the sound 

booth as a few more people pushed through to the main room. She followed them and, once through 

the doorway, she squeezed herself between the wall and someone sitting on a stool, who turned and 

shot her a mean look. 

Usually Tuesday nights were pretty chill here, but the crowd tonight seemed to be on edge. 

Maybe it was the humidity in the bar, but she reminded herself it was more likely her stage fright 

altering her perception of the place. 

The person with the clipboard stepped onto the stage and up to the microphone. They began 

to speak, but the microphone wasn’t on. The sound guy frantically flipped some switches until the 

microphone was live. The sound amplified a long exhale from the person with the clipboard who said, 

“There we go,” into the mic. There was slight feedback as they continued. 

“OK, welcome to Tuesday Open Mic Night.” The sound guy finally had the volume of the 

announcement at a decent level and was scrolling through his phone. The person with the clipboard 

rolled through all of the rules and intentions of the event. “As always, we have a wide range of offerings 

for you, so let’s get this started with Churry The Noodle God.” They left the stage as the crowd parted 

as best it could to let the participant pass. 

A skinny man with hair spiked up and sprayed orange pushed his way up to the stage. He was 

shirtless with a green and blue cape tied around his neck. He also wore an impromptu cloth diaper 

that sagged and gave the audience glimpses of things they probably didn’t want to see. He sported 

black socks pulled up to his knees, and sandals that had been spray painted gold some time ago. The 

paint was cracking and flaked off onto the stage with every move. Churry The Noodle God was also 

holding a rubber chicken. 

“Greetings mortals!” he bellowed into the microphone. “I am CHURRY THE NOODLE 

GOD!” The audience screamed their approval. He laughed and said, “You have pleased me and 

therefore I bestow upon you some gifts!” And with that, Churry The Noodle God dropped the rubber 

chicken and began pulling eggs out of various locations in his diaper, tossing them underhanded into 

the audience. 
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One egg was caught midair, sending eggshell, yoke, and goo flying. Another landed behind 

the bar, causing several expletives to fall from the mouth of the bartender. The bar back thought it 

was funny until an egg smashed all over her shoulder and the side of her face. Lyla thought the bar 

back was going to jump up onto the bar, leap onto the stage, and strangle Churry The Noodle God 

with a bar towel. 

The eggs continued to fly as the audience turned on Churry The Noodle God. They swore at 

him, threw pieces of egg back at him, and screamed at him to stop. He ignored their pleas, grabbed 

the microphone with one hand while launching eggs with the other, and went into an acapella song 

he wrote about late night booty calls. Lyla was fairly certain Churry The Noodle God would never be 

permitted to perform here again as the eggs smashed and oozed onto everything they landed on. 

Lyla wondered if Churry The Noodle God had chosen this location because of the quick exit 

he could make. Maybe that’s why the door is right by the stage, she thought, and slipped away from the egg 

cracking commotion into the room with the couches. 

Pushing open the heavy, grey door, she continued on to the back patio where people often 

smoked a variety of things. The air was a relief. It was warm outside, but it was hotter inside. 

The back patio was usually her safe haven when it was crowded in the bar, but she had 

forgotten it was raining. She figured her nerves must be distracting her, because she had always 

thought the rain was a bad omen and she was still damp from her stroll into the bar. 

Lyla took in the fresh air, tinged with cigarette smoke, as she stood under an awning adorned 

with band stickers. She loved the designs on some of the stickers, and she liked that all of the stickers 

were from local bands. Only two of the bands were still together, as far as Lyla knew. 

The awning was only large enough for one person and sheltering under it carried the threat of 

being hit by the door. A few smokers were jammed under two small umbrellas with beer logos on 

them. The umbrellas were meant to shade people from the sun and barely shielded the smokers from 

the rain. The metal tables and chairs scattered around the patio were dripping and dropping small 

puddles beneath them. 

Lyla took out her phone to check the time. It was almost 10. She quickly shoved it back into 

her pocket, unconvinced that the water-proof case really worked. The smokers gave up and politely 

moved past her to go through the door, back into the bar. 

As the door closed behind them, she felt a twinge of sadness in her heart. She looked at the 

soggy note in her hand. She had written what was on the note years ago, but had only recently found 
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it again. She had the crazy idea to read it out loud at the Tuesday open mic night she frequented, but 

it wasn’t usually this crowded, and it wasn’t going as planned. 

The note contained an emotional moment in her life, and though she’d never really liked 

poetry, it was written like a poem. It had just come out that way. She usually kept her writing private, 

but every once in a while, she would suddenly have the courage to have someone else listen to what 

she had to say. She had rehearsed for this night, standing in front of a mirror staring at the reflection 

of her feet. Unable to maintain eye contact with herself, she just stood there, reciting the lines to her 

socks. 

With the rain being perceived as bad luck, she had hoped it was a good sign that there had 

been parking right across the street from the bar. But the rain had increased her travel time, which 

made her late for sign ups, so the good luck seemed to have ended there. 

Lyla turned and walked back into the bar just in time to see a comedian execute a perfect 

pratfall. The crowd loved it. She’d seen this guy before, and the pratfall had improved each time she 

saw it. She liked to see the progress the regulars made. Some of them even moved up to paying gigs 

all around town. 

The person with the clipboard thanked the fallen comedian, who then rolled off of the stage 

and into the audience for added comedy. The next act was called up. “Chaos Jones is here tonight 

with a song or two. Come on up here.” 

The clipboard person looked around, but no one responded. They called again. “Chaos Jones 

it’s your turn, come on up to the stage.” Still no one made a move. “Has anyone seen Chaos Jones?” 

A voice from the crowd yelled, “Move on, they’re not here!” 

Lyla saw her opportunity and seized it. She raised her hand and moved up through the crowd 

to the stage. As she stepped up onto the platform, the person with the clipboard made eye contact 

with her. Lyla hated eye contact. 

She could feel lies screaming from her eyeballs. Not just the lie that she wasn’t Chaos Jones, 

but every lie she’d ever told. She was sure this person holding the clipboard would remember Chaos 

Jones when they signed up and she feared they would call her out for this deception in front of the 

whole crowd. She expected to be told she was lying and should get off of the stage. To be told she 

wasn’t funny, or that she was a horrible human being who should go home and never come back. 

Instead, she heard a doubtful voice announce, “OK…. Chaos Jones with some music, 

everyone.” 
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The person with the clipboard left the stage. Lyla was alone on the platform and now had a 

microphone and a relatively quiet crowd in front of her. She stepped up to the mic and adjusted it to 

her height, as she had seen so many of the others do on open mic nights. 

“Um, my name is pronounced ‘Lyla,’” she said, lightly laughing and hoping the audience would 

chuckle too. They did not. “Um, and this is the only note I have for you tonight,” she quietly quipped 

and unfolded her soggy note. 

The note was useless now, even as a musical pun, but something in her needed to hold onto 

it, so she held it to her chest with her right hand. She stared at the line of feet that belonged to the 

front row and began. 

“Memories are the most precious things we can make on this planet.” 

An entire table of patrons stood up at that moment and made their way to the exit of the bar. 

They loudly said goodbye to the person with the clipboard and exited. Lyla wanted to leave, too. She 

understood the convenience of the stage being next to the door. She watched it close on the exiting 

group and decided not to run. 

The person with the clipboard eyed her and motioned for her to continue. They tapped on 

their invisible wrist watch to remind Lyla that these things had a time limit. 

Embarrassed, Lyla continued quietly: 

 

“I’m not talking about recalling something, 

I’m talking about going back in time  

Through your mind.” 

 

Lyla’s nerves persisted. She tried to find comfort in the rhythm of the words she had written 

so long ago: 

 

“Feeling, seeing, hearing, tasting, 

just outside of being 

In the passing of time 

Memories are made 

sitting somewhere 

with someone 
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enjoying something. 

  

While days go by, 

memories are things 

that make you laugh human to human. 

 

Memories are as warm as the sun,   

slippery as moonlight. 

More permanent than dreams.” 

 

Lyla paused in the way she had rehearsed it, and raised her head to stare at the wall in the back 

of the room. She noticed her legs were shaking. 

  

“I remember an ending.”  

 

Her voice caught in her throat a bit, but she fought through the emotions to deliver the lines: 

 

“A train off in the distance 

A dry leaf crossing over the cement 

Pushed along by the wind 

And in one place, 

Someone lay dying. 

In another place 

People shattered 

In many places 

Tears falling hard 

 

The storm 

 

I couldn’t dance in that rain  

I couldn’t look to that rainbow  
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I couldn’t stay on that sunny side 

 

I wasn’t faster than the lightning. 

I wasn’t able to shout down the thunder. 

 

All I could do was float 

And watch the storm” 

 

Lyla paused to take a slow, cleansing breath in an attempt to control her nerves and pacing. 

She tried to resist rushing through to the ending. It was so distracting to hear the audience conversing 

with each other instead of paying attention. She did not realize that most of them could not hear her 

because the sound guy was still on his phone and not adjusting the volume. 

She was almost finished, though, so she grabbed the microphone stand with her left hand for 

security and went on: 

 

“Then one day I wanted light.  

I imagined a golden hue and it was everywhere in time 

I went back to a moment 

lived it in my soul  

  

The waters warmed 

The storm lightened 

My feet found the ground 

And I was dancing again 

 

All from memory” 

  

Lyla paused as practiced. The sound guy finally realized Lyla couldn’t be heard and turned the 

volume up just in time for her to say the last few words. The volume caught her and the audience by 

surprise. 
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“Memories are the most precious things we can make 

while we are here 

in this world 

together.” 

 

She finally released her death grip on the microphone stand and the note, which sat as pulp in 

her hand. She stepped back to indicate she was finished. Three people in the front row who had been 

paying attention clapped, and the person with the clipboard blew past her to continue the show. 

Lyla stepped off of the stage. This wasn’t at all how she thought she would feel after sharing 

her work. She had thought she would at least be relieved it was over. Instead, she felt stupid for 

wanting to perform in the first place. 

She stood to the side of the stage, just in front of the exit, trying to decide if it was rude to 

leave right away or not, when two people from the audience seemed to approach her. They were just 

leaving the bar, but one of them did address Lyla as they exited, asking her why she was holding a 

gross tissue. The other person giggled as they drunkenly pushed open the door. They stumbled out 

into the warm rainy night. 

Lyla was wounded. She had never understood people who made the effort to purposely hurt 

others. She concluded that this was, indeed, a very different crowd than the usual Tuesday night, and 

she hadn’t been imagining it. 

The performer after Lyla played a djembe, so she stayed and listened for a few minutes before 

making her move to slip out of the bar. She had her hand on the door handle when she heard, “See 

ya, Lyla.” 

She turned toward the voice, which belonged to the person with the clipboard. “Nice job. I 

liked it.” They smiled. Lyla grinned ear to ear. 

“Thank you. See ya next week.” She pushed through the door. That one compliment changed 

Lyla’s entire mood. At least one person liked her thoughts. It was an awesome feeling. 

The rain was heavier now, and the street gutters were overflowing. Traffic was lighter at 10:30 

at night. Lyla waited for a few cars to pass, watching their headlights and brake lights glitter in the 

ripple of the rushing rainwater at her feet. 
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Lyla breathed in the raininsummer scent that brought back all sorts of memories from 

childhood to adulthood, both beautiful and sad. She added this night to those raininsummer 

memories and crossed the street. 
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It’s All Been Done Presents is a multi-platform entertainment network of 

podcasts, written work, video series, and more, based in Columbus, Ohio. 

Check out all our great programming at http://iabdpresents.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

More Great Stuff From IABDPresents! 

 

It’s All Been Done Radio Hour is a modern, geeky, scripted comedy in the 

style of old-timey radio serials. Performed live at MadLab theatre on the 

second Saturday of every month, the performances are recorded for the podcast 

of the same name. 

 

Follow the space adventures of Universe Journey, save the world alongside 

Daniel Kravitz, Chosen One, fight baddies with The Topnotch Tangler, 

travel across time and dimensions with Packer & Ratcliff, and more! 

 

Subscribe wherever you listen to podcasts! 

 

 

 

Nikki Smith and Jerome Wetzel have a new weekly photocomic called Life’s Gummy! Follow the tribe of gummy bears across 

the living room as they seek wisdom from the Wise Gummy, invent science-y things, and fall in love. It’s hilarious! New strips 

post every Saturday morning at iabdpresents.com 

http://iabdpresents.com/

