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Live at the Underground “Forsworn,” read the newspaper. That’s my band in the newspaper. It’s odd looking at that particular word. Its creation was the spawn of my artistic thought. Click, the radio turns on and again I hear the name of my band being shot through the airwaves. Hopefully all this advertising and hype surrounding the show will ensure a good turnout of people. If all goes as planned, there will be a crowd of young metal heads waiting to vent frustrations of a disappointing life out in the pit

It’s the summer of 2005. I have been playing an instrument known as the guitar for only a year. Last week, we played our first show at Wood creek’s Shade and Waves. It was nerve racking due to the lack of experience I poses. Now it’s time to put all my skill and practice to the ultimate test. It’s time to play a national act venue. 
The underground is a church based club that promotes and books all genres of music ranging from the heaviest of metal to the softest acoustic ballad. They do it quit well compared to the rest of Sacramento’s music venues. Which is a laugh when it comes to attendance and promoting such as on the y or the kennel club? Pre-sale tickets for the show are selling well. My band alone has sold fifty tickets. That takes off a lot of pressure knowing there will be a crowd.

The Saturday of the show has finally arrived. The underground seems prepared for the event among us. The stage standing two feet high was laced with lights hanging from the ceiling. Monitors and mains waiting to pump music through the PA system. A drum riser sits at the back of the stage. Tape seems to be holding the stage together. How ghetto and unprofessional? It gives me more incentive to destroy it more.
We are headlining so we go on last. The anticipation is enough to kill. Finally it’s time to do a sound check. Once the sound is dialed in we go into the first song of the set “Rise Above. The crowd is reacting positively. They are eating up ever note like it’s the finest of steak. As I hoped, a ruthless mosh pit spurs up in the middle of the crowd. I can see people running about like gladiators in a Roman Coliseum. Bodies slamming into bodies like wild animals. This is our species, as advanced and civilized as it could ever be.
