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It had been a songless three years for me, a creative wasteland since Derik left our pop 

music duo, D2, for his shot at a solo career.  Kelly Clarkson had given him an offer he couldn’t 
refuse, and while he rode the wave of success with former American Idol contestants, I 
drowned my limited compositional skills in shots of whiskey.  D2 may have recorded a string of 
pop gems, but in the intervening years it had become apparent which of us had been the real 
musical genius.  Since Derik’s departure, I hadn’t written so much as a jingle. 

In the midst of his achievements, Derik and I alternated using the studio where we’d 
composed most of our hits together.  Each day I arrived determined to finally write something 
of worth, but all my efforts were for naught; every promising lead resulted in another dead 
end.  One day, after an especially inept session, I, in an irrepressible fit of agitation, heaved a 
keyboard against the studio wall and watched in horror as shrapnel scattered across the floor.  I 
scrambled to retrieve the pieces, and that’s when I saw it: a page of manuscript that had slid 
under an area rug.  I rescued the paper, expecting to find perhaps an old drum chart, but 
observed instead a completed song called “Before Your Time.”  Though unattributed, it was 
easily identifiable as Derik’s, with his swooping clef marks and note stems. 

I took the manuscript to the upright piano, and from the moment my fingers caressed 
the keys, I was placed under a spell.  That bastard—that genius bastard—had done it again.  A 
song of such beauty, of such perfection, even Paul McCartney would ooze with envy upon 
hearing this masterpiece.  I actually wept as I played the composition a second, a third, a fourth 
time, and sensed that it wasn’t the product of my former writing partner at all, but rather a gift 
from heaven.  That I needed to possess such a gift was without question.  I placed the 
manuscript in my briefcase and took it home. 

The phone call came weeks later.  Derik couldn’t locate a manuscript he’d written.  Had I 
seen it?  I said I hadn’t, and asked if he could recreate the tune from memory.   

“You know me,” he said.  “Stoned out of my mind when I wrote it.  Honestly, it might be 
a load of garbage, but it seemed brilliant at the time.  Guess I’ll just have to write another one.”   

Words only a genius would dare utter. 
For months, intoxicated by the drug of pure pop perfection, I performed the song alone, 

at times reveling in its beauty, but more often burdened by a benchmark I knew I couldn’t begin 
to approach.  Eight months later, when I received word that Derik had been found dead in a 
nightclub bathroom stall, his pants at his ankles, a syringe dangling from his forearm, I was 
initially overcome with grief.  But then I considered the gift.  

Replaying the song yet again, the lyrics of “Before Your Time” suddenly took on new 
meaning, transforming the piece into an ode to my lost writing partner, a love song from me to 
Derik.  Oh, how the critics would feed on this story!  The composer, silent for so long, at last 
finds his voice in the aftermath of his ex-partner’s death.  I imagined the video, clips of our past 
performances, the grainy, saturated footage adding just a touch of nostalgia, pulling on the 
heartstrings of fans, and catapulting me into the limelight once again. 


