
“July in Texas”
A Haiku composed on the Tour Bus by Josh Anthony Cahill

July in Texas.
It’s so hot I want to cry.
Can we go home now?

We’ve only been in San Antonio for about three hours, and already, I’m wondering 
why anyone on Earth would want to live here.  In fact, I think we’re all wondering that.  Even 
Oliver, who is the sweetest person alive and never complains about anything, is miserable.  

“I can’t breathe.  Does anyone else feel like they can’t breathe here?” he asks.  
“I think I actually died about two hours ago and now I’m burning in the fiery pits of 

hell,” Josh moans.  
This is the first time any of us have actually been to Texas, aside from Sam, whose 

paternal grandparents live in Houston.  He’s basically the only one who isn’t totally shell-
shocked by the hundred and fifteen degree weather and the humidity so thick that I feel like I’m 
actually swimming through it.  Oliver’s right.  It is hard to breathe.  Hopefully, when the guys 
perform tomorrow night, it will be a little cooler.    

To be fair, though, San Antonio is a really cool.  There’s so much history here: the 
Alamo, the missions, all the famous battles that took place around here.  Then of course, there’s 
the River Walk and the arts and shopping and culture surrounding it.  We’ll be visiting all that 
later on this evening.  For now, we’re enjoying, or at least, attempting to enjoy, a bit of time at 
Six Flags Fiesta Texas.  

It’s a lot of fun.  I’ve never been to a theme park quite like this one.  It’s so big.  There 
are so many rides.  It’s a little overwhelming.  We haven’t been able to ride any yet because it’s 
hard to do anything without the guys being swarmed by fans.  The park has called in a security 
escort for us, which is great, but at the same time, I know the guys find it a bit strange.  After all, 
their first album only came out a few short months ago, but those months have been a total 
whirlwind.  I’m not sure what we were all expecting, but I can guarantee you it was nothing like 
this.  

“Just remember to keep drinking water.  Hydration is essential,” Joni reminds us.  
“And remember to smile.  You have to look like you’re having a good time.  You don’t want 
anyone to think you’re ungrateful for this opportunity.”

The guys hired a professional publicist and PR person, but honestly, I don’t know why.  
Joni does all their work for them.  

“You know what, Babe?” Jesse asks, slinging his arm around her neck.  “I think you 
need to take the day off from bossing all of us around and just have fun.”

“What are you talking about?  I am having fun.  This is so much fun.”
“Bossing us around is how she has fun,” Cory, Joni’s twin brother, remarks.  
The only person who seems to genuinely be having a good time is Sam.  Of course, I 

think he’s been here before with his grandparents, or maybe his aunt and uncle.  That, or he’s just 
a naturally positive and energetic person and he doesn’t let little things like heat exhaustion get 
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him down.  Either way, he keeps pointing out everything we need to see and do and telling us 
about all his favorite memories here.  

“Ooh!  There’s Poltergeist!  We definitely have to ride that one.  And Boomerang!  You 
know, the very first time I ever rode that ride it broke down?  While I was on it?  Come to think 
of it, I actually think it was the very first ride I rode here, ever...”  

“Oh great, so along with being hot and crowded and full of really weird smells, this 
park is also dangerous,” Josh remarks. 

“It’s not dangerous.  It was just a glitch.  Though I think it was shut down for the rest 
of the day.  But to make it up to us, the park gave us free passes to cut the line of any ride we 
wanted.   It was pretty much the best day ever,” Sam reminisces with an adorable grin.

“You mean better than the day you found out our album had gone platinum?” Jesse 
asks.

“Or the first time you ever performed in front of a sell-out crowd?” I add.
“Or how about that time the girl from Toronto proposed to you outside our hotel 

room?” Cory grins. 
“That was not the best day ever,” Sam says.  
“More like the most awkward day ever,” Josh snickers.  
That’s not entirely accurate either.  There have been a lot more awkward moments than 

Sam glancing out his window to see a girl, kneeling in the street, and holding up a giant sign that 
read, Samuel Spencer Morneau. Love of my Life. You Are My Heart. Will You Marry Me?  
Though it was kind of odd that Sam was more weirded out by the fact that girl knew his middle 
name than by her declaration of undying love.    

“I don’t think I’m ever going to get used to that,” Oliver admits.  
“What?” I ask.
“All these girls throwing themselves at us.  It’s just bizarre.”
“Oh, please,” Jesse scoffs.  “You were the one Brit in a high school full of classless 

American weirdos.  You’re seriously trying to tell us that you’re not used to ladies swooning over 
you?”  

“That barely happened!”
“Oh, it happened.  You just didn’t pick up on it,” Joni tells him.
“How is that possible?” Oliver asks.
“It’s very possible.  Especially when you’re sweet and shy and modest.  Like you,” I 

answer.
“I’m not that modest.”
“Oliver, you’re so modest, you’re modest about being modest,” Cory laughs. 
“What a dweeb,” Josh teases.  “So, what are we going to ride first?” 
“Um, I won’t be riding anything,” Jesse announces.
“Aw.  Why not?” Sam asks.  
“I’m not really a roller coaster person.”
“Not a roller coaster person?” Sam looks like he can’t quite comprehend the idea.  
“Wait a minute, I thought you were supposed to be the group’s resident badass,” Cory 

remarks. 
“And if it turns out you’re not, then I nominate myself,” Josh quips.  
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“Hey, riding or not riding roller coasters does not qualify one for badassery.  Do you 
think Abraham Lincoln rode roller coasters?”

“I don’t think that’s a valid argument,” Cory says.
“You don’t think Lincoln was a badass?”  
“I don’t think roller coasters existed in his lifetime.”  
“Irrelevant.  The point is that you don’t have to ride roller coasters to be a badass.  But 

take me to the arcade and I’ll whoop each and every one of you.”  
“This is a bit sad, isn’t it?” Oliver comments.  “The closest thing The Kind of 

September has to a bad boy is afraid to ride roller coasters.”  
“Did I say I was afraid?” Jesse asks.  
“No, but it was very strongly implied,” Josh tells him.  
“I am not afraid.”
“Okay.  Prove it.”  
“Is that a challenge?”
“It’s not an invitation to a tea party.”
Jesse looks a bit uneasy, but I know him well enough to know that he’s not going to let 

blond, pretty boy Josh have the last laugh.  Which, to be honest, he often does.  But still.  
“Fine.  Sam, what do you want to ride first?” Jesse asks. 
“Whoa, whoa, wait.  How come you’re letting him decide?” Josh asks.
“I’ve been here before, ergo, I am the Master of all Wisdom.  At least when it comes to 

theme parks,” Sam gloats.  “I say we ride Superman.  It’s one of the few I haven’t ridden yet.  70 
miles per hour and it has one of the tallest loops in the world.”

“All right!  What are we waiting for!” Josh exclaims and sprints off even though I’m 
fairly certain he has no idea where he’s actually going.  

Once we’ve caught up to him, our security escorts guide us in the actual direction of 
the Superman Krypton Coaster.  I try my best to act nonchalant, like I’m the kind of cool girl 
who rides roller coasters like it’s no big deal, but to be honest with you, I’m kind of with Jesse on 
this one.  The thought of all those loops and twists and turns?  My heart is racing way faster than 
it needs to be.  Especially in this godawful heat.  

As usual, Sam picks up on my discomfort.  I swear, that boy can read me like a book.
“You okay?” he asks me. 
“Uh-huh,” is all I can manage.  
“You don’t have to ride if you don’t want to.”
“No, I do want to.”  At least, I think I do.   
“Are you sure?”
“Mostly.” 
I become less and less sure as we approach the massive roller coaster that will 

probably send me to my death.  Or at least put me in the hospital.  
By the time we make it to the very front of the line, it’s all I can do to not make a break 

for the exit.  Watching the car in front of us depart the station, I wonder if anyone riding it is as 
nervous as I am.

When our train finally arrive, I try not to shake as I sit myself down on the seat that 
will let my legs dangle as we flip through the air.   
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“This is it!” Sam exclaims, settling down into the seat next to me.  Joni and Jesse are 
on my other side.  “I promise, you’re going to love it!” Sam tells me.     

“I’m having a really hard time believing you at the moment,” I admit as a ride 
attendant latches our over-the-shoulder harnesses.  Somehow, being strapped into the seat makes 
me feel worse.  Maybe it’s because I know there’s no escape.  No matter how much I want to get 
off, there’s no turning back.  I am going to ride this ride.  

“Are you guys ready for this?” Josh yells from the row in front of us.  
“No!” Jesse and I yell back at the same time.
“Bring it on!” Sam cries.  
Joni, throughout it all, just looks bored.  She’s very indifferent to most things that other 

people get worked up over.  She’s kind of like a cat in that sense.  
The moment we start to move, I begin to feel light-headed.  I try every soothing trick I 

know.  I take deep breaths.  I close my eyes.  I count backwards from one hundred.  It’s only 
after I feel Sam take my hand that I begin to even sort of relax.  

As the coaster makes the climb up the very first hill, I hear Josh begin to holler and 
whoop in front of me.  Why is it that he’s having such a good time and I’m trying not to 
hyperventilate?

And then, before I know it, the train is turning its long final curve and we’re falling.  
No, not falling.  Flying.    
I don’t know if it’s the rush of adrenaline or the sound of Sam’s contagious laughter, 

but I’m beginning to wonder how much I’ve been missing out on by avoiding roller coasters for 
so long.  This is fun!  This is exhilarating! 

And then, all too quickly, it’s over.  
“So, what did you think?” Sam asks, grinning from ear to ear.
“Wow!  I mean... Wow!” I answer as the same ride attendant from before releases us 

from our harnesses.  
“Oh hell yeah!  That was awesome!” Josh exclaims.
“I think we need to commemorate this moment with a selfie,” Cory quips, pulling out 

his phone.
“Maybe we should take the picture out by the sign, that way we’re not holding up 

traffic,” Joni suggests.  
“Psh.  You’re no fun.”
As we make our way back around toward the ride’s entrance, I can’t help but notice 

that one of our number seems to be missing.  
I stop and turn to see Jesse, pale as a sheet, standing stock still, and looking like he’s 

trying very hard to focus.
“Hey, Jess.  You alright?” Cory asks him.    
“Yeah, I’m okay... Just a little - ” but before he can get another word out, Jesse throws 

up all over the ground in front of him.  Oliver and Cory are by his side immediately, trying to 
console him as he retches again.  Josh, meanwhile is backing away in disgust and Sam looks like 
he’s trying to decide whether he’s supposed to laugh or grimace as a crowd of onlookers gathers 
to snap images of TKOS heartthrob Jesse Scott puking his guts out.     
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“I’m going to get help,” I announce.  Surely the security guard assigned to the guys 
will be able to get Jesse some medical attention.  Before I can run off, however, I catch a glimpse 
of Joni.  Her face is suddenly as white and ashy as Jesse’s.  “Joni, what’s wrong?”

For a second, I think she’s going to be sick too, so I reach out to try to direct her to a 
trash can.  That’s when her knees buckle and she collapses straight back into my arms.  Caught 
completely off guard, I stumble backward and crash to the ground.  I feel a sickening crunch as 
all of Joni’s and my weight goes down on my right ankle.

“Mel!  Are you okay?”  I hear Sam call out to me, but I can’t respond.  In that instant, 
I’m aware of nothing except white, blinding, excruciating pain.  It’s almost like I passed out 
myself.  Thankfully, the shock fades quickly, but the agonizing pain radiating from my ankle up 
my leg and down to my toes does not.

What happens next is a bit of a blur.  With Jesse still gagging, me on the ground unable 
to move my foot, and Joni lying semi-conscious in my arms, Hannah, the poor medical 
technician, doesn’t know which crisis to respond to first.   

Jesse’s illness, she determines, is a result of the roller coaster and not being used to the 
heat.  He needs to stay cool and hydrated for the rest of the day.  Joni regains her consciousness a 
few moments later, but is stricken by a terrible headache when she tries to sit up.  Then there’s 
me.  I’m too scared to even look at my ankle, which hurts so badly it’s beginning to go numb.  

“That’s broken, for sure,” Hannah informs me.  “I’m going to call in a wheelchair.  
Then you need to get to the hospital straight away.  Do you need me to call you an ambulance?”

“No, thank you. I’ll be fine,” I grimace  
“Really, Mel?  You want to go to the hospital in the tour bus?” Oliver asks. 
“On second thought, yeah.  An ambulance might be a good idea,” I tell her.  
“I’ll ride with you,” Sam says.  I would say that that alone makes breaking my ankle 

worth it, but I’m in too much pain to swoon.  
So here we are.  Joni with an icepack pressed to her forehead.  Jesse looking more 

pitiful than I’ve ever seen him, sipping on a bottle of blue Gatorade.  And me, unable to move, 
with an icepack lying across my poor mangled ankle.  And to top it all off, the crowd of people 
watching and snapping pictures and videos on their phone has only grown larger.  

“Oh, boy, I can’t wait for this to be trending on Twitter,” Joni remarks.
“At least we’re not the ones they’ll be talking about,” I remind her.
“True.”
“Hey, look on the bright side,” Sam tells us, flashing us a quick, cheeky grin.  “At least 

we got our selfie.”
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