


The morning sun slanted through the window of Avril Lavigne’s 
home studio, catching dust motes dancing in the air like tiny, 
restless spirits. Her fingers, adorned with chipped black nail 
polish, hovered over the strings of her acoustic guitar. The 
melody was soft, a far cry from the punk-rock anthems that had 
defined her, but the words… the words were barbed wire 
wrapped in silk. 

She’d been writing for hours, pages of scrawled lyrics littering 
the floor—angry red ink, sad blue pencil, confused black 
marker. The chorus kept returning, a haunting, simple question 
set to a bittersweet chord progression: Does Steven realize? 

Steven. Her ex-husband. The name felt both familiar and 
foreign on her tongue, like a word from a language she’d once 
been fluent in but had now forgotten. It wasn’t about rekindling 
some old flame. That fire was ash and memory. This was about 
the aftermath. The quiet, bewildering landscape left after the 
earthquake of a divorce. 

She thought of the headlines, the gossip columns, the endless 
speculation. They painted stories of dramatic fights and bitter 
endings. But the truth, Avril mused, picking a minor chord, was 
often quieter and more confusing. It was in the mundane 
leftovers of a shared life. 

 



Did he realize, she wondered, that she still automatically 
reached for two coffee mugs every morning? That she’d hear a 
certain engine rumble on the street and her heart would do a 
stupid, hopeful little skip before she remembered? That she’d 
kept the ugly ceramic frog he’d bought as a joke on a road trip, 
not out of sentiment, but because throwing it away felt like an 
effort she couldn’t muster? 

The song wasn’t an accusation. It was an autopsy of 
understanding. Did he feel the same phantom limbs of their 
marriage? When he heard one of their old songs on the radio, 
did he change the station, or did he let it play, a ghost in his 
speakers? 

Her manager had heard the demo last week. “It’s a hit, Avril,” 
he’d said, his eyes already calculating streaming numbers. 
“Raw, relatable. The fans will eat it up.” But to her, it was more 
than a track. It was a message in a bottle tossed into a sea she 
wasn’t sure he even sailed anymore. A final, quiet attempt to 
map the wreckage from both sides. 

  



She leaned into the microphone, her voice a husky whisper, 
then rising with a raw, plaintive strength as she sang the bridge: 

”Does he see the same moon, through a different window 
pane? 

Does a familiar scent ever whisper my name? 

Or am I just a footnote, a chapter that’s done, 

Under a California sun?” 

As the last chord faded, the room felt heavier, yet clearer. She 
hadn’t written it for him to hear, not really. She’d written it to 
finally ask the question out loud, to give shape to the silent 
echo that had lived in her chest for years. Releasing it would be 
the final step—turning a private wonder into a public song, 
setting the question free to find, or not find, its answer. 

She saved the recording file, titling it simply: “Realize.” 

Maybe he would. Maybe he wouldn’t. But in asking, so openly 
and so honestly, Avril Lavigne had finally realized her own 
truth: she was no longer defined by the question, only by the 
strength it took to sing it. 
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