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TRIBUTE TO RON ASHETON WITH IGGY AND THE

STOOGES, ANN ARBOR Ml 4.19.11: Open Up and Blood,
Sweat, Tearsandd Fanecdot es 0

By Heather Harris

All Photography © 2011 Heather Harris

FAQs: mobbing, throbbing fans. The band: co-
founders Iggy Pop vocals/subversion +

April 19, 2011, Ann Arbor, Ml , Tribute to Scott SRock Actioné

RO; fA.\shdeton W_Ith Igfy and The;l.Stooges Williamson (Raw Power and Kill City
and friends Deniz Tek, Henry Rollins MC - releases cewriter) on guitar, Mike Watt (the

ing and hilariously monologuing, young Minutemen, Hyphenated -Men, fireHOSE

band The Space Age Toasters who opened
with Stooge covers, and a small symphonic

Hellride, the Secondmen and at least four

other bands) bass, Steve MacKay Funhousg

orchestra that backed the Deniz Tek on saxophone. Organizer: Kathy Asheton with

guitar portion of Stooge songs after the Al proceeds benefiing the Ron Ashefon

actual bandds set. Thlg M{.chlgan Theatr e,
Id out venue capacity: 1,700 rapid all-ages oundation,

" PR S P J (http://www.ronashetonfoundation.org) its




mission to fund veterinary care for needy
animals, subsidize public school music
education plus promote animal welfare and
assist all aspiring young musicians. (You
see where the young band and orchestra fit
in now.) Cinematic documentation: famed
American auteur director Jim Jarmusch.

More than any prior performance of the

reunited after 3 and 3/4 decades Iggy and

The Stooges, this gig celebrated fans as

much as musical panegyrics to the beloved,
late founding guitarist of The Stooges.
some of

Youodl | me et

Bizarre factoid: a sturdily built male
security guard passed out from the massive
body heat of the animated crowd (despite it
showing outside some 24 hours earlier) and
had to be revived with ice. Not exaggerated
apocrypha at all: he was treated right next
to your humble Paraphiliaphotojournalist.

concert in this deluxe oldskool, gilded

movie ©palace

The Stooges! o

marquee.) These Stooges, hometown once
underdogs-now-Rock and Roll Hall of

( OWel come
spangl ed

t hFamers i normally enertaire nather larger
Both jet-setting Stooge enthusiasts and the capacity audiences, usually festivals of 10K

locals alike scored an up close and personal to 40,000 strong.
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surfing and his surprising demeanor. He
grinned often and warmly espying his
hometown people cheering on one of their
own. Another payoff: no matter how
familiar the wondrous music to its
cognoscenti wh od v e heard
shows on myriad tech formats, they were
still in for surprises galore live.

You can read about thoroughbred racing,
you can study bloodlines and pedigrees,
you can think you know it all as a racing
fan. But you donot,

racing in person and actually hear the
thundering hooves louder than you e ver
thought possible and witness the horses
even more magnificent in their extreme and

sweaty power than you ever imagined.

Same with Top Fuel Drag Racing. Or Iggy
O0Thi s i s one of t he gn%l?hteStoggQSOtos of l ggy

today...very <cool amnd sexy~6 o0Classic lggy
the-crowd shots, like those pictures in Surfing
Magazine that they take
t he baddest l ggy has
(Facebook music enthusiasts admiring the
few photographs 106d |
why not? (not the compliments to me, the

ones to the singer.) For festival band gigs,

Iggy Pop rarely encounters neither Stooges
purists en masse nor unbarricaded crowd
adulation within which to foist his famous
contortionist, still shirtless, utterly feral,
fearless and buff at 64, negaphysicality.

The ritual crowd stage invasion (despised

by security everywhere) usually has to
suffice in place of his wildly extreme
audience interactions of yore. The payoff at

this intimate gig was his prolonged crowd




| dm an advocate of al | Gespethas st Werr i RB opnoal &i migr
cylinders, and the Ann Arbor show had it actually was SHOCKED at the intensity of
all amongst bizarre happenstances you this band. 6

dondt get on-tgyeravdingr a | stuff
Testimonial from a fan at the Michigan

into the audience to stare at people, lungs _
Theatre (abetted by social network addenda

heaving and dripping gallons of sweat on H hh Himsical q _
t roug| 0errv)\; imsical corrgspop Fnce%. et: a

al | around him (fun ol frac
report on touch upcoming,) prolonged OMademoiselle Professorgss
crowd surfing by him, constant smiles to of the more lyrical Liberal Arts at a
the crowd of despite the requisite fearsome university level and had to be there. She

expressions donned for such hardcore, indeed has been there for most domestic
kickass material, far more band interaction lggy and The Stooges shows since her

than one might suspect and of course, that revelatory initiation i 2
selfsame band making all the complicated, heavy |lifting of Seri oulk
breakneck speed music gméwetAt outcome€altér Yost-op rEchvery.

also heard new converts espouse this as the Number One on her bucket list was viewing

best live reunion band around, bar none. lggy and The Stooges live, which she



immediately accomplished 5/2/10 at the
Hammersmith Apollo in London for the
bandds fir Raw Powetmateridl
since 1974, by three of its four aiginal
instigators (abetted by Watt and MacKay.)
Unexpected bonus #1: with dozens of
others she lept onstage in the ritual stage
invasion to dance to
managed to paw lggy (empirical evidence
up on YouTube) with the pronouncement
that he may look Florida -tanned wrinkly,
but his skin is soft. Bonus #2: life imitated
art and mimicked the lyrics as it were: raw

power had a healing hand.

When she got home, tests proved she was
good to go for a very long time. Mlle. Prof
explained, 0 Wihgerym  andny
prognosis turned out so well, | kind of
wondered how | was going to fill up the
thirty
Stooges®

nex-t years of

a fan. 6

bit
feel

0ltds a strange
adul t . I it
having spent my teenaged years studying
Latin and doing homework, etc. | had no

as

idea it was coming, but | know that Iggy

changed my I|life. o

She
level discussions of what these kinds of

wr ot e Ol dm

performance 6dod6 for
that it
happiness (as opposed to daily low-grade
happinesses) insofar as this was by its very
fleeting, like having sex. She

countered, one

was represented high-octane

nature
0So
these moments, knowing they cannot last.

tur nli

interesteéi i n
an

gi ves

The
Di onysi an

ma d n e lass forever.nYour basic
cul t t he
reserved university professor
ng the
most pro-act i ve,

of
a | deemingly
embr aci fear some
band,

sometimes tell my students that if no one is

wi | d

pissed off at you, youdr e not doi

Opbbke Appeal , 6 and

wanted to
research what was the adult version of
fandom, to better hone the appeal of my

Very first month online, |

own photo -taking and writing, settling on
Alan Rickman (pre-Harry Potter) sites to
view what grownups wrote abo ut grownup
stars without the kiddie spamming. The
actor seemed like an intelligent guy who
it a lot into his roles and worked
continually, fomenting fan discussions
anew. | learned about slash and fanfiction
i ffora .thisNforay. | Seduimg Wwack 1o othel
Stooges,Mlle. Prof embodies the best of this

be

adult version, letting something in the arts

n into a f.an as
_ bea forca for gooé in her own life.
d6m growing up in reverse,

Ardent advocate of Flarf (distant cousin to
the literary
pursuits within fandom,) Mlle. Prof alone

an

aforementioned  outsider

has been eleted Stooge For A Day online

by Williamson who

Sme (9 )
w

comma

have She

~

(‘)Iolm bl own a
eo e. 6. M own
Pe2Pd &t o t%""s

y
a
m

omeone
hi

e essad thamol rwas

doesndt profit m i

et c. I & m
before. He has an inspired and focused

for t hi
over

work ethic

ngs
oneself

to







It should be noted
extensive 30 pp. interview with him in
Paraphilia Issue # 5) that for the next three
and a half decades after Iggy and The
Stooges swan song implosion onstage in

Michigan circa 1974, Williamson had

walked away from the idiots in the music
coul dimgd t
changed all hard rock genres forever. (All
are based upon his, at the time, sui generis
style of 1,000 mph guitar-playing while

busi ness wh o

retaining both precision and emotion. Fast
songs used to be propelled by its drummers
alone.)

After a university degree he got in on the
ground floor of (according to those in the
t he oWwWil d
creativity in the beginning of the computer

know) fun

revolution, which must have reminded him

(as

of his former passions in music and
paralleled same. Raising his own happy
family in Silicon Valley, rising to Vice -
President of Technology Standards in the
Sony Corporation, taking early retirement

to rejoin his old band with his first Stooge

gig in 38 years to a throng of 40,000
attractive young Brazilians in Sao Paulo, his
Stooges finally garnering induction into the

Rock and Roll Hall of Fame in 2010 after
seven previous rejections, and rediscovering
the joy of playing guitar as one of its best
this has given

| i f-ending t or

practitioners ever, all
Williamsonos
piqu ancy of sorts, rare in the annals of rock.
| t s stil | higvdllen
sprang
bands ever.
i n D2re

rarer

Mc Cai nds

from somost trautiled r o c K



survived the trench-warfare of an entire

show resembling one big moshpit: after the
stage invasion of 0@0Shak
patrons from their seats, half the theatre
stayed pressed against
you they were all going to mob the stage
and stay there, o6 |

security employee, incredulous after seeing

a sea of greyhaired fans among the all-ages

types do just this.) The set contained great
selections from all three Stooges/lggy and

The Stoogesd now lamlgendlfp
their back-in-the-day soundman Nite Bob

. _ . _ was on hand to work for them.
Besides its subversivebut-fun, against the

grain of everything else going on music
that now | abeltpaich k ,00p r ort
Stooges, renamed Iggy and The Stooges
after Jamesd arrival,
corporate and managerial indifference, even
well-chronicled antipathy to them from
same, odrugs l'i ke you
according to one member, a roller coaster

ride of misunderstood/dashed hopes
versus fanatic critical acclaim, the pioneers
getting all the arrows -syndrome, and what
photographer/film director Larry Clark
called othe wusual betr
i ndustry. o

More FAQs:

Famed director Jim Jarmuschwas on hand Everyone there was thrilled to see cinematic

with a skeleton production crew to film the

commemoration of this particular gig.

proceedings, all part of a planned magnum Whether for its homeboy frisson or the

opus documentary of the entire span of poignancy of the occasion of band

| 99y P egmbmusicicareer inclusive of colleagues dealing publicly with Ron

The Stooges and Iggy and The Stooges, Ashetonds unti mely demi

originals and reunions alike. Said crew multiple gig -viewers the Ann Arbor show




was their very best yet. The band blazed
hard and
Williamson particularly white hot, biting
his lips while peeling off killer riff after

true with guitarist James

killer riff, occasionally closing his eyes

while o0in the zone. 6

Scott ORock Actiono
defies categorization, embodying The Right
Stuff with similar rocket thrust, deceptively
simple, always powerful and surprising. |
still c aut WTF itisihegdoeas en his
drum intro to ORaw

MacKay is also the goto multi-

instrumentalist providing bonus percussion
and keyboards inclusive of that one-note

~

essenti al on ol Wanna

saxophone parts are indeed perfect. Mike

Watt remains one of the few bassists on the
planet who can keep up joyfully and

AsHEDERG L 8P GMMPAg 2

passionately with the quasi-speed-metal of
0Shake
Rollins to kick-s t ar t

Appeal 6 or o0l Got
the headl:
the show and provide Iggy with a se parate
entrance to ecstatic audience acclaim.)

And yet... the highlight of the show sprang
from an odd new
Stoogean arsenal
unheard

instrument in the

with the heretofore
acoustic ball a
which began:

0This is a requiem
For a heavyweight

Though it

(Pop-Williamson)

The lyrics were referencing the two year

delay of this tribute show, although Scott
0Rock Actionbo Ashet onds
had
Ashetonbd at

Leanna staged her o]
Hol |l ywoodds
January 2010 upon the one year anniversary
of her uncl eds passing.
great
heartfelt aural catharsis, Iggy and James
sitting side by side, friends together once
again honoring a third, a fallen soldier of

rock and roll. Athletically giving his all and

p o wiperagiive §ha(o)l(lg$1%u1ﬁ the, enire night,

lggy was by now wholly sweat -drenched
and self-soaked from assorted bottled
waters (necessary to prevent a fate similar

B8 V4t Odg. hewigecurit
James 0 avorlo migored that of his

hard rock style,

memorable riffs per song. He strummed his

replete with myriad




Tony Francis Style 4 Weissenborn (beautiful compl ete har mony. He
rope-marquetry wood, classic/classy sounded great. Singer got a little choked up
acoustic Hawaiian lap steel) plectrum-less but what the hell . ¢
and with a sliding bar (cal led a steel hence
the moniker) with such dexterity that it
sounded like four hands playing in

0...You wer e my
concluded the ballad.

W TN, e

-
4
#
L
-

I
’
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Another testimonial from a fan at the (6gun and knife clubd6 o
Michigan Theatre: dialysis patients, asthma/COPD patients,

cancer patients, blood clots, OB/GYN

i fficul t anéi ul tra

_ _ patients, pediatrics, and a ~seemingly
demanding metier of Phy3|(i|an56.ASS|stant. .

_ _ endl ess | ist of spgéeaci al
in an emergency trauma center in

q Detro g "y _ all . o) Heds al ways been
owntown etroit iagnosing/treatin : o .

_ S g_ g g music specialties, and had to be there at his
and working with the walking wounded

local Ron Asheton Tribute by Iggy and The

OE. R. Joeb wor ks t he




E. R.
reading

Stooges. Says

revolves around work, family,
espionage books, staying under the radar
and music. | am a huge Stooges/Iggy fan,
also of Jimi Hendrix, Thin Lizzy, Alice
Cooper, Social Distortion, the New York
Dolls, Mike Watt and a multitude of others.
i f I
Soni

Everyone asks
t he
(because we share a last name, but no,) so

heds of ake

me

me mber s of cos

my

ol cannot count t he
seen |l ggy as a solo
seen the Stoogesbd

two different countries. This was one of the
top f i ve eshhdothes pledsures to
witness in my life. James Williamson was
ON FIRE. Several of us began hanging out
talking about the concert and
experiences. After the official post-gig party
for press, band pals and fans at Netco
(formerly the Second Chance Balfoom) we

returned to the hotel and went to the

our

restaurant/bar continuing to make new

acquaintances. | had spoken earlier with
several members of the group so my goal
was to talk with Steve MacKay, and there
he was over in the corner. Cool! We caught
up a bit until my reptilian brain began

ng something

sensi was

O0When | |l ooked up | [
the 1520 people around me that A) | was
not invited and B) | should not be there. It
was Iggy and his wife Nina, James
Williamson, Henry Rollins, Jim Jarmusch,

Deniz Tek, Hiawatha Bailey etc. sitting

brot her . o

nu
art
reuniacmsaseved

mme d i

0 ¢ogether bryscatteied aboutpthieiraora (ibidl y

t he
ends. ) I
sai d

ot her
actual fri
up he
so work the tables. | introduced myself
while  complimenting them all and
apologizing at the same time. Everyone that

i n wor ds,

and no. |

Rendezvous Band
Then E.R. Joe, the adult version of a fan,

tglked shop with Deniz Tek (an E.R.
surgeon when not being a punk rock legend
Inrbselfr or reli§hingt his rdays as la @eneine
Nasyt Top iGuncjet pilo® Wio, was well |
Wi me s Ei
share the exact same types of patients, and
musi c/ medi cal s mal
Chair of Emergency
own department staffing all the rock shows
at Detroitods Ford
Rolling Stones (only noting discretely that
t he

we i

and
backstage.
seems a trifle sheepish about his adventure

doctors
rdnesso

inadvertently party -crashing Iggy and The
Stooges, although his companions waxed
triumphant (O0Babetteo
lggy, and a local photographer thrilled to
do same with pictorial commemoration
resultant. Earlier, E.R. Joe and Babette had

w held fggy.aléft when he crowd -surfed. More

touch-sensory!l) HowEver, E.R. J%e rightly
summar?zése hi¥ fangc%ovtve’ (neaiogism
courtesy Ml | e.

the Twilight Zone for me, the huge -est high

of

| have felt in a long time. Yet all of that was

way beyond my initial intentions and

wil dest dr eams. 6

n R.

redll

Omi glel awesl wer yonpel emafsant

OV €

| t al
Me d i i n

)

Jillo e ¢

k , S

Fi el ,

assistatnts

Profesflso



Deniz Tekds portion of Newe Rahcoew wiotuhn dRomi mMhs het gjn
sporting one of Ron AsMaehine GdnsThompsant both fresht from
play the |l atterds mat e theiaprior the dNew Crderé ®llabdratibn) t
The Stoogesand 1970's Funhouse 0 Di r twithin his mult iple careers. Yet he served

remained the standout, Tek snaking its Rondés memory well, as bjpt't

slower tempo quite sinuously. Channeling Arbor natives had been cfl
Ron was no mean feat, insofar as the still written account of onetime couple (and a
movie-star handsome Dr. Tek has forged very odd one at that, despite shared tenure

his own strong persona via his Australian in Destroy All Monsters and Dark Carnival)

band Radio Birdman (the name itself a Ron and Niagarabs tri p to

mishear i ng of a St oogesd hid fiight tragningiinnHawaiilré&maifséa)LOL
during the original 07 0lmot.pushifmagiaertre effect a these twooon k

and multiple bands since (including the a military base.




Last testimonial from the Michigan Theatre:

ONi cki OPi asilsobeen
fortunate to discover the music of the
Stooges as it happened in 1970 and how it
played out beyond, thanks to an early fling
with one of the
in national print media. From her college
art studies she immediately realized that
lack of complete embrace by the public or
establishment meant nothing at all, as most
all innovators in the fine arts meet
resistance from the status quo. She also
recognized that the then novel and quite

extreme in-your-face (and in your lap, on

your club table, under your skirt etc.)

provocation practiced by the singer as the
performance art that it really was. She had
photographed all the sound and fury of all

bandds

that Iggy and The Stooges encompassed live
onstage in 1973, amongst her mat
personally treasured and popular in
subsequent sales within her four decades of
rock and roll documentation. In her
subsequent pro capacity as a studio and live
show photographer, she worked with Iggy
Pop in 1990, Ron Asheton in 1992 and James
Williamso n in 2009. She found all three men
to be charming individuals in their own
separate fashions, rare indeed for such
intensely creative types.

Far in her distant
blitzed -to-the-gills advances from one of
them, who was projectile-vomiting
profusely as well as repeatedly falling over
in the gutter outside the Whisky A Gogo.
(Luckily the proverbial moment of clarity to
seek help soon occurred for him.) In

darkened rooms she had listened over and

s u fover o Killy €ity ywhen it finally was

unleas hed years after t
With its languid but forceful musicality
reminiscent of The Bigs in the music world,

(PEXEMEstoNd St OPPeer sSt r ee

Kill City seemed to mirror the unlikely
combo of arrogance and despair in her own
quest to get the art out and the love in.
Luckily as well, the latter ensued via her
still ongoing relationship with her better
half, a onetime proto-punk lead singer in
the early 1970s himself. Once there had
been a few very late night phone calls from
Ron Asheton (a smart and funny guy but
inveterate night owl) that annoyed her
better half, who now had to arise at 5 a.m.
for work. She genuinely regretted never

past



being able to get the two of them together to Robeson turned the resigned relentlessness
talk guns, assorted weaponry and military of life of 001 d Man
history knowledge ably from similarly well - days after her return from the show, her
i nfor med, war ped, wittywetovoek khaldf dsolfliemrasld
P.O.V.s. no evidence of tumors from the previ ous
Stage 4. It was the best week of her life.

At the premiere for the dvd documentary

accompanying the 2010 rereleased box set Oh heck, drop the facade
of Raw Power she had met James

Williamsonos new and IL%StnFé?Si me friends

who had proved delightftul and as
personable as Williamson himself.

Loose -
1969

Littie Doll -

Down on the Street -

Shedd noted with inter
reunions of The Stooges in the 2000s mainly
playing the Euro -festival circuit,
Williamson's return to
untimely passing, the band finally getting

its due at the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame,

and was looking forward to photographing

them perhaps in their 2009/10 touring. W ot

Open Up and Bleed

Then the unimaginable happened with her Pretty Face
Wanna Be Your Dog

better half falling grievously ill, requiring '

veritable Spanish Inquisition treatments for TV e

Dirt -

an unknown outcome. The torture ensued Real Cool Time -

Street - Loose

for most of an entire year. Upon his Acoustic

Henry - thank you's

recovery from the treatments but with No Fun -
. . X Outro - Orchestra
ultimate fate still unknown, he seemed in

sufficient fettle for her to travel off alone to e e e ————

Ann Arbor to shoot this once -in-a-lifetime,

intimate show of Iggy and The Stooges. 38 Hereobds Deniz Tekos

year s |l ater from the IS8t T &4 p@ndswhggs who.

photographed  them, there they were Space Age Toasters perform/Orchestra

overture/l Got A Right (Henry Rollins with
(since no one is wasted this time around.) A Scott Asheton, James Williamson, Mike

previous favorite, 00P&Ry Sde Bdihy)y@by&snd Gor ful

was performed to perfection, now sung as

rampaging onstage even better than before

lggy and The Stooges set: Raw

pure defiant triumph, much as Paul Power/Search And Destroy/Gimme




Danger/Shake Appeal/1970/Night
Theme/Beyond The Law/Fun
House/Open Up And Bleed/Your Pretty

Face Is Going To Hell/l Wanna Be Your

Dog (with orchestra)/(with Deniz Tek and
orchestra) TV Eye/Loose/Dirt/Real Cool

Ti me/ Ronds Tune (1 ggy
Williamson alone)/No Fun (everyone back
onstage  performing all together like

oldskool Rock televised extravaganzas.

Bet ween ORoNOs Tunebod

representative from
had gone to school locally with James
Osterberg (our 1Ig) noting that their

respective paths rather diverged afterwards

gave Ilggy and The Stooges keys to the city

a and-burosN o thé u rnturnarourads
t h ecolleciivelp and affectmrfately tee meldo 0 J e s

of Ann Arbor , qui pping
Michigan, these also have bottle-openers on
the other end. o

Summaril vy, director Ji

instincts remain dead-on correct -- lggy

Pop,PTer ?toogeﬁ Igg% eagd The Stooges,
eir autodidact 0s

unflagging self-belief in their own abilities

t he

cur-se,

from a 0

t he

young age,
of Stoogesbd
now
Loves The Stooges, 6 thei
triumphs, and of course... their fans always

the rilekbofavi t h

along for

story.




INTERESTING TIMES:
SUMMER OF LOVE

By And rew Maben

deep inchoate spiritual thirst, and | can see
now that it was this thirst that colored every
aspect of my naive young life. The germ of
this spiritual quest was the longing for love,
and the blind certainty that love is
attainable. Somehow | equated the personal
nurturing of human love, and somehow
here | managed to also include erotic love,
with the grand Christian precept that God is
Love. I t 0s no exaggerat:.
whole life has been shaped by this search. |
wanted to live in a world whose guidin g
principles are love and kindness.

The leftward slide of my political ideals,
and embrace of the philosophy of
anarchism, was based on this. It seemed
clear to me then, and that clarity still shines
from deep in my heart through the grime,
the shame, thefears and disappointments of

the intervening years. Y
_ _ to me that our only hope is a social
So, wal t a minutee Wdtqdization e of cdeftinY an economics

sometimes say, was | thinking? What
indeed? | suppose that in a certain sense

of cooperation based on mutual respect.

Easy enough, youol | say
you could say | wa s n 8 forry doll b ¥d rif fee ofhhitred dfolénce,
simply living to my utmost, in the war, oppression, not so easy to realize, or
hackneyed phrase, 0 s € igfeh tB mbody thdse idedig i My own life.

reacting to events, euphoric with the
freedom | imagined | had found, finding a
path, pursuing various lines of enquiry with
the certainty, or perhaps arrogance, of
youth. But certainly there were underlying
motives of all kinds. Despite my If Buddha, Christ, Bakunin, Trotsky,
disillusionment with religion, | still felt a Gandhi, King, Huxley, Orwell had colored

Nevertheless | was determined to make the
attempt, and even in the darkest of times, in
the face of disillusion and despair, that hope
hasrefused to die.
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the foundation of my nascent philosophy
there were exciting new possibilities being
expressed by new Pied Pipers. Ken Kesey,
Tim Leary, Tom Wolf, Alan Watts, Ala n
Ginsberg, Beatles, Stones, Maharishi, J.G.
Ball ar d, R. D. Laing ¢é

And | felt that | was not alone in my quest.
These ideas were everywhere, around the
world young people were stirring, and this

was t o be t he 0Summ
Francisco was our Mecca, and while
thousands made the  geographical
pilgrimage, millions more journeyed
together to a San Fr a

Since that first smoke with Bob, back in
November, | had become a fairly frequent
hash smoker. | found it heightened my
appreciation of music, and felt it also fueled
my creativity. There were certainly plenty
of opportunities to hear music and see
bands in those days. | have already
mentioned the Bluesbreakers, and then
there was the Move at Lewes Town Hall,
the Spencer Davis Group headining
Brighton Art School 06s
maybe more important were the frequent
Folk Nights in various pubs, and of course,
given the serious lack of music on the radio,
it was jukeboxes that often gave us our first
taste of new music. | still remember
standing dumbfounded at an entirely
different kind of sound on the basement
j ukebox at ffinchds.
with Hey Joé

The national youthful obsession with music,
and my own desire to find an art -form that
could embody and propagate my evolving
i deas, had | ed me to
equivalence between painting and music.

Which in turn sparked an interest in
synesthesia, and as that was an often touted
effect of LSD my interest was further
sharpened & the recent move to make it
illegal in the UK seemed both arbitrary and

unwarranted. As an ad in the Times in July
woul d put it 6The | aw
immoral in principle and unworkable in
practice.d Indeed. And
could be said for acidé
er of Loveo. San
Then one Sunday afternoon in early June
the phone rang. It was Bob.
ncPlst®ds oher @@, sherfjokd me
tell me what o0itd was.
Pennydstds a quid. o6
0See you in an hour or

| grabbed a jacket, headed out to the
Brighton road and stuck out my thumb.

Tom and Penny were a couple whose flat
had become a gathering place for Brighton's
burgeoning hippy community. Today the
place seemed even more crowded than
Cledal 15668 familRridbss Sike AdAH bf
the struwelpeter afro and grannie glasses,
his friend Jeremy, Nicky the Anarchist, as
well as more | had never seen before. In a
corner of the living room someone was
contortedly filming a lava lamp with a little
16mm camera. The arrival of someone from
London with what was purportedly a bottle

I diraight #oin Sdnlid? 'had B\idBntly Beeh

widely broadcast.

Several people were already tripping. Along
with two or three other new arrivals, | paid
my pound and lined up in the hallway for

P a ldos& 'HE &8ss carkrlln® Bidpdn&ing a© f
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single drop directly from a dropper onto
our tongues. Or
tongues? When he came to me he seemed to

shoul

tree, a soothing rain of sunflakes bathed my
Heart.[Ecstasya y Ot heirod

have a little spasm. 00dPp&§FoMhet g | A8 dneqn
as, rather than a drop, almost the entire N
: And suddenl y: oDo I
contents of the dropper squirted onto my i
. Heaven?o
tongueé
N - Instantly, the soothlng wz?rmth turned to an
I &dm sur e youdve heard acc t r S
- a%omzm%aud heat A urnhng tha seemed
before, s o I wonot go ut

what is after all an intensely subjective
experience whose most important aspects
are, in any case inexpressible. Besides | only
recall shards of refracted experience. And
dondt ask if |

It did not take long for an extraordinary up -

to sear my very soul. Hell. Some dlstant
disengaged, dispassionate part of my mind
observed that the apparently experienced
phenomena had not changed. The swirling
colors, the falling drops continued as before.

0saw Godoe

The sensations were in no way different.
Somehow my interpretation of sensation

welling of joy to overtake me. | laughed had made some kind of reversal. Heaven

aloud. had become Hell. | realized in this detached
portion of my thought, that Heaven and

0OThere he goes, 6 s omeonldell aaraiome. and the same transcendent

Sergeant Peppen therecordpl ay er é

Watching jewel-skinned snakes entwined in
thetrelis-patt erned wal l
down on the carpet dissolving revealing

dancing particles of
somet hi ngé

OWedr e going t o t he
crouched t o speakoui

comi ng?a6

o0No. I think 1611

Earth. o

Sitting in an armchair, regarding my right
arm on the arm rest, my hand open loosely,
palm upé And | was
dappled country lane, bursting hedges, an
over hangi ng pbassed aerder he

j ust | Sathétel myicBak t6 leafel d

space, that how this is interpreted and
experienced is entirely subjective, and in
some senseselvi | | ed é

P a P erhefe whsaiclBcR in theétrGofh, but time was

no Ionger sequential. Seconds might pass,
a teyfpéfibnted Bd dnlYetebnity! Kofirs i fthe

blink of an eye.

Kthe %lhi8ifs: &1 anS éadbiéichd indow
N pelhh to bRgAtén-with tRe'dim grey light of
dawné

fuck t

OYoubre going?6é6

oYes. I was supposed
wal kniingghtaé 6qui et , sun
| 0OSure youbre OK?O0
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ol dm fine.é And [ stempped ookt L3t ol ttdlse i ncr edi
street. itt!o

The world was once again recognizable. But Wel | , per haps t hat wasn
different. On the pavement, on walls, thing to say to him at the breakfast table

words, phrases revealed themselves, after being gone all night.

rearranged themselves, merged,

disappeared, returned amid intricate, Face scarlet and breathing hard he pushed

compl ex arabesque patt elischagbackandstood.

As | reached the Eastbourne road, | stuck oldll deal with you Ilate
out my thumb at a passing milk -float. To the room.

my astonishment the milkman stopped and,
smiling, invited me to hop on. The sun rose

into a perfect blue summnehapfbdddtHatuly thele Was another

| got home a little before seven, crept inside
and up the stairs to my room. As | opened
my door, Mum came out of her room.

OoDid you just come homeR®M&MReKhisplhiemk Sally

| nodded. ol f cyaonu r emember the 60s
there. 6 Perhaps. Certain
She shooed me into my room and followed summer is even more hazy, fragmented,

me i n. oLi e down f or a chhotictthan gefdps anybotherrige o myme

tea in a

Breakfast. Mum nervous. Dad scowling.

oYou wer e

question or an accusation? acid again. And again. So | eagerly took up

oYes, Dad.

0Smoking
accusation?

oDondt d@nydiidnat thi nkOh§r oylapgshly ciag freaks and heads,
wasgoingtod0you stink of t hd&isogrgingsin a smiing horde, drawing

oYes. But
fully -f or med,
during the night.

Mum: o0Oh, darlingébéd

school trip to the Tate. Picasso this time. |

was still and remai ned
0odazed©¢. Per haps I gai
appreciation of Picassob

ittl e whil e. ¢life. But on the other hand perhaps it really
was also oOthe time of my

At least for a while | kept to my resolve to

out —all —ni gfyloffRash M@ dcohd. Bt twantdd to do

5 Bobds suggestion to go
night at UFO.
h hish.ro A i.n: . [ .
ashis o orAg aﬁrlgay eve%ngeaﬁtet:rlsghool the train to
Victoria. Tube to Chalk Farm fillin g with

puzzled disapproving looks from the staid
| 6m gi ving ipopulagep . & @Bamdere c Togvi. o nfhe
that | suppoBoandhousel anr rabandenkd arailway
locomotive shed that to an impressionable
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eye bore a more than passing similarity to
some alien spacecraft. Lining up at the
entrance. Paying £1 at the desk to a smiling
pale faced blackafroed freak. And inside.
Dazzling, deafening. Music, light, a swirling
col or ful Itdookoonld @oments to
be offered some acid Wandering dazedly.
Liquid lightshows and films projected on
screens hanging from a tall balcony, music
blasting, a cafe serving vegetarian treats, a
room with rows of chairs set up for film
screenings. As the acid came on, | was
caught up watching Mothra, fascinated by
the Luminous Fairies, and utterly unable to
even begin to f oldlifatw
even had one. | was, | think, peripherally
aware of some commotion from the main
room, but I mi ssed
spectacular entrance, would have missed
his whole set most likely if Bob had not
come in to find me and drag me away.
Arthur Brown! Pyrotechnics and some kind
of diseased English swamp-rock soul,
rasping voice, unrelenting beat. | stood
stunned, then found myself dancing
spasmodically to the irresistible rhythm,

transported, ecstatic, just another idiot

dancer é Tripping at evep}si:od‘-)my |if9\,§1§ belief that, in spite of
overpoweringly physical, sensual, thrilling, a! I . the tr ,0 uble T16s
far from the cerebral, contemplative visions r s n 9 toe A.n d 50,
of Huxl ey or Leary. Art |Wmarrcept|§>ly, g%ﬂegpéy ar}‘d érrpvo%bAySI

followed by a mesmerizing perfo rmance
from the Soft Machine, a highlight being a
lengthy percussion solo from Robert Wyatt
on two Coke bottles. After the show the
party continued on the tube, the hippy herd
moving without plan or aim from train to

platform to escalators to stairs to platform
to train, following a circuitous and

apparently random route across London,
shedding members along the way.
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Somehow Bob and | found ourselves at last
back at Victoria and boarding a Brighton
train.

| left Bob at home and made my way to the
sea front to hitch-hike back to Eastbourne,
but once on my way | decided to stop in
Seaford to visit Sally. And so began what
became an almost weekly ritual. We would
sit together in her room and simply talk. |
was always tired from an all -nighter, and
coming down from acid, while she'd be
fresh and lovely. | remember almost
nothing at all of the content of our
goaversationsymgeyondptie ocpmfort of her
presence, her attentive listening, her open
curiosity, the peace and sanctuary | enjoyed
Ain thay sniall ro@n. Buly @ng afternoon she
happened to ask about my schooldays.

ol had a cousin at
Her cousin turned out to Jeremy, my
erstwhile rival in French. This tenuous
thread was the first in what was to become
a web of associations that led me tobelieve

that Fate was taking an active hand in the

fell in love. A love | concealed as best |
could for months. A
later, was to have the most profound effect
on the course of my life over the next few
year se

Relations with Mum and Dad were, as you
might imagine, becoming more than a little
strained, and my philosophical certainties
were built on a foundation that was far less

Sherb

| ed
s |

| ov

or |



stable than |1 8d have | iskteidl,| wlhiidensameyd ptsycHe

was in a state that | can only characterize as
disarrayed, what with the damage done
during my school days and the contrast of
the boundless freedom that | imagined |
now enjoyed. So partly in some attempt to
mollify them, and partly as an extension of
my own explorations, | put forward the
suggestion that | might perhaps benefit
from seeing a psychiatrist.

Well, the first step in that direction w as a
visit to our GP in order to get a referral. He
wasndt having it.

0Get a haircut and sett
t he summer , O was his
helpful. Then, on condition that | follow the

dictate to find employment, Dad contacted

an old colleague from his RAF days who

was now practicing on Wimpole Street. So

began a series of fort nyoydoe monthsafter | leftbefore lggyld g ¢

we covered a lot more ground than | now
recall, but as | think back only three items of
discussion come to mind.

The first is more farcical than profound: |
told him of a rather bizarre fancy | had of a
nose growing from my shin. From this he
conjured what seems to me an equally
fanciful Freudian explanation.

re
effects. So, naturally, | askedi f hedd si g
up as a guinea pig.

0l dondt think so. Youbol

fun going on as you are, and discussing

your experiences with mej|

S €«

And finally: o0ln an ins
man is mad. You are one of the sanest and

most intelligent ninete en-year-o | d s | know.
Hey ho, that oneds staye

veering unpredictably, inspiring confidence
or terroré

Todulfilytejah requigegnent, hgotjhised ats ¢ ¢

a japg hakegy factoryig Br@htosm, working

the night shift . iktthedi dn

sweet smell of fresh-baked bread was
enticing, but by the end of my brief sojourn
it was cloying to the point of disgust, and it

bring myself to eat factory-baked goods.
Unsanitary is as mild a term as 16 m
prepared to use to describe the conditions.
Workers would almost reflexively spit into
the dough, the icing mix. My own small
contribution to the squalor was to take the
opportunity, whilst carrying a tray of cream
buns for loading, to dig my thumbs in deep
and when | put down the tray to scoop up
and swallow big dollops of sickly -sweet

OWhen you were an infampt. dingdgyownytfather, i
bounce you on his | eg?0yhathappened at the end of every shift in

ONo. But my dgrdamdf at her

the steak and kidney pie room. Here was a
huge vat of pie-filling and another of

OAnd when he diRidea@dckd hdQUIR Jyqughesome mechanical marvel
Hors€ 6 Wel |, you can s e ethegopghwouldbefgrmed [jig pie -crusts

goingée

Naturally the topic of my adventures with
LSD came up, and he revealed that he was
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and filled with the steak and kidney and
gravy. It was a messy process and after
eight hours the floor would be covered in a
gooey mess of meat, gravy and dough,
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leavened with wh atever detritus, including
but not limited to old fag ends, may have
been dragged in on p
clocking out the final duty was to take a
shovel, and rather than throw this foul
mixture in the rubbish where it belonged, to
add it to the vat of meat and gravy. Small
wonder then, that the first Friday of my
employ, rather than go to work | changed
course and ended up instead at UFO.

Brighton in the
ways an English echo of San Francisco, with
its burgeoning artsy -bohemian-undergound
scene. On those
at UF O, Il 6d join a g
local painter. To follow the San Francisco

parallel, John might be said to have been
Brightonos Ken Kesey.
circus themes resembled perhaps a nec

primitive Rouault.

These nights would follow a familiar
pattern. The group would gather chez John
in the evening around nine and everyone
would do a hit of
chatting, looking at art books and other
entertainments while music played on the
stereo. | remember sitting with John looking
at a book of
influence of acid | saw herds of white horses
surging in breaking waves, dark legions
charging from storm clouds.

| turned to John and
there?b6
00f course, 6 he repli

his word, never doubting for a moment that
he knew exactly what | meant. Ever since,
Turner has been a favorite, but | search in
vain for those so-r e a | ar mi esé

summer

aci d.

Turner 0s

Around midnight we would all set out for a
walk around the town, enjoying the peace,

e 0 thé ardhgectwah wanders bddhe larger aad
minuscule, and finally the beauty of the sea,
before going back for a nice cup of tea and
then dispersing into the dawn.

In those days the Arches on the sea front by
the Palae Pier were in disrepair and rather
unsightly, so a local patroness of the arts
with some local art luminaries came up
vath thebided of & ayiant dommunah muyal.

The Countess laid on barrels of paint in
brilliant colors and one Sunday morning a

we e k e n dage grdup asseinbled @ svorkdtdgetherpon

r o the trarssformatidn.eBut bfcauseit wasfnot a
to be, and after an hour or so the police
showed up in force, with several paddy

Hwagonsl aThey eartistsa nawghisge sscaocé
believing that this ridiculous scene was
actually unfolding, we re soon rounded up
and loaded into the wagons for delivery to
the police station, charged with criminal
mischief, or malicious damage, or some

suché
We 06 d sit around

As it happened someone had just been
arrested for robbing a taxi driver, and as he
was long-haired we provi ded a convenient
pooV oaf Kikely Wubjdcesr for tah &ne -up.
Volunteers were called for, at half-a-crown
apiece. | was selected, with some half dozen
others, and we were escorted to the line-up
room. | ended up with the actual suspect

a s dtafdthg by i did8, arld [ &cied breaditid Y

experiment. When the victim faced me |
was shifty -eyed, refusing to look at him full

, ?n 00 i m %t
In' the face. He moved on to the end of the
line, paused, came back to me and poked
my chest. o0ltds him.o
me in relief and gratitu de as he was led
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away. We other miscreants were led off to
the cells, where we languished for some
time. There were three of us in our cell, and
when the sound of footsteps and opening
doors grew near one of the others jumped
onto the cot and sat crosslegged, covering
his eyes with his hands.

Garden steps surrounded with flowers on
my way to an upstairs flat somewhere off
Ladbroke Grove to buy white caps of acid
from someone who called himself Mr.
Tri psé

An art school excursion to see Pink Floyd at

UFO. We went in Peteds v
OQuick!d6 he said. We i mmediadtl ¢l ywigirhasypse,d | don
his meaning, and when a policeman opened else, or much about the show beyond being
the door a few minutes later he was utterly stunned by the entirety of the
confronted with three wise monkeys. To his performance and it being the first time |
credit he didnoét bat anhearg et the Controls for the Heart of the
_ Suné Somehow there were
00K, wise guy,s, ot hhee Qoou pdks8HRRSs for the return trip and fitting
has bailed you all out. gdhwtedd e lifld Mofis Mifor Wa8 sod
, problematic that we resorted to the
As we all stood around in front of the cop . o
_ expedient of three of us sitting in the front
shop wondering what to do, the Countess . . .
seat. Being tall, 1 was put in the middle to
emerged and announced that all charges .
had been dropped operate the pedals, while the person
pped. beneath me had charge of the gears and the
Beyond these  remarkably  distinct one on top steered. Dont
recollections I findonl y shar dsé managed to maneuver all the way across
London without incidenté

A warm afternoon, tripping, walking the

Esplanade at Eastbourne with Tina. | was
barefoot and bare-chested, wearing jeans
and a silver Indian
necklace borrowed from Barbara. Tina held
my hand. As we passed the elderly deck
chair denizens a chorus of disapproving

temple-dancer 0

And another summer Eastbourne afternoon,
making love to Tina, at last. It was, alas |
fear, anticlimactic for us both, and it never
happened again. Though | walked on air for
daysé

As the enchanted summer drew to a close |

Ot$kkkso6 foll owed wus. Ti na ooke a me
R got ready to start my second year of art

and asked, oWhy do you walk]_.ll e ‘a (t;ho ?20.
school. Things were not to turn out quite as

OFestival of t he FloweXPechédQrens at

Woburn Abbey. | was there, but remember
nothing at all beyond a glimpse of the
stately home in the distance. | can only
conclude that either | had a fab time or it
was too boring to make an impression.
Were you there? Did you see me?
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SOMETHING BAD INSIDE

By

Nick Tosches

From a Work in Progress

I had known her maybe about three months when she asked me to cut
her throat.

Jabbo never spoke these words aloud, not even when he was
alone and talking to himself, but they were in him always and they came
to him when he took to peering back into that window less room without

light that was his memory.
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One minute he was showing her the old heavy-handled Coast
Guard knife in its hard plastic sheath. The next minute she was asking.
Just like that. On a night like this.

That windowless place without light was full of such things,
like the garbage in a poky room at the end of a forsaken hall in some rat-
hole flop-house where the crosswired, overloaded fuse -box had been
forever blown out. A place where you went to die, wi thout ever facing
that it was such a place. He been to a few of them in his time. The Alton

House on Fourteenth near Seventh. The Sunshine on the Bowery near

Stanton. Ot hers he coul dnot remember .

But his memory was worse than all of them, and there would be no
outliving that one. He coul dndt see
he could sense them moving about. They never slept. They overran the
place. They owned it.

It was like the time he had etched that name with a diamond
ring into the barrel of that gun, knowing that someday, somehow the bad
end of that gun would end the life of the one whose name was scratched

into it. The rats loved rustling through that one.
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He did not know why it came to him now, her asking so
sweetly, so softly for that blade across her throat. Maybe the rats had
come upon that Coast Guard knife, the ghost of that knife, in the garbage,
and he recognized the sound of them disturbing it. Or maybe it was just

because it was on a nightlike this.
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W aning moon at perigee. Conjunctions of Neptune and the moon,
Uranus and the moon, Mercury and Saturn. Venus rising.

Sword of Aries, house of Mars.
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Back when his dick still worked, Jabbo used to run with a broad
named Sam. She was one game girl, Sam was.

Broads. There was always a broad. Looking back, his story
seemed not his own, but belonged to the women to whom he had clung, in
whom he had sought sanctuary and solace and absolution from the truth
of himself, with whom he had practiced the demonology of his existence,
and from whom he had fled. Yes. There was always a broad. One gave
you life, then in her incarnations imbued the deathward tides of its

passing. Yes, here was always a broad.
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Beneath the dark humus of the earth, where she lay, these things in
the firmament could be felt but not seen: an undulation, a
reverberation, of a deep and faraway quaking.
It unsettled the serpent in her skull, and the serpent hissed his
endless rhyme of a little girl and once upon a time.
She was a good girl, a happy girl, this little girl named Helen,
in that once upon a time; and her dreams were sweet, and God looked
over her. Then she ceased to believe, and God did something bad inside
her. She grew into a woman who no longer felt and saw and dreamt as
little girls do. But the bad that was done remained unhealed, and then
God was back, breathing death into her, as once, long ago, He had
breathed wonder.
She could feel the vapor of her
dying prayer choking together in her throat. So vile and oppressive was
the mouth of God upon hers, so desperate her desire for deliverance from
it, that her horror of death became a yearning for the quietus which death
alone could bring. And death, after an eternity, came at last, leaving His

open mouth upon that of a corpse. If only they knew, the children and the
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believers, the supplicants and the fearful good; if only they knew. It was
neither faith nor holiness, purity nor beatitude that led every martyr to
embrace thegrave. For some, it was the unendurable kiss, the suffocating
assault of the Father who had betrayed and violated and tortured them,
who had blessed them with a soul and cursed them with revelations that
no soul could bear. But within her remains, quiet us did not come.

She sensed it. Air. Meager and mustystill, yes, of a cramped
and arid darkness sealed within the unseen night; but air, sweet air, it was.
She was not beneath the ground.

Starlight through the leaded stained -glass of the mausoleum
pane cast a wisp of emerald upon her breast. It chilled her, like ice, shook

her; and she knew then that she was not dead, but only dreaming. She

coul d hear it d a wn ddstanset a songhirch g . Ther e,

Or was it? The sweet trilling evanesced, grew faint as the
wisp of emerald upon her breast. A phantom -bird, nothing more.

No, this was not sleep. It was that other, awful thing. How
long had she lain thus? Years perhaps, and stl she knew no escape from

this endless moment of unfulfilled prayer.
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She turned. There was moisture, warm and sickly, at the
corner of her mouth and between her thighs. He had left it there. His
snaily slime. Decomposition fluid.

Our Father which art in heaven, give us this day our daily
death.

She turned again. Something like breath sounded in her
throat. Then stillness. Her eyes opened to darkness, then closed again.

Looking back through the dire calm that had long embraced
her, she could now recall the evening of her death. The cloud of black
unknowing had been lifted, and what had transpired in eclipse now was
clear.

As her body had become a vessel of death, so God in
retribution had stilled her soul, but in mercy had becalmed it in sorrow
rather than let it go to the storm of the self-killed. She saw now how
simply this had come to pass.

The moonlight had entered through her mouth and lodged
beneath her sternum in the cavity where her heart had been. Slowly, in

t hat or gan 6 £omplogovesn,the marmunireg of her blood and
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pulse. It had thrilled her faintly at first, like a whispering inside her, all

melancholy and magic, of autumn dusk. Then the magic had gone and the

mel ancholy had deepened, andwoklwas knew
done.

Good God, bad God. Hallowed be thy slime. Her pussy
belonged to Daddy. She giggledii a dismal, furtive, ghostly sound fi and
pain shot through her. The dismal sound became a whimper of hurt.

The speculum was cold, like the wisp of emerald light. What
were they looking for now? Her membrane was raw and tender, and the
pain increased as the jaws of the instrument widened cruelly within her,
opening her.

The physician muttered through his surgical mask i1 a chant, a
lullaby, a dirge: she could not make it out through the quivering hush of
the mask. Above the mask, where eyes should have been, there were only
charred, gaping sockets.

Her teeth ground shut and she winced, unquiet and undead
and unable to wake or to succumb. Her breath came forth in a sudden low

rasp, a modulated sibilus, oddly sensual and anguished at once, that began
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with her tongue pressed against her lower teeth in alveolar fricative and

ended with her upper teeth upon her lower lip in aspirated plosive.  Sssfff
She rememberedthe soughing release of ecstasy through her

teeth as the pulse of her wrist and the pulse of her vagina became one.

Sssfff She remembered the suffering discharge of labor through those

same clenched teeth as she lay in a different bed.Sssfff And the

moonlight had entered her with that sibilant aspiration as well.  Sssfff

Sphincter and Sphinx, cognates born of the same primal utterance, the

same unseen hissing in the same ageless autumn dusk.Sssfff To bind

tight. The coilings of vagina and the hideous mystery given form, winged

and cl awed, wi t hSssiff Sheowasitimabbeastf dhe lead been

born so, but only in her soul 6s death
For this awareness, as for her reprieve, her becalming, she

should have beenthankful. But within her she cursed the God to whom

she outwardly knelt. This cursing, like her rare soughing releases, as much

now of suffering as of ecstasy, she drew tight to herself and kept swathed

in the moonlight beneath her sternum. Unseen hissings, unseen coilings, a

face that showed nothing.
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As long as the child did not return from its grave to be drawn tight and
cradled, she would be all right. Godod s
sinfulness which was His and His alone, a sinfulness profounder than any
of mands i magining, or of Satands. Yes
moonlight that had entered through her mouth would keep her calm in

her death.
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WHY THE BIRD CAGE SINGS

By Matt Leyshon

Images © Aurora Loveday

Half awake, Mark turned to put his arm
around - his sleeping ~wife _and then;
remembering that she. was not there, he
turned back to face,the pale shades, of
sunlight that were beginning to "shine
through the cracks of his.makeshift cabin.
He stretched the sleep from his'limbs and
then crawled forwards a little to look
outside. As his eyes grew accustomed .to
the half-light of dawn he»watched the
towering and oily dark wall stretch into

the- distance like tape unravelling from a
broken cassette.

The. wind had wailed along the.wall all
night and whistled- eerie autumnal™ arias
through the trees that had kept-Mark and
many of the other imprisoned workers
awake in their tents and lean -tos. The
squinting moon outside had taunted-them
wiit h me mo rlyele &s it piércedtide
dark clouds like the illuminated windows

in a spectral tower block stretching
upwards beyond the wall.

As the sun rose higher and the air-stilled,
the trapped workers. all began to emerge
wearily from the night and their shelters
into the realm of the looming wall. Mark
eventually crawled from the snug warmth
of his. pallet shack,  watched by cawing
crows holding icourt in the  glen and
pigeons twitching in the distance on the
ruined- ledges of the old and crumbling
military laboratory . He rubbed his eyes
and looked with-mild curiosity at some of
the:" foreign. workers who. had already
begun to gather again at the foot of the
trees across the “way, “parting foliage and
pawing at the soil like foraging squirrels.
Most of the workers had head ed to the
wooded areas in the summer months for
midday shade when the wall _had cast-no
shadow, but now it was only popular with



the immigrant labourers for ‘whom it
seemed to hold some strange attraction.
Every day now the foreign workers, the
ones with bl ack hair and thick eyebrows,
would group together once the sun rose
over the rwall,“and on their hands .and
knees they would peer into the foliage.as
if in prayer to long forgotten- pagan ‘gods.
Mark noticed that today a few workers -of
some other. ethnicity-ha d joined.them .too,
kneeling, their_-blonde heads bowed 'as
though they too were listening to the grass
grow

Politicians had said
would  drown under waves of asylum
seekers and illegal immigrants if they did
not pretect themselves. Evoked by the
fears of the people ‘walls. had begun to
lurch upwards everywhere like.buried and
forgotten stone circles being released from

back in spring, when:-he could remember
how his wifeds ‘hair
shoes his..children wore, when he had
thought that he would soon be free from
the belt.

A "bureaucratic oversight had.meant that
the labourers working within the belt on
the_exclusion wall _had not.been given the
opportunity to enrol inthe city application
process 'and thus '"declare 'themselves as
citi zens of ROyl eh
realised” when ‘the wall had been
completed. - By-then they had effectively

days, when they were -all “trying . to
comprehend .why “they had not been
airlifted out when_ the _helicopters had
arrived to remave -their tools, a parish
official had arrived to inform.them from
the top- of the wall that the -deadline for

smel t

and

t hbailt theor iowni-pesen. |In-theefirsRféw y e h

t.he | andd's suppressed
wor k-manaés pi- ¢ k s and
piercing the earthos

preeanolir @ e 0 bayl istgme t'hemsel ves
passed.and so thdy ooul@ Hotsenter the city.
S kHe | thad addéds sholtieg thwugh has

of-construction ‘passed,.as the walls.grew
taller and longer, a concrete honeycomb
soon covered the land. * The villages and
market towns had slowly emptied-and the

green belts that held them-became dotted
with ghost towns and decaying complexes
like the military — site that Mark saw in the
distance; whose decaying walls erupted
upwards like greying corpse teeth in the

green gums of the-plain.

Mark - scrunched ~up ‘a sheet "of old
tarpaulin and took -t over to-the wall

where he wedged it behind. his 'back to
stop the chill-aching his spine.” He sighed
as he remembered doing the same thing

loudspeaker over their angry cries, that he
would soon resolve the issue. of ' their
estrangement and that they should not
worry. - Foolishly they 'had believed him
but it was not long before it became clear
that the administrators-who had failed to
provide them with the application ‘packs
had  suddenly become - unwaverin gly
efficient-in_applying the new laws of the
land that did not allow them late access to
the admission process.  Months began to
drift ‘by like~ghost 'ships and now their
belief in getting out was reduced to a half
hope, ra half-hope that they all knew was
unhealthy to dwell upon.



Mark stretched his limbs and yawned. His
knees obtruded from his torn jeans like
snowcaps and his hair hung scraggily over
his ‘coll ar |t k_g " erpdnmiss
quite summon the motivation to wander
over and ask the foreign labourers what it
was that they found to be so interesting.in
the nettles and saplings, but he  occupied
himself with thoughts of _how odd their
behaviour - had become. because he was
sick of thinking of how he 'wanted to get
out- of there, of how he missed his w ife
and children, his friends, his family." It
was the same' omnipresent and only half
suppressed desperationto escape and to be
with their loved iones that tugged at them
all, sapping their energy and.spirit like a
rusted and cockle warted anchor.

He sighed-wearily, absorbed in the"tired
anarchy that reigned with an omnipresent
lassitwude and -was
unbreakable and gloomy presence.. They
had built the wall'and so none-knew better
than they that they could not escape it and
the female la bourers, even after six months
within_the belt, were-not yet of the kind
that the men would fight over; the futility

of their situation produced a weary peace
and harmony. Some of the men grew
vegetables to keep themselves occupied
and to distract“their t houghts from their
predicament. Some of the men continued
to meet in the’ruined, roofless cottages to
forge escape plans that they knew to be
pointless. Some ofrthe more artistically
minded builders had started to use berries,
plants,“and old foodstuffs - to-make dyes
and they had begun to paint murals onto
the wall. The other workers, like Mark,

mostly watched with resignation as each
day more and more purple birds with one
wild eye and ra hooked beak appeared
ftozem ih their effortsi® flyupwardsdandn o t
over the wall.

Keith emerged from his.crooked shed ‘and
ambled" .over lethargically. then nodded
slowly before seating.himself down ‘next
to Mark. . He seemed to look older with
each _passing day, grey_hairs flecked his
auburn hair and his eyes had acquired a
holl owed* grey - aura that  betrayed .his
hopelessness. He too then-leaned back
against the cold wall and, rested his dirty,

bony fingers upon - hi's kne
t her e again, o h e said, no (
the'direction of the foreigners.

0Strange, i.snmrdplied.it , 6 Steph

enf oroPed hbps t. hiet Owal §6 me ki n«d

thing?6 .said Keith.
Neither of them knew much about religion
but in the past; on television, they had
seen Muslims on " prayer mats counting
devotions-on beads, kneeling as the black
haired workers “in" the gl en now knelt,
perhaps counting buds on nettle stems.
They both had been taught in_school of
how the peopl e of ROl yeh
Elder Gods and strange cosmic deities.
Mark remembered a scene in_‘a mosgue
from a soap opera, a show he had-watched
with hi-s wife and children as they ate their
tea; he nudged the memory from his mind
and ‘its- weight dragged ‘it back to the
recesses of "his suppressed -recollections
like a sinking.ship. He had thought when



they first became trapped that his
memories would give hi m strength, but he
had soon found that they did nothing but
lay a veil of depressing weakness over his
resolve.
oYeah, maybe, 6 MarT.k
Leaning back "against: the wall, silent-in

thought, they.let-the morning sun warm
their faces:.

0.t kiwndmef outeadksaid

weapons there, o said

of the wall. But sometimes they indulged
in.small talk.

ol heard

at the remains of military complex with its

. e psingle dtory workshops, decaying  now
with  ‘broken  ~windows ‘and half

demolished walls.

oYeah, | heard that _ too, 0

KWHen they reached their destination they

both stopped-and watched, I It was some

OLet 6s. go, and ask t hem timek beforetne efithk men krieaingrnghe
t hen?06 Mar k -heartegllg.e d h al f dirt suddenly turned, and when he did,

For anether long moment they watched the
labourers in the glen.with their reverent
bowing and strange.stooped rummaging.

oSur e,

both Mark and Keith took a step back.

The man facing them had an angular face
with"wrinkled skin, even paler. than their
own- pasty complexions,  and_ it -was

| "et”06.,s Kaesikt ht.h e no, Iotpidssked npiakt like a plucked- bird. “ H- s

as' if we have much el s eeyesnseetned unnaturally small and they

The glen was about half way between
them and the old "'military=lab and they

walked over to it with measured slowness.
They felt “the' eyes of other- trapped
workers leant against the ‘wall, watching
them curiousl'y ‘as they.too wondered
about the' foreign men in the glen and
perhaps- imagined . what  intriguing

information Mark and Keith might garner

as,_they- continued their daily battle” to
suppress-thoughts of escape.

They 'walked mostly _in silence, both
wanting to avoid - conversations that might
make them think of the past and of the
time when they were free on the other side

darted left and right as his head jerked up
and down... The foreigner squawked in
surprise and pursed his lips.into. a beak
shape.

0-We'e w e

wer e just é j ust

what youdr e, uh, doing her

The foreigner had black pigeon .eyes and
he fixed Mark and Keith with them for a
moment" too long, with silent- and" drawn
out seconds that unnerved them both
further; and then he spoke.

oListtl-e-~people, 6" he said.
your little peopl eum We
where we are from. o

they used to res
Keith



0l see, 6 said Keith qui&Nadtchailngy,. 6 Mar k said to
shrug.
They might both have laughed had it not
felt so creepy and strange. They left the peculiar® foreigner and
walked among ' the other kneeling
oOWhere?d6 Keith. said. immigrant workers even more puzzled
than. they were before.. As if for some
oln my country, o6 said strangd reasserangertheynbath looked back
at'the wall, so high-that not even the tip of
OHe means "where ar e. t hthe ahcent tcdthedralpspire pdulé Bedseen
said Mark. above it,-and they saw the silhouetted
workers lounging against it as the midday
The man.stared again, furrows dug deep shadows began-to creep down in ‘a slow
into the sagging skin_ of his -brow as he curtain call. Keith suddenly stopped, then,
frowned and tried to comprehend if the lifting his feet high over brambles, he
two men were trying to ridicule him. began heading into the thicket.
0 We candt see any ['i td Weatp ehoapvlee ,yod s pedmpé el?iot ts a
Keith. Mark, laughing nervously.
The foreign man pointed at a sapling and o0Come here, ;60 whispered Kei
tited his head- like" a budgerigar fretting t his+6
over a. mirror i-n i t.s cage. oHer e, here,

everywhere, Taround the 9t appisnd hegbhai tMar k f ol ow
footsteps until he reached a-small mound
of loose earth. He walked to the other side

o toh i& _andl sstodd dowoking elowewatds in

silence with Keith.

Keith and.-Mark looked at.each other, their
faces mirroring each
The man turned and returned to staring at
the greenery, gently part ing leaves with
his bony fingers ~ then -gazing - with
fascination. As- he moved his collar fell
back from.his neck a little and they both
saw the hairs at the cusp of his neck, as
thick and straight as quills, lying flat at his some reason. The bottom was logged with
nape like down. Mark shrugged a nd bent a. putrid yellow liquid that- smelled r - ich
down to foll ow it.he 'f or eandchemicaldtcayghtzirethe backidf thelr e
saw nothing but long .grass and a young throats like over -roasted peppers. ‘At one
tree, its_stem too slender-to -be called-a end, ‘'when they looked closely, they saw
trunk, with new growth:sprouting in fresh the rim of. a rusted canister sticking out
green curls. through the soil. 'Keith toed more soail

They were stood at the edge of a shallow
trench, the soil was ridged from clawing
hands and they both=guessed that the
immigrant workers'must have dug it for



away from it and they saw that it was In
fact a large metal container, like an oll
drum.

0That doesndt smel |
probably - from when the chemical
laboratories = were"..here, it could . be
poi sonous,) 6 sqai d"Mar k

back away. from it.

Keith began to-follow him but the vy both
stopped suddenly in their tracks as one of
the.. foreign-. workers came scrambling
through the undergrowth on his hands and
knees, ignoring them both, then bending
over into the hole where he began lapping
at the liquid like a thirsty dog.

OHey,
trhat |,

fhtregyytéed Mar k.
it ds probably

The foreigner stopped and turned-to face
them. He had the same. small eyes, as
black as coals that darted around like dots
in-static, and -his: head. jerked nervously
back and forth as he looked at them .

h eall wehyws

as

environment -unless something changes.
Well, the little people, yes,-they are always
there so.your donodt see trhem,
noti ce i f t hey werenot t
amet,e.so yawsdondt . o

yo

o'Unh, right.;,6 said "Kei t.h.
he began to step

oWhet her t hereods I ittl e p

woul dnot drink..t hat stuff.

smell s t hat bad can be g

added Mark.

From where they had backtracked to they
could still “smell ‘it, its odour almost
tangible, clinging to their skin like spider
webs. It smelled. worse than a forgotten
abattoir waste bin and they both felt bile

0 Dising @nttheirdhroatsrwhenever the bree ze
t o x watted @ over them.

The"fareigner suddenly flapped his arms

angrily and let out a bizarre angry screech
like a threatened peacock. “They both
noticed with _horror how.the dark, papery

skin hung. from his bony arms- like two

thin sheets of taut leather.

olt is good. Thie igilizt e o pl€E Op ke =tiglid ,:us#0 " he
chirruped in..the most peculiar . high - They both held their hands up and began
pitched voice that Mark and Keith had backing away, keeping their eye on the
ever heard. strange foreign man who, ence they were

far .enough -away, began sipping once
OThere arendt -any | ittt | &airpa the hoxible liqudlplappirgradite r
y oudre al |l seei-ng f_a i r witke s long tongue.o'u ® v'e been
dri-nking-.t hat stuff, o6 said Keith.

They began walking back to the wal |.
oNo . Thge ree e -e (Wit 9 e=_.p e o'pTe; iItds just that
you donot see them. l'toBiszanke, 6 hoavi g oKieistaly .

ah yes, when you walk the same route
every day, y o u

donotoBumathi od

wiehe does, 6 Mar k



The sun had begun its decline towards the

top of the wall and between. its deep grey
surface and the growing shadows at its
base, it was:.impossible to tell where the
wall began and the  darkenin g . ground
ended. It br ought “tio
the memory of a family heliday beside the
sea when 'the ocean
rich. blue so perfectly that there was .no
discernible horizon.

had

ol hate that wall , 6o
rhetorical,. for who among them did not
hate the wall, and"so_Mark-did-not reply.
But he thought to himself that perhaps he
did not hate the wall, it was the absence of
an exit that he hated and how: it made him
feel like a caged bird.

wal k outide t o
s‘ai d Kei t'h.
pl ai n’. .0

ol mi-g ht

t omorrow, o6
across =t he
wonot have

ol t changed,

ol k now, | know. 6
They stopped off at the store hut and took
bottled water and fruit from" the ‘last
helicopter supply drop, then returned to
their places against the wall. There was
still some-warmth in the air but-the nights
were drawing in and they rubbed a little at

their arms.

star-t
Keit h.

t o
said

OWedl | have
evenings, 0

oOYeaht:o6

mu nbtatkeedy © KSmaart hwings

ol s it tomorrow theyodll
food?6
o | reckon, o0 said Mar k.

Mbey sabaslietlyndrimkidg abdr eatiad for »

while, both absorbed in.the most mundane
thoaghts. that theydcoutd hmeistes kWhass
they- had been away from their -spot
someone.had painted one of.the birds:on
the wall above them at should" er height,.its
Wwére wnave
blurring into the creeping" dark of the
approaching night, its_buttercup eye a dim
star in the growing gloom.

OFairi es; eh, 6 said Keith
0l guess being trapped [ k.
ot &nd camtd hiev e sa ma n crazy, ¢
replielGo f or a- stroll

ol al most wish i'tdédd make. m
ma Mar&l Irephii eda -bitl more b
OPerhaps 'we are .all mad an
big state asylum, 6 said Mal
0oThat dd “"be about ri-ght .
consol ati on "iasmatl bsahosel d m n o
foreigners, o060 |l aughed Keit h:

Chuckling = quietly ~to themselves they
watched the wall ©0s
further down_their outstretched legs and

s hadow

b thén| heearingga cfow caes s$n thie mlistanck e

they looked up once-more at the glen.
Now' there was nobody to be seen, there
were no shadows movi ng against the dark
vegetation. They must have gone deeper



into the trees, they both thought, perhaps OFeel s al most l inke theydr
they were all drinking from the foul, toxic said Keith.
puddle that they had seen.

oWel |, I guess you candt b
ol 6v.e not noticed them wienfgosr,ed, ¢c hoaitd eKe iMah k .
pointing to an indeterminate spot of  dusk.

Keith laughed loudly, a laugh that echoed

oWhat ?6 slai d Mar ki, s wi apggi thre gvall hefore rinallly recding into
water. the.darkness. It was-a laugh that .must
have scared the crows roosting.in the glen
OA bat, 6 said Keith. for they erupted’ _upwards in .a
cacophonous, black mushroom of flapping
Mark studied - the. half -light and sure wings and chattering beaks. Like.an angry
enough, once"his eyes were accustomed,'he storm cloud“-the birds “rushed towards
could see little black forms zipping about them, seemedto ‘hang in :open ridicule
in the greyness. overhead for a moment with wings beating
like thunder, . before ' also disappearing
0They mu s t roost i n t lover the wale e s there, |

suppose, 6 Mar k sai d.
oBastards, 6 -sai-d Kei th.-

oStupid creatures, o said -Keith- ol f<-you had
wings, Would you .choose to-fly-around in oBastards, 6+ s=ai d* Mar k, and
her e?26 asleep.
oWwel |l ,,6/ said Mar k, 0l gKeithsnmust have gore fdo his walk tedilg a s
good a place-as any. o for when'Mark awoke the next morning he
was alone with _the ‘autumn sun pricking
The bats were getting nearer and they both his eyelids with- shards of clinical bright
watched them darting about, cat ching flies light as though he had awoken early from
and tracing mystical patterns against the anaesthetic upon an operating table. He
charcoal evening sky. rubbed his eyes and sighed, wishing he

had woken earlier and walked with Keith
oMaybe theydrie not s 0 tsthewfhér dide ta éstaperthe mdndtonyoof
said Keith craning his neck to look above staring “at the derelict ‘and decaying
him. chemical ‘plant and the glen. The glen, he
noticed, .oddly ‘had .none of the foreign
Mark foll owed- Kelit hds. dabaurers kneekhg av dst vegetatide altars
as the bats flew towards the wall, swooped that morning. Perhaps they 6 ve " moved on
upward s, and in the last' of the light, after we interrupted:. them yesterday, he
di sappeared over it andthdiughttohimidfl y e h-.



ridi culous thought and he was now used
to suppressing such things.

The length of the wall was dotted with
hopeless workers like the shadow remains
of nuclear blast victims and from
somewhere further along the wall Mark
could hear singing. He_could not hear  the
waords but he recognised thé tune of pop
song. that had played regularly.- on their
radios before the airwave block over the
belt -had reduced broadcasts to white
noise. He closed his eyes. and began ito
hum along, and when.Keith came and sat
motionless besi de him, he hummed too,
and it might have seemed as if. the wall
itself were singing:

OYou comi nhg?06 said Mar k as
o | reckon, 6, said Keith.

They walked: together to,'the glen ‘Where
the sun.flickered through the leaves like
fairies 'dancing in the shadow s, and they
knelt at the little pool,-and withtheir lips
they broke the surface like egg yolk, and
they drank.

Over the following days  he -walked the
belt, he strolled the rolling plains and toe d
the cracked tarmac lines of the old disused
roads. Whenever.he passed groups of
immigrant work ers he looked out for black
haired men with .their .avian. eyes and
twitching heads; but he never saw them.
After a_few days Mark decided it was
better not too think .too hard- about the
immigrant workers or the-little people that
they claimed they could see, but when he
returned to his spaot at:the wall beneath the
bird painted onto the wall-above his head,
he could not help but wonder; could the
workers in the glen, by some-strange
magic, have transformed themselves' into
birds and flown away, but it was a
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A CONVERSATION WITH TONY VISCONTI
By Dire McCain
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Music, like any other human made creation,
is composed of interdependent elements d if
any one element is removed, it becomes a
differen t organism.

And music is indeed a vital force. The

influence it can have on the human limbic

system is undeniable. An entire gamut of

emotions can be evoked as it pours into the
ears. It can be a nepenthe, serving as an
escape pod from stress, pain, and he most

traumatic realities. It can also be a potent
Sehnsucht trigger, transporting the listener

to a place s/he longs to return to, but has

yet to visit. And it can be a tonic, a

galvanizing shot in the arm that enables one

to plow full speed ahead in the face of
lethargy.

These are the primary roles music has
played in my life, particularly music from

the decade of my birth. Although | came
across it a few years after its peak, | was
elevated and spirited away into another
dimension that | still frequent here and
now, in the eleventh year of the third
) millennium. The origins lie in an ensemble
Human beings tend to focus on the of groundbreaking players who have

pro m|. nen t_ ' It os _0 ften officfalR/ Sttainéd "’}e%eeﬁdaryV&t’atfﬂs,h one of
collaborative creative works such as films, them being the person

theatrical productions, and albums. People

may be aware of the underlying layers that In April, 1967, a 23year-old man from
contribute to the whole, but only on an Brooklyn, New York, USA landed in
incidental level, when those layers should, London Heathrow Airport, armed with a

in fact, be regarded with more importance. handful of guitars, an abundance of talent,

y Offu 6 |



and indomitable ambition. Within a year,
his place in music history would be
permanently secured. The first hits would
arrive a few years later, followed by a
remarkably well -rounded and impressive

record producers, who were so worried
about where their next whiskey would
come from, or the extensions they were
building on their homes, | just wanted to
give it all up. The catalyst was when my

career that continues and thrives to this day.
Forty-four years later, and counting, the
ever growing body of work is massive and
surprisingly diverse.

publisher said that he
was submitting, but loved my demos. He
sai d, ol t hink you
record producer . 6

His extraordinary creative abilities are
matched by an equally extraordinary yet
refreshingly earthy

the truest sense of the word 8 a destination
that was reached via an odyssey fraught
with  both edifying and damaging
experiences. He d s
one of thewar mest soul s
to encounter. | f
i n, youodol |l come out
knowing who he is,

With all these things combined, to me, it
was about helping people | loved and
Jeépécted. Ma{TJceaHdSDav?d wehé jUs? aCIiRIe
younger than me, and | noticed that they
werenodt getting angolhel

_ played an ol der American
sincere, engaging, and

spi

youdu o~r| fas So}ﬁs%iéusk} gbirhg ?o} _aynatural sound,
Yy 0 U0 Gfich N %hought AR Wéidithind By N 9

t h%aB%B?T [ Fings _no.ﬁ (tagfblj{hicp(t ual
\;va%l dumBe? thall Ptﬁouglﬁteat tﬁestirﬁe, but

but

in my innocence | created some really nice

a BIE'S haree thoge initigl, opep gounding, |

albums.

DM: Thereds a specific
albums you did with Marc Bolan and David
Bowie. Where did thacome from and how was

it achieved? | love those earhalbums. | still listen to them

all the time.

TV: Thatés an
tried to bring out a live performance, and

then embellish that live performance. | . _ _
know that the Beatles used to do a lot of | Otrapped in the past, but the way | see it, any

trickery in the studio, and since | di dn Gg{\;)en mu3|c W'III alwaysl br::anew ~tsom§(r)]ne;]
understand that trickery yet, | opted for Obvi ous | gurrentlyiappening with the

. industryis a bit sad, but
people who | thought were great live. And lethoraof amazing music that was out out lon
| saw both David Bowie and Marc Bolan P ZIng must was put od g

. ago, and not so longya.
live. 9 @

i nltavaye sting question.
Thank you, Dire.

Wel | , I think wedve had
starting with maybe Elizabeth I up until the

most recent one, which | think is the 60s and

70s. | h a v e n 8een anythind dinge |

mean, Nirvana was showing some promise

Also, what drives me in any production | do
is that | started out as an artist, and |
wanted to be a rock and roll star. And | had
a run-in with three very bad, almost evil




of a new wave, but it never really took off, it
became too commercial too quickly.

It did. As record companies often do, they
immai ately jumped iton it

Also, that was the first decade of A&R
people getting salaries of half a million a
year, and thinking in their own minds that
they were rockstars. You have to read a
book called Kill your Friends . 1 t 6 s a
novel based on the wild indulgences of the
90s where the lifestyles of the record
company people took precedence over the
life styles of the artists they represented and
signed. That created an enormous inflation
in the music business. They were
industrializing it, turning something like

the Seattle movement into an industry that
had certain business parameters. That
never happened in the 70s, which I lived
and worked through. They gave us smaller

budgets, and the A&R meYoudi dmdptutgaets
kinds of salaries yet,

kinds of advances yet, so if we made a hit
record, we made money on the royalties,
not on the upfront money, which, by the
time the 90s came, the upfront money was
so seductive that everything took
precedence over the art and the culture. |

would say thatods when

the 90s, thelack of cultural support from the
music business.

That atmosphere | mentioned seems to be

common in a good deal of bétlarc Bolan and
DavidBo wi e 8 s How mueh af taat was
down to your input as producer in common?

George Martinds role
very inspirational to me. He was always
described as the fifth Beatle. | was kind of

_both artists.
t h t

a maverick. | was too smart to be adumb
rock and roller, and wasnodt
enough to be a rock and roller with, you
know, Gstree t c & |lefell dn the cracks. |
veas &l musipseudehta goald réad and write
music, | could write arrangements, | could
conduct, and | played a mean rock and roll
bass and guitar. | suddenly saw my role
with both Marc Bolan and David Bowie as
that outside member of the group, having

B ran tnfluenbe on the structure of the songs,

the arrangements of the songs, the coaching
of the vocals. | did a real hands-on producer
job, in the style of George Martin. Possibly |
got even more involved because we were
approximately the same age whereas
George Martin was like a generation older
than the Beatles. That 6 s why
book. | had to tell my story about this. To
say, yes, | did a lot of that stuff, a lot of their
music was part of me.

people tend to focus dhe stard the star often
gets all the credit whi ch i sndt

starodos fault.

Some of their
headed when | say | did anything, the

i engirgering, cthemenixing then s&ingd

arrangements, the backing vocals, et¢ but
the proof of the pudding is that | was
invited back
produced over a dozen Bowie albums, and
about ten T. Rex Albums, and there would
have been more, had he not died. Sol was
welcomed back into the team all the time by

he Beatl es was

Therebds a
remotely overbearing.

strong

aut he

tvlreasye cl ear
samenke h& to bavedangbod eagte haarBut o s e

fans + hi

over and

nt

presenfce



| think my production is very sympathetic.
| wanted them to sound the best they could.

And as | said, | had such bad experiencesas
a musician in the studio. | found that my
initial experiences with other producers
were obstacles, and | vowed to become the
opposite.

What was it with those producers you were
working with? Was it a case of power tripping?

It was contempt, out-and-out contempt.
They were older men, from the pre-Beatles
generation.

And peoplecan be control freakd. 6 | |
I &m a control freak
but fortunately, | jibe with most of the people |
wo r k wi t h. | t godhateway, 0 t

though.
Well, you have to pick your fights. (laughs)

You dg an d i f youdr e
whods a creativimgtdgetr i
anywher e, gging woldutt reads. n | y

Of those two men & Marc Bolan and David
Bowie d Ma r ce@osmous ego is legendary
but he was full of ideas and raw talent, and
David always had brilliant ideas and

became a successful producer in his own
rightt. We had mutual respect for each
other® ideas in the studio, it never felt like a
job. Like film, but to a lesser extent, making
a record is about teamwork.

| agree, as you know,

why | wanted to do this story on you.

In keeping with the themeptv much were the

unique sounds you helped to create conditioned

by the limitationsof the technology at the time?
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ajumgb offithe iesordo ne o f

| was listening to the Beatles on my

headphones on my way to the studio today,

and whereas back in the 60s | thought the

sound was fantasti c, i 0 S
wi mpy now compared t 0 d ¢
bass low end and all that. But it was
appropriate for the times, and it was
groundbreaking at that time. | donot
what people would have done if they had
heard a Rap record with a pounding kick
drum in 1968, they would have lost their
minds, you know?

k nfflo w

| always managed to surround myself with
great engineers. During my first year in

admi Il_ondprh a tIearned engineering, too, and
wh dhgre was a gigefrges exchagge ofyideag.ol ;i

was part of a London scene of producers
agd epgingess, and | learned from the best,
like Glynn Johns, Keith Grant, Gerald
Chevin, Malcolm Toft, Roy Thomas Baker
and Martin Rushent. Every time there was
a new technique or style in the air, it would

deal ignog awiotumdsbm&enavi I d fi :

past ofdt.r le theJK then, ya could put out

a finished record within a month after

making it. So we were quickly testing our
experiments on the radi ,
grey whi sltwaega greatssitudtion.

[The British Tin Pan Alley referred to the
public as O6the ol d greyso]

It was limiting in ways. For example, we
were frustrated about the limitations of
vinyl, how much bass you could put on it.

There is a great physical limitation there o
too much bass would make the tone arm

the reasfpns

(@]}

But t he technol ogy wa
Gradually it al |l Iwayspr ov
felt that the quality of the music itself was
more important than the technology. | used

o >



to say you coul ddve r eclord eldi kked ttoon tJeolhin oonne gr €
a manky cassette r ecor dgayingaoom the kMan&vtio Seld thd Worldb ¢ a
star. was in Tower Records in L.A. in the early

70s, and they were playing that album over

the loud speakers, and one of the clerks

who worked there was playing air bass to

Yes, thereds a part of rﬁyebas§.H-|§WQ§§hakg{lgIa'sehgqg,aroupd|0V

recording technology, but it does nand goipgabsglytely ape-shit. I had to tap
life. him on the shoulder 61 coul dndt

and say, 0Thatds me pl a
Youdre wundoub toadslofypeoplava rygo ytl dantst Imeé el oeveoul dnot
have memories evoked by slomgs and albums was in his store. He was expecting me to
you produced and contributed td=or example, be, maybe, more English. | had to show him

0The dwh of a Circleo alpyays i (eBsBbebi® ha whfid bdidve
tearing down Pacific Coast Highway in a stolen (laughs)

car, at 1#yearsold. Your bass playing on that
song and the entirfhe Man Who Sold the Thatdods hilarious! And
World album is magick The interchange
between the guitar andass, Mick Ronsoand Switching gear shacktolthet ,
yourself was and still is unparalleled.Where industry. Obviously the consumer often
did you pull that from? dictates what music is available or popular at
any giventime.Some woul d argue
Thank you. | have to give full credit to an alktime high, thus resulting in an afime
Mick Ronson. | was a competent bass low in terms of quality.How much do you think
player. | played a lot of bass in New York, the development of musical expression has been
and had been playing since | was 13 When influenced by the demographics of the
we were forming this rock trio, Hype, with marketplace?

hi m, Bowi e, and mysel f, he said, OYoudve

got to Ilisten to Cream!hive hédl eomne yong soryivriterd) @ho

down, and made me listen to the way Jack talk about that all the time, and they

Bruce played bass, which he played on a approach writing music in a very precise,
short-scale bass, and you could bend the businesslike manner. That type of music
strings, like you can on a guitar. Jack Bruce sounds too much like a jingle, which is okay

was one of the first lead bass players. So, | if youdre in the jingle
had crash course in that with Mick Ronson in the songwriting business, for the
egging me on, and | have him to thank. advancement of cul ture,
Both David and | thougyot hakkite someRffom s adiffdreht place
suggestions were amazing. We walked into than  worrying mai nly about the

the studio for that album with weeks and demographic of who is going to hear it.

weeks of rehearsal in our communal house

So, as the technology started to advance, you
must have been 4tle excited?

behind us. | know itdés very import
this i f you mar ket for




motivated only by that. | have to work with anything new or particularly relevan Do you

an artist |1 |love, and Ithinkmodén musicchasgeadhdd antirpdsged r e n
the box or outside of the box, but preferably

outside of the box, because | know that Yes. But | think anyone can be in a band,

peopl e respond t o s o and thRyi sheuld be. Aadt I5tBink music

different. | think the public is a lot smarter pl ayed at home shoul d e
than the music industry thinks they are. something we did in the 50s. Unfortunately
Anything thatos a h u g ¢hey hmvetthe facilities to Hoadathel Internet

something that has a lot of originality. You with tons of bad music. You know what |

can make a perfectly good making music mean? | tds | ike those op
based on what is currently selling. You serious, but they can put music on iTunes

might get your music in films and all that, for the hell of it. | cal l it ocl qgg
making big money on mechanicals without arteries, 6 as it doesnd r
real substantial records sales. People have great artists, but it slows the circulation

bought big houses doingthat , but i dowreaglite & loit.

impress me at all. .
| t 8 s aedgedoswdrd. & completely agree

with you, yet at the same time, doesenable

people to get their work out there, and for

listeners to be able to find The ratio between

the badand the good, thoughsa you sai d [
overloaded with the former.

I think risk taking is the way to go in any art

form, and even with manufactur ers. Take
Apple, who broke the rules. They followed
their instincts with amazing innovations,

very risky in the safer and cheaper PC
world. They didndt play itltisebe, i hdeygnowe,r efornthe youdr e
daring. The Volkswagen Beetle, when that band Arctic Monkeys, and you put it in

came out, was the most unlikely car, but it Googl e, and youdll c u
sold millions. Like, when Bowie wrote 100,000 tags of other groups who say,

0Space dwhoevey wrote a song 0Sounds i ke ArdtitchaMdrskenyo
like that before? You woul dndt geltog@gesdnagrteries, then | fIdo
like that if you were a slave to market

research. | remember his manager went up That seems to be olatstse | 40s
to a play-it-safe songwriter once and said, andbands want us to review their music for the

OWhy dondt you write magag'ﬂegaang W& rgrely egea :9% rgwews R
Odditko@k what a big hlﬂ“{ouldag ansd’Po'tonSd % our Yile /

i 5 S Do a')t&Niaetglmed or b a
the songwriter replied, | % ?
(laughs) Want to hear someone w osounds ke someone

else anyway.l 6 d rat heruniquei st efn
creations, or listen to the artists these peapée
claiming to sound like.

I think the maverick will always lead the

way. Unfortunately today fewer and fewer

are getting through the cracks in pop music. Exactly. We |l | itos kind i (
alternative to the music business, just

Now this leads into another question. Everyone people sharing their files, usually giving
seems to be in a band these days, without adding away their music for free, which devalues
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everyone who is serious in this business. |
mean the banks dondt
and you have to pay for your deodorant
and everything el seé

Are there any current artists or bands that you

like?

| went through an in love out of love & as
opposed to love/hate & relationship with
Arcade Fire. Bowie turned me onto them
initially and | got how th ey were an

amalgamation of all the cool music from the
70s, Bowie and a bit of Roxy Music. The
lead singer, Win Butler, is a tenor version of
Bryan Ferry, with combination of respect
and youthful enthusiasm. Their first album
had quite an impactonme bec aus e 1

loving anything at the time. The album was
Funeral. They are a very self contained
group with ethics and, since | was
galvanized during the Hippy/Summer of
Love era, | was thrilled by their authenticity
0 the real deal. | saw the follow up, Neon
Bible, as a bit disappointing. But the third
album, The Suburbs has me in love with
them again, it is a return to the bold
independence of Funeral. See, | give people
a second chance.

| have been a champion for Kristeen Young
for several years. Disclosure: | produce her
records, but | am a fan nevertheless. She is
a very ethical artist and composer. She
coul doéve done
commercially acceptable with her versatile
skills, from being a dance music artist to a
Christian music artist, but she is true to her
love of diverse influences like Bela Bartok,
Philip Glass, Richard Wagner, Stravinsky,
Jello Biafra, Dead Kennedys, Minor Threat,
Morrissey & she puts all this into her very
startling and unigue version of Pop/Rock.

anyt hiwithy constantbasraga of deimgs.o He y

Her lyrics are equally unique.

give away money,
| am very taken in by Larkin Grimm,

( | ahathen vergatile and evocative singer who
writes through many influences including
her rural upbringing in Georgia. She is a
dark contralto voice with a beautiful upper
register. Her songs are spiritual, kinky
sexual and joyful, almost gospel. | was
turned onto her by a photographer friend,
Lori Baily, who dragged me to a live show
in New York, my very first introduction to
Larkin. | highly recommend the CD she
made with Michael Gira, her producer. Itis
called Parplar. Disclosure: | 6 m pl ayi n(
bass on her new, selfproduced album.

)

W 8 fo0kGhe new Neil Young album produced
by Daniel Lanois, Le Noise. No drums were
hurt making this album, nor where they
used at all. If you are a guitar nerd, you
wil | hear Youngds and
collection recorded at their throatiest best!
|l 6ve been a Young fan si

|l tds safe to assumme t
constantly accosting you to listen to their music,
but where do you go tfind new music? Do
you spend any time at all looking for it, or does
it all come to you?

Well, having a Facebookp a g e , I canbo a
new music. (laughs) | closed down my

MySpace page because | was under attack

Tony
check us out, post on our page what you

think. o6

| 6d pick one at random
would write back and saly,
exceptional .6 | wasnodot (tfiry
Usually, | would get a nice letter back

saying, thatko gdu, for even



| i st e Butnfgr! roe a | bad d e mthough | sdaikl networking sitesd but the
sometimes write a word of faux solicitation can be a bit overwhelming at times.
encouragement , i ke, oHave you conS|dered
taking guitar Iessons”oOBr TS Wh g lchanged

ke
that. (laughs) business, and your busmess foo, is that say,

20 years ago, people would have to go

And Facebook seems to have picked up where t hr ough your secretary,
MySpace left off | have people sending links on all kinds of phone numbers and addresses
a regular bas, asking me to listen to their to get to you in the first place. | viewed that
musicc Actual ly being in t ha atestike salking enihat eoals it wak & d
i magi ne beiggoapdraaghed around the rite of passage. If you got to an A&R person
clock with your music, or you had a team or

) manager that got to them 0 first of all, you
Yes, | get links sent to me on Facebook all

_ - . had to convmce so m?ng peoI%Ie so many
t he ti me. And I & m belng

k e e p er s 0O many

;?utlo:tslon tr:zr;e r_IOV\:j' IT ihef beglnlnlngh, ! worthy of getting that shot at making a
oud Would T iend a 1ot of people who record. And that old school method

were musicians and engineers, and fans of . . .
i produced some fine artists, it has made
artists | produced, but now | have over 4000 .
some great, great music, as you know.

friends, and only interact with about 100 or
_ _ Nowadays, you can go on Facebook, and
so. But it works out as a promotional tool . . .
write a letter directly to Phil Ramone,

for the artists | currently work w ith. saying oHi Phil Lt hi

That &8s part |Iyhinkthearick isita 6s ¢ lbeck it out, dude!d
find a balance.

woul dndt have meAndauhy oRepreblemafig hecausemenil abuse it.
I.ove.never met.ln person... So I go th|nk
friends hi p out of it but ouodd thlun

reject someone, though, | give them some
peopl e want to be a pa rpeoplehave septeng somethingse inaregiblyt o
it And it 0 dor finding peoplea n t thiking, lccan wave a magic wand and turn

And vy dnorédiblg approachable, friendly,
|l ve made some rmeaplel y ndncirteragtivejwithpgaple on there, which can
?; thoTe 100 peozle I.trr1nent|orl1e(|j, sor:ne of Yes, but wilhatin the semde that
em 1 correspond with regufarly whom |l dm not afraid t oAntiIe rea
dondt c ar.e
4000 a_ q | 6 d h ecaus cmélc ﬂougrke
rrends, 0 av ?ttle you know’) 8aughs) %sugly When [
(laughs)
But when you have somethirigja n dm ih & positive feedback, an opportunity to
similar situation, on a much lesser scal¢hat improve. Occasionally, occasionally some
approached. As PARAPHILIA continues to bad the worst words | used were like, 0 Ar e
grow, more and more people want to be a partof y 0 u kidding?a6 I me an,
donget me wag 8 we O Vv e f ound themato Prince? (laughs)
talented artists, wiiters, photographers, etc




And sometimes | get an email from | dve tried doing produfgt i
someone saying, ol senpayolue crky, naunsdi ci ta Ifdhoye s n & v
we ek ago, and vyou h av ehnedatr t r ei sspnodntd eidr? 6 i t , I cfla n
And | will say to people like tha t |, 0 Y o uFortunately 0 and this applies to an earlier

know something, I 8 m n o questomd | getpnpw musi@preseated!to me

I dm real. I drg, notlas a f aarl | at He vtii me, tolookémitl | vy on
Facebook Buelrlistan doe at deast It comes to me. | have a great manager, and

three minutes to everything that is sent to he knows what my parameters are.

me. | f i t 0s tsablreeltishright fpr
me , I o1 | | i st e end back
comments.

moIfore exa(,gnﬂled I was offered that quasi
operatic group Il Divo. | said to my
manager, ol |l ove oper a 0 (
I think thatods mowoeld t haDivo.flailroove Imuméant ob muc t
be a fulltime jdb if you sat down and listenetd And that would have been a great
evey single song odemo that camie. paycheck. | would have had two homes by

) now.
Yes some producers charge for this, for

listening and sending back an evaluation When | pick someone to work with, there

report.t | 6 m not t heMoekndwpr tdbes have to be a budget there, there has to

it ds mor e orlfdlkeit Idkeft 6 r  mise.enough money there. Studios cost money
someti mes i f I dondt | i dhee | dohtewer billp to Phyi B | priyot o,
which tellsme alot 81 6 m not goi ng prddace musig thee INike. Some | like more

to it at all. (laughs) than others, but | have a wide range of
tolerance. | could like something maybe

70% and still want to do the job. And
usually the parts | donajt
harder to make them really good.

So, are you someone who has to be immediately
drawn to something, or can it grow on you? For
example, when someone sends gogong or
demo, and wants you to produitem how does

that work? Okay, now thatds laterd my || mi
versus Nurtured musically speaking.Music is
subjective, but some people can be undeniably

Okay, it has to click right away. You have talented, even i f one dfjes
hear something, whatever thaay be, and you their creative offeringsAs s umi ngsuchher o s

may not even be able to describe it. a thing as an inborn gift or aptitude for music,
how important is that compared to what can be

It takes about 30 seconds. When | get badly taught? Or do you think the two are or need to
made demos on CDs they would make be interconnected to some degree?

great Frisbees.

| am immediately drawn to something.

Talent is hard to arrive at as a quotient.

Have there been projeCtI—ﬁIma}‘Isoﬁh\%Vn?anydsBe'aifﬁ:ta?eﬁté’,“%uy t o

get a paycheck? Or have they mostly been p5ye tg he honest about what they are. No

proj ects nya uoi,r ep edorpal ve Yy @ QiVefi hutighhhsCafl the talents in the
to work with no matter what* human experience.



What is obvious to me is that rock music is a
form of folk music. With a lot of talent and
very little education you could go very far ,

Expression is indeed the driving force, which
leads us into the next questioh.t 6 s c ommfpn
peofpl e

knowlelge t hat creative

like the Beatles and Brian Wilson did. But
you are limited in that you can teach
yourself to play a Radiohead song but you
canot possibly | e atw n
without classical training. | t i sndot t
and pop/rap/rock musici
they are, but in a very informal way. They
might listen to specific recordings 1,000
times and learn every little nuance, then
come up with a style of your own. That is
not how classical and jazz musicians are
trained. They are trained privately and in
academies, in rigorous programs by
educated professors and it is mandated that
they practice for most of the hours in a day.
So, in a sense, talent must be trained,
nurtured either by informal or formal
means. For instance, | always had a
problem singing in tune , although some do
that effortlessly. My rock training was of
the informal variety, but | had to go to a
classical voice teacher to solve this problem,
and it helped me to produce a bigger tone,
also with not a few lessons of the Alexander
Technique 0 my ears were fine, but my
throat was tight.

But it doesndt matter
formally or informally, art is mostly about
expressing emotions, ideas, philosophies o
Rap has those things, so does
Rachmaninoff. But serious musicians must
realize that the only way to get great at
what you want to do is to practice, to put in

that minimum of 10,000 hours (thank you
Malcolm Gladwell) then you are on your
path.

to varying degreesWhere do you draw thiene
i n t er ms of difficuitdkpeople? wi
Presumably, there are ases wher e

& n owp AHGuKSt hesec eopl e
knegdeep ig thg procgsbut do you have any

rglﬁsé foréapké)fna@qtter yvqrﬁigqinlg ié]?d ,

I love to work with so -called difficult artists.

Being difficult is often tied in with having

high standards. Why do something half -
assed, life is too slort? | love single-
mindedness. | t @@ sy t o say,

t housands of i deas, 6 th
this, no that,éd anybody
| am a very decisive personand I respond to

like minds. | can try several variations on a
theme, but not try, try, try all day long like a
monkey at a typewriter. | often see or hear

the finished product in my head and then,

when | am clear, | proceed to make it
happen. | dm not a psyc
very carefully when we are discussing the
project beforehand and | take notes. | make

a progress chart on a large poster board,

with the song titles on the left and the
instruments on top. The musical ideas are

in the boxes formed by the two vectors. |
engoprage, thepartists 4o fily in theirideas

from day one and most artists love this
method. We have the whole story written

out on the poster board, now all we have to

do is record it. | put it in a conspicuous

place so we have to walk by it all day long.

It keeps the team focused.

The only real bad experiences | have had
were with gr oups and individuals who had

a drug or alcohol probl
mention any names, but people who are

y qu
ar ¢



stoned are hard to work with. Having a
relaxing drink is one thing, but turning a
studio into a den of iniquity is another. But
there were some people who made really
great music despite themselves. | wasnodt
angel in those days either, but | postponed

my ©O6partyd until after
that 0 s how | got
hours. Since then |
intoxicated peop| e because
years.

Ove
| 6 m

So itds real |l pengaabletoides t i
with the people enougio get done what needs
to get done.

Yes. And divas are no problem for me. |
can deal with that
that needs focusing. | 6 ve wor ked
all my life.

As the reader s abeanyous e e
struggles with substance abuse, and more
important, your sobriety, which | think ifighly
commendabl e. As you
similar path in both respects, but senpeople
prefer to either keep quiet about it or pretend it
never happened. In present times, addiction
seems to be simultaneously glorified and reviled
6 often depending on whether the person is
famous or not.What are your thoughts othat?
How iwéd a dndheeyeof sbme and
the stigmatization that can be attached to people
who not only abuse drugs, but those who seek
treatment as well?

k

Let ds get this
Famous or not famous, addiction recovery
should not be stigmatized. | find that the
stigma is self-imposed, mostly. | think
those around you are relieved once you
made up your mind to seek help and your
cover-ups never worked.

ener

My struggle with my addictive nature

started with, of course, lying about it. It
started one night, | was 15, when | got my
first buzz from alcohol, went back onto the
bamdstand with my group of musicians and

my fingers seemed to take on a magical life
ofttheie ows. ¢ was dronk, oyt | thoughtd e s s

t hr ou gwas brillleiat.s Eor severdl feiars thdreafter |

sotight ptp ebdlanee o myk prafegsional ifd

whilsh reaintairing ¢hatdouezz. This led to a

menu of weed, pills 9 straight to mainlining

smack in a short space of three years. |

Ddtam? fstregtﬁis% in no time, my junkie

6friends?d

me. But, for some reason | had the most
incredible 6straightd

could decei\t/ea é)eopj)le Sinto geHe(\e/ir}gg y

e r}//thing_ w as alright. léy the time | was
2 rll hag Iqu\ft aansd gone back to smack at
least five different times, sometimes by free
will , aided_by a bent doctor who gave out
’Met%a%loung scr?pts ?orp ae pnaltry sum. This
was before there were programs in place,

n t(;__)utv\}v’ve.lveI p%lsvwguld FUSCFSISﬂcJ)”};vV(\éean an,
addict in seven days. New York hardcore
addicts in the 60s mainly kept a stock of
Methadone to keep from getting sick when
the supply dried up. But | tried to quit. |
would stay off it for months. Then | would
feel | was strong enough not to get strung
out agai n, but
led to full blown addiction again. | was
leading a double life and managed to keep
this all a secret from my parents, even after
they found my o6wor ksod

strai gybed.flw&sm@n extrdmely godd liarfeten

acted cool as a cucumber with a few
encounters with police.

Maybe we have guardian angels, because
mine turned my addiction into a life saving
experience. When | was inducted into the

w e years ader thane a s t

weekend



army at 21, opiates were found in my blood.
In 1965 that was a automatic 4F
classification. | had to agree to group
therapy meetings and there | met addicts
much, much worse off than myself, young
men and women who thieved and sold
their bodies for brutal sex. What a fucking
eye opener those sessions were! They were
still using and selling packets of smack
under the table, | got cured fast and | got
out!

Things went well for about ten years, but by
the early 70s | was drinking a lot and a
moderate coke user. We | | s put ie thi$
way, who Iwasdivngih Pondon, |
was very successful and there was the
general opinion shared by all of us
Ohi pst eirhat coke wasnodt
a bunch of assholes we were, my cool
crowd and me. | was aware of AA, but to
admit | had an addiction problem was
something worse than death to me. | had to
be seen as in control, a smooth operator, a

cool dude, Mr. Nice Guy 6 | coul dnd

consider the imagined disgrace.

Let s fast
coul dndt remember a

I managed to stop smoking cigarettes
around 1984 and cocaine about a year after.
But | was living in London, w here
alcoholism goes mostly unnoticed and
awkwardly ignored.
and still i s, a

fucking smashed againds a me as
Even when | moved back to the USA in
1989 | still thought like a Jack-The-Lad Brit
andcoul dndt admit

f. &ar avlang timet o

t o

until I was finally bloated, overweight and
sick. | felt old and defeated. My third
marriage was on the rocks and, funnily

6Fancy a

enough, | went to my first AA meeting with

an idea | could save it if | got sober. But,

drunk or sober, it became clear it was not a

good marriage. My partner and | coul d ndt

be more incompatible. Alcohol was the glue

that held it together. 't coul dnodt b S
But being sober gave mefla
think |1 had anymore. | went to several AA
meetings a week for more than a year. It
was absolutely great, very much the
opposite of my post military rejection
sessions. People were taking responsibility
for their addictive behavior and | was one
of those people. The most liberating words
|l haveever said in my |
is Tony, and |1 dm an
no one thought less of me, no one said | was
a failure, no one judged me, no one looked
dowA éhime. tihste, | was d¥Piduded in a
full room of happy faces. This was the best
thi ng | coul ddve done t h
my life, emotionally and spiritually.

That was eleven years ago. It has been
eleven years of confronting all the possible
excuseswhen | coul ddviato j umypled
booze & holidays like Christmas and New

1\9e§r§ anniversaries, birt_hdays,. weddings,
d aVYiosild toBi Urhy $drent8, K hrfuthents,

anguish, depression attacks, fear,
catastrophes. For some reason, the mental
energy | used to seek getting high flipped
180 degrees and now keeps me sober.

pint?d was,
e u p h e ®a, bgoess i gotr off odrhyeperéosal higtaryt
| a s tratei gtham . ahswering this question
objectively. But | dm gl ad | &dm affiv
story. If it helps to save just one other soul,
havilngd@andtalcapreobawnhecom knows || wt
t hrough, even i f itods i he

Daily Trashburger.



That wasabsolutelybeautiful and as f atreamazry, inl adldition to the onenone and
concerned, one can never be too personal when it group therapy sessins, were the 13tep

comes to thisBeing honest about it can be so  meetings. | was attending at least two

damn | i ber at i hajour dodieys @omsetimesitnece adago even t houghf |
discourages itSpeaking from experiencehink stay clean it had penetrated meAnd |

people can becritical when someone gets remember one of the counselors saying et

treatment because y oudr e if yagdbaakaut and usd algain, your addiction
branded. I 't 8ds jhbutimthis n ais winee d in a ggodivaay. eNVhat happens in

case itds just wrong, tshecmeatti nngasy gcditssc ouunrdaegre] vy c
people from seeking help. | mebnd v e a | wrayesbe able to go back to using drugs the same
found it cur iAnaongmotugihast t vag agaroAnd he &as right.

to be in there in the first place.
| like that way of looking at it.

Il know. Il think the O0Anonymousd part came
up in a period when there was a lot of It may be different now, but whehfinally did

disgrace associated with it. AA was get clean,| was encoraged to lie about my
invented in the 30s. and of course. back then addicted past was told it would be detrimental,

you coul dndét admit to gnndg%e\ﬁglr e%%ecteptl?gett anyw%ehe,lna mat.ter
be perceived as shameful. And | think it what | decided o pursue, | absolutely had to lie.

. . ) . I dondt i tkénp differantf for public
continued well into the most liberal era, like ! ) X .
figures i, f t h re. vi ewetd it

N eyo .
t he 605.. Peop.l e vyer enOtPey}ﬁéplsikd'ep%rgdsgnﬂwepaer%ornql t tha
they were any kind of addict, yet it was

such a | iberal environmegbnotl tchdmdkt i t himakes ny
recovery will ever be totally free of stigma

and disgrace, but when people like myself So you tBbiandenerdliftoerarcé
go public with it, | only see that as passing Then, as | mentionedpn the other end of the

on something so benefi cPEMYYGaly foarse hay thinf )
for the grace Batfthesgard w rCtMOfndynous people are struogt, when

the best times | have lived through where the trut.h ISt tos pbﬁ(ror@mgraesltf‘t\/e t(,)
. controlling substances and having your life spin
general public support for recovery and

. . out of control.These people adeor were, in the
rehab programs is really high. Everyone has
L . . case of far too many truly lost y et theyqre
an addict in their family. And man, | want ) -
. elevated to a gdike status. Wh a t dustake
to tell the world that this is so good, and so

. . . on that?
avail abl €freed apedfically tafikisg
about AA or NA. Some people need more Well, take Amy Winehouse, for example.
drastic measures, and | acknowledge that, Her life and death were tragic yet
but | think it suits mgeanbrized e pdiffetence ibétwedn hbeiygd r e
willing to step up to the plate and admit famous and anonymous is that you might
they have a problem. be just as fucked up as he stars, but you can
avoid making the headlines. Winehouse
was Vvilified, amaqrized and

It definitely penetrates you, whether you stick
with the program Whenlnot, wh .

com assmn%tel eulo |ze|3d mrhgr short life
went through rehabas a kid, part of the P y g '



Her death was inevitable. Some addicts are | firmly b elieve that some of us are born
adamant that they don 0 twithwaacartain lirain stbuetures eSeneedf us
They have an overwhelming death w ish. are drawn to addiction. The only successful

control of addiction is COMPLETE

And when yodr e caught up i abstmen(:e Ph& s thehsﬁ‘a\fgﬁtup AA way
minimal regard forthe gift that islfedy ou o6 r e of thinking

almost not everaware of itd which can cause
you to push yourselto a point where it could | dve encountered pl ent
indeedkill you, many times over oversimplify it by sayi

Ves | o bl addicts can just stop,
es, | was terribly irresponsible in my teens. t hat easy Thereds

ltés amazing | survive dhere Ilknoﬁ/thlfnk/ gageoltwou|d Waké up'tlrgt

being on that regimen now. Fuck! (laughs) thing in the morning, every morning, and | had

| know! And in my casePhavgtheduoskegygen e r ey the
immoderate consumption dfugs | was doing

crazy shit like when | tried to drive motorcycle

into a lamppost. | was on PCP, antuly
believed it was wat | needed to do at that
momentl dondt know i f you

Same here., And no, itds not t
depends on clarity, and
cl ear when youdikanded ki n ¢
to have that little window or o ening, give
it a chance Whlch starts, c?:ssmally, with

Wow. (laughs) No, | never tried it. one day at a time.

Lucky you. It propels you into a horribiate. Absolutly. For me, that window was an

And the odd part about it was that | teat the unexpe t ed Ointerventiond o
drug intensely, yet | kept using iDid you ever

have a drug like that? That y@bsolutelyhated

but coul dndt stop using

| never met or knew anyone who was in AA
wntil about two years before | finally gave

up drinking. | had two very dear friends

In my case that would be heroin. Heroin who revealed they were in AA.  And for me
has a specific nature to it, it is truly habit it was shock, horror. I s ai d,

forming. It changes your blood che mistry, normal ! o (Il aughs) I

so | akin heroin to becoming a vampire, it them about being a heavy drinker, and
changes what you are. hotdondith thienk awp way
other drug does that quite so intensely. me to judge you, I
Opi ates become part o telling yog, ihat wappivetal. d 1o swa s n ot
molecular structure, and when you take it ready to give up then, but within two years,
away youdll suffer gredddy if you candt get
more. I dondét think cocai "bid oiufeel !asth%t? )}ohveet[e’u s umbln
itds definitely the strthroﬁ{g%“fe?twaspsg cLhoIJ) \q
addictive drug out there. Maybe alcohol

changes the molecular structure of your Yes, | was stmbling towards the next
blood as well, because some people do go drink. | was incredibly unhappy. | felt that
into DTs when going cold turkey. my career was over, plus all the other




insecurities that can hit a personin their 50s, my old frie nd David Bowie phoned me and

or at any age. And as | told you, my he said, oLet 0s madiike aflne

revel ation was t hat | gooosuhl, d n Gt bemeebert hing
how | ong it had been s hapmeered, | espacally nab tthe Himed Tlaat
drink & not a day went by But | 6 m aalbbm wasd Heathen, which is a wonderful
curious person by nature, so, in 1999, | album, and making it was a great
decided to just experiment and go one day experience for everyone involved. It marked
without alcohol . And maly® ebegim nb Ings odd t he goqd
with good genes or someltthdisngnotbuthd fdiirdantdtt i me
shake or crack up, and | actually slept pretty catalyst for me.
wel | . And | sai d, 0 My od, t hat wasnot as

'Ié?ba[ t 0.s

bad as thought it was n to ndee rd ugp pnd thi
was the day after Christmas, Boxing Day. yourself together and began to soar again is
' truly admirable. A lot of people never recover,

So how did you resume the helm aret gour and only fall into deeper pits of hell.
life back ontrack? And when your addiction
and unhappy marriage were seemingly
devouring you, did you ever lose touch with the
music?

And this brings us back

You were a musician first beginning at a very
young aged with aspirations of doing &t for a
No, | was always in touch with my musical living, before embarking on what would turn
nature all along, my salvation, and my out to be an incredibly successful career as a
solace was that | had built this expensive producer. Do you still compose/create/record
music studio in the basement of my house, any personal music at all’And are tere plans
which was I|like my priva?®Eeaeavyed and | was

also making a living down there. But my
energy as a human being was bad. The
situation | was in & both the alcoholism and
marriage d was extremely unhealthy. When
| went to my first AA meeting, | realized
that | had to change it all, and my energy
changed immediately When | was sober,
even for a daymy energy just changed, and |
was thinking clearly, and then | could see
the wood for the trees. And little by little |
got out of the whole muck and mire of the
situation. When my energy changed, and
my life circumstances changed, and |
became a more positive  person,

| never did anything but music and | trie d
lots of the many occupations within it. |
wanted to be a rock and roll star, like
Buddy Holly or Elvis. As | got better on the
double bass | thought | had what it took to
be a jazz bass player. My guitar playing
improved, but both skills were used pla ying
society affairs like weddings and bar
mitzvahs. | also played a few years as a
bassist in a cabaret band. Yeah, | could play
j azz alright, but I I
that way.

: _ From about 12-yearsold | started
miraculously, the phone started to ring and composing. My first song was an anti sack
good projects were offered to me. And the dress protest song dSh

best thing that happened was in 2001, when and it d o n &haby, pakee aff shat oh



¢c h e mi B enly bknew John Waters then!
| had a great guitar teacher, Leon Block. He
taught me both classical and jazz guitar and

| wrote a small book of
named quite
Oof

t he

how to read music.
complicated jazz pieces |
randomly, oODreams
Liver Blues, 6 and
Mer , Sur Un Jour

Then | met my first wife, Siegrid, a kindred
spirit. We dropped a lot of acid, as
recommended by Timothy Leary, did
nothing but that for a year. Then one
morning we listened to pop radio and
decided that we could do better than what

we were listening to. So we wrote lots of
songs and auditioned for several labels,
even for the legendary writers Lieber and
Stoller. We made two disastrous singles for
RCA, did some months of live gigs. Then |
got a job offer I coul
London in 1967. The time and place
coul dnot have been
career as a record produce.

My song writing and visions of stardom

were put on a shelf. | did make a solo
album in the late 70s called Vi scont i
Inventory, and | found | was a bad
producer of myself and a bad judge of
material. | could do this job perfectly for
anyone else, but rot for myself. In the 90s |
teamed up with two artist s as a cewriter
and producer. They were Annie Haslam,
from the Art Rock group Renaissance and
Richard Barone, from the Hoboken group,
The Bongos. Apart
successesas neither artist had the muscle of
a big label behind them.

These past few years | have been inspired to
write songs again and

65

ccould t havee f andeé , some

really fond of. Two were written six years
ago, but five have been written in the past
few months. | have begun recording them
and | wi || try to get dn
material recorded this year. | think | now

D o mavesthe @bility koibe sek-gritical. n Ahother
dappyrcreative opgaetunity uslbeing ivvited a
Br u me uto.wéite songs with Alejandro Escovedo.

st
blle e |

his two |
mewrité. d v e

| 6ve produced
is the first ti
Also, writing my autobiography was so
enlightening and educational. | w as both
encouraged and coached by a couple of
literary friends, namely Cynthia Morgan

and Richard Havers, to write more. For
several reasons | had to leave out big
chunks of my autobiography, the book was

too long, some stories might have brought

on a lawsuit or two, but most of all they
tnasurdd i n

friendships. | thought | could use those

b e t duteakes bf fictionalizingathremn inraghoveh

Instead | discovered | had a passionate,
personal agenda about the pop music
culture/industry that | wa nted to explore
and now the novel is an entirely different

BbSk. Itis outlined, some trial chapters are
written but | need to book time for myself to

finish this, enforce a deadline. The final
months of writing my biography had to be
booked, | had to stop producing music &

ot her wi se I woul dove nie v e
publ i sherdés deadline

Fantastic about the book and songs, | look

f r o forward ta thetfimisbed pradecis.e n o t

Now | et ds t adwvhichdidarwsergi r affi o
|l &m personal | y | uwsenbmokeal e rt
in the stiulusd r at h mfluenddisemnse 0O

There g \olaviouglye Usi¢al inspgations, but



I d m curious
inspirational

t o know
sources beyond music? For

example, certain aspects ofny writing are

inspired by the films of John Cassasetand
Rdbert Bressonamong others. Bve you ever
been inspired by somethiother than music?

| 6d sayl ftihimsk i f I
musi c, | 6d b e Whea kmakeg
an album, | like to work closely with the

l yrics, and 10l s &
movie. | also love composers like Elmer
Bernstein, and other people who made great
music for films. Music for cinema is very
inspirational to me, and so | try to build a
soundscape, as if the lyrics were actually a
picture, and having the music refle ct that. |
dondt just make goofy
it. The music has to lift up the lyrics, it has
to frame them, elevate them, and highlight
them. In my teens | studied the Schillinger
system of composition, a quasiscientific
combination of math and music. It rendered
emotions as mathematical equations with a
device called a mood clock. Since | sucked
at math, | abandoned the idea and had to
trust my instincts about the emotional
impact of music. Some graduates of the
Schillinger system were George Gershwin,
Duke Ellington and Billy Strayhorn.
Schillinger was a contemporary of Leon
Theremin and they collaborated several
times.

w a
fi

t h

S

Okay, ® youdre seei

images in your head.

ng an

Wh e n youodr e maki ng
whatever it isyou 6 r e 0 dawangng,
recording, mixing, et® does it have tqust feel
right, without having to analyze it much?

| understarmd uhat dveryoree hasaandjfferent
process, but I usual
until 1 hear it or see it internally, and then
i ¢ jdst a matter getting it down. And when
| do get inspiration & it might be two in the
morning, or | might be on my roof doing
Tajioi f 1 tds a really

O g 0 0
v%ripeolttdowmq grﬁ in the habit of doing

n.
thlls,mbse‘c'ause I have forgotten things. And
| 6d rather not admit

t hifls,
i((feaslhé/pﬁe'n ifi the b!sttﬁ‘roor%. Izla(:“ughé) orm

So t her eds alprocdss §oing ontire
addition to the sound process

Yes. Like if S 0 me 0 noe
write stringsl &ibténtolthdri s
RO, DY heagppongs ghout (hrgg of foug
ti mes, and t h &hen thetnext | e
day 108l ¢ 0 meheab anwo&t thea n d
entire arrangement. | know when the cellos

are going come in, when the violins are
going to come in, how the violas will
support harmonically . Then | write it all out

very quickly and spend a couple of hours
making it tidy and nice to read for the
musicians.

Creation seems to be the easiest part for me,
but the hard part is editing and revising.

Tell me aboutti
since 2004.
before itods

| 6ve beemyboskor ki
| t @$0 | tl u rbrnee dd (i
done.

Avwiia fasighg We lal ;s elr G e gen
my new one for quite a while too.

d eNow Bow @ you werk gnathai@orygu set

aside soméme every day, or simplyump in
whenever you feel inspired?

| think about it all the time. The characters
are now alive in my head. | think about my



storyline as if it really happened. | have no
pl an, I dm wr i t i ndesireto

finish it persists. | feel if | had food and
shoulder massages delivered to me for a full
week | could finish the damn thing.

As |
said, | need to book some book finishing
time. Inmy f i r st book |
At first | wondered if | should write like
BukowsKki and | admelétsly
intimidated by Dickens. But | know |
should trust the voice in my head. | will do
that.

That 6 s .wiloeetViadimir Nabokov, and
a lot of his writing is like that.l t
who t he character

Whoever the character, hisvn conversational
ability is in there, which | think is important

Some of the greatest
with & Bowie, Morrissey, and Bolan d were
excellent conversationalists. In the studio
some conversations would be fodder for

song lyrics | might be recording an hour

later!

Out of curiosity, ae there ay albums you
wi shed youdd p?oduced

| always fancied working with mega poets
like Bob Dylan, Leonard Cohen and Joni
Mi tchel I, but t hen
because it is true, once you meet your idols
you get a little disappointed. There are a
few people 106d Iike t

Bowie has been a good friend and a
colleague for over 40 years now. Probably,
i f I never
idolize him too. He sends me really cool
musicto listentovi a emai | s,

really changed since the early days of our

fourmddbnidwa&soiage e@ ,

| 6 Behe keepem wei t h

doesndt
i s,
speakingto you directly when you read it.

| & m

me t him or

friendship when heod

s p piacds 2f musid fuotn his tvieyl collection.

He is very interested in new music. In
recent years he turned me on to very
original bands like Animal Collective and
Arcade Fire. | really liked them both. We

w tnaut there irg
the music world.

Yes, he really does, and always did

What 6s i n the

matter

-pisepel i ne

but )t hat||és

oi nlp

plir o «

Wl YtherE & RikjandfoSEscdvEi8 § 9 N a N § & A,

our third together. We are going to have
our second writing session soon. This is
very therapeutic for me as Alejandro and |
Bayve hadisigijaipaths.s v ¢ wor k e d
| recently came back from London where |
worked with a wonderful young group,
Prima Donna, and we made an 80s style
single. Hopeful I'y | &1 | get t
with them. | have also spoken to Morrissey
about the possibility of making a second
@lbum drvithdhimBBut nothing is planned. |
also met a fantastic group while | was there,
Films of Colour. We are planning to start
an album later this year in one of my
fa§ofite BudiBD Bt. ClfirdD inaLexington,
KY.

I #nMeAjbyig tAeS wajthe latésP KriSteen
Young (KRISTEENYOUNG) EP is being
received. She has been promoting in Los
Angeles, New York and London. She also

sol o wi t h just her

a n dmadichl die O\We aft @alking about her next

Wokhed Wbt hidabagdhi tdistifle 6 s

keylp o:



album being recorded in the analog realm.
I d6m al |l for it.

| have an album coming out soon by a
young folk singer called Debbie Clarke.
We 6 v e dtlerstwo sangs together, the
rest of the songs are a combination of pop
standards and some specially written for
her. We met via email. | loved her
melancholy voice, but | tried to put her off
because she lived on a remote farm near
Wales and | lived in NYC. With no budget
it was nigh on impossible to record
together. She was very persuasive and
forced me to think of some other way to
work. She lived only 40 miles from where
my daughter and partner ran a studio! So, |
recorded the backing tracks for two songs
my home studio in New York and sent
them to her to practice with. When she was
ready she
studio in Cardiff to record her vocals, whilst
| coached her via SKYPE & probably the
greatest benefit of the Internet. Thesetwo
recordings landed her a deal with WEA in
Germany. We continued recording her
album pretty much in the same way, only
we finished a good part of the album in
London, in my old studio in Dean street.
My son, Morgan, is playing on some tracks
as well, and Jessica is singing backups.

And, although | remain friends with Mr.

Bowi e, w h ocortled a neivtalbume
for eight years, | will never give up hope
that one day the phone will ring with a
certain request. A kid from Brooklyn can
dream, candt he?

There are other projects in the works, but it
is too early to talk about them.

went to my

As your fans may already know, in February
you received The Joe Meek Awc for
Innovation in Production from The Music
Producers Guild.How did that feelAnd what
are your tlo u g ht sawams for éamd in
general?

The music award system is like a rite of
passage and a huge PR boost in one. | have
been involved with the Grammys as the
president of the New York board of
NARAS, a national trustee and a national
vice chairman. NARAS does many great
works, school programs, mentoring, a
music museum, financial support for older
recording artists who have lost their
fortunes and who are struggling, but The
Grammys is a huge annual TV show, with
sponsors who want to see high ratings. The
big winners you see on TV are also the most
cp%pldl%r ﬁqd ethre bing%StS ssellerg.aB%t Sthere
nearly 100 awards,
of them are given off the air. | & m

I have one myself and

The Music Producers Guild is more aimed
at awarding the insiders of the music
industry. It is not a TV show, so the award
ceremony is more intimate and personal
based on skill and creativity. | am pleased
to have been given an award for innovation,
kind of a lifetime achievement awar d. That
is exactly what | started out to do in the 60s.
It was nice to receive confirmation from my
peers and even some of my teachers were in
t hat
win a prestigious award.

And you have indeed been innovativehe eyes
of many. It goes without saying that you were
born to make musicWill you continue to do so
until you take your last breath, or for as long as

| dve
not cy
|

audi ence. Listen,

n
0




youdr e o ol sente reAsordyou ogtire
at some pointeven partially, what will you do?

I would rather die before | lost my hearing.

| love what | do more than ever. Right now

| feel | have better mental energy than when
I was 40.If deafness came before death then
| 6d jump headl ong i
waste a moment.

I have trained as an Alexander Technique
teacher and | teach when | have time to take
on students, but | would teach more if |
coul dnodt
benefits | 6ve
Chi) on a daily basis and would probably
teach that too. | would have plenty to do
before the last hour.

Looking back on your ever growing body of
work, if you had to pick one favorite project

what would it be?

I think making Heroes was one of the best
experiences | & viderehward
many peak experiences on that one. For
one, Bowie drove through Checkpoint

Charlie in a Mercedes convertible with Iggy

Pop and Coco Schwab and I, and suddenly

we were transported about thirty years in
thepastdon t he Red
in and out of there felt very dangerous. But
the way we felt in the studio d it was one of

nt o

ma k bve the bealthd s .
had Tar om

Geattimy O s

t he most positive
i n a studio. We
wonder the album is called Heroes The
previous Bowie album was Low. By
contrast that was a dark and heavy
experience.

ItWwas tsuch @ ,gredt expediented mainlg
Heroes We were kind of living that album
as we were making it, recording by day and
prowling Berlin at night, with Iggy. David
was writing lyrics moments up until the
time came to sing them, you can 6t
fresher lyrics than
in [péak fortn] Bridn"E@o ahdaRobeit Frifp
contributed vastly to the sound and David
and | were the backing vocalists for most of
the songs. We moved to a smaller studio in
the Hansa complex and mixed the entire
album in about ten days. Of the Berlin
OTrilogyd6 that i s
entirely in Berlin.

| & m t o

very l ucky

I NpedBse dvdry nBw album is an enlightening
al ways ||l e

experience. | & m
new. | never make a record the same way
twice. | unashamedly listen to my
productions from the past over and over
again, because | even learn new things from
thatUpfotess. Doing a job like this, living a
life like this, is a life worth living.
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WORDS.
WORDS IN.
WORDS IN THE KEY.
WORDS IN THE KEY OF SADNESS.

By Kim Dallesandro

WORDS.

There is the light on all night to keep the hallucinations at bay but the fear buzzing like electrical

CUuses{ s, Kkeepi NMgigatrensiiSiese.] i ngs’ /o7 Wei Mg S0 er whell"me
¢ hiiBE=d&==Ta h azb.-f", 3 jobs, babysitters, no daea, no t
you try to climb out every day and find yourself
anyone youdre around; el hi ng /W oad | oul %t o hi=deNt
t“HEemamw oy d O r« colleNnReRkNe sks:d.. MR v e t he lwor di"d al=0"ne Q.

I 61 I | umgandwagony o

Ride your coattails home
Share your deepest secret
And carve your name in stone

611 steal into | ong distance
I o1 1 install a private | ine
IO | catch the obscene call er
From the tap put on the phone

I 61 | censor correspondence

| 8l1l yegqdeetleft alone

I 61 | move you to a trailer

And that will be your home

I 611 break the 10 commandment s
And commit a mortal sin

1 841 .. beg for Godos - f-Ofglilveness
Then=10l1 do it=a1 = ajgfagijn

I 61 | get you hooked on poker
And pour you drinks of gin

I 61 1 t akoarmpneywu f o

And never let you win

I 61 | be your guardian angel

I 61 | catch a falling star

I 61 | of fer you the heavens
Still you wondét say who you are



Say yes to everything; fastest way to absorb information is to act as if-so blend; reflect back

what others represent and become their mirror. Watch how they groom themselves, adjust their

masks and | earn from it. Never draw attention t
certain. Always try to be last. Chances are if someone else survived so willyou.

You live the life of Reilly

And try to make believe

All you have to offer

Is hidden up your sleeve

BUst™.*l dom@it wa/pt AREee™ be. .y o Uil Wi Ct i Mm-S
Dond6t pressure me

You push your weight around

And you muscle all your friends

All you have to offer

Il s the money you wondt | end

And | dondt want to be your victim #3
Dondt pressure me

WORDS IN.

0OYou took me firom
riches to rags

from a happy heart

to a spirit that sags

riches to rags

And every point

in between call

me names now

you used to call me aqueen

riches to rags

ltdéds only | ove

t hat money candt buy

and what you say you want

are not the things | can_ depend .on. 6

And it becomes 3 verses and a chorus, add voice and some echo, change the chorus to full
harmony 2 voices key thefkey Gf painYaoduthe pannsiconstanhnawm g e
persists. It is important that the musical arrangement is upbeat, dance music, almost

celebratory. Il tds i mportant to sweat out the sadn
You say you |l ove me and | 6 m b e against rheubutthismorld i nt el | |
aksn 0t T elEmdry-- f o#wsivhat =l know, dcourse my excuses &

the analysis, the words people swear to? Catch me in the wrong, | dare you. Besides your



attention span i sno0t rightfeaus)abou thiggs liddenh fram&ight. Eye toa | | y
eye contact, are you ready for that?

Things | candt replace are in jeopardy and | get
game already won. Did you find the missing puzzle piece | lost (o r somebody stole)? | lack that

1 piece to be whole. Itis my soul.

| wWrole a Song in tshe tTHaditi gn f7/0Gi ve TAF ¥t | e
a hfandytl i me*s . gwutter ;' theVyudignedlme {Wrfon gy ‘sibentd s #b ut
Furthermore | have this one line | wrote that belongs pinned to your jacket.

OAIl a | oser gets 1s lost. o

I cashed in the tickets from NYC (Elite) and spent the money more wisely on substances that

calm me down. It hink | d@d réghtsvioa rkve ldneetl a lmeaknbjuggle d ay s

the hours of a single day to exhaustion and | cat
hugEsss 0. &l | hbdm lgef t St h. Liffe” s a Sbal@nci ng .a
arefacel wi th responsibilities affecting anotherds |

have these indications | could be somebody, model, songwriter, this that this that this that. Kill
it.

0l was dying of thirst in a desert somewhere
Thought | saw an angel the light shone off her hair

Take me angel protect me from all harm

When | start to fall will you catch me by my arm

| need a friend | really need to speak

You see | ately | 6ve been feeling kinda weak
p=t* § sTfm ot t h efas-um, | Om sure itos not the heat
Just been thirsting for somebody been lonely way too long

And can |youdeetvert,0ok al |l thatAY\0NSe dONEE™ Wr ong

My friends are gone | find myself alone
Please could you show me how to get back home

| was shipwrecked on an island far from my home

Thought | saw an angel | think she came alone

Take me angel shield my eyes from all | see

Most of what life is showing has been weighing down on me

Speak to me | really need to hear

Tell me how to understand all that | fear

And how to let these thiev es steal all | hold so dear

And please overlook all | have done wrong

My friends are gone | find myself alone

Pl ease could you show me how to get back homebd

The Quaalude Queens come in teetering on platform shoes, wrapped in satin hair teased to
kingdom ¢ o me ; itds always a bet which one wil/ fall
tips are tight. Working nights 1is better t han



insanity, up at 7am to clean the club, model for the life drawing classes, sell the popcorn and

Shrcafs t o de'aityhy i'mn t he®iki tchens he™ore | omSpacks at
needle skipping on the soundtrack that is my 1|ife
OHi ding on the sidelines

| was barely seventeen

Caught between the past

AMd, ot hishg'sy t.hjat Sayesnot what theljdl seem
One face was so blank

One was marked with casual lies

Everyone Oround here

Is covered in disguise

Ducking in the alleys
Found me way past twenty now

I f they say | dm surviving

Lord, I really candét say how

6Cause one f'ace is 80 blsank

And the others are full of lies

Everyone O6round here

|l s covered in disguisebo

WORDS IN THE KEY.

Passed around some |yrics (Dum De Dum Do, Baby |
which means nothing after you come down from the rush of anticipation and floating in the

dream worl d of someone. el seds. success; I t hrew m)
night and now | want it back, who cares she signed her album back st age d@ny spac& v a

mo n k eiyt, 6wasndét to me and she | istened for maybe :

were not.the.most.important.thing; this hustling around trying to get these words to people that
couldn dgtve a rat& ass is humiliating at best; andwhen t hey do end up pressed
yet to hear a pen glide over a blank check writin
grateful to have someone sing my words while the child starves to death. Nail me to your cross.

OYou gottothebigtinek et

Lots of cash to throw around

Someone picks you up at airports

No one dares to put you down

Now you hide behind dark glasses

And everybody knows your name

But you dondt even talk to me
6Cause | know ités all a game. 0



WORDS IN THE K EY OF SADNESS:

0Goody two shoes and her fast talking friend
Were seen together at the top of the bend

From what | gather, from all that | know

She aindt no goody two shoes no mor e

Sweet innocence met with utter desire

It took forever to put out the fire

From what | gather, from all that | know

She aindt sweet i nnocence no moreo

Trust me. Iltds more i mportant to understand how n
from 3 different ATM3s, tahandtmavlimgneasrtodshamdohd @rugs of a f
with the driver, than most anything else | can think of. The downside is going to East Austin at

night for more than a BBQ sandwich or an hour of
ways: burned, strung out or arrested. I |l eave out o6l eft fo
of optimism inside me.

| wonot r=u=n:. Ttiihie @il s k

Of walking the line

And dondt have the guts
To commit a crime

I candt | ay my neck

On the line anymore

I wondt cheat at cards
To even the score
| wonot t
| wonot t
Il dm t o I ambition
I dondét have the wil/

To go on anymore

| wonot t el | no | i es
| ainot told before
I dondt need a thing

To help me along
|l dondt know the difference
Between right and wrong

Ilwondt try to run

I wondt try to hide

Il &m totally void of ambition

OoWhich | eads us to failure which | know everythin

| was his constant reminder
The change that he would lend



His weight of the world

But | was never his friend

| was his sad middle chapter

Hi s symphony in 0G6
His heaven on earth

But he never let me be

But he will crash to the ground
Like a misguided plane

And when he awakes

It will never be the same

And he will crawl in the mud
And cry out in vain

But | can hear nothing now

| am saturated in pain

I was his unfinished business
His constant loose end

His live in companion

But | was never his friend

| was his table of contents
His sip of cheap wine

His 8 track recording

He never missed a line.

And you begin to realize that everything you think you write you feel is the same.fucking.pain
and when you juggle too much no matter how fast or how good or how hard --your
concentration will fail and there will come a day when something falls and breaks --in that
moment you become startled just long enough for everything to crash.to.the.ground and the
echo of the past creeps in and splashes into this moment which could last forever.

And it becomes a lyrical prayer imprinted on your soul.

Mama left me

Daddy turned away

Sisterds alll caught wup
In the echo of yesterday

Blind man | married

Coul dnodt see | was al one



He offered me music

When | had asked him for a home.
Splash me with color

My face is way too pale

Take away my sickness

Been so long since | was well
Hold me tight against you

Hold me tenderly

Tel | me | dm the only one
Youbve waited so |l ong to
Quiet your thoughts

And sleep til you are dead
Words left unspoken

Are better left unsaid

((Pray for the sinner while
You tell me your lies
An d drmoticé my feelings

When you look into my eyes))

Splash me with color
My face is way too pale

Take away my sickness

Ssee



Been so long since | was well

Daddy was a junkie

And mama was whore

And Idm the only chil d
And burden that they bore

Daddy never told me

0 B otlbetmen with demon dreams

And Mama never listened

Above my childish screams

//Splash me with color

Mama left me

And daddy turned away

Sisterds all caught wup

In the echo of yesterday

http://soundcloud.com/robert _-earl-reed/splash-me-by-kimberly -dallesandro

(Content from notebooks from the period 1977 -1980)

© 2011Kim Dallesandro
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WHAT DID YOU DO IN THE ECO -WARS DADDY?

By Feral Kelly

Nobody Loves You When You Got No passions, namely raving and party drugs.
Shoes When he found me | was in a sorry state,

barely coherent and on the verge of
| 8dd reached a | ow plapseychsoosi kowHd O0dlibvredt dr i
needed a legup to reach the ground. The himself but being the kinda bloke he was,
sort of place where friends | 6d Kk n o wa carfied/dragged me back to his flat and
years were crossing the street to avoid me. tried to get me to eat something whilst
Breakfast consisted of my body-weight in listening to me driveling on about how shit
Valium washed down with enough whiskey my life was and who was to blame. He
to float a decent sized boat, starting a day di dndét judge me or try
that usually entailed staggering around (which was the last thing | needed), instead
trying to beg up enough money for the next he just smiled and shook his head like some
bottle, then col |l apsi ngtolérant favorioebundley making. melfeeldat d n 6 t
go to sleep and wake up so much as pass home and asking for nothing in return.
out and regain consciousness. 29 years of
age and | felt 1ike my |Igidf ebevears eveayi nfodviltchst
my house, job and missus, had a daughter | fortnight when he got a visit from Skin, his
rarely got to see, and spent my time god(less)father, a militant anarchist and
wallowing in a mire of my own urine, vomit agitator who was in town promoting an
and self-pity, waiting for the reaper so | upcoming international anarchist
di dndt have t o f ace corfeherce dug toibk held atoan unknown
contemplating suicide. l ocati on somewher e i n L

capable of being enthusiastic about much at
Luckily, one day | staggered into a Good all at the time, but between them they
Samaritan in the shape of a bloke known as convinced me it would be well worth
Boot. Unliket he bi bl i cal ver s atenmling dnemightaesen hdpireane to do
tot al stranger. Ten y esaniething rother tham rsélfadéstruct. 1A8 d
known Boot since he was a child. The son of turned out they were spot on.
a couple of hippies turned junkies, hedd | ost
his father to an overdose when he was little Raging Against The Machine
more than a baby. Hi s mot her wasnot in a
positi on to provide much Abouy pfortnight lates Boot larel dnd started
left home at fifteen and now lived in a flat of hitching out of town, heading for London.
his own, getting by dabbling in a bit of hash We got into Hammersmith mid -afternoon
and acid dealing to supplement his benefits. and jumped the tubes to the building that
This gave him a reasonable standard of had been chosen to hous
living and allowed him to indulge his had to travel to get to the conference and

78




di dnot have
were amongst the first few to arrive so we

pitched in, getting the place in order, ready t he post . Al t hough I dm
to receive the estimated two thousand coward, | was permanently full to the brim
anarchists whodd c¢come fwithoDotchf couragh whilst siniuitaaelously

Il 6d squatted a few pl acequippedth with a toleranteuthat alowes mé t
prepared for what was about to happen. to function on a fairly efficient level when

The building itself was a four storey sufficiently motivated. Armed with the door
commercial property, recently vacated, slap keys and a two-way radio connecting me to
bang in the middl e of thedirstdlaom IBuspacked myasiteepinglag,

district. Within an hour of us arriving, a cracked a bottle of vodka and sat down,

team of tradesmen turned up and ready to greet new arrivals.

proceeded to sort out the water and

electricity supplies, change the locks and I didnot have |l ong to wa

ensure the building

squatting scene was far more organised
than what | was used to, it comprised
people from a variety of backgrounds and
political affiliations, working together to

fulfill a genuine need for housing which

was not being met by the authorities. The
conference di dnot
category, but the network was available and
included many individuals sympathetic to

the cause and more than happy to get
involved.

The entrance to the building was a double
door, behind which was a foyer area, then
another set of lockable double doors. To the
side of the foyer was a small room,
originally used to house the reception staff.
We decided that this was an ideal place to
vet the soon to arrive multitudes. In an
anarchi st utopi a
unnecessary, but in the real world there
were a lot of people with a vested interest in
disrupting the conference. The word on the
street was that we could expect a visit from
various right-wing groups apparently intent
on causing mayhem and generally fucking

anywher e

eus ower, st we decided ® Istick sdMeone in

the reception room and | volunteered for

w a peopte estarted arriving,Lsonmediro grodips of

t hi

79

S

twenty or more, some in smaller groups,
and a few loners. What surprised me more
than anything was the diversity of these
people. There were the Brighton (Be right
on) crews, all loved up, full of hugs and
drugs; the northern tribes, militant and up

e x a cforl ay ruck; avldé -eyed rmprovincials Hronms

villages as far apart as Landsend and John
o-Groats, Margate and Cardigan, and they
were just the British (I hate that word)

contingents. This was a whole new world to
me and my eyes were probably the widest
of all. | attempted to exude an air of
welcoming efficiency, directing people to

suitable areas in the building in which to set
up camp. Most of them were happy to bed
down on the first floor, which was

comprised of one large room that could
easily sleep five hundred or so, and about
twenty csondllet Goones thab weeenideal for

small groups/couples that preferred a tad

more intimacy.

A while later, people starting arriving from
abroad; Canadians, Americans, Iranians,
Iraqis, Australians, representatives of most

|




European countries (East and West), South
Africans, North Africans, people of all
colours and creeds, coming together for a
common cause . There were Californians
even more cool and laid back than the
Bristolians, a mad genius from L.A. even
more up for a ruck than the northerners
(this bloke was the
met to successfully jump a plane),
anarchists from countri es I
spell, let alone find on a map. The only
group that gave me any grief were a crew of
hard-core lesbians who, after being invited
in, decided to take over the whole ground
floor, putting up si
| felt that this was more than a little unfair,
considering there were only about thirteen
of them and they were laying claim to a
space which could easily have housed
several hundred. When | pointed this out to
them their spokesperson released
veritable deluge of verbal vitriol, claiming
that my stance was typical of males
everywhere and di
some of these women had been abused by
members of my gender. | replied that at that
moment there were Israelis and Palestinians
sitting together upstairs, tr ying to overcome
the divisions caused by years of mutual
hatred and murder, in the name of
comradeship and tolerance. | also let it be
known that the squat had been cracked,
secured and generally sorted by men, and
wondered out-loud if they were happy to
stay in such a building. At that point | was
saved from a potentially unwinnable
argument by a Swedish couple who turned
up with their young son in a pram, asking if

a

I could find them a
been traveling for two days and their kid
needed to get some Kkip. | immediately

onwiyndpoew.somohdtve gevter me

removed t he O0women
replaced it with a s
onl yo. On their way

women that if anyone else had turned up
requesting an individual space on the
grounds of gender, race, olour etc. they
woul d have been ej e
but

empowered women,

c o uplack fodeverything eExcept prejudice.

gns

dnot

The conference was spread out over three
days with a veritable cornucopia of events,
including lectures, debates, lectures that

tureed \intondgbatésy dabaes thatntliryed .

into diatribes, book fairs, poetry readings,
gigs, street theatre, and what was shortly to
become my personal favorite, direct action.
Unt i | that poi nt ideréd
myself a true anarchist. Along with so many
others of my generation, my ideas on
anarchism were coloured and distorted by
one Mr. Mcl aren and
lot to ansvaeefor.sNbva lwas sutrdursdéed by
people with whom | shared a lot of ideas,
were happy to discuss almost anything
without the threat of violence, and | felt part
of a multi -national movement comprising
individuals all aiming in roughly the same
direction.

The gathering culminated on the third day
with a picnic outside parliame nt where over
two thousand people spread out blankets,
played music, juggled, danced, drank and
got stoned. The atmosphere was one of
jollity and togetherness, the police presence
was visible but low -keyed, they simply

g uformead a tine datween she ¢rdwe gnd dhe
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House of Commons itself.
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After a dram or two, Boot and | decided to
make our way down to the police line for a
chat. At that point | can honestly say that |
had no intention of causing any trouble, |
just wanted to see
we got to the front of the crowd there were
about a hundred masked-up militant
anarchists shouting abuse at the coppers,
but although the atmosphere was quite
tense, | witnessed no physical violence from
either side. Being somewhat in my cups, |
decided to attempt to exercise my right as a
citizen to cross the road, which happened to
be the other side of the police line. | walked
down the line repeating my request to a
number of officers, most of whom either
ignored me or smiled and shook their
heads. lifv eldd dh or eocteh er
have probably got bored and returned to
the middle of the crowd and continued to
party, but this was not to be. As | was about
to abandon my mission | came across a PIG

atop of which flew t he butcherds
(otherwise known as the union jack). Boot
miraculously produced a can of lighter fuel
and a Zippo. Winking at me he suggested

wh a t wevwet fire tg this synibol of oppredalane so |

stood against the pole and he climbed up
my back, helped and urged on by the
gathering crowd. It
spectacular fire, but Boot managed to at
least scorch the flag, so as the adrenaline
subsided we descended and melted back
into the crowd before the coppers could
grab us.

| returned to my ori ginal position, roughly
in the middle of the crowd, sat down on a
blanket and proceeded to get well pissed. A

r easpeooh Boars latérd dvas feeling pretty

chilled and the earlier shenanigans were all
but forgotten.
time, and only discovered when | saw the
video footage a couple of weeks later, was

who screamed in my f a ctleat wehile svMe nMere iMmakéng Indiriy, | the
never f or gre back todyora &wn police were swapping shifts. As the camera
country vya wool yback baresst gacked up nd leavs ithe dines of
yor awn fackind bizni z mdnly Friendly laoking cofficens,t weating

was frozen to the spot, in shock and t he usual C®epweeer beihg a't
disbelief. People often talk about a red mist, replaced by T.S.G., (Tactical Support
but on the few occasi onGoup).Basically t meara | Mmuthafukas sin i t
it ods mor e | i dud | atarted h i t @ash-belmets and body armour, carrying
hurling abuse at the pig, and at that point riot shields and side-handled fuck-you-up
his sergeant, wh oo d s e datonst As &sat thare ttyiag totldarin hogy to
pulled him out of the line, but for me it was juggle | started to become aware of peope
too | ate. Hedd flipped shoswingh firmmmpehead me

and | went from harmless drunk to raging

hooligan before you could say shit. | started
running down the line between the coppers
and the Black-Block, spouting obscenities,
threats and spittle, closely followed by Boot
who was equally incensed. This continued
for a while until we came across a flagpole,

81

first what was happening but as the
shouting became more intense and closer to

our position | managed to pick out the
words oO0Snatch squad! o6 |
term before but | was soon to learn precisely

what it meant. As the shouting increased in
volume and proximity, | stood up to see

wasn

Wh a't | d

t li

a



what all the fuss was about. The crowd
behind me parted like the red sea to reveal a
V-shaped formation of coppers heading in
my general direction. Too late, | realised

wagon, handcuffed to a bloke who was
pumped full of adrenaline, slashed across
the face, and had been given free rein to
dole out whatever punishment he deemed

that they werenot coming neat. meket tthhiesy poi nt I di
were coming for me. cry, puke, piss or shit myself. Sitting on the

bench in the back of the van, alone apart
| later learned that the T.S.G. took the idea from the injured copper, | kept my mouth
of snatch squads from the Romans who shut and waited for the inevitable kicking to
used to target supposed leaders in an begi n. Il ncredi bl vy, it di
opponentsd® army and s e mgbly ismaking, olwyiously ;m slootEk, his
elite troops in a formation shaped like the head in his hands; | could feel the tension as
letter V to remove them from the battle. The he tried to bring himself under control.
T.S.G. had adapted it somewhat but it was After about five minutes of deep breat hing,
nonetheless very affective; Modern snatch he | ooked me in the eye
squads are made up of three, nine, or go and get this seen to
twenty -one officers, two thirds forming the gash across his forehead. Then he uncuffed
V to beat off the bystanders leaving the himself, re-cuffed me to myself, and left in
third in the middle to subdue and restrain search of medical treatment. In my now
the target. Coor di nat e condidgrabla expertercy, decent coppeshare
sky?o police hel i copt e rarerthanhoeking fharse shitf butlthis yloke
transformed riot squad charged the crowd was as decent as they <co
while a full -on twenty-one man snatch again until | was up in court, facing a
squad grabbed me, cuffed me and dragged charge of &l nciting a Ri
me, kicking and screaming, through their story.
advancing | ines. Within thirty seconds |06d
been removed from a throng of like -minded When we got back home |
souls and was now alone, behind enemy low place as before, | still took Valium and
l i nes, handcuffed t o adraokotgopnech, buiviiow 6ttd ap addréss
taken a bottle in the face from someone book full of people who liked and valued
trying to stop them from haul ing me away. me. Apparently there were all manner of
Already dazed and confused, | really events/actions either happening or due to
started to panic when the orifice in charge happen all over the country. People were
of the ©O6operationd i ns partyingwith apurpod eandd was enstedi n g
copper to put me in the back of a paddy-
wagon. Patting the now profusely bleeding Starting Small And Close To Home
copper on the baawthbbe said oWedl |l | e
two of you in peace for a bit, take as much Not long after getting back from London, |
time with the bastard gadtolea abouh somedhing goirgfdows in
the copper had received some remedial my own back yard. Althou

treatment, | was thrown into the back of the
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vegetarianism and helped raise money for

0 n ¢

me
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the local Hunt Saboteurs, | cand t
say that | was particularly concerned about
ani mal ri ghts. Li ke
condone cruelty, but found it more
convenient to ignore it rather than actually
do anything about it. When | found out that
our local airport was exporting ve al calves
to France and that there was a group intent
on stopping this from happening, | had to
get involved. (I later discovered that the
cruelty involved in producing veal is illegal
in this country, so the farmers ship them
abroad to be tortured and butchered, then

rei mport the finished
meat ). | had a lot of anger and frustration
i nsi de me , and now |

vent it on those who | felt deserved a bit of
grief.

The first day, me and Vlad, an old mate
from my time a s a freeparty animal, turned
up at the main entrance to the airport,
armed with a couple of bottles and minds
bent on mischief.

| awoke the following morning, staggered
to the nearest off-license and to my surprise,
on the front cover of the local paper was a
photo of Vlad, his severely hung-over
visage protruding from beneath a tarpaulin
outside the airport

Claremont Road

Got a phone-call off The Berserker telling
me that the Claremont road squats were
about to be evicted, and asking if | was up
for a face-off with the forces of darkness.
Fuckind right I was .
was that some houses had been squatted,
were due to be demolished to make way for

gat

h onesthd M11 extension and that people were

intending to oppose it. That was all |

m o setdedpgoeknow,| se armed withdsonderbésic

directions and the mandatory two bottles
(J.D. and Tequila if memory serves), | stuck
out my thum b and headed for The Smoke.
By the time | got there, hindered somewhat
by the spirits and my legendary lack of any
sense of direction, it was dark, the eviction
was due to start at dawn, and there were
bodies everywhere, making last minute
plans and trying to instill in the newcomers
the need for non-violence. Fired up, fuelled

p byoDlitehc dourages | pfoceedad to makd a

complete arse of myself, narrowly avoiding
beingtalchtal fuck off, iefarercallapging into
my usual catatonia.

| was rudely awakened at dawn by a
sledge-hammer being swung into my back.
Thi s wasnot a del i b
agai nst my person; I
in an attic and the ceiling below was being
smashed through in an attempt to catch the
defenders napping. Barely able to
remember where | was, and why, | did what
| always do when sober and faced with real
or potential pain; | fucked off sharpish in
the opposite direction. In this case the
opposite direction was upwards, so after
feanti€éaflyépunching my way through the
tiles |1 scrambled onto the roof; the sight that
greeted me was enough to bring tears to my
eyes.

Wh a 't [ hadndt reali s
the scale of the place. The squats comprised
two streets, at right-angles to each other,

There were cargo-nets and rope walkways
strung between the houses and trees on the

er at

0d

ed

A lahd every koof evas crantmed with pebpleme
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other side of the street. The trees contained
tree houses which were also full of people;

metal bars at the bottom of the pipes before
removing and chucking the keys. That

there were people in the nets, on the must dve taken mor e bol I
walkways and even a few brave souls imagine ever being able to carry. The
whodod | ocked t hemsel ve sstotmroomers nbegare byetryitgl to cderse
dug into the road, blocking access to the them into O6letting goo
heavy machinery and attendant multitudes when t hat di dndt wor k,
of police, security guards, bailiffs and torturing them. They wou
demolition contractors intent on reducing were locked-on and coul dnot | e
the street to rubble. t heydd wa n theydstarted pulling o

and twisting arms, slipping in the odd dig,
| 6d e mer greaofatthenfar end af the removing all padding, and generally
main terrace. On the very end house | was making it as painful as possible. At this
amazed to see a scaffold tower rising out of point quite a few of us on the roofs, who
the building to a height of well over a hadnot gui te got-Videhte ha
hundred feet, atop of which was a sound Direct Act i onng off sitesatos t e d
system, mounted on a solid platform and use as missiles, until it was explained to us
surrounded by barriers and barbed wire. As by the more informed that this was exactly
the first bulldozer started up so did the what the pigs wanted us to do, as it would
system, blaring out the most appropriate give them an excuse to b
tune i maginabl e; ©6Fuck dueomeveryorte. Suitaldyichastised, wé hadé |
havenodt got a ¢l ue hownonoatiory bub fo siti sherea toiinge our
were, but it had to be close to a thousand. outrage until they finally brought in cutting

gear, trashed the lock-ons and the real fun
Apart from the visi ble masses, there were began.
people in tunnels and bunkers, others
walled up in undisclosed locations, and They spent the rest of the day clearing the
untold numbers outside the eviction zone street of anything they could move,
ready and willing to provide whatever including the graffiti covered scrap -cars that
support was necessary, even the Red Cross had been filled with earth and plants,
were there, (may the Goddess blesstheir sculptures, banners, and cutting the
compassionate hearts). walkways and cargo-nets. There was one

girl who refused to get out of the net she
The first ones to be targeted were the people was i n, but they <cut it
in the lock-o n s , as the fil t h forgetuHe dsouddt of pee head Hiteng the
machinery through without first removing tarmac after she fell a good fifteen feet.
them. These brave souls had volunteered to Miraculously, apart from minor concussion,
be the first line of defence; more or less she was o.k., but at the time we all thought
cacmnon fodder. Theyod st shekvastdbad and anathemimurstiohabusive
four inch drainage-pipes encased in outrage erupted from the roofs. Before
concrete, and then padlocked their wrists to fuckind off for the nigh
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did was erect an eight ft fence between the
street and the railway line opposite,
completing the Dbarrier which now

surrounded the whole eviction site. Then
most people crawled back into the attic
spaces still intact and tried to get some Kip.
Two houses were particularly safe as every
room had been filled with used tyres,
preventing any access apart from the roof.

When | woke at dawn, determined not to be
caught out again, | noticed that the fences
theydd erected the
On closer inspection | realised that during
the night theydd been
now secured to the inside of the squat
windows and doors as barricades; now
thatds what I call
been busy all night; most of the walkways
had been replaced and supplies brought in.
I wasnot feeling
suffering from pretty serious D.T.s and
severely dehydrated (one of the first things
they did was cut off our supply of drinking
water) . | 6d al so
medication, so was in a more o less
permanent anxiety attack. Day two of the
eviction saw the enemy start to physically
demolish the first of the houses. Some
people were locked-on to different parts of
the buildings, forcing the destructors to cut
them out before trashing the houses. They
started at the other end of the street to
where | was, so | got to witness most of the
action, as those who
back along the rooftops and took up
positions closer to the scaffold tower. My
memory gets a bit hazy at this point, but |
can remember waking up in the middle of
the night, sliding down the roof. |
scrambled back up to the ridge and tied

myself onto the roofing timbers by the
wrist.

When | woke up again, it was the beginning
of day three and
much longer. | was practically out of my
mind, and of no use to man or beast. | was
determined not to meekly admit defeat, but
al so knew | coul dnot
opportunity came when | saw a sixteen
tonne track machine making its way along
the back gardens. | knew that there was a

n i g hunnelbuedéroeatte thewgardeas, cprmecting

one of the houses to the outside world, and
t thak iewas atocupied byaanlahst ane peeson.
People were screaming at the driver to stop
but it was hopel ess,

ferry in supplies rather than as a defence
tactic. | knew there was only one way to

par t istoptheamachine, so défdre;| had a chaace

to think twice about what | was doing, | cut
myself free, stood on the ridge and, taking a
run-up, jumped off the roof, aiming for the

f or g dront brcket of e mbchinen At thismppint

everything slowed down; | was over forty
feet off the ground, flying through the air,
when | caught sight of the driver, and our
eyes met. It all took less than a secad, but |
can clearly remember watching him attempt
to turn the arm of t
the ground. Fortunately for me, my angle of
descent combined with my momentum and
the delayed response of the mechanism,

w meaet thét the baidket onky Imevdd a fcaaiplel

of feet before | hit it with my chest (cracking
two ribs), and rolled inside. Before | realised
what was happening the bastard swung the
arm around, opened the bucket and
dropped me to the ground where | was
greeted and cuffed by a couple of eagerly

| str e al
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awaiting Riot Squad. My outbursts and
pleas regarding the tunnel and its
occupier/s were ignored and | was simply

dragged to the perimeter fence,
photographed, and then released. As far as |
was aware, my actions were never caught

slept during the day then repeated the
process again the following night.

After the embarrassing episode of the fences
turned int o barricades,
man the perimeter 24/7 but those still

on camera, and foragesld dndt eveni meede wer e hol di nd ou
anyone whodod even wit nsuppereerd onithe,othewdide of thé fences
eventually did | felt like a proper hero, but were backind them up any
that was not to happen for a long time.
By day five, after the enemy had evicted
After receiving some basic first-aid and re- and trashed almost the whole street, the
hydration from the Red Cross | was taken to only thing still standing was the scaffold
a safehouse near to the eviction site itself tower and the house it had grown out of.
where | was given some food and (thank When the tower had originally been left to
fuck) a decent quantity of much needed its defenders, those on the way down had
alcohol by someone who could obviously greased the scaffold poles to prevent
tell | was in dire need of a drink. The place anyone trying to climb it. This meant that
was buzzind with ener gythey bad to biling in & swydrauic phatbormf i t
state to be of any heb so | just sat back and mounted on a low -loader, (usually called a
watched, and it was one of the most cherry-picker) full of beefed-up baliliffs to
empowering experiences of my life. There bring the last few defenders down.
were people with c.b.s and two-way radios
in contact with those still inside (this was At the time, there were basically three types
before most people had mobile phones ), of protesters; People who held sites day to
others preparing press releases, and even day, people who worked the offices (more
one or t wo brave f uc kdaf rwhom vake), 6athd peaple nwho only
evicted once and were trying to get back in. turned up for potential evictions. Although
As darkness fell | saw a team of runners, all parties were necessary, and people
some of whom were professional athletes, swapped duties, it did cause some friction.
dressed in black lycra, using gaffa tape to
strap essential supplies to thdr bodies The Fairmile protest had been started by an
before running through the cordons, ex-para known as Cat. A veteran of earlier
vaulting the barbed-wire fences and campaigns (see O0Yr Enfys

delivering whatever was needed. Some of
this lot came back bleeding, panting and
sweating profusely, stopping only to be re -
supplied before going back over the front
line. | swear | saw one bloke complete five
runs in under two hours before finally

collapsing, out cold, on the nearest sofa. He
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first camp around a six hundred year old
oak tree that was slap-bang in the middle of
the proposed route and held it more or less
single-handedly until p eople began to
arrive and a whole community grew around
the site.

t hey|0
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|l dd visited the site
but now | was a full -blooded and bloodied
eco-warrior, exhausted from recent

a sgyuware phskored shafte Isshot aut likelaegat p a s t

up a drainpipe screaming about death-
wishes and criminal negligence. Not only

evictions and | considered myself a veteran had they dug down, but
in my own right. Fairmile was run with horizontal for about the same distance and
almost military precision, in stark contrast dug a chamber in which they intended to

tot he other campaigns | Hbuke sbnee @any brave deferderse d

with to -date. The camp had lots of rules and

a code of conduct that was difficult to work Ten years later; Turning full -circle without

out. In all fairness, | have to say that | can, a revolution.

in hindsight, see both points of view; The

peopl e whood been t helr@m fi mr a nloonwt hpsl,ace, si X

|l &m not dead, I 6m di ggi n
mine but | almost wish it was. | split up
with my missus a coupla years back,

working their bollocks/ovaries off building
defences, resented people turning up, lying
around doing bugger all except getting
mashed and reliving their latest exploits leaving behind my young son, the family

and using up the limited resources . On the home and all hope of a happy ending. | now
other hand, peopl e heho 6live inmBesigle rbomgirh @ shargd house,

good fight, going from eviction to eviction, basically a nest made of empty cans, dirty

have a right to expect a little empathy and needles and broken dreams, occasionally |

T.L.C. from people they consider family, put a bit too much smak in my gun,
especially when theydveacgondenteay | ydoth tohe pose,
point of burn -out and have no-where else to deal with the guilt of contemplating suicide.

go. To quote a voice from the darkness
during one particularly heated fire -side
debat e; OWedre the
send itds casualties

The holewedre digging is fo
o n | ydiedaof anyoveidase, (ke dather,rlike sanp

t oand W bas fbeen decidetl tonbary Bim Dh at  h|i

the nail on the head and led to much
hugging and back-slapping before it was
discovered that there was no flour left and
the barney started anew.

Fairmile was the first campaign to fully

utilise tunnel -systems. As the closest thing
the movement had to an engineer (apart
from Parsley), | 6d
few months before and give my opinion on
their safety. I[thi nk t hey dd
look, nod knowledgeably and declare them
safe. What actually happened was that after
descending about twenty feet down a two ft

b e e nthisamdkningl at feast fivea humdred peapte a

h o p e doff.IM®st wanted/te lerwl a hand with th e

private land so when | was asked to help
dig his grave | thought it was the least |
could do.

I t ds a be au tthirfisuhe waylum c e ,
a mountain overlooking an estuary, leading
out into the open sea. Woody and me dug
most of the hole between us yesterday, but

have turned up to give Boot a decent send

digging; itds been hard
at about four ft. so | was more than happy
to | et the others have

f o
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now is squaring off the bottom corners. | flies up the slope, like some sort of

di dnot real i se how e a fogogganist in reveyse. t o bury
someone legally without involving the

authorities. Apparently all you need do is As is so often the case, Boot had O.D.d in
ensure that the grave is nowhere near a London after a fairly decent break from

watercour se and

per mi ssi on. (ro r
you need do, 60cos
and | dondt fancy
up again.)

ltds about an hou
| ast |l ook at t he
brought up. Half way up | bump into

five-y e ar old son who6s waoravh with a Welsi Dragbn bhried into it

mat es. He says th

the grave and saw Boot lying next to the donot |l i ke me for reaso-t

hol e (he hasnot

doesnot remember

Confused and a little worried, | hurry up to
the spot. The place is deserted apart from Thereds no service as s

one of Bootds Lon

out next to the hole, passed out ater | get up, say my piece, then get up again
starting the wake early. All | can think is (somewhat drunkenly), say some more, and
thank fuck my son and Ieave befonmthe gravesidei wdke Hajins. In
decide to roll him in and finish the job off search of another Good Samaritan.

themselves.

The chosen spot is in a small clearing
half a mile up a 1:1 incline, the

covered with dense Spruce. The task of
physically getting Boot and coffin up there
is gonna be no mean feat, so as someone
nails down the lid, | organize four teams of

six bearers who do a kind of

swapping over every hundred yards or so.
Just like Tom Sawyer white-washing the

f ence, what at fi
work soon becomes an honour,

everyone wants to join in. Boot practically

have teare As inastnjuhkies rkreow, sadlittle treat
eal | y dfutc&kri nyo thdbwe bdaan dlse an |
thatdeeal bstwvet haate viouanéll e
di g g iknow how hmany poosare kblexd sy #heird
discharge grants, | know of at least ten.)

r | at elo bedair,dthe Lahdon dresv lhas rdgne kinm e

gr av e spiotdea haneirhade ceffintcdmpletecwitti & | n 6 s
my hardwood (Oak, | think) plaque to mark the

at t h ealorigvwith theu relévanb dats) Thispcrew o
seen Baboatt but inale mai enarpsarand have

what ahyagrief bffdherk et). | i ke . ) .

d o n  madotearythinghtaséaygustigetsium and dods aat

TheEndé é é.
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relay,

r st | ooks |l i ke fuckino har d
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JUNKIE FUNERAL

By d i ldtlin3

It was the winter of 1993 when Bob died.
Although | had never met him, Bob was at
the center of one of the most dramatic
human ceremonies | have ever witnessed.
Ever. | had lived in the area less than a
year, abandoning my beloved homeland for
parts less travailed. How I first heard about

Bobds unti mel vy d e mi

recall. | am going to go with a fuzzy

recollection of working in the same salon as
a gal he dated. How she and | met (since
she got me the job at the salon) | honestly
do not remember. For the purpose of this
telling, | will call her Lindsay. Lindsay and

| were fast BFFs. She and | both preferred
our drugs a bit harder than whatever

designer drugs the college kids were
sucking down at the local raves. 1993 was
sort of the year the rave exploded in a
Lollapalooza fueled wave of debauchery
thatds ramifications
present. Lindsay and | were on the wrong
side of the tracks from this, literally. In the

densely populated college town where this

played out, we were on the opposite side of
the tracks from the University. Lindsay and

I worked in a section of town loving called

6skid rowd by the
the heart of bars, tattoo parlors, piercing
emporiums, head shops, and comic-book
stores. We loved our shop; it was an
endless freak show. We even had a wall in
the shop where our clients could leave a
permanent note. It took me less than a
week to realize | was the only female in the
salon with no interest in getting shitty

drunk nightly and e ngaging in regretful

behavior with the teeming sea of available

S e

| o c a lwelcoming, hdnethelesa.l o0 n

local musicians. Lindsay and Wendy were
quite the opposite. They bartered their
styling skills to gain access to the people
they wanted to know. Lindsay and | were

just as likely to be found at the local

dungeons, as we were the local bars. This is
back when body piercing was still very
muth sepaaate firant tattoeing arwd tit bllywas
unsavory and intoxicating. Lindsay called
me to meet her at a
He was working out of a garage that had
been converted into a more than clean
private studio. He was | strictly by
appointment, as was his partner, who just
happened to be a total junkie. (Junkie =
Heroin. Tweaker = Meth. Dope = Heroin
and/or Meth depending upon the context.)
Here we discussed Bob. You can learn a lot
about a person during extensive tattooing. |
sat next to Lindsay, as her leg was

Everyone in this entire equation knew Bob,
except for me. An irony that was not lost
during the weeklong festivities that
comprised his memorial. These people all
had a long history that my recent relocation
did not afford me, but they were
was i

By contrast, time away from Lindsay was
spent either within the secure walls of my
own apartment, or at the home of another
local I had befriended. His name was
Alejandro. We called him Alex and
somehow he was at the center of this local
scene. | believe it was the efforts of his
older siblings (several of which were local -
bred, art curators in metropolitan areas) in

oc al

a rtransfaymed intd & Ibving rerireler of Bob.t h e
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the early days that bestowed upon Alex a
credibility that was neither deserved nor
warranted. He was actually a pompous ass, importantly, no junkie is going to call in the
who was painfully in the closet. | love uni f or ms. So, t he
gueens, so he and | were fine (or so | closed, after it was confirmed that he indeed
thought) When we were at Al lead dwwrdogses r(vehethed Ise was actually
casa, everything was k ode&det this pbint nadoneaiy wilthg  say)t
come around Al ex06s muc tbythe beSutifal junkie widow who ajdcted

You are a junkie, who likely was late on
your share of the bills, and most

door t C

the bars and was always in a constant state
of recovery from the hangover the night
before. Often | left Alex to meet up with

drugs at nearly the same time, and lived to
tell the tale. Well, sort of.

Lindsay, who was always out and about. Once the initial shock of
This was always met with disapproving off, the details involved in tidying up his

looks and some comments. Apparently, my affairs was left to the committee. | never

refusal to drink the designer drug Flavor - had confirmation, but | suspected Bob was a

Aid caused waves in the local hierarchy. | throwaway kid. The kind whose family had

did not accept,that my drug use meant | either never been worth much-of-a-fuck, or

was an insufferable junkie with no one that could no.longer tolerate the abuse

rel evance. Al ex was ahishagldiction rnecesaitated.mla meledes my

boy who convinced himself that everyone initial assessment of him is correct.

was at risk of becoming an 1.V. drug-using What ever the case, al | of

whore, at any given moment. So Lindsay.

had to go somewhere and that somewhere

and | kept our activities on the DL and did was agreed upon as Al exds
our thing. Both sides told me the story of Al of Bobds worldly goods
Bob in the week preceding his burial. By concrete slab. Bob had been dead for two

the end of the week, the wild rumors were days prior to the authorities being alerted.

dispelled with cold, hard facts as laid out in His housemates all went out to score drugs

police reports. | had heard so many and thought to call the police on their way

conspiracy theories during this time it was out. Reporting that their roommate had not

astonishing that so many junkies could been seen in several days, after mentioning

connect that many dots. Turns out Bob had an illness. EMTs said the smell would have

suffered the same fate as many other been impossible to miss in the apartment.

unfortunate addicts. He had overdosed in Bobds roomies all went nt
the company of addicts. Which is the No charges had been filed, nor accusations

ultimate party foul. Because all the people made, and yet every person who lived

involved are far too self-centered and ther e, at t he ti me o f Bo

incapacitated to be of much assistance with
the simplest of tasks." Now imagine one of
them (or apartment full of) trying to decide

if your life is worth losing their high over?

Because calling the police will be a total
buzz-kill for everyone else that lives in the
apartment. You are already dead to them.

M.ILA. Which was a blessing. A lot of
drunken threats were made during the
week to hunt them down and exact
vengeance upon them for mistreating
anyone so vulnerable. These vigilante
posses were often quelled with the harsh
acknowledgment that a fucking junkie



really cannot help themselves, let alone
others. A lot of beer was consumed. A lot
of dope was shot, smoked, and snorted.
Tears were plentiful and not always sincere.
Amidst all of this incestuous, false,
pretentious, painful mourning, it became
apparent that Bob was an asshole. None of
the stories were very eulogic. In fact, most
involved walking in on Bob doing one of
two things: drugs or fucking. That was it.

Lindsayds
confessions were the most powerful to me.
Li ke Ni edabyss typge esliit.sBeing in
such proximity to black holes is not without

its lasting effects. It gets rather surreal
about hour six of tattooing and talking

about a dead dude that by all accounts was
a horrible person. Even Lindsay shared this
opinion of Bob. As far as | could tell,
Lindsay was likely the closest person to
him, who truly knew him. Everyone else in

the show seemed to be simply filling a role.
The obligatory former and current band -
mates, girlfriends, groupies, drug dealers
(yes, they actually do make an appearance,)
colleagues and friends. There was no

family. None. Al
hosting Bobds final
Halloween was close, when he died (always
with the dr ama, t hese

who was a curator of a gallery in New
Mexico and knew Bob, flew in to set up a
Dia De Los Muertos retrospective on the
wall s of the family
were the best funeral directors | have ever
had the pleasure of working with. Lindsay
often spoke of this. She had no desire to
attend any of these nightly gatherings, but
often grilled me for details afterward. What
else did we have to do at four in the
morning but talk, right? We talked about
Bobds drug use and

sor r dguslédu |

ex0s

descent into addiction. Bob and she had
quite a lengthy history. Much of which was
her saving his sorry ass from the world.
She ador ed him but
Sadly, this made her an easy target for him.
Because junkies do that, you know. They
are consummate professimals at mimicking
humanity and subscribe to the P.T. Barnum
ode of life: every crowd has a silver lining.
We also discussed our own compulsions to
numb ourselves senseless. Heroin came up.
How calid it got? She admitted to having
tried it once with Bob and being terribly
afraid of dying. | admitted | was from
Hollywood and had never really doubted
that the shit was deadly. Therefore, | stayed
the fuck away from it. Besides, needles
were dirty. Like, icky dirty.

| know that in the months preceding hi s
death, Lindsay had made several attempts
for him and me to meet. Alas, our paths
never crossed, in life. Now | consoled his
widows. Lindsay was the one | liked the
most. After work, she preferred to go her
own way. | was somehow now obligated to
assis t Al ex in the
dffarsni Thiy invalvedk catedokzing aria

admi

di

of

dnot

ni str

cataleging all rof liishbelongirge Mhisowas | y .

not in the time of laptops and spreadsheets,

and wite-out. Turns out Bob had an
extensive wllection of comic books and
other nerd/dork/musician oddities that
aften accompaniex thes lifeptyder Eam ffoar
days | assisted with
stuff. Day one: smelled like death. Literally.

| do not care what anyone else says, every
item delivered from that apartment smelled
like death. Some guy and | made each other
laugh by exchanging a jar of Vicks
VapoRub® throughout the day. Because

h e reenactng bowror tcineroaf is dniessential

dalky. sThis) was |Adalepads,spensils, spens, r ,
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element in this profane act. Junkies are the
original hipsters. lrony is not wasted on the
wasted. Most know they are a tragic mess
and (ever the narcissists) simply hope to die
l eaving a beautiful
not pretty by day two. This very much
affected Lindsay, when we were alone and
very, very high.

Just after dusk, on the first official day of
mourning, the first widow did land and
make her way down the walkway to the
back of the yard. | remember this because
we had just made a beer run and passed her
on the way in with a keg. She was sickly
pale, thin, with-a mop of long brown, un -
groomed tresses, teetering across gravel in
Lucite, platform stripper heels, wearing a
veil, and carrying a rose (yeah, | agree, the
rose was a bit much.) As| made my way
back to my seat (which honestly was like a
panel at a trade convention) | can see this
weeping lass hasstill only made it halfway
down the driveway. We go back to reading
comics and drinking beer. | like to say | met
Becky when she, ever ® gracefully, threw
herself upon the banquet tables that held
Bobds things, and
the ground. Cunt. This silly, flailing bitch
was so wasted she stumbled, in those dumb
stripper shoes, and busted up her pretty
face on the very first day of the festivities.
She is lucky this was before social
networking and smart -phones. Becky was
henceforth
every living male within earshot.
Apparently, even. the corpse himself, did
not have very many kind things to say
about her. She was a dancer and had too
many tracks to dance
disgusting. Eventually another of the
walking wounded came to her aid and
quickly escorted her from the area. Her

c

or

sent

audacity to show up and play the grieving
widow, for a man most now believed she
played a hand in killing, and be a sloppy
mess quickly demoted her to pariah level.
pse. Bobds corpse
Over the next several days | met quite a few
of Bobos friends.
their respects were about what | expected.
Most were ¢ 0 o | Some
matter really in the end. | was like the
lunch-l ady serving up
greatest memories. Seconds encouraged
because, frankly, what the fuck are we
going to do with all this shit? That was
mostly the sentiment by the end of day four.
Most of the large, high-ticket items had
been snapped up.” The musical equipment
went to Lindsay, for some reason. | had to
assist her in recovering this from a studio
and we had to sneak it all back to her
apartment, in one shot. Which was a dingy,
guesthouse attached to single family home
in a middle class neighborhood. The entire
event was symbolic in ways it took my
drug-addled brain years to process. | am
sure | have forgotten important details but
the impression it left upon me lin gers. | do

recélllcoyly dvoiding questionstwithi regard t o

to the equipment that no one could locate
and the drama of
death overshadowing

band makes it big, kicks out a founding
member and main songwriter, who
subsequently kills himself because of the

r e f-eackiué¢ & 6t o ylass, it defids to e big news. Bob was not

big news to most people. Only to those |
had come into contact during that week.
Most of whom knew the other dead guy
and talked about it

a nmyemdrial r lgretendeal hot tw/reotica r@ost of

what was going on. It was easier. Helping
someone pack up a few token items that

was

wer e

t hei
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r

anot her
Bobds.
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reminded them of their friend is easy to do
on autopilot.

The cl ose out the
arranged for a party at his place to include
an all-star garage band reunion. Lindsay
decided to attend this last hoorah and rode
with me to the house. On the ride there we
talked about how she would handle all of
the  other grieving widows and
awkwardness of being who she was. We
mostly laughed and made up ridiculous

responses to scenarios. The turnout was trading cards, a vial
impressive, and the music was loud. belt. Eventually, | read through everything,
Lindsay and | avoided much of the drama, and found a few original writings. By this
but not all. Becky showed up wearing full time, | was no longer in contact with anyone
mourning regalia, carrying lilies, and with that would have possibly ;wanted these
her new boyfriend in tow.. To keep Lindsay things. So, they remained exactly where
from beating Beckyds a thairorigihal omnerdhad kst paeed themo |
escort Lindsay 0 s 0 me w h gl have all ¢f thesenitenasy irethedvery same
Back in the safety of my car, Lindsay box, and have never understood what the
noticed the box sitting on the back seat. | belt was for. Inthe manyyear s s

told her Al ex had a
that he thought | should have and |
assumed that was what was in the box. In
the safety of our familiar local bar, Lindsay

and | got about as drunk as two people can
without  suffering alcohol  poisoning.

During this evening | would say that |

learned some of the harsh realities of drug
addiction. Bob had been dead exactly one
week and already his peers were cracking
jokes. None were particularly memorable,
but the sentiment was the same: it is a total
rock and roll cliché to OD. Bob had become
nothing more than another fallen junkie.
Within one weekds ti
had been replaced by the iconic image of an
idiot with a needle in their arm. Even his

w e e k 0 anotHeremuugicianv, who was siew Aoltoevix.

widows had filled the vacancies his
departure left. Including Lindsay. | left her
at the bar that night, in the company of

The next morning | remembered the box in
my car and went to retrieve it. Alex was a
collector of all things odd and quite good at
appraising the value of items. | knew his
decision to bestow these things upon me
was not random. Inside were: several rare
comic books, art books, sets of collectible

f edeatht Irhava &ome into conftact Bith nanyg

people afflicted with the disease of
addiction. Which is why | write about
junkies. There are a million things to be
addicted to and at least a million ways to be

a junkie. | am confident when | say that
most people have experience with
addiction. Whether through their own

active addiction or the addictive behaviors
of a loved one, the average person is no
longer exempt the junkie life." If you happen
to have been spared this phenomenon thus
far, kudos. Just know that your time is
coming. If you need any pointers on
ndvigasing this dltermate unipeese, Bab ard |
are here to help.
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DAY OF THE PISS CAT
By Stagger Lloyd

It was Christmas time and after a night of
frivolity | returned home and laid into a
bottle of Scotch.

| was already hammered but determined
more than ever to take drinking off the scale
of decency and to have some serious fun on
the computer.

At some stage during the night, giggling to
myself, | opened the back door and took a
piss in the snow, directing it into the form of
a big fat stupid yellow cat and pleased with
myself at inventing a Piss Cat, ambled off to
bed.
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The next day | wo k e
right.

There was something heavy on my chest
and it was making loud gurgling sounds.

Panicking | ripped my special blindfold off,
the little glass beads packed inside it
shooting out of a sudden tear in it and
scattering everywhere.

There it was sat on my chest, bouncing up
and down, padding, dribbling, purring,
gurgling. It was The Piss Cat and it was
padding my chest, its nose half an inch
away from mine.

up .




| slid off the bed in grotesque shock and
peeked up over the edge of the bed.

ltdéds really there!

It was sat bouncing, staring wide eyed at

me, dribble frothing through its teeth.
OHoly fuck do | need a
So confusedly, off | stumbled to the

bathroom and as | stood there pissing |
could fe e | Piss Catds f oams
my pajama leg.

Not quite believing what was happening, i
flushed the toilet and turned around and
looked the moggy right in its stoopid eyes.

0So what are we gonna

cat, 6 | asked, bhandsd i n
braced above my knees.

Piss Cat bounced.

00h, were gonna kil K

asked in feigned surprise, nodding at him in
agreement.

Piss Cat carried on bouncing, his soft funny
tail was delirious.
OAwl right, hi 5

gi mme a

Piss Cat st carried on bouncing.

kil
of

know t hat
the fuck out

oOYou
bug

ng
| ot

BOUNCE BOUNCE BOUNCE BOUNCE

| stumbled downstairs and Piss Cat
bounced down after me.
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It was strange, at the top of those stairs |
always got the sensation that one day |
would fall down them.

| never once had yet in 3 years.

OWoul d

mo ?0
SI%%){]! 0

| looked through the cupboards in the fitted
kitchen and found a bowl and a glass and

poured the cat and myself a martini each.
dribbling around

Piss Ca was giddy with joy as he lapped
from the bowl.

y ou i ke

Sitting in the sunroom with my glass | took
a large gulp of martini and looked down at
the houses below me covered in snow and

ci<fheRN”'t*"‘hYat ttdf BhEy
gbefore Phéaftt.” ds,

| tapped the desktop.

OWhat s the be t way
?nguah?a%(}' tookahdther ¥\fpe I
Hmmm.

| poured another martini for the cat and
myself and, sitting back down scanned

around looking for ideas.
bro, 6 | sai d

The balcony would be ideal, if only | had a
sniper rifle.

It ﬁa%l £ rE)f;lera%é(t W|th 2 créh&i&ion? and a

Freald Vew dl ResReet§. T 1 9Nt 76

Damn, | could even film it for posterity!

Imagine it, the Kennedy assassination
broadcast across the world via the internet!

Kennedy was the local ice cream man and
he played Its Now or Never incessantly

S 0me

be
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along each street in the valley and the
acoustics down there being what they were,
| could hear every fucking annoying jingle.

For the next half an hour we each had
several refills until 1 heard the van slowly
approaching.

It wasnd6t even the propiBr gl eggotta @y adt, owkre lgenmae
thamurdaerbasteald@&s cream Man

been i ne, no this was
cream van version, no singing, nothing.

Who the fuck sells ice cream in this weather
anyway?

This mean bastard did, all year round and
now | was determined to take the fucker
out.

I mused on the thoedyht

being blasted across the pictures of

BOUNCE BOUNCE BOUNCE BOUNCE

Grabbing the cat mid-bounce | shoved him
into a bag. He was now twice his normal
hefty size with all t he
grabbed my coat and headed for the door,
not even bothering to change out of my

pajamas.
of Kennedy®&s h

| skidded down the steps beside my house

Cornettods and Chunki e sthat ledd elows tineortre hvallpys Piss nCet

various other lollies, his blood forming a
nice treacle as it spilt into the ice cream.

My reverie was suddenly interrupted. It

was HIM! From way across the valley |
heard t h a't vile shit. [
sight of the van for another 40 minutes or so
but I could hear it.

| had to think and fast.

Piss Cat had resumed rubbing against my
leg, purring and dribbling and my eyes
grew wide as | realized that there at my feet
was the solution to
bugging shit out of me for months.

Piss Cat looked up at me with his great bug
eyes swivelling madly.

Grabbing him | took him into the kitchen
and placed him at his bowl and poured an
extra large martini for him, and another for
myself.

t

wriggled around inside the bag as I slid on
the icy steps.

Knowing the vans route by heart | ducked
along a couple of alleyways until | came to a

w Oaesdrtedrstteét. e v e n catch

hi
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Thick snow lay everywhere.
This was the perfect spot for the ambush.

Taking Piss Cat out of the bag | snuck
toward the road and crouched between two
parked cars.

Syfhtobbamyt ki &g beegn
me and he wagged his tail, dribble dripping
from his maw.

| turned him back around and pointed him
at the road, aimed carefully and squeezed
hard on either side of his fat body. He
seemed to enjoy it.

A long stream of martini jettisoned from
him all over the road and quickly turned to
ice.

o
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Then the van came around the corner.
Jingle Jangle Jingle fucking Jangle.

I smiled evilly in anticipation of a famous
victory and held my new murder weapon
up so he could watch our handiwork too.

He wagged his talil.
Then it hit.

That fucking ice cream van hit the patch of
ice dead center where it was thickest and
began to swerve crazily about the road.

Through the windscreen | watched in
delight at Kennedyds
as he opened his mouth wide and screamed.

| laughed sadistically as the van suddenly
swerved down an embankment and hitting
a wall, blew into a thousand glorious pieces.

I t 8 s nhonevertagatn vill | have to put
up with that crap.

| put Piss Cat back in his new bag and
headed back up the hill towards home.

Getting in |1 gave my wonderful new pet an
extra large helping of Martini for his
assistance.

BOUNCE BOUNCE BOUNCE BOUNCE
Part 2

Light streamed through my curtains and
woke me up as it shone through my eyelids.

Jesus, why was | drenched in sweat?

| was fucking freezing too and as | sat up |
felt a great wave of nausea run through my
palpitating body.
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Fuck, | need a drink.

| musthave sl ept for
started withdrawals.

| gritted my teeth to stop myself puking and
headed downstairs, wondering where Piss
Cat was.

Hed6d probably fallen

he loved that bag.

| looked around for the gin and groaned.
Every bottle was empty.

That fucking cat, | hissed.

a nightmare comedown.

Then a surge erupted in my stomach, | was
about to puke so quickly lurched toward the
door onto the balcony and opening it deftly,
hurled my guts up into the snow outside.

Watery eyed | glanced down. There in the
snow was the Piss Cat. The googley eyed
wretch stared back at me and then, then |
heard it, 0l tds Now
across the valley below.

| staggered back into the kitchen, not

believing what | was hearing.
Misery washed over me.

The whole thing had been a cruel dream, a
dream that had suddenly, viciously turned
back into a daily nightmare.

Jingle Jangle Jingle Jangle.

The End
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THE DOGS

ROCK FOREVER.

Photography © Heather Harris (Except where indicated)

Maniac young twenty -somethings already
ferocious virtuosos, The Dogs played a
Whisky A Gogo gig with their Do -It-
Yourself, Radio Free Hollywood consortium
chums The Motels and The Pop which |
reviewed for  Performance  Magazine.
Immediately, | was a goner. The Detroit-
spawned hard rock power trio sported a
peripatetic singer/songwriter/guitarist

who seemed to have taken it upon himself
to ape both Iggy Pop AND James
Williamson simultaneously; plus an all -
crashing crescendosall-the-time bashing
drummer; and a beautiful, black-haired
proto-punk female who seemed to be
encroaching on Jaco Pastorius territory,
clean but busy basswise. They wrote their
own great 1,000 mph songs, wailed out a

HERE



few choice covers |
reeled around with the music flashing
flying V guitars, and projected the perfect
us against the world barrier, courtesy of the
guitarist and bassist who were a couple as
well as bandmates, aided by the perfect
thug drummist. | felt as if | could watch

them for hours. | was knocked out by them
thirty five year s
theyodore still

The timeline of my initiation and
subsequent review is1976 and Jimmy
Carter is battling it out with disgraced Dick
Ni xonds
rock saving 4/4 hard rock for its own

fatkre, punk Maktis percotating amosgsto
assorted anarchies in the U.K. Punk
synchronicity erupts in New York City,
where so many nascent punkers
remembered a threesome of Detroit kids in
leather jackets and torn jeans (ther normal
street clothes since
stagewear) who opened for The Dictators,

a g o .Kissp Fhei Stilettos a(early Bioede,a ESce
pl ayi n gAndeesond

(M e c @ardd i nTeglevision

circa 1974(Nixon resigns, successor Ford
pardons Nixon, first pocket calculators
become avalable the public) playing
Michigan rock & roll a la their local
succes s Bost pdbe r a lcdnterfporarids. the MC5 and The Stooges:
The Dogsé

The Dogs with Sid Vicious and Tony Sales d Photographer Unknown




The timeline, however, really reared its
pointy little head in 1968 the year Martin
Luther King and Robert Kennedy were
assassinated, when Phil Ochs and The MC5
were the only musicians putting their
money where their political mouths were by
playing the turbulent anti -Vietham war
protests at the Chicago Democratic
convention, and Lyndon Johnson realized
the error of his Presidency, declined
nomination and paved the way for the
succession of Richard Nixon. The year a
10th grade gquitarist, Loren Molinare,
bucked his schod rock bands ongoing since
7th grade (roll call check in for Loren & The
Lovables, the Clayton Squares, and Blues
Depression!) to turn pro with a drummer

pal by advertising for a real bassist. In Mary at my Venice, CA house 1986
walked one of the few real bassists of the

XX  chromosome persuasion in the With her stage name fashioned after
Detroit/Michigan rock scene besides Suzi |l egendary bassi st Caro

Quatro (then of The Pleasure Seekers,) one Vi brationsé and 1, 000s
Mary Kay. (the makeup magnate was less known
during that era,) Mary knew her field and
already had her chops down at a fairly
young age. Expl ains
music, despite growing up on a pretty
isolated farm in Michigan. | used to stand

on top of the tractor and pretend the wheat
waving in the winds was an audience
applauding me. | later taught myself
keyboard on some other neighbor's piano,

and took choir in school just so | could be
doing music. But when | heard the bass
e i nes of OBernadettebo
WARREN CROYLE when it first came out on our local Motown

Kol shvins '\ radio, | i mmediatel
wanted to do. And
since. o

Studio Portrait with Danny DeMuff 1988




Mary at the Dog House 1987
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