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TRIBUTE TO RON ASHETON WITH IGGY AND THE 

STOOGES, ANN ARBOR MI 4.19.11: Open Up and Blood, 

Sweat, Tears and ôFanecdotesõ 

By Heather Harris  

All Photography © 2011 Heather Harris  

FAQs:  

April 19, 2011, Ann Arbor, MI , Tribute to 

Ron Asheton with Iggy and The Stooges 

and friends Deniz Tek, Henry Rollins MC -

ing and hilariously monologuing, young 

band The Space Age Toasters who opened 

with Stooge covers, and a small symphonic 

orchestra that backed the Deniz Tek on 

guitar  portion of Stooge songs after the 

actual bandõs set.  The Michigan Theatre, 

sold out venue capacity: 1,700 rapid all-ages 

mobbing, throbbing fans.  The band: co-

founders Iggy Pop vocals/subversion + 

Scott òRock Actionó Asheton drums, James 

Williamson ( Raw Power and Kill City  

releases co-writer) on guitar, Mike Watt (the 

Minutemen, Hyphenated -Men, fireHOSE, 

Hellride, the Secondmen and at least four 

other bands) bass, Steve MacKay (Funhouse) 

saxophone.  Organizer: Kathy Asheton with 

all proceeds benefiting the Ron Asheton 

Foundation, 

(http://www.ronashetonfoundation.org) its 
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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.  

Bizarre factoid:  a sturdily built male 

security guard passed out from the massive 

body heat of the animated crowd (despite it 

snowing 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 Paraphilia photojournalist.  

 

 

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. 

Youõll meet some of them in a moment. 

Both jet-setting Stooge enthusiasts and the 

locals alike scored an up close and personal 

concert in this deluxe oldskool, gilded 

movie palace (òWelcome home Iggy and 

The Stooges!ó spangled on the theatreõs 

marquee.)  These Stooges, hometown once-

underdogs-now-Rock and Roll Hall of 

Famers normally entertain rather larger 

capacity audiences, usually festivals of 10K 

to 40,000 strong. 



6 
 

 



7 
 

 

òThis is one of the best photos of Iggy 

today...very cool and sexy~ó òClassic Iggy in-

the-crowd shots, like those pictures in Surfing 

Magazine that they take inside the curló òThis is 

the baddest Iggy has looked in years!ó 

(Facebook music enthusiasts admiring the 

few photographs Iõd leaked of the gig.) And 

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, mega-physicality. 

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 

surfing and his surprising demea nor.  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 whoõve heard all the new 

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 donõt, not until you experience 

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 

and The Stooges. 
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Iõm an advocate of all senses firing on all 

cylinders, and the Ann Arbor show had it 

all amongst bizarre happenstances you 

donõt get on the aural stuff-- Iggy crawling 

into the audience to stare at people, lungs 

heaving and dripping gallons of sweat on 

all around him (fun olfactory too Iõll bet; a 

report on touch upcoming,) prolonged 

crowd surfing by him, constant smiles to 

the crowd of despite the requisite fearsome 

expressions donned for such hardcore, 

kickass material, far more band interaction 

than one might suspect and of course, that 

selfsame band making all the complicated, 

breakneck speed music seem... easy. Iõve 

also heard new converts espouse this as the 

best live reunion band around, bar none.  

Gasped another FB proclaimer to me, òI 

actually was SHOCKED at the intensity of 

this band.ó 

Testimonial from a fan at the Michigan 

Theatre (abetted by social network addenda 

through her whimsical correspondence):  

òMademoiselle Professoressaó teaches one 

of the more lyrical Liberal Arts at a 

university level and had to be there. She 

indeed has been there for most domestic 

Iggy and The Stooges shows since her 

revelatory initiation in 2010.  Sheõd done the 

heavy lifting of Serious Illness but didnõt 

know the outcome after post-op recovery. 

Number One on her bucket list was viewing 

Iggy and The Stooges live, which she 
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immediately accomplished 5/2/10 at the 

Hammersmith Apollo in London for the 

bandõs first set of all Raw Power material 

since 1974, by three of its four original 

instigators (abetted by Watt and MacKay.) 

Unexpected bonus #1: with dozens of 

others she lept onstage in the ritual stage 

invasion to dance to òShake Appeal,ó and 

managed to paw Iggy (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, òWhen my surgery and 

prognosis turned out so well, I kind of 

wondered how I was going to fill up the 

next thirty years of life. Now I know. Iõll be 

a Stoogesõ fan.ó 

òItõs a bit strange turning into a fan as an 

adult. I feel as if Iõm growing up in reverse, 

having spent my teenaged years studying 

Latin and doing homework, etc. I had no 

idea it was coming, but I know that Iggy 

changed my life.ó 

She wrote òIõm interested in some high-

level discussions of what these kinds of 

performance ôdoõ for people.ó My own take 

was that it represented high -octane 

happiness (as opposed to daily low-grade 

happinesses) insofar as this was by its very 

nature fleeting, like having sex. She 

countered, òSo one gives oneself over to 

these moments, knowing they cannot last. 

The madness canõt last forever. Your basic 

Dionysian cult of the Mysteries!ó As for a 

seemingly reserved university professor 

embracing the fearsome rep of the worldõs 

most pro-active, wild band, she notes, òI 

sometimes tell my students that if no one is 

pissed off at you, youõre not doing your 

job.ó  

Very first month online, I wanted to 

research what was the adult version of 

fandom, to better hone the appeal of my 

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 

put a lot into his roles and worked 

continually, fomenting fan discussions 

anew. I learned about slash and fanfiction 

from this foray.  Seguing back to the 

Stooges, Mlle. Prof embodies the best of this 

adult version, letting something in the arts 

be a force for good in her own life.  

Ardent advocate of Flarf (distant cousin to 

the aforementioned outsider literary 

pursuits within fandom,) Mlle. Prof alone 

has been elected Stooge For A Day online 

by Williamson who commanded, òGo forth 

and have no fun.ó She countered privately, 

òIõm blown away by Jamesõ level of 

attention to someone he hadnõt met, who it 

doesnõt profit him in any way to cultivate, 

etc.  Iõm even more impressed than I was 

before. He has an inspired and focused 

work ethic for things he really cares about.ó  



10 
 

 



11 
 

 

It should be noted (as in D²re McCainõs 

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 

business who couldnõt fathom his having 

changed all hard rock genres forever. (All 

are based upon his, at the time, sui generis 

style of 1,000 mph guitar-playing while 

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 

know) the fun ôWild Westõ days of total 

creativity in the beginning of the computer 

revolution, which must have reminded him 

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 

practitioners ever, all this has given 

Williamsonõs life story a happy-ending 

piqu ancy of sorts, rare in the annals of rock.  

Itõs rarer still when one considers this all 

sprang from one of rockõs most troubled 

bands ever.  
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Besides its subversive-but-fun, against the 

grain of everything else goi ng on music 

thatõs now labeled òproto-punk,ó The 

Stooges, renamed Iggy and The Stooges 

after Jamesõ arrival, were known for utter 

corporate and managerial indifference, even 

well -chronicled antipathy to them from 

same, òdrugs like you wouldnõt believeó 

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 òthe usual betrayals in the music 

industry.ó  

More FAQs:  

Famed director Jim Jarmusch was on hand 

with a skeleton production crew to film the 

proceedings, all part of a planned magnum 

opus documentary of the entire span of 

Iggy Popõs 43-year music career inclusive of 

The Stooges and Iggy and The Stooges, 

originals and reunions alike. Said crew 

survived the trench -warfare of an entire 

show resembling one big moshpit: after the 

stage invasion of òShake Appealó dislodged 

patrons from their seats, half the theatre 

stayed pressed against the stage. (òI told 

you they were all going to mob the stage 

and stay there,ó I warned another young 

security employee, incredulous after seeing 

a sea of grey-haired fans among the all-ages 

types do just this.) The set contained great 

selections from all three Stooges/Iggy and 

The Stoogesõ now legendary releases, and 

their back-in-the-day soundman Nite Bob 

was on hand to work for them.  

 

Everyone there was thrilled to see cinematic 

commemoration of this particular gig. 

Whether for its homeboy frisson or the 

poignancy of the occasion of band 

colleagues dealing publicly with Ron 

Ashetonõs untimely demise, according to 

multiple gig -viewers the Ann Arbor show 
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was their very best yet. The band blazed 

hard and true with guitarist James 

Williamson particularly white hot, biting 

his lips while peeling off killer riff after 

killer riff, occasionally closing his eyes 

while òin the zone.ó   

 

Scott òRock Actionó Ashetonõs drumming 

defies categorization, embodying The Right 

Stuff with similar rocket thrust, deceptively 

simple, always powerful and surprising. I 

still canõt figure out WTF it is he does on his 

drum intro to òRaw Power.ó Saxophonist 

MacKay is also the go-to multi -

instrumentalist providing bonus percussion 

and keyboards inclusive of that one-note 

essential on òI Wanna Be Your Dog.ó His 

saxophone parts are indeed perfect. Mike 

Watt remains one of the few bassists on the 

planet who can keep up joyfully and 

passionately with the quasi -speed-metal of 

òShake Appealó or òI Got A Rightó (sung by 

Rollins to kick -start the headlinersõ part of 

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 instrument in the 

Stoogean arsenal with the heretofore 

unheard acoustic ballad òRonõs Tuneó 

which began: 

òThis is a requiem  

For a heavyweight 

Though it is a little lateéó 

(Pop-Williamson)   

The lyrics were referencing the two year 

delay of this tribute show, although Scott 

òRock Actionó Ashetonõs teen daughter 

Leanna had staged her own òJam for Ron 

Ashetonó at Hollywoodõs Roxy Club in 

January 2010 upon the one year anniversary 

of her uncleõs passing. The duet òRonõs 

Tuneó presented a great visual as well as 

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 

hyperactive throughout the entire night, 

Iggy was by now wholly sweat -drenched 

and self-soaked from assorted bottled 

waters (necessary to prevent a fate similar 

to that of the security guardõs fainting.) 

Jamesõ acoustic work mirrored that of his 

hard rock style, replete with myriad 

memorable riffs per song. He strummed his 
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Tony Francis Style 4 Weissenborn (beautiful 

rope-marquetry wood, classic/classy 

acoustic Hawaiian lap steel) plectrum -less 

and with a sliding bar (cal led a steel hence 

the moniker ) with such dexterity that it 

sounded like four hands playing in 

complete harmony. He agreed that ò...it all 

sounded great. Singer got a little choked up 

but what the hell.ó 

ò...You were my friend in the end...ó 

concluded the ballad.  

 

Another testimonial from a fan at the 

Michigan Theatre: 

òE.R. Joeó works the difficult and ultra-

demanding metier of Physiciansõ Assistant 

in an emergency trauma center in 

downtown Detroit, diagnosing/treating 

and working with the walking wounded 

(ògun and knife clubó on tv,) brain bleeds, 

dialysis patients, asthma/COPD patients, 

cancer patients, blood clots, OB/GYN 

patients, pediatrics, and a seemingly 

endless list of specialty cases (òWe get it 

all.ó) Heõs always been a fan of his areaõs 

music specialties, and had to be there at his 

local Ron Asheton Tribute by Iggy and The 
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Stooges.  Says E.R. Joe, òMy life primarily 

revolves around work, family, reading 

espionage books, staying under the radar 

and music. I 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. 

Everyone asks me if Iõm related to one of 

the members of Sonicõs Rendezvous Band 

(because we share a last name, but no,) so 

heõs my òfake brother.õó 

òI cannot count the number of times Iõve 

seen Iggy as a solo artist since 1977, and Iõve 

seen the Stoogesõ reunions seven times in 

two different countries. This was one of the 

top five shows Iõve had the pleasure to 

witness in my life. James Williamson was 

ON FIRE. Several of us began hanging out 

talking about the concert and our 

experiences. After the official post-gig party 

for press, band pals and fans at Netco 

(formerly the Second Chance Ballroom) we 

returned to the hotel and went to the 

restaurant/bar continuing to make new 

acquaintances. I 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 

sensing something was wrong.ó 

òWhen I looked up I immediately knew, by 

the 15-20 people around me that A) I was 

not invited and B) I should not be there. It 

was Iggy and his wife Nina, James 

Williamson, Henry Rollins, Jim Jarmusch, 

Deniz Tek, Hiawatha Bailey etc. sitting 

together or scattered about the room (ibid. 

in other words, the real A List of Ronõs 

actual friends.) I asked Steve if Iõd screwed 

up and he said no. I figured, well Iõm here 

so work the tables. I introduced myself 

while complimenting them all and 

apologizing at the same time. Everyone that 

night was very pleasant and cordial to me.ó 

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

talked shop with Deniz Tek (an E.R. 

surgeon when not being a punk rock legend 

himself or relishing his days as a genuine 

Navy Top Gun jet pilot) who was well 

acquainted with E. R. Joeõs hospital. They 

share the exact same types of patients, and 

music/medical smalltalk, such as E.R. Joeõs 

Chair of Emergency Medicine and E.R. Joeõs 

own department staffing all the rock shows 

at Detroitõs Ford Field, inclusive of the 

Rolling Stones (only noting discretely that 

the doctors and assistants are privy to òthe 

weirdnessó backstage.)  Altogether E.R. Joe 

seems a trifle sheepish about his adventure 

inadvertently party -crashing Iggy and The 

Stooges, although his companions waxed 

triumphant (òBabetteó was jubilant to meet 

Iggy, and a local photographer thrilled to 

do same with pictorial commemoration 

resultant. Earlier, E.R. Joe and Babette had 

held Iggy aloft when he crowd -surfed. More 

touch-sensory!) However, E.R. Joe rightly 

summarizes his fanecdote (neologism 

courtesy of Mlle. Professoressa,) òIt was like 

the Twilight Zone for me, the huge -est high 

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

way beyond my initial intentions and 

wildest dreams.ó   
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Deniz Tekõs portion of the show found him 

sporting one of Ron Ashetonõs guitars to 

play the latterõs material from 1969 debut 

The Stooges and 1970's Funhouse. òDirtó 

remained the standout, Tek snaking its 

slower tempo quite sinuously. Channeling 

Ron was no mean feat, insofar as the still 

movie-star handsome Dr. Tek has forged 

his own strong persona via his Australian 

band Radio Birdman (the name itself a 

mishearing of a Stoogesõ lyric in ò1970ó) 

during the original ô70s punk era, solo work 

and multiple bands since (including the 

New Race with Ron Asheton and the MC5õs 

Machine Gun Thompson, both fresh from 

their prior the New Order collaboration) 

within his mult iple careers. Yet he served 

Ronõs memory well, as both of these Ann 

Arbor natives had been close friends. Denizõ 

written account of onetime couple (and a 

very odd one at that, despite shared tenure 

in Destroy All Monsters and Dark Carnival) 

Ron and Niagaraõs trip to visit him during 

his flight training in Hawaii remains a LOL 

hoot.  Just imagine the effect of these two on 

a military base.  
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Last testimonial from the Michigan Theatre:  

òNicki Picassoó had been sufficiently 

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 bandõs foremost defenders 

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 

that Iggy and The Stooges encompassed live 

onstage in 1973, amongst her most 

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 past, sheõd turned down 

blitzed -to-the-gills advances from one of 

them, who was projectile -vomit ing 

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 

over to Kill City  when it finally was 

unleashed years after the bandõs breakup. 

With its languid but forceful musicality 

reminiscent of The Bigs in the music world, 

(òExile on Stooge Streetó some termed it,) 

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 
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being able to get the two of them together to 

talk guns, assorted weaponry and military 

history knowledge ably from similarly well -

informed, warped, witty rock and rollersõ 

P.O.V.s.   

At the premiere for the dvd documentary 

accompanying the 2010 re-released box set 

of Raw Power, she had met James 

Williamsonõs new and longtime friends 

who had proved delightful and as 

personable as Williamson himself. 

Sheõd noted with interest the succession of 

reunions of The Stooges in the 2000s mainly 

playing the Euro -festival circuit, 

Williamson's return to the fold after Ronõs 

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. 

Then the unimaginable happened with her 

better half falling grievously ill, requiring 

veritable Spanish Inquisition treatments for 

an unknown outcome. The torture ensued 

for most of an entire year. Upon his 

recovery from the treatments but with 

ultimate fate still unknown, he seemed in 

sufficient fettle for her to travel off alone to 

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

intimate show of Iggy and The Stooges. 38 

years later from the last time sheõd 

photographed them, there they were 

rampaging onstage even better than before 

(since no one is wasted this time around.) A 

previous favorite, òOpen Up And Bleedó 

was performed to perfection, n ow sung as 

pure defiant triumph, much as Paul 

Robeson turned the resigned relentlessness 

of life of òOlõ Man Riveró into same.  Four 

days after her return from the show, her 

better halfõs final imaging test scans showed 

no evidence of tumors from the previ ous 

Stage 4.  It was the best week of her life.  

Oh heck, drop the facade, cõest moi, itõs me. 

Last FAQs: 

 

Hereõs Deniz Tekõs fingers holding the 

setlist and whoõs who. The fine print reads: 

Space Age Toasters perform/Orchestra 

overture/I Got A Right (Henry Rollins with 

Scott Asheton, James Williamson, Mike 

Watt, Steve MacKay)/(Iggy joins for full 

Iggy and The Stooges set: Raw 

Power/Search And Destroy/Gimme 
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Danger/Shake Appeal/1970/Night 

Theme/Beyond The Law/Fun 

House/Open Up And Bleed/Your Pretty 

Face Is Going To Hell/I Wanna Be Your 

Dog (with orchestra)/(with Deniz Tek and 

orchestra) TV Eye/Loose/Dirt/Real Cool 

Time/Ronõs Tune (Iggy Pop, James 

Williamson alone)/No Fun (everyone back 

onstage  performing all together like 

oldskool Rock televised extravaganzas.  

Between òRonõs Tuneó and òNo Fun,ó a 

representative from the Mayorõs office who 

had gone to school locally with James 

Osterberg (our Ig) noting that their 

respective paths rather diverged afterwards 

gave Iggy and The Stooges keys to the city 

of Ann Arbor, quipping, òSince this is 

Michigan, these also have bottle-openers on 

the other end.ó 

Summarily, director Jim Jarmuschõs artistõs 

instincts remain dead-on correct -- Iggy 

Pop, The Stooges, Iggy and The Stooges, 

their autodidactõs singularity and 

unflagging self -belief in their own abilities 

from a young age, the once fabled òbad luck 

of the Stoogesó curse, their utter crashes-

and-burns, the turnarounds now 

collectively and affectionately t ermed òJesus 

Loves The Stooges,ó their genuine eventual 

triumphs, and of course... their fans always 

along for the ride with them.  Itõs a hell of a 

story. 
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 INTERESTING TIMES:   

SUMMER OF LOVE  

By And rew Maben  

 

So, wait a minuteé What, as they 

sometimes say, was I thinking? What 

indeed? I suppose that in a certain sense 

you could say I wasnõt thinking at all, 

simply living to my utmost, in the 

hackneyed phrase, òseizing the dayó, 

reacting to events, euphoric with  the 

freedom I imagined I 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 

disillusionment with religion, I still felt a 

deep inchoate spiritual thirst, and I 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 I equated the personal 

nurturing of human love, and somehow 

here I managed to also include erotic love, 

with the grand Christian precept that God is 

Love. Itõs no exaggeration to say that my 

whole life has been shaped by this search. I 

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, the fears and disappointments of 

the intervening years. Yes, itõs crystal clear 

to me that our only hope is a social 

organization free of coercion, an economics 

of cooperation based on mutual respect. 

Easy enough, youõll say, to announce the 

lofty goal of a wo rld free of hatred, violence, 

war, oppression, not so easy to realize, or 

even to embody those ideals in my own life. 

Nevertheless I was determined to make the 

attempt, and even in the darkest of times, in 

the face of disillusion and despair, that hope 

has refused to die. 

If Buddha, Christ, Bakunin, Trotsky, 

Gandhi, King, Huxley, Orwell had colored 
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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. 

Ballard, R.D. Laing é 

And I felt that I was not alone in my quest. 

These ideas were everywhere, around the 

world young people were stirring, and this 

was to be the òSummer of Loveó. San 

Francisco was our Mecca, and while 

thousands made the geographical 

pilgrimage, millions more journeyed 

together to a San Francisco of the spirité 

Since that first smoke with Bob, back in 

November, I had become a fairly frequent 

hash smoker. I 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. I have already 

mentioned the Bluesbreakers, and then 

there was the Move at Lewes Town Hall, 

the Spencer Davis Group headlining 

Brighton Art Schoolõs Christmas Dance, but 

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. I still remember 

standing dumbfounded at an entirely 

different kind of sound on the basement 

jukebox at ffinchõs. It was Jimi Hendrix 

with  Hey Joeé 

The national youthful obsession with music, 

and my own desire to find an art -form that 

could embody and propagate my evolving 

ideas, had led me to Paul Kleeõs theories of 

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 ð the recent move to make it 

illegal in the UK seemed both arbitrary and 

unwarranted. As an ad in the Times in July 

would put it: ôThe law against marijuana is 

immoral in principle and unworkable in 

practice.õ Indeed. And to my mind the same 

could be said for acidé 

Then one Sunday afternoon in early June 

the phone rang. It was Bob. 

òItõs hereó, he told me, there was no need to 

tell me what òitó was. òCome to Tom and 

Pennyõs. Itõs a quid.ó 

òSee you in an hour or two.ó 

I 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 

usual, I noticed familiar faces like Adam of 

the struwelpeter afro and grannie glasses, 

 his friend Jeremy,  Nicky the Anarchist,  as 

well as more I 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 

straight from Sandoz had evidently been 

widely broadcast.  

Several people were already tripping. Along 

with two or three other new arrivals, I paid  

my pound and lined up in the hallway for 

my dose. He was carefully dispensing a 
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single drop directly from a dropper onto 

our tongues. Or should I say òtheiró 

tongues? When he came to me he seemed to 

have a little spasm. òOops!ó he declaimed 

as, rather than a drop, almost the entire 

contents of the dropper squirted onto my 

tongueé 

Iõm sure youõve heard accounts of trips 

before, so I wonõt go on at length about 

what is after all an intensely subjective 

experience whose most important aspects 

are, in any case, inexpressible. Besides I only 

recall shards of refracted experience. And 

donõt ask if I òsaw Godóé 

It did not take long for an extraordinary up -

welling of joy to overtake me. I laughed 

aloud. 

òThere he goes,ó someone said. 

Sergeant Pepper on the record playeré 

Watching jewel -skinned snakes entwined in 

the trellis -patterned wall paperé Lying face 

down on the carpet dissolving revealing 

dancing particles of atomic structureé Or 

somethingé 

òWeõre going to the kitchen,ó someone 

crouched to speak in my ear. òYou 

coming?ó 

òNo. I think Iõll just stay here and fuck the 

Earth.ó 

Sitting in an armchair, regarding my right 

arm on the arm rest, my hand open loosely, 

palm upé And I was walking a quiet, sun-

dappled country lane, bursting hedges, an 

overhanging treeé As I passed under the 

tree, a soothing rain of sunflakes bathed my 

heart. Ecstasy. 

òThis must be Heaven,ó I thought. 

And suddenly: òDo I deserve to be in 

Heaven?ó 

Instantly, the soothing warmth turned to an 

agonizing acid heat. A burning that seemed 

to sear my very soul. Hell. Some distant, 

disengaged, dispassionate part of my mind 

observed that the apparently experienced 

phenomena had not changed. The swirling 

colors, the falling drops continued as before. 

The sensations were in no way different. 

Somehow my interpretation of sensation 

had made some kind of reversal. Heaven 

had become Hell. I realized in this detached 

portion of my thought, that Heaven and 

Hell are one and the same transcendent 

space, that how this is interpreted and 

experienced is entirely subjective, and in 

some sense self-willedé 

There was a clock in the room, but time was 

no longer sequential. Seconds might pass, 

experienced as an eternity, hours in the 

blink of an eye. 

The curtains of an east-facing window 

began to brighten with the dim grey  light of 

dawné 

I gathered my coat to leave. 

òYouõre going?ó 

òYes. I was supposed to be home last 

nightéó 

òSure youõre OK?ó 
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 òIõm fine.ó And I stepped out into the 

street. 

The world was once again recognizable. But 

different. On the pavement, on walls, 

wor ds, phrases revealed themselves, 

rearranged themselves, merged, 

disappeared, returned amid intricate, 

complex arabesque patternsé 

As I reached the Eastbourne road, I stuck 

out my thumb at a passing milk -float. To 

my astonishment the milkman stopped and, 

smiling, invited me to hop on. The sun rose 

into a perfect blue summer morning skyé 

I got home a little before seven, crept inside 

and up the stairs to my room. As I opened 

my door, Mum came out of her room.  

òDid you just come home?ó she whispered. 

I nodded. 

She shooed me into my room and followed 

me in. òLie down for a bit. Iõll bring some 

tea in a little while.ó 

Breakfast. Mum nervous. Dad scowling.  

òYou were out all night.ó Was that a 

question or an accusation? 

òYes, Dad.ó 

òSmoking hashish.ó Again: question or 

accusation? 

òDonõt deny it,ó ð I didnõt think I had, or 

was going to ð òyou stink of the stuff.ó 

òYes. But Iõm giving it up.ó A decision, 

fully -formed, that I suppose Iõd arrived at 

during the night.  

 òI took LSD. Itõs incredible. You should try 

it!ó 

Well, perhaps that wasnõt the brightest 

thing to say to him at the breakfast table 

after being gone all night.  

Face scarlet and breathing hard he pushed 

his chair back and stood. 

òIõll deal with you later,ó as he strode from 

the room. 

Mum: òOh, darlingéó 

As it happened, that day there was another 

school trip to the Tate. Picasso this time. I 

was still, and remained all day, letõs say 

òdazedó. Perhaps I gained a deeper 

appreciation of Picassoõs work, I donõt really 

remember. I think Sally was thereé 

òIf you can remember the 60s you werenõt 

there.ó Perhaps. Certainly the rest of that 

summer is even more hazy, fragmented, 

chaotic than perhaps any other time of my 

life. But on the other hand perhaps it really 

was also òthe time of my lifeó. So anyhowé 

At least for a while I kept to my resolve to 

lay off hash and alcohol. But I wanted to do 

acid again. And again. So I eagerly took up 

Bobõs suggestion to go up to London for a 

night at UFO. 

Friday evening after school the train to 

Victoria. Tube to Chalk Farm fillin g with 

other outlandishly clad freaks and heads, 

disgorging in a smiling horde, drawing 

puzzled disapproving looks from the staid 

populace of Camden Town. The 

Roundhouse, an abandoned railway 

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 black-afroed freak. And inside. 

Dazzling, deafening. Music, light, a swirling 

colorful crowdé  It took only moments 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, I was 

caught up watching  Mothra, fascinated by 

the Luminous Fairies, and utterly unable to 

even begin to follow the filmõs plot ð if it 

even had one. I was, I think, peripherally 

aware of some commotion from the main 

room, but I missed Arthur Brownõs 

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. I stood 

stunned, then found myself dancing 

spasmodically to the irresistible rhythm, 

transported, ecstatic, just another idiot 

danceré Tripping at UFO was 

overpoweringly physical, sensual, thrilling, 

far from the cerebral, contemplative visions 

of Huxley or Leary. Arthur Brownõs set was 

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. 

Somehow Bob and I found ourselves at last 

back at Victoria and boarding a Brighton 

train.  

I left Bob at home and made my way to the 

sea front to hitch -hike back to Eastbourne, 

but once on my way I 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. I 

was always tired from an all -nighter, and 

coming down f rom acid, while she'd be 

fresh and lovely. I remember almost 

nothing at all of the content of our 

conversations, beyond the comfort of her 

presence, her attentive listening, her open 

curiosity, the peace and sanctuary I enjoyed 

in that small room. But one afternoon she 

happened to ask about my schooldays. 

òI had a cousin at Sherborne,ó she told me. 

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 to believe 

that Fate was taking an active hand in the 

events of my life ð a belief that, in spite of 

all the trouble itõs led to, I still find myself 

rising toé And so, slowly, almost 

imperceptibly, but deeply and irrevocably I 

fell in love.  A love I concealed as best I 

could for months.  A love that, as youõll see 

later, was to have the most profound effect 

on the course of my life over the next few 

yearsé 

Relations with Mum and Dad were, as you 

might imagine, becoming more than a little 

strained, and my phi losophical certainties 

were built on a foundation that was far less 
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stable than Iõd have liked, while my psyche 

was in a state that I can only characterize as 

disarrayed, what with the damage done 

during my school days and the contrast of 

the boundless freedom that I imagined I 

now enjoyed. So partly in some attempt to 

mollify them, and partly as an extension of 

my own explorations, I put forward the 

suggestion that I 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 

wasnõt having it. 

òGet a haircut and settle down. Get a job for 

the summer,ó was his advice. Hardly 

helpful. Then, on condition that I 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 fortnightly visits. Iõm sure 

we covered a lot more ground than I now 

recall, but as I think back only three items of 

discussion come to mind. 

The first is more farcical than profound: I 

told him of a rather bizarre fancy I had of a 

nose growing from my shin. From this he 

conjured what seems to me an equally 

fanciful Freudian explanation.  

òWhen you were an infant did your father 

bounce you on his leg?ó 

òNo. But my grandfather did.ó 

òAnd when he did, did he recite Ride a Cock 

Horse?ó Well, you can see where that was 

goingé 

Naturally the topic of my adventures with 

LSD came up, and he revealed that he was 

still licensed to do research on the drugõs 

effects. So, naturally, I asked if heõd sign me 

up as a guinea pig. 

òI donõt think so. Youõll certainly have more 

fun going on as you are, and discussing 

your experiences with me.ó 

And finally: òIn an insane world, a sane 

man is mad. You are one of the sanest and 

most intelligent ninete en-year-olds I know.ó 

Hey ho, that oneõs stayed with me, its effect 

veering unpredictably, inspiring confidence 

or terroré 

To fulfill the job requirement, I got hired at 

a large bakery factory in Brighton, working 

the night shift. It didnõt last long. At first the 

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 

would be months after I left before I could 

bring myself to eat factory -baked goods. 

Unsanitary is as mild a term as Iõm 

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 I put down the tray to scoop up 

and swallow big dollops of sickly -sweet 

òcremeó. But the vilest practice was surely 

what happened at the end of every shift in 

the steak and kidney pie room. Here was a 

huge vat of pie-filling and another of 

dough. Through some mechanical marvel 

the dough would be formed into pie -crusts 

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 peopleõs shoes. Before 

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 I changed 

course and ended up instead at UFO. 

Brighton in the summer of õ67 was in many 

ways an English echo of San Francisco, with 

its burgeoning artsy -bohemian-undergound 

scene. On those weekends that I wasnõt up 

at UFO, Iõd join a group at the house of a 

local painter. To follow the San Francisco 

parallel, John might be said to have been 

Brightonõs Ken Kesey. His large canvases of 

circus themes resembled perhaps a neo-

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 acid. Weõd sit around 

chatting, looking at art books and other 

entertainments while music played on the 

stereo. I remember sitting with John looking 

at a book of Turnerõs work. Under the 

influence of acid I saw herds of white horses 

surging in breaking waves, dark legions 

charging from storm clouds.  

I turned to John and asked, òAre they really 

there?ó 

òOf course,ó he replied, and I took him at 

his word, never doubting for a moment that 

he knew exactly what I meant. Ever since, 

Turner has been a favorite, but I search in 

vain for those so-real armiesé 

Around midnight we would all set out for a 

walk around the town, enjoying the peace, 

the architectural wonders both large and 

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 Palace Pier were in disrepair and rather 

unsightly, so a local patroness of the arts 

with some local art luminaries came up 

with the idea of a giant communal mural. 

The Countess laid on barrels of paint in 

brilliant colors and one Sunday morning a 

large group assembled to work together on 

the transformation. But of course it was not 

to be, and after an hour or so the police 

showed up in force, with several paddy 

wagons. The artists, laughing, scarce 

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 

As it happened someone had just been 

arrested for robbing a taxi driver, and as he 

was long-haired we provi ded a convenient 

pool of likely subjects for a line -up. 

Volunteers were called for, at half -a-crown 

apiece. I was selected, with some half dozen 

others, and we were escorted to the line-up 

room. I ended up with the actual suspect 

standing by my side, and d ecided on a little 

experiment. When the victim faced me I 

was shifty -eyed, refusing to look at him full 

in the face. He moved on to the end of the 

line, paused, came back to me and poked 

my chest. òItõs him.ó The suspect glanced at 

me in relief and gratitu de as he was led 



27 
 

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 cross-legged, covering 

his eyes with his hands. 

òQuick!ó he said. We immediately grasped 

his meaning, and when a policeman opened 

the door a few minutes later he was 

confronted with three wise monkeys. To his 

credit he didnõt bat an eye. 

òOK, wise guys,ó he told us, òthe Countess 

has bailed you all out. Youõre free to go.ó 

As we all stood around in front of the cop 

shop wondering what to do, the Countess 

emerged and announced that all charges 

had been dropped. 

Beyond these remarkably distinct 

recollections I find only shardsé 

A warm afternoon, tripping, walking the 

Esplanade at Eastbourne with Tina. I was 

barefoot and bare-chested, wearing jeans 

and a silver Indian temple -dancerõs 

necklace borrowed from Barbara. Tina held 

my hand. As we passed the elderly deck 

chair denizens a chorus of disapproving 

òtsk-tsksó followed us. Tina looked at me 

and asked, òWhy do you walk like a god?ó 

òFestival of the Flower Childrenó at 

Woburn Abbey. I was there, but remember 

nothing at all beyond a glimpse of the 

stately home in the distance. I can only 

conclude that either I had a fab time or it 

was too boring to make an impression. 

Were you there? Did you see me? 

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. 

Tripsé 

An art school excursion to see Pink Floyd at 

UFO. We went in Peteõs van, so Lillian was 

probably with us, I donõt remember who 

else, or much about the show beyond being 

utterly stunned by the entirety of the 

perform ance and it being the first time I 

heard Set the Controls for the Heart of the 

Suné Somehow there were several more 

passengers for the return trip and fitting 

everyone in the little Morris Minor was so 

problematic that we resorted to the 

expedient of three of us sitting in the front 

seat. Being tall, I was put in the middle to 

operate the pedals, while the person 

beneath me had charge of the gears and the 

one on top steered. Donõt ask me how we 

managed to maneuver all the way across 

London without incidenté 

And another summer Eastbourne afternoon, 

making love to Tina, at last. It was, alas I 

fear, anticlimactic for us both, and it never 

happened again. Though I walked on air for 

daysé 

As the enchanted summer drew to a close I 

got ready to start my second year of art 

school. Things were not to turn out quite as 

expectedé 
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 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.  

I 
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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 cross-wired, 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.  Others he couldnõt remember. He had outlived most of them.  

But his memory was worse than all of them, and there would be no 

outliving that one.  He couldnõt see the rats in that place without light, but 

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 night like this.  

 

 

________________ 
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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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ack 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, there was always a broad. 

             

             

________________ 

             

             

     

 

 

 

B 
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eneath 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 lifeõs mist, the dew 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 

B 
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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 the grave.  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 musty-still, 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 

could hear it, dawnõs stirring.  There, in the distance: a songbird. 

 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 still 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 

that organõs place, it had come to govern the murmuring 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 

melancholy had deepened, and she knew that its work, Godõs work, was 

done. 

Good God, bad God.  Hallowed be thy slime.  Her pussy 

belonged to Daddy.  She giggledña dismal, furtive, ghostly sound ñand 

pain shot through her.  The dismal sound became a whimper of hurt.  

The speculum was cold, like the wisp of emerald l ight.  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 ña 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 remembered the 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 th e 

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 clawed, with a womanõs face.  Sssfff.  She was that beast.  She had been 

born so, but only in her soulõs death had her awareness blossomed. 

For this awareness, as for her reprieve, her becalming, she 

should have been thankful.  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.  Godõs remorse was great, as great as the 

sinfulness which was His and His alone, a sinfulness prof ounder than any 

of manõs imagining, or of Satanõs.  Yes, God and the pills and the 

moonlight that had entered through her mouth would keep her calm in 

her death. 

 

________________ 
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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 

with memories of Rõlyeh as it pierced the 

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 court 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 
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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 wall, 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 that cities like Rõlyeh 

would drown under waves of asylum 

seekers and illegal immigrants if they did 

not protect themselves.  Evoked by the 

fears of the people walls had begun to 

lurch upwards everywhere like buried and 

forgotten stone circles being released from 

the landõs suppressed memories by the 

workmanõs picks and their shovels 

piercing the earthõs skull.  As the months 

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 it 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 

back in spring, when he could remember 

how his wifeõs hair smelt and what size 

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 in the city application 

process and thus declare themselves as 

citizens of Rõyleh, and this was only 

realised wh en the wall had been 

completed.  By then they had effectively 

built their own prison.  In the first few 

days, when they were all trying to 

comprehend why they had not been 

airlifted out when the helicopters had 

arrived to remove their tools, a parish 

offic ial had arrived to inform them from 

the top of the wall that the deadline for 

people to align themselves to Rõlyeh had 

passed and so they could not enter the city.  

He had added, shouting through a 

loudspeaker over their angry cries, that he 

would soon res olve 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, a half hope that they all knew was 

unhealthy to dwell upon.  
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Mark stretched his limbs and yawned.  His 

knees obtruded from his torn jeans like 

snowcaps and his hair hung scraggily over 

his collar like ratõs tails.  He could not 

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 desperation to escape and to be 

with their loved ones 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 

lassitude and was enforced by the wallõs 

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 of the 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 a hooked beak appeared 

frozen in their efforts to fly upwards and 

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 his knees.  òTheyõre 

there again,ó he said, nodding slowly in 

the direction of the foreigners.  

 

òStrange, isnõt it,ó Stephen replied.  

 

òPerhaps itõs some kind of religious 

thing?ó 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 people of Rõlyeh had worshiped 

Elder Gods and strange cosmic deities.  

Mark remembered a scene in a mosque 

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 
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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. 

 

òYeah, maybe,ó Mark replied. 

 

Leaning back against the wall, silent in 

thought, they let the morning sun warm 

their faces. 

 

òIt kind of freaks me out,ó said Keith. 

 

òLetõs go and ask them what theyõre doing, 

then?ó Mark sighed half-heartedly.  

 

For another long moment they watched the 

labourers in the glen with their reverent 

bowing and strange stooped rummaging.  

 

òSure, letõs ask them,ó said Keith.  òItõs not 

as if we have much else on.ó 

 

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 

of the wall.  But sometimes they indulged 

in small talk.  

 

òI heard they used to research chemical 

weapons there,ó said Keith pointing over 

at the remains of military complex with its 

single story workshops, decaying now 

with broken windows and half 

demolished walls.  

 

òYeah, I heard that too,ó said Mark. 

 

When they reached their destination they 

both stopped and watched.  It was some 

time before one o f the men kneeling in the 

dirt suddenly turned, and when he did, 

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 

pimpled pink like a plucked bird.  H is 

eyes seemed unnaturally small and they 

darted left and right as his head jerked up 

and down.  The foreigner squawked in 

surprise and pursed his lips into a beak 

shape. 

 

òWeé we were justé just wondering 

what youõre, uh, doing here?ó said Mark. 

 

The fore igner 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.  

 

òLittle people,ó he said.  òWe just watch 

your little people.  We donõt have them 

where we are from.ó 
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 òI see,ó said Keith quizzically.   

 

They might both have laughed had it not 

felt so creepy and strange.   

 

òWhere?ó Keith said. 

 

òIn my country,ó said the foreign man. 

 

òHe means where are the little people?ó 

said Mark.  

 

The man stared again, furrows dug deep 

into the sagging skin of his brow as he 

frowned and tried to comprehend if the 

two men were trying to ridicule him.  

 

òWe canõt see any little people,ó said 

Keith.  

 

The foreign man pointed at a sapling and 

tilted his head like  a budgerigar fretting 

over a mirror in its cage. òHere, here, 

everywhere, around the plants,ó he said. 

 

Keith and Mark looked at each other, their 

faces mirroring each otherõs bemusement. 

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 

nape like down.  Mark shrugged a nd bent 

down to follow the foreignerõs gaze, but he 

saw nothing but long grass and a young 

tree, its stem too slender to be called a 

trunk, with new growth sprouting in fresh 

green curls. 

òNothing,ó Mark said to Keith with a 

shrug. 

 

They left the peculiar foreigner and 

walked among the other kneeling 

immigrant workers even more puzzled 

than they were before.  As if for some 

strange reassurance they both looked back 

at the wall, so high that not even the tip of 

the ancient cathedral spire could be seen 

above it, and they saw the silhouetted 

workers lounging against it as the midday 

shadows began to creep down in a slow 

curtain call. Keith suddenly stopped, then, 

lifting his feet high over brambles, he 

began heading into the thicket.  

 

òWhat have you seené little people?ó said 

Mark, laughing nervously.  

 

òCome here,ó whispered Keith.  òLook at 

this.ó 

 

Stepping high, Mark followed in Keithõs 

footsteps until he reached a small mound 

of loose earth.  He walked to the other side 

of it and stood looking downwards in 

silence with Keith.  

 

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 

some reason.  The bottom was logged with 

a putrid yellow liquid that smelled r ich 

and chemical, it caught in the back of their 

throats like over -roasted peppers.  At one 

end, when they looked closely, they saw 

the rim of a rusted canister sticking out 

through the soil.  Keith toed more soil 
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away from it and they saw that it was in 

fact a large metal container, like an oil 

drum.   

 

 òThat doesnõt smell healthy, mate.  Itõs 

probably from when the chemical 

laboratories were here, it could be 

poisonous,ó said Mark as he began to step 

back away from it.  

 

Keith began to follow him but the y 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.  

 

òHey, hey,ó shouted Mark.  òDonõt drink 

that, itõs probably toxic.ó 

 

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 . 

 

òIt is good.  The little people told us,ó he 

chirruped in the most peculiar high -

pitched voice that Mark and Keith had 

ever heard. 

 

òThere arenõt any little people.  No wonder 

youõre all seeing fairies if youõve been 

drinking that stuff,ó said Keith. 

 

òNo.  There are little people; itõs just that 

you donõt see them.  It is like, how you say, 

ah yes, when you walk the same route 

every day, you donõt notice the 

environment unless something changes.  

Well, the little people, yes, they are always 

there so you donõt see them, you might 

notice if they werenõt there, but they 

always are, so you donõt.ó 

 

òUh, right,ó said Keith.  òSure.ó 

 

òWhether thereõs little people or not, I 

wouldnõt drink that stuff.  Nothing that 

smells that bad can be good for you,ó 

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 

rising in their throats whenever the bree ze 

wafted it over them.  

 

The foreigner 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.  

 

They both held their hands up and began 

backing away, keeping their eye on the 

strange foreign man who, once they were 

far enough away, began sipping once 

again at the horrible liquid, lapping at it 

with his long tongue.  

 

They began walking back to the wal l. 

 

òBizarre,ó said Keith. 

 

òBunch of weirdoes,ó Mark replied. 
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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 brought to Markõs mind briefly 

the memory of a family holiday beside the 

sea when the ocean had reflected the skyõs 

rich blue so perfectly that there was no 

discernible horizon.  

 

òI hate that wall,ó mumbled Keith.  It was 

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.  

 

òI might walk out to the other side 

tomorrow,ó said Keith.  òGo for a stroll 

across the plain.ó 

 

òIt wonõt have changed,ó Mark replied. 

 

òI know, I know.ó 

 

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.  

 

òWeõll have to start building fires in the 

evenings,ó said Keith.  

 

òYeah.ó 

òIs it tomorrow theyõll be delivering 

food?ó 

 

òI reckon,ó said Mark. 

 

They sat quietly drinking and eating for a 

while, both absorbed in the most mundane 

thoughts that they could muster.  Whilst 

they had been away from their spot 

someone had painted one of the birds on 

the wall above them at should er height, its 

blackberry smear wings were now 

blurring into the creeping dark of the 

approaching night, its buttercup eye a dim 

star in the growing gloom.  

 

òFairies, eh,ó said Keith after some time. 

 

òI guess being trapped like this for months 

on end can drive a man crazy,ó Mark 

replied.  

 

òI almost wish itõd make me mad, it might 

make all this a bit more bearable.ó 

 

òPerhaps we are all mad and this is just a 

big state asylum,ó said Mark. 

 

òThatõd be about right.  I guess my one 

consolation is that Iõm not as mad as those 

foreigners,ó laughed Keith. 

 

Chuckling quietly to themselves they 

watched the wallõs shadow work its way 

further down their outstretched legs and 

then, hearing a crow caw in the distance 

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 
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into the trees, they both thought, perhaps 

they were all drinking from the foul, toxic 

puddle that they had seen.  

 

òIõve not noticed them before,ó said Keith 

pointing to an indeterminate spot of dusk.  

 

òWhat?ó said Mark, swigging from his 

water. 

 

òA bat,ó said Keith. 

 

Mark studied the half -light and sure 

enough, once his eyes were accustomed, he 

could see little black forms zipping about 

in the greyness. 

 

òThey must roost in the trees there, I 

suppose,ó Mark said. 

 

òStupid creatures,ó said Keith.  òIf you had 

wings, would you choose to fly around in 

here?ó 

 

òWell,ó said Mark, òI guess for a bat itõs as 

good a place as any.ó 

 

The bats were getting nearer and they both 

watched them darting about, cat ching flies 

and tracing mystical patterns against the 

charcoal evening sky.   

 

òMaybe theyõre not so stupid after all,ó 

said Keith craning his neck to look above 

him.  

 

Mark followed Keithõs gaze and watched 

as the bats flew towards the wall, swooped 

upward s, and in the last of the light, 

disappeared over it and into Rõlyeh. 

òFeels almost like theyõre taunting us,ó 

said Keith.  

 

òWell, I guess you canõt begrudge a bat its 

wings,ó chortled Mark. 

 

Keith laughed loudly, a laugh that echoed 

along the wall before finally receding into 

the darkness.  It was a laugh that must 

have scared the crows roosting in the glen 

for they erupted upwards in a 

cacophonous, black mushroom of flapping 

wings and chattering beaks.  Like an angry 

storm cloud the birds rushed towards 

them, seemed to hang in open ridicule 

overhead for a moment with wings beating 

like thunder, before also disappearing 

over the wall.  

 

òBastards,ó said Keith. 

 

òBastards,ó said Mark, and they both fell 

asleep. 

 

Keith must have gone for his walk early 

for when Mark awoke the next morning he 

was alone with the autumn sun pricking 

his eyelids with shards of clinical bright 

light as though he had awoken early from 

anaesthetic upon an operating table.  He 

rubbed his eyes and sighed, wishing he 

had woken earlier  and walked with Keith 

to the other side to escape the monotony of 

staring at the derelict and decaying 

chemical plant and the glen.  The glen, he 

noticed, oddly had none of the foreign 

labourers kneeling at its vegetative altars 

that morning. Perhaps they õve moved on 

after we interrupted them yesterday, he 

thought to himself.  
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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 spot 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 

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 

words but he recognised the 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 to 

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.  

 

òYou coming?ó said Mark as he rose. 

òI reckon,ó 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 with their lips 

they broke the surface like egg yolk, and 

they drank.  
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Human beings tend to focus on the 

prominent. Itõs often the case with 

collaborative creative works such as films, 

theatrical productions , and albums.  People 

may be aware of the underlying layers that 

contrib ute to the whole, but only on an 

incidental level, when those layers should, 

in fact, be regarded with more importance. 

Music, like any other human made creation, 

is composed of interdependent elements ð 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 the 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 t he face of 

lethargy. 

These are the primary roles music has 

played in my life, particularly music from 

the decade of my birth. Although I came 

across it a few years after its peak, I was 

elevated and spirited away into another 

dimension that I still frequen t here and 

now, in the eleventh year of the third 

millennium.  The origins lie in an ensemble 

of groundbreaking players who have 

officially attained legendary status, one of 

them being the person youõre about to meet. 

In April, 1967, a 23-year-old man from  

Brooklyn, New York, USA landed in 

London Heathrow Airport, armed with a 

handful of guitars, an abundance of talent, 
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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 

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.   

His extraordinary creative abilities are 

matched by an equally extraordinary yet 

refreshingly earthy spirit.  Heõs a mensch, in 

the truest sense of the word ð a destination 

that was reached via an odyssey fraught 

with both edifying and damaging 

experiences. Heõs sincere, engaging, and 

one of the warmest souls youõre ever likely 

to encounter.  If youõre not familiar going 

in, youõll come out the other end not only 

knowing who he is, but loving who he isé 

 

DM: Thereõs a specific atmosphere in the early 

albums you did with Marc Bolan and David 

Bowie.  Where did that come from and how was 

it achieved? 

 

TV: Thatõs an interesting question.  I always 

tried to bring out a live performance, and 

then embellish that live performance. I 

know that the Beatles used to do a lot of 

trickery in the studio, and since I didnõt 

understand that trickery yet, I opted for 

people who I thought were great live.  And 

I saw both David Bowie and Marc Bolan 

live.  

 

Also, what drives me in any production I do 

is that I started out as an artist, and I 

wanted to be a rock and roll star.  And I had 

a run-in with three very bad, almost evil 

record producers, who were so worried 

about where their next whiskey would 

come from, or the extensions they were 

building on their homes, I just wanted to 

give it all up.  The catalyst was when my 

publisher said that he didnõt like the songs I 

was submitting, but loved my demos.  He 

said, òI think you would be great as a 

record producer.ó 

 

With a ll these things combined, to me, it 

was about helping people I loved and 

respected.  Marc and David were just a little 

younger than me, and I noticed that they 

werenõt getting any help from anybody, so I 

played an older American ôcousinõ role.  

 

I was consciously going for a natural sound, 

which I thought was well within my 

capabilities. It actually wasnõt. (laughs) I 

was dumber than I thought at the time, but 

in my innocence I created some really nice 

albums there, those initial, open sounding 

albums. 

 

I love those early albums.  I still listen to them 

all the time.  

 

Thank you, Díre. 

 

Iõm trapped in the past, but the way I see it, any 

given music will always be new to someone. 

Obviously, whatõs currently happening with the 

industry is a bit sad, but thankfully, thereõs a 

plethora of amazing music that was put out long 

ago, and not so long ago. 

 

Well, I think weõve had several golden ages, 

starting with maybe Elizabeth I up until the 

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

70s.  I havenõt really seen anything since.  I 

mean, Nirvana was showing some promise 



52 
 

of a new wave, but it never really took off, it 

became too commercial too quickly.  

 

It did. As record companies often do, they 

immediately jumped on it and ôpackagedõ 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 .  Itõs a British 

novel based on the wild indulgences of the 

90s where the lifestyles of the record 

company people took precedence over the 

lifestyles 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 men didnõt get those 

kinds of salaries yet, and I didnõt get those 

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. I 

would say thatõs when it all came to an end, 

the 90s, the lack of cultural support from  the 

music business.  

That atmosphere I mentioned seems to be 

common in a good deal of both Marc Bolan and 

David Bowieõs material.  How much of that was 

down to your input as producer in common? 

 

George Martinõs role with the Beatles was 

very inspirational to me.  He was always 

described as the fifth Beatle.   I was kind of 

a maverick.  I was too smart to be a dumb 

rock and roller, and wasnõt authentic 

enough to be a rock and roller with , you 

know,  ôstreet credõ ð I fell in the cracks. I 

was a music student, I could read and write 

music, I could write arrangements, I could 

conduct, and I played a mean rock and roll 

bass and guitar. I suddenly saw my role 

with both Marc Bolan and David Bowie as 

that outside member of the group, having 

an influence on the structure of the songs, 

the arrangements of the songs, the coaching 

of the vocals. I did a real hands-on producer 

job, in the style of George Martin.  Possibly I 

got even more involved because we were 

approximately the same age whereas 

George Martin was like a generation older 

than the Beatles.  Thatõs why I wrote my 

book.  I had to tell my story about this.  To 

say, yes, I did a lot of that stuff, a lot of their 

music was part of me.  

 

Your input is very clear, and I donõt even think 

someone has to have a good ear to hear it.  But 

people tend to focus on the star ð the star often 

gets all the credit, which isnõt necessarily the 

starõs fault.  

 

Some of their fans think Iõm sounding big-

headed when I say I did anything, the 

engineering, the mixing, the string 

arrangements, the backing vocals, etc, but 

the proof of the pudding is that I was 

invited back over and over again. Iõve 

produced over a dozen Bowie albums, and 

about ten T. Rex Albums, and there would 

have been more, had he not died.  So I was 

welcomed back into the team all the time by 

both artists.  

 

Thereõs a strong presence there, but itõs not 

remotely overbearing. 
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I think my production is  very sympathetic.  

I wanted them to sound the best they could. 

And as I said, I had such bad experiences as 

a musician in the studio.  I found that my 

initial experiences with other producers 

were obstacles, and I 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 people can be control freaks.  Iõll admit that 

Iõm a control freak when it comes to my work, 

but fortunately, I jibe with most of the people I 

work with. It doesnõt always go that way, 

though. 

 

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

 

You do, and if youõre dealing with someone 

whoõs a creative Nazi youõre not going to get 

anywhere, youõre only going to butt heads. 

 

Of those two men ð Marc Bolan and David 

Bowie ð Marcõs enormous 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 

right. We had mutual respect for each 

otherõs ideas in the studio, it never felt like a 

job.  Like film, but  to a lesser extent, making 

a record is about teamwork. 

I agree, as you know, and itõs one of the reasons 

why I wanted to do this story on you.  

In keeping with the theme, how much were the 

unique sounds you helped to create conditioned 

by the limitations of the technology at the time? 

I was listening to the Beatles on my 

headphones on my way to the studio today, 

and whereas back in the 60s I thought the 

sound was fantastic, itõs actually quite 

wimpy now compared to todayõs massive 

bass low end and all that. But it was 

appropriate for the times, and it was 

groundbreaking at that time.  I donõt know 

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?  

I always managed to surround myself with 

great engineers. During my first year in 

London a learned engineering, too, and 

there was a nice free exchange of ideas. I 

was part of a London scene of producers 

and engineers, and I 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 

go around like wild fire, and weõd all be a 

part of it.  In the UK then, you could put out 

a finished record within a month  after 

making it.  So we were quickly testing our 

experiments on the radio, the ultimate ôold 

grey whistle testõ.  It was a great situation. 

[The British Tin Pan Alley referred to the 

public as ôthe old greysõ] 

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 ð 

too much bass would make the tone arm 

jump off the record.  

But the technology wasnõt too bad. 

Gradually it all improved, but Iõve always 

felt that the quality of the music itself was 

more important than the technology.  I used 
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to say you couldõve recorded Elton John on 

a manky cassette recorder and heõd still be a 

star. 

So, as the technology started to advance, you 

must have been a little excited? 

Yes, thereõs a part of me thatõs a geek, I love 

recording technology,  but it doesnõt run my 

life. 

Youõre undoubtedly aware that loads of people 

have memories evoked by the songs and albums 

you produced and contributed to.  For example, 

òThe Width of a Circleó always reminds me of 

tearing down Pacific Coast Highway in a stolen 

car, at 17-years-old.  Your bass playing on that 

song and the entire The Man Who Sold the 

World  album is magick. The interchange 

between the guitar and bass, Mick Ronson and 

yourself, was and still is unparalleled.  Where 

did you pull that from? 

Thank you.  I have to give full credit to 

Mick Ronson. I was a competent bass 

player. I played a lot of bass in New York, 

and had been playing since I was 13.  When 

we were form ing this rock trio , Hype, with 

him, Bowie, and myself, he said, òYouõve 

got to listen to Cream!ó Then he sat me 

down, and made me listen to the way Jack 

Bruce played bass, which he played on a 

short-scale bass, and you could bend the 

strings, like you can on a guitar.  Jack Bruce 

was one of the first lead bass players.  So, I 

had crash course in that with Mick Ronson 

egging me on, and I have him to thank. 

Both David and I thought Mick Ronsonõs 

suggestions were amazing. We walked into 

the studio for that album with weeks and 

weeks of rehearsal in our communal house 

behind us.  

Iõd like to tell one great story about the bass 

playing on The Man Who Sold the World .  I 

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 

my bass.  He was shaking his head around 

and going absolutely ape-shit. I had to tap 

him on the shoulder ð I couldnõt help it ð 

and say, òThatõs me playing bass!ó And he 

wouldnõt believe me, or couldnõt believe I 

was in his store.  He was expecting me to 

be, maybe, more English. I had to show him 

my driverõs license before he would believe 

me! (laughs) 

Thatõs hilarious! And not surprising...  

 

Switching gears a bit, letõs segue back to the 

industry. Obviously, the consumer often 

dictates what music is available or popular at 

any given time.  Some would argue that itõs at 

an all-time high, thus resulting in an all-time 

low in terms of quality.  How much do you think 

the development of musical expression has been 

influenced by the demographics of the 

marketplace?  

 

I have met some young songwriters who 

talk about that all the time, and they 

approach writing music in a very precise, 

business-like manner. That type of music 

sounds too much like a jingle, which is okay 

if youõre in the jingle business, but if youõre 

in the songwriting business, for the 

advancement of culture, Iõd like to think, 

you have to come from a different place 

than worrying mai nly about the 

demographic of who is going to hear it.  

 

I know itõs very important to think about 

this if you market for a living, but I canõt be 
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motivated only by that.  I have to work with 

an artist I love, and I donõt care if theyõre in 

the box or outside of the box, but preferably 

outside of the box, because I know that 

people respond to something thatõs 

different. I think the public is a lot smarter 

than the music industry thinks they are. 

Anything thatõs a huge hit is usually 

something that has a lot of originality.  You 

can make a perfectly good making music 

based on what is currently selling. You 

might get your music in films and all that, 

making big money on mechanicals without 

real substantial records sales.  People have 

bought big houses doing that, but it doesnõt 

impress me at all.  

 

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 

worl d.  They didnõt play it safe, they were 

daring. The Volkswagen Beetle, when that 

came out, was the most unlikely car, but it 

sold millions. Like, when Bowie wrote 

òSpace Oddityó ð whoever wrote a song 

like that before?  You wouldnõt get a song 

like that if  you were a slave to market 

research.  I remember his manager went up 

to a play-it -safe songwriter once and said, 

òWhy donõt you write a song like òSpace 

Oddityó?  Look what a big hit it is?ó And 

the songwriter replied, òWell, I can now!ó 

(laughs) 

 

I think  the maverick will always lead the 

way.   Unfortunately today fewer and fewer 

are getting through the cracks in pop music.  

 

Now this leads into another question. Everyone 

seems to be in a band these days, without adding 

anything new or particularly relevant.  Do you 

think modern music has reached an impasse? 

 

Yes.  But I think anyone can be in a band, 

and they should be. And I think music 

played at home should be an ideal, itõs 

something we did in the 50s.  Unfortunately 

they have the facilities to flood the Internet 

with tons of bad music. You know what I 

mean? Itõs like those people who arenõt very 

serious, but they can put music on iTunes 

for the hell of it.  I call it òclogging the 

arteries,ó as it doesnõt really compete with 

great artists, but it slow s the circulation 

down quite a bit.  

Itõs a double-edged sword. I completely agree 

with you, yet at the same time, it does enable 

people to get their work out there, and for 

listeners to be able to find it.  The ratio between 

the bad and the good, though, as you said, itõs 

overloaded with the former.  

It is.  For instance, say youõre looking for the 

band Arctic Monkeys, and you put it in 

Google, and youõll come up with about 

100,000 tags of other groups who say, 

òSounds like Arctic Monkeys.ó  If thatõs not 

clogged arteries, then I donõt know what is.  

That seems to be where itõs gone.  A lot of artists 

and bands want us to review their music for the 

magazine ð and we rarely even do reviews, I 

should add ð and itõs always, òI / We sound like 

so and so.ó Whether itõs good or bad, I donõt 

want to hear someone who sounds like someone 

else anyway. Iõd rather listen to unique 

creations, or listen to the artists these people are 

claiming to sound like. 

Exactly. Well, itõs kind of created an 

alternative to the music business, just 

people sharing their files, usually giving 

away their music for free, which devalues 
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everyone who is serious in this business.  I 

mean the banks donõt give away money, 

and you have to pay for your deodorant 

and everything elseé (laughs) 

Are there any current artists or bands that you 

like?  

I went through an in love out of love  ð as 

opposed to love/hate  ð relationship with 

Arcade Fire. Bowie turned me onto them 

initially and I 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 impact on me because I wasnõt 

loving anything at the time.  The album was 

Funeral. They are a very self contained 

group with ethics and, since I was 

galvanized during the Hippy/Summer of 

Love era, I was thrilled by their authenticity  

ð the real deal.  I 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, I give people 

a second chance.   

I have been a champion for Kristeen Young 

for several years.  Disclosure:  I produce her 

records, but I am a fan nevertheless.  She is 

a very ethical artist and composer. She 

couldõve done anything instantly 

commercially acceptable with her versatile 

skills, from being a dance music artist to a 

Christian music artis t, 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 ð she puts all this into her very 

startling and unique version of Pop/Rock. 

Her lyrics are equally unique.  

I am very taken in by Larkin Grimm, 

another versatile 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. I 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. I highly recommend the CD she 

made wi th Michael Gira, her producer.  It is 

called Parplar . Disclosure: Iõm playing a 

bass on her new, self-produced album.  

I love the 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 l hear Youngõs and Lanoisõ vintage 

collection recorded at their throatiest best! 

Iõve been a Young fan since the 60s. 

Itõs safe to assume that artists and bands are 

constantly accosting you to listen to their music, 

but where do you go to find  new music?  Do 

you spend any time at all looking for it, or does 

it all come to you?  

Well, having a Facebook page, I canõt avoid 

new music. (laughs) I closed down my 

MySpace page because I was under attack 

with constant barrage of demos. òHey Tony, 

check us out, post on our page what you 

think.ó 

Iõd pick one at random and listen to it, and 

would write back and say, òWell, nothing 

exceptional.ó I wasnõt trying to be insulting. 

Usually, I would get a nice letter back 

saying, òGosh, thank you for even 
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listening!ó But for  real bad demos Iõd 

sometimes write a word of faux 

encouragement, like, òHave you considered 

taking guitar lessons?ó Or something like 

that. (laughs) 

And Facebook seems to have picked up where 

MySpace left off.  I have people sending links on 

a regular basis, asking me to listen to their 

music.  Actually being in the music business, Iõd 

imagine youõre being approached around the 

clock. 

Yes, I get links sent to me on Facebook all 

the time. And Iõm being a little more 

cautious on there now.  In the beginning , I 

thought I would fr iend a lot of people who 

were musicians and engineers, and fans of 

artists I produced, but now I have over 4000 

friends, and only interact with about 100 or 

so.  But it works out as a promotional tool 

for the artists I currently work w ith.      

Thatõs partly what itõs for.  I think the trick is to 

find a balance. 

Iõve made some really nice friends, people I 

wouldnõt have met any other way.  And out 

of those 100 people I mentioned, some of 

them I correspond with regularly whom 

Iõve never met in person. So, I got the 

friendship out of it, but youõd think out of 

4000 friends, Iõd have more òfriends.ó 

(laughs) 

But when you have something ð and Iõm in a 

similar situation, on a much lesser scale ð that 

people want to be a part of, youõre going to get 

approached. As PARAPHILIA continues to 

grow, more and more people want to be a part of 

it. And itõs been fantastic for finding people, 

donõt get me wrong ð weõve found many 

talented artists, writers, photographers, etc 

through social networking sites ð but the 

solicitation can be a bit overwhelming at times. 

You know whatõs changed a lot in the music 

business, and your business too, is that say, 

20 years ago, people would have to go 

through your secretary, theyõd have to find 

all kinds of phone numbers and addresses 

to get to you in the first place.  I viewed that 

as a test, like walking on hot coals, it was a 

rite of passage. If you got to an A&R person 

with your music, or you had a team or 

manager that got to them ð first of all, you 

had to convince so many people, so many 

gate keepers at so many levels that youõre 

worthy of getting that shot at making a 

record. And that old school method 

produced some fine artists, it has made 

some great, great music, as you know. 

Nowadays, you can go on Facebook, and 

write a letter directly to Phil Ramone, 

saying òHi Phil! I think youõd like my music 

ð check it out, dude!ó 

And youõre incredibly approachable, friendly, 

and interactive with people on there, which can 

be problematic, because some will abuse it. 

Yes, but Iõm cool with it in the sense that 

Iõm not afraid to be real with people.  And I 

donõt care if they think Iõm a horrible person 

because I donõt like their music. Tough 

tittie, you know? (laughs) Usually when I 

reject someone, though, I give them some 

positive feedback, an opportunity to 

improve. Occasionally, occasionally, some 

people have sent me something so incredibly 

bad, the worst words I used were like,  òAre 

you kidding?ó I mean, what are they 

thinking, I can wave a magic wand and turn 

them into Prince? (laughs) 
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And sometimes I get an email from 

someone saying, òI sent you my music a 

week ago, and you havenõt responded?ó 

And I will say to people like tha t, òYou 

know something, Iõm not an application! 

Iõm real. I do this for a living, not as a 

Facebook service!ó But I listen for at least 

three minutes to everything that is sent to 

me. If itõs something that I feel is right for 

me, Iõll listen to more and send back 

comments.   

I think thatõs more than fair.  I mean, it would 

be a full-time job if you sat down and listened to 

every single song or demo that came in. 

Yes, some producers charge for this, for 

listening and sending back an evaluation 

report.  Iõm not there for that.  You know, 

itõs more organic for me.  If I like it, I like it ð 

sometimes if I donõt like their profile photo, 

which tells me a lot ð Iõm not going to listen 

to it at all. (laughs) 

So, are you someone who has to be immediately 

drawn to something, or can it grow on you? For 

example, when someone sends you a song or 

demo, and wants you to produce them, how does 

that work? 

I am immediately drawn to something.  

Okay, it has to click right away. You have to 

hear something, whatever that may be, and you 

may not even be able to describe it. 

It takes about 30 seconds.  When I get badly 

made demos on CDs they would make 

great Frisbees. 

Have there been projects youõve done simply to 

get a paycheck? Or have they mostly been 

projects youõre drawn to, people youõve wanted 

to work with no matter what? 

Iõve tried doing productions just for a 

paycheck, and it doesnõt work out.  If my 

heart isnõt in it, I canõt do a good job. 

Fortunately ð and this applies to an earlier 

question ð I get new music presented to me 

all the time, I really donõt have to look for it. 

It comes to me.  I have a great manager, and 

he knows what my parameters are.  

For example, I was offered that quasi 

operatic group Il Divo. I said to my 

manager, òI love opera too much to do Il 

Divo.  I love music too much to do Il Divo.ó 

And that would have been a great 

paycheck.  I would have had two homes by 

now. 

When I pick someone to work with, there 

does have to be a budget there, there has to 

be enough money there. Studios cost money 

and I do have bills to pay. But I only 

produce music that I like.  Some I like more 

than others, but I have a wide range of 

tolerance. I could like something maybe 

70% and still want to do the job. And 

usually the parts I donõt like much, Iõll work 

harder to make them really good.  

Okay, now thatõs led my mind(s) here:  Nature 

versus Nurture ð musically speaking.  Music is 

subjective, but some people can be undeniably 

talented, even if one doesnõt personally care for 

their creative offerings.  Assuming thereõs such 

a thing as an inborn gift or aptitude for music, 

how important is that compared to what can be 

taught?  Or do you think the two are or need to 

be interconnected to some degree? 

Talent is hard to arrive at as a quotient.  

Humans have many specific talents, you 

have to be honest about what they are.  No 

one given human has all the talents in the 

human experience. 
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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 , 

like the Beatles and Brian Wilson did. But 

you are limited in that you can teach 

yourself to play a Radiohead song but you 

canõt possibly learn a Mozart concerto 

without classical training.  It isnõt that folk 

and pop/rap/rock musicians arenõt trained, 

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, I always had a 

problem singing in tune , although some do 

that effortlessly.  My rock training was of 

the informal variety, but I 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 ð my ears were fine, but my 

throat was tight.  

But it doesnõt matter if one is trained 

formally or informally, art is mostly about 

expressing emotions, ideas, philosophies ð 

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.   

 

Expression is indeed the driving force, which 

leads us into the next question. Itõs common 

knowledge that creative people can be ôdifficultõ 

to varying degrees.  Where do you draw the line 

in terms of working with ôdifficultõ people? 

Presumably, there are cases where you wonõt 

know how ôdifficultõ these people are until youõre 

knee-deep in the process, but do you have any 

rules ð for lack of a better word ð going in? 

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 short? I love single-

mindedness. Itõs easy to say, òI have 

thousands of ideas,ó then, òLetõs try this, no 

this, no that,ó anybody can play that game.  

I am a very decisive person and I respond to 

like minds.  I can try several variations on a 

theme, but not try, try, try all day long like a 

monkey at a typewriter.   I often see or hear 

the finished product in my head and then, 

when I am clear, I proceed to make it 

happen.  Iõm not a psychic, I listen to artists 

very carefully when we are discussing the 

project beforehand and I take notes.  I 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.  I 

encourage the artists to fill in their ideas 

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.  I 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 I have had 

were with gr oups and individuals who had 

a drug or alcohol problem. I donõt want to 

mention any names, but people who are 
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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.  I wasnõt an 

angel in those days either, but I postponed 

my ôpartyõ until after the sessions, I guess 

thatõs how I got through those difficult 

hours. Since then Iõve stopped working with 

intoxicated people because Iõm sober eleven 

years.  

So itõs really a question of you being able to deal 

with the people enough to get done what needs 

to get done. 

 

Yes.  And divas are no problem for me.  I 

can deal with that energy. Itõs just energy 

that needs focusing.  Iõve worked with divas 

all my life.  

 

As the readers can see, youõre open about your 

struggles with substance abuse, and more 

important, your sobriety, which I think is highly 

commendable. As you know, Iõve followed a 

similar path in both respects, but some people 

prefer to either keep quiet about it or pretend it 

never happened. In present times, addiction 

seems to be simultaneously glorified and reviled 

ð often depending on whether the person is 

famous or not.  What are your thoughts on that? 

How itõs viewed as ôcoolõ in the eyes of some and 

the stigmatization that can be attached to people 

who not only abuse drugs, but those who seek 

treatment as well? 

Letõs get this straight from the start.  

Famous or not famous, addiction recovery 

should not be stigmati zed. I find that the 

stigma is self-imposed, mostly.  I think 

those around you are relieved once you 

made up your mind to seek help and your 

cover-ups never worked.  

My struggle with my addictive nature 

started with, of course, lying about it . It 

started one night, I was 15, when I got my 

first buzz from alcohol, went back onto the 

bandstand with my group of musicians and 

my fingers seemed to take on a magical life 

of their own. I was drunk, but I thought I 

was brilliant.  For several years thereafter I 

sought to balance my professional life 

whilst maintaining that buzz.  This led to a 

menu of weed, pills ð straight to mainlining 

smack in a short space of three years. I 

became streetwise in no time, my junkie 

ôfriendsõ were at least ten years older than 

me.  But, for some reason I had the most 

incredible ôstraightõ act at a very early age.  I 

could deceive people into believing 

everything w as alright.  By the time I was 

21 I had quit and gone back to smack at 

least five different times, sometimes by free 

will , aided by a bent doctor who gave out 

Methadone scripts for a paltry sum.  This 

was before there were programs in place, 

but twelve  pills would successfully wean 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 I tried to quit.  I 

would stay off it for months.  Then I would 

feel I was strong enough not to get strung 

out again, but weekend ôchippingõ quickly 

led to full blown addiction again.  I was 

leading a double life and managed to keep 

this all a secret from my parents, even after 

they found my ôworksõ in a shoebox under 

my bed.  I was an extremely good liar, even 

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 I was inducted into the 
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army at 21, opiates were found in my blood. 

In 1965 that was an automatic 4F 

classification. I had to agree to group 

therapy meetings and there I 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, I got cured fast and I got 

out!   

Things went well for about ten  years, but by 

the early 70s I was drinking a lot and a 

moderate coke user. Well, letõs put it this 

way, who wasnõt?  I was living in London, I 

was very successful and there was the 

general opinion shared by all of us 

ôhipstersõ that coke wasnõt addictive.  What 

a bunch of assholes we were, my cool 

crowd and me.  I was aware of AA, but to 

admit I had an addiction problem was 

something worse than death to me.  I had to 

be seen as in control, a smooth operator, a 

cool dude, Mr. N ice Guy ð I couldnõt 

consider the imagined disgrace.   

Letõs fast forward to 1999.  For a long time I 

couldnõt remember a day without drinking.  

I managed to stop smoking cigarettes 

around 1984 and cocaine about a year after.  

But I was living in London, w here 

alcoholism goes mostly unnoticed and 

awkwardly ignored. ôFancy a pint?õ was, 

and still is, a euphemism for ôletõs get 

fucking smashed again ð same as last night.õ 

Even when I moved back to the USA in 

1989 I still thought like a Jack-The-Lad Brit 

and couldnõt admit to having a real problem 

until I was finally bloated, overweight and 

sick. I felt old and defeated. My third 

marriage was on the rocks and, funnily 

enough, I went to my first AA meeting with 

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

drunk  or sober, it became clear it was not a 

good marriage. My partner and I cou ldnõt 

be more incompatible. Alcohol was the glue 

that held it together.  It couldnõt be saved.  

But being sober gave me a strength I didnõt 

think I had anymore. I 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 I was one 

of those people.  The most liberating words 

I have ever said in my life were, òMy name 

is Tony, and Iõm an alcoholic.ó You know, 

no one thought less of me, no one said I was 

a failure, no one judged me, no one looked 

down on me.  Instead, I was applauded in a 

full room of happy faces.  This was the best 

thing I couldõve done at this critical time of 

my life, emotionally and spiritually.   

That was eleven years ago.  It has been 

eleven years of confronting all the possible 

excuses when I couldõve jumped back into 

booze ð holidays like Christmas and New 

Years, anniversaries, birthdays, weddings, 

losing both my parents, arguments, 

anguish, depression attacks, fear, 

catastrophes.  For some reason, the mental 

energy I used to seek getting high flipped 

180 degrees and now keeps me sober.   

So, I guess I got off on my personal history 

rather than answering this question 

objectively.  But Iõm glad Iõm alive to tell my 

story.  If it helps to save just one other soul, 

I donõt care who knows what Iõve been 

through, even if itõs the headline of The 

Daily Trashburger.  
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That was absolutely beautiful, and as far as Iõm 

concerned, one can never be too personal when it 

comes to this. Being honest about it can be so 

damn liberating. Itõs a shame that our society 

discourages it. Speaking from experience, I think 

people can be critical when someone gets 

treatment, because youõre automatically 

branded.  Itõs human nature to judge, but in this 

case itõs just wrong, since it may discourage 

people from seeking help.  I mean, Iõve always 

found it curious that the word ôAnonymousõ has 

to be in there in the first place.  

I know.  I think the ôAnonymousõ part came 

up in a period when there was a lot of 

disgrace associated with it. AA was 

invented in the 30s, and of course, back then 

you couldnõt admit to anything that could 

be perceived as shameful. And I think it 

continued well into the most liberal era, like 

the 60s. People werenõt willing to admit that 

they were any kind of addict, yet it was 

such a liberal environment. I donõt think 

recovery will ever be totally free of stigma 

and disgrace, but when people like myself 

go public with it, I only see that as passing 

on something so beneficial, like òThere but 

for the grace of god went I.ó  But these are 

the best times I have lived through where 

general public support for recovery and 

rehab programs is really high. Everyone has 

an addict in their family.  And man, I want 

to tell the world that this is so good, and so 

available, and itõs free ð specifically talking 

about AA or NA.  Some people need more 

drastic measures, and I acknowledge that, 

but I think it suits most people, if theyõre 

willing to step up to the plate and admit 

they have a problem.  

It definitely penetrates you, whether you stick 

with the program or not, which I didnõt.  When I 

went through rehab as a kid, part of the 

treatment, in addition to the one-on-one and 

group therapy sessions, were the 12-Step 

meetings. I was attending at least two 

sometimes three a day.  So even though I didnõt 

stay clean, it had penetrated me. And I 

remember one of the counselors saying that even 

if you go back out and use again, your addiction 

is ruined ð in a good way . What happens in 

the meetings gets under your skin, and youõll 

never be able to go back to using drugs the same 

way again.  And he was right. 

I like that way of looking at it.  

It may be different now, but when I finally did 

get clean, I was encouraged to lie about my 

addicted past. I was told it would be detrimental, 

and if I ever expected to get anywhere, no matter 

what I decided to pursue, I absolutely had to lie. 

I donõt know if itõs any different for public 

figures, if theyõre viewed with more tolerance. 

Perhaps it depends on the person. 

I donõt think it makes any difference. 

So you think thereõs a general intolerance.  

Then, as I mentioned, on the other end of the 

spectrum, you get fans who think itõs somehow 

ôcoolõ when famous people are strung-out, when 

the truth is itõs pure hell becoming a slave to 

controlling substances and having your life spin 

out of control. These people are ð or were, in the 

case of far too many ð tru ly lost, yet theyõre 

elevated to a god-like status.  Whatõs your take 

on that? 

Well, take Amy Winehouse , for example. 

Her life and death were tragic yet 

glamorized. The difference between being 

famous and anonymous is that you might  

be just as fucked up as the stars, but you can 

avoid making the headlines .  Winehouse 

was vilified, glamorized and 

compassionately eulogized in her short life. 
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Her death was inevitable.   Some addicts are 

adamant that they donõt want to be saved.  

They have an overwhelming death w ish. 

And when youõre caught up in it, you have 

minimal regard for the gift that is life ð youõre 

almost not even aware of it ð which can cause 

you to push yourself to a point where it could 

indeed kill you, many times over. 

Yes, I was terribly irresponsible in my teens.  

Itõs amazing I survived. I couldnõt imagine 

being on that regimen now.  Fuck! (laughs) 

I know! And in my case, it wasnõt merely the 

immoderate consumption of drugs. I was doing 

crazy shit, like when I tried to drive a motorcycle 

into a lamppost. I was on PCP, and truly 

believed it was what I needed to do at that 

moment. I donõt know if you ever tried PCP? 

Wow. (laughs) No, I never tried it.  

Lucky you. It propels you into a horrible state. 

And the odd part about it was that I hated the 

drug intensely, yet I kept using it. Did you ever 

have a drug like that? That you absolutely hated, 

but couldnõt stop using? 

In my case that would be heroin.  Heroin 

has a specific nature to it, it is truly habit 

forming.  It changes your blood chemistry, 

so I akin heroin to becoming a vampire , it 

changes what you are. I donõt think any 

other drug does that quite so intensely. 

Opiates become part of your bloodõs 

molecular structure, and when you take it 

away youõll suffer greatly if you canõt get 

more.  I donõt think cocaine is like that, but 

itõs definitely the strongest psychologically 

addictive drug out there. Maybe alcohol 

changes the molecular structure of your 

blood as well, because some people do go 

into DTs when going cold turkey.  

I firmly b elieve that some of us are born 

with a certain brain structure.  Some of us 

are drawn to addiction.  The only successful 

control of addiction is COMPLET E 

abstinence.  That is the straight up AA way 

of thinking.    

Iõve encountered plenty of people who 

oversimplify it by saying itõs a choice, that 

addicts can just stop, and as you know itõs not 

that easy. Thereõs a physical process at work 

here.  I know in my case, I would wake up first 

thing in the morning, every morning, and I had 

to have the drugs, like oxygen. 

Same here.  And no, itõs not that easy, but it 

depends on clarity, and youõre often not 

clear when youõre taking drugs.  You need 

to have that little window or opening, give 

it a chance, which starts, classically, with 

one day at a time. 

Absolutely. For me, that window was an 

unexpected ôinterventionõ of sorts. 

I never met or knew anyone who was in AA 

until about two years before I finally gave 

up drinking. I had two very dear friends 

who revealed they were in AA.  And for me 

it was shock, horror .  I said, òGod youõre so 

normal!ó (laughs) I would apologize to 

them about being a heavy drinker, and 

both, in their own way said, òThatõs not for 

me to judge you, I love you.ó And Iõm 

telling you, that was pivotal.  I wasnõt quite 

ready to give up then, but within two years, 

I did.  

Did you feel as though you were just stumbling 

through life? I was. 

Yes, I was stumbling towards the next 

drink.  I was incredibly unhappy.  I felt that 

my career was over, plus all the other 
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insecurities that can hit a person in their 50s, 

or at any age. And as I told you, my 

revelation was that I couldnõt remember 

how long it had been since I hadnõt had a 

drink ð not a day went by.  But Iõm a kind of 

curious person by nature, so, in 1999, I 

decided to just experiment and go one day 

without alcohol. And maybe Iõm blessed 

with good genes or something, but I didnõt 

shake or crack up, and I actually slept pretty 

well.  And I said, òMy god, that wasnõt as 

bad as thought it was going to be!ó That 

was the day after Christmas, Boxing Day.  

So how did you resume the helm and get your 

life back on track?  And when your addiction 

and unhappy marriage were seemingly 

devouring you, did you ever lose touch with the 

music?   

No, I was always in touch with my musical 

nature all along, my salvation, and my 

solace was that I had built this expensive 

music studio in the basement of my house, 

which was like my private òdenó and I was 

also making a living down there. But my 

energy as a human being was bad. The 

situation I was in ð both the alcoholism and 

marr iage ð was extremely unhealthy.  When 

I went to my first AA meeting, I realized 

that I had to change it all, and my energy 

changed immediately. When I was sober, 

even for a day, my energy just changed, and I 

was thinking clearly, and then I could see 

the wood for the trees.  And little by little I 

got out of the whole muck and mire of the 

situation. When my energy changed, and 

my life circumstances changed, and I 

became a more positive person, 

miraculously, the phone started to ring and 

good projects were offered to me.  And the 

best thing that happened was in 2001, when 

my old frie nd David Bowie phoned me and 

he said, òLetõs make a new album.ó My 

gosh, a better thing couldnõt have 

happened, especially at the time. That 

album was Heathen, which is a wonderful 

album, and making it was a great 

experience for everyone involved. It marked 

the beginning of the good space Iõm still in. 

Itõs not the first time my old friend was a 

catalyst for me. 

Thatõs wonderful and the fact that you pulled 

yourself together and began to soar again is 

truly admirable.  A lot of people never recover, 

and only fall into deeper pits of hell.  

And this brings us back to the musicé 

You were a musician first ð beginning at a very 

young age ð with aspirations of doing that for a 

living, before embarking on what would turn 

out to be an incredibly successful career as a 

producer. Do you still compose/create/record 

any personal music at all?  And are there plans 

to release any of it? 

I never did anything but music and I trie d 

lots of the many occupations within it.  I 

wanted to be a rock and roll star, like 

Buddy Holly or Elvis.  As I got better on the 

double bass I thought I 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.  I also played a few years as a 

bassist in a cabaret band.  Yeah, I could play 

jazz alright, but I couldnõt make a living 

that way.   

From about 12-years-old I started 

composing.  My first song was an anti sack 

dress protest song, òShe wore a sack dress 

and it donõt please, oh baby, take off that 
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chemise.ó  If  only I knew John Waters then!  

I had a great guitar teacher, Leon Block.  He 

taught me both classical and jazz guitar and 

how to read music.  I wro te a small book of 

complicated jazz pieces I named quite 

randomly, òDreams Of Doris,ó òKidney and 

Liver Blues,ó and the ever forgetful òA La 

Mer, Sur Un Jour Brumeux.ó   

Then I 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 wr iters Lieber and 

Stoller.  We made two disastrous singles for 

RCA, did some months of live gigs.  Then I 

got a job offer I couldnõt refuse, to work in 

London in 1967. The time and place 

couldnõt have been better for starting a 

career as a record producer.   

My song writing and visions of stardom 

were put on a shelf.  I did make a solo 

album in the late 70s called Viscontiõs 

Inventory , and I found I was a bad 

producer of mysel f and a bad judge of 

material. I could do this job perfectly for 

anyone else, but not for myself.  In the 90s I 

teamed up with two artist s as a co-writer 

and producer. They were Annie Haslam, 

from the Art Rock group Renaissance and 

Richard Barone, from the Hoboken group, 

The Bongos.  Apart from fun they werenõt 

successes, as neither artist had the muscle of 

a big label behind them. 

These past few years I have been inspired to 

write songs again and I have seven Iõm 

really fond of.  Two were written six years 

ago, but five have been written in the past 

few months.  I have begun recording them 

and I will try to get an albumõs worth of 

material recorded this year.  I think I now 

have the ability to be self-critical.  Another 

happy creative opportunity is being invited 

to write songs with Alejandro Escovedo. 

Iõve produced his two last albums, but this 

is the first time Iõve been asked to co-write.   

Also, writing my autobiography was so 

enlightening and educational. I w as both 

encouraged and coached by a couple of 

literary friends, namely Cynthia Morgan 

and Richard Havers, to write more.  For 

several reasons I 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 

could have ended some treasured 

friendships. I thought I could use those 

outtakes by fictionalizing them in a novel.   

Instead I discovered I had a passionate, 

personal agenda about the pop music 

culture/industry that I wa nted to explore 

and now the novel is an entirely different 

book.  It is outlined, some trial chapters are 

written but I need to book time for myself to 

finish this, enforce a deadline. The final 

months of writing my biography had to be 

booked, I had to stop producing music ð 

otherwise I wouldõve never made my 

publisherõs deadline. 

Fantastic about the book and songs, I look 

forward to the finished products.  

Now letõs talk ôInspirationsõ ð which is a word 

Iõm personally ambivalent about.  I use it more 

in the ôstimulusõ rather than ôinfluenceõ sense. 

There are obviously musical inspirations, but 
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Iõm curious to know if you have any 

inspirational sources beyond music? For 

example, certain aspects of my writing are 

inspired by the films of John Cassavetes and 

Robert Bresson, among others. Have you ever 

been inspired by something other than music? 

Iõd say films. I think if I wasnõt making 

music, Iõd be making films.  When I make 

an album, I like to work closely with the 

lyrics, and Iõll see the lyrics in the form of a 

movie. I 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 I try to build a 

soundscape, as if the lyrics were actually a 

picture, and having the music refle ct that.  I 

donõt just make goofy sounds for the sake of 

it.  The music has to lift up the lyrics, it has 

to frame them, elevate them, and highlight 

them. In my teens I studied the Schillinger 

system of composition, a quasi-scientific 

combination of math and music. It rendered 

emotions as mathematical equations with a 

device called a mood clock.  Since I sucked 

at math, I 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. 

Okay, so youõre seeing an image or a series of 

images in your head.  

When youõre making decisions regarding 

whatever it is youõre doing ð arranging, 

recording, mixing, etc ð does it have to just feel 

right, without having to analyze it much?  

I understand that everyone has a different 

process, but I usually donõt do something 

until I hear it or see it internally, and then 

itõs just a matter getting it down.  And when 

I do get inspiration ð it might be two in the 

morning, or I might be on my roof doing 

Taiji ð if itõs a really good idea, Iõll stop and 

write it down. I am in the habit of doing 

this, because I have forgotten things.  And 

Iõd rather not admit this, but a lot of my best 

ideas happen in the bathroom. (laughs) 

So thereõs a definite visual process going on, in 

addition to the sound process.  

Yes. Like if someone says, òI want you to 

write strings for this song.ó Iõll listen to the 

song on my headphones about three or four 

times, and then Iõll leave it.  Then the next 

day Iõll come back and will hear almost the 

entire arrangement.  I know when the cellos 

are going come in, when the violins are 

going to come in, how the violas will 

support harmonically . Then I 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 about it. Iõve been working on my book 

since 2004. Itõs turned into Proust ð Iõll be dead 

before itõs done. 

Aww. (laughs) Well, Iõve been working on 

my new one for quite a while too.  

Now how do you work on that?  Do you set 

aside some time every day, or simply jump in 

whenever you feel inspired?  

I think abo ut it all the time. The characters 

are now alive in my head.  I think about my 
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storyline as if it really happened.  I have no 

plan, Iõm writing in spurts.  But the desire to 

finish it persists. I feel if I had  food and 

shoulder massages delivered to me for a full 

week I could finish the damn thing.  As I 

said, I need to book some book finishing 

time.  In my first book I found my ôvoice.õ 

At first I wondered if I should write like 

Bukowski and lately Iõve been completely 

intimidated by Dickens. But I know I 

should trust the voice in my head.  I will do 

that. 

Thatõs what I do.  I love Vladimir Nabokov, and 

a lot of his writing is like that.  It doesnõt matter 

who the character is, you feel as though heõs 

speaking to you directly when you read it. 

Whoever the character, his own conversational 

ability is in there, which I think is important. 

Some of the greatest lyricists Iõve worked 

with ð Bowie, Morrissey, and Bolan ð were 

excellent conversationalists.  In the studio 

some conversations would be fodder for 

song lyrics I might be recording an hour 

later! 

Out of curiosity, are there any albums you 

wished youõd produced but didnõt? 

 

I always fancied working with mega poets 

like Bob Dylan, Leonard Cohen and Joni 

Mitchell, but then Iõm so happy Iõm a fan, 

because it is true, once you meet your idols 

you get a little disappointed. There are a 

few people Iõd like to remain as my idols.  

 

Bowie has been a good friend and a 

colleague for over 40 years now.  Probably, 

if I never met him or worked with him Iõd 

idolize him too .  He sends me really cool 

music to listen to via emails, and thatõs not 

really changed since the early days of our 

friendship when heõd play me real obscure 

pieces of music from his vinyl 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.  I really liked them both.  We 

donõt always agree, but thatõs okay. (laughs) 

 

So he keeps up with whatõs going on out there in 

the music world. 

 

Yes, he really does, and always did. 

 

Whatõs in the pipeline production-wise?  

 

Well, there is Alejandro Escovedoõs album, 

our third together.  We are going to have 

our second writing session soon. This is 

very therapeutic for me as Alejandro and I 

have had similar paths. 

 

I recently came back from London where I 

worked with a wonderful young group, 

Prima Donna, and we made an 80s style 

single.  Hopefully Iõll get to make an album 

with them.  I have also spoken to Morrissey 

about the possibility of making a second 

album with him but nothing is planned. I 

also met a fantastic group while I was there, 

Films of Colour.  We are planning to start 

an album later this year in one of my 

favorite studios, St. Claire, in Lexington, 

KY. 

 

I am enjoying the way the latest Kristeen 

Young (KRISTEENYOUNG) EP is being 

received.  She has been promoting in Los 

Angeles, New York and London.  She also 

opened for Morrisseyõs tour again, this time 

solo with just her keyboard, but itõs a 

magical one.  We are talking about her next 
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album being recorded in the analog realm.  

Iõm all for it. 

 

I have an album coming out soon by a 

young folk singer called Debbie Clarke.  

Weõve also written two songs together, the 

rest of the songs are a combination of pop 

standards and some specially written for 

her. We met via email. I loved her 

melancholy voice, but I tried to put her off 

because she lived on a remote farm near 

Wales and I 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, I 

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 went to my daughter Jessicaõs 

studio in Cardiff to record her vocals, whilst 

I coached her via SKYPE ð probably the 

greatest benefit of the Internet.  These two 

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 I remain friends with Mr. 

Bowie, who hasnõt recorded a new album 

for eight  years, I will never give up hope 

that one day the phone wil l ring with a 

certain request. A kid from Brooklyn can 

dream, canõt he? 

 

There are other projects in the works, but it 

is too early to talk about them. 

 

As your fans may already know, in February 

you received The Joe Meek Award for 

Innovation in Production from The Music 

Producers Guild.  How did that feel? And what 

are your thoughts on ôawards for artõ in 

general?  

The music award system is like a rite of 

passage and a huge PR boost in one.  I have 

been involved with the Grammys as the 

president of the New York board of 

NARAS, a national trustee and a national 

vice chairman. NA RAS 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 

popular and the biggest sellers. But there 

nearly 100 awards, Iõve lost count, and most 

of them are given off the air. Iõm not cynical, 

I have one myself and Iõm proud of it.   

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.  I am pleased 

to have been given an award for innovation, 

kind of a lifetime achievement awar d. That 

is exactly what I started out to do in the 60s.  

It was nice to receive confirmation from my 

peers and even some of my teachers were in 

that audience.  Listen, itõs a great feeling to 

win a prestigious award.  

And you have indeed been innovative in the eyes 

of many. It goes without saying that you were 

born to make music.  Will you continue to do so 

until you take your last breath, or for as long as 
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youõre able? And if for some reason you do retire 

at some point, even partially, what will you do? 

 

I would rather die before I lost my hearing.  

I love what I do more than ever.  Right now 

I feel I have better mental energy than when 

I was 40. If deafness came before death then 

Iõd jump headlong into writing, I wouldnõt 

waste a moment.  

 

I have trained as an Alexander Technique 

teacher and I teach when I have time to take 

on students, but I would teach mo re if I 

couldnõt make records. I love the health 

benefits Iõve had from practicing taiji (Tai 

Chi) on a daily basis and would probably 

teach that too.  I 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 Iõve had in my life.  There were 

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 

the past ð on the Red Armyõs turf. Getting 

in and out of there felt very dangerous.  But  

the way we felt in the studio  ð it was one of 

the most positive experiences Iõve ever had 

in a studio. We felt heroic, and itõs no 

wonder the album is called Heroes. The 

previous Bowie album was Low . By 

contrast that was a dark and heavy 

experience.   

 

It was such a great experience making 

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 canõt get 

fresher lyrics than that.  Davidõs band was 

in peak form, Brian Eno and Robert Fripp 

contributed vastly to the sound and David 

and I 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 

òTrilogyó that is the only one that was made 

entirely in Berlin.  

 

Iõm very lucky to do this for a living, 

because every new album is an enlightening 

experience.  Iõm always learning something 

new.  I never make a record the same way 

twice. I unashamedly listen to my 

productions from the past over and over 

again, because I even learn new things from 

that process.  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 
currents keeping the feelings of being overwhelmed bright and in.your.face. Thereõs the list: a 
child, a habit, 3 jobs, babysitters, no car, no this no that, itõs utter failure before you start, a hole 
you try to climb out every day and find yourself at the bottom of every night. Itõs becoming 
anyone youõre around; laughing too loud to hide the scream that never subsides. I understand 
the word ôrelentlessõ. I live the word ôaloneõ. 
 
 
Iõll jump on your bandwagon  
Ride your coattails home 
Share your deepest secret 
And carve your name in stone 
Iõll steal into long distance 
Iõll install a private line  
Iõll catch the obscene caller 
From the tap put on the phone 
Iõll censor correspondence  
Iõll request youõre left alone 
Iõll move you to a trailer 
And that will be your home  
Iõll break the 10 commandments 
And commit a mortal sin  
Iõll beg for Godõs forgiveness 
Then Iõll do it all again 
Iõll get you hooked on poker 
And pour you drinks of gin  
Iõll take you for your money  
And never let you win  
Iõll be your guardian angel 
Iõll catch a falling star 
Iõll offer you the heavens 
Still you wonõt say who you are 
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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 learn from it.  Never draw attention to yourself unless youõre absolutely.positively 
certain. Always try to be last. Chances are if someone else survived so will you.    
 
You live the life of Reilly  
And try to make believe  
All you have to offer  
Is hidden up your sleeve 
But I donõt want to be your victim #3 
Donõt pressure me 
 
You push your weight around  
And you muscle all your friends  
All you have to offer  
Is the money you wonõt lend 
And I donõt want to be your victim #3 
Donõt pressure me 
 
 
 
WORDS IN.  
 
òYou took me from 
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 a queen 
riches to rags 
 
Itõs only love 
that money canõt buy 
and what you say you want  
are not the things I can depend on.ó 
 
And it becomes 3 verses and a chorus, add voice and some echo, change the chorus to full 
harmony 2 voices key of C. You canõt change the key of pain and the pain is constant now, it 
persists. It is important that the musical arrangement is upbeat, dance music, almost 
celebratory. Itõs important to sweat out the sadness. 
 
You say you love me and Iõm beautiful, my intelligence is working against me but this world 
ainõt ready for what I know, ôcourse my excuses are my crutches, but are you ready to hear all 
the analysis, the words people swear to? Catch me in the wrong, I dare you. Besides your 
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attention span isnõt that long and Iõm usually right(eous)about things hidden from sight. Eye to 
eye contact, are you ready for that? 
 
Things I canõt replace are in jeopardy and I get confused when I feel that Iõm losing. I canõt win a 
game already won. Did you find the missing puzzle piece I lost (o r somebody stole)?  I lack that 
1 piece to be whole. It is my soul.  
 
I wrote a song in the tradition of òGive Alittle More Timeó and òYour Love is Fineó tonight, not 
a hard times gutter they done me wrong song, but softer. Iõd like to work on it and chord it out. 
Furthermore I have this one line I wrote that belongs pinned to your jacket.  
 
òAll a loser gets is lost.ó  
 
I cashed in the tickets from NYC (Elite) and spent the money more wisely on substances that 
calm me down. I think Iõve worked too many days and nights in a row, I need a break, I juggle 
the hours of a single day to exhaustion and I can barely survive; 4 hours of sleep isnõt enough 
but itõs all Iõm left with. Life is a balancing act and there is little time for self discovery when you 
are faced with responsibilities affecting anotherõs life; who the fuck do I think I am anyway? I 
have these indications I could be somebody, model, songwriter, this that this that this that. Kill 
it.  
 
òI was dying of thirst in a desert somewhere 
 Thought I saw an angel the light shone off her hair  
 Take me angel protect me from all harm 
 When I start to fall will you catch me by my arm  
 I need a friend I really need to speak 
 You see lately Iõve been feeling kinda weak 
 Itõs not the sun, Iõm sure itõs not the heat 
 Just been thirsting for somebody been lonely way too long 
 And can you overlook all that Iõve done wrong 
 My friends are gone I find myself alone  
 Please could you show me how to get back home 
 
 I was shipwrecked on an island far from my home  
 Thought I saw an angel I think she came alone 
 Take me angel shield my eyes from all I see 
 Most of what life is showing has been weighing down on me  
 Speak to me I really need to hear 
 Tell me how to understand all that I fear  
 And how to let these thiev es steal all I hold so dear 
 And please overlook all I have done wrong  
 My friends are gone I find myself alone  
 Please could you show me how to get back homeó 
 
The Quaalude Queens come in teetering on platform shoes, wrapped in satin hair teased to 
kingdom come; itõs always a bet which one will fall first, my money wins most nights when the 
tips are tight.  Working nights is better than trying to navigate through whatõs left of the 
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insanity, up at 7am to clean the club, model for the life drawing classes, sell the popcorn and 
sweat to death in the kitchens before Iõm back at the club night after night day after day itõs a 
needle skipping on the soundtrack that is my life same sentiment over and over. Iõm tired. 
 
òHiding on the sidelines  
 I was barely seventeen 
 Caught between the past 
 And things that arenõt what they seem 
 One face was so blank 
 One was marked with casual lies 
 Everyone ôround here 
 Is covered in disguise 
 
 
 Ducking in the alleys  
 Found me way past twenty now  
 If they say Iõm surviving 
 Lord, I really canõt say how 
 ôCause one face is so blank 
 And the others are full of lies  
 Everyone ôround here 
 Is covered in disguiseó 
 
 
WORDS IN THE KEY.  
 
Passed around some lyrics (Dum De Dum Do, Baby I Love You) and worked on ôJust Realizeó, 
which means nothing after you come down from the rush of anticipation and floating in the 
dream world of someone.elseõs.success; I threw my silver horse on a chain at Patti Smith last 
night and now I want it back, who cares she signed her album backstage òTo Eva my space 
monkey,ó it wasnõt to me and she listened for maybe 30 seconds before I could tell my lyrics 
were not.the.most.important.thing; this hustling around trying to get these words to people that 
couldnõt give a ratõs ass is humiliating at best; and when they do end up pressed into vinyl Iõve 
yet to hear a pen glide over a blank check writing my name on it. Itõs like I should be so fucking 
grateful to have someone sing my words while the child starves to death. Nail me to your cross.  
 
 
òYou got a ticket to the big time 
 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 donõt even talk to me 
 ôCause I know itõs all a game.ó 
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WORDS IN THE K EY OF SADNESS: 
 
òGoody two shoes and her fast talking friend 
 Were seen together at the top of the bend 
 From what I gather, from all that I know  
 She ainõt no goody two shoes no more 
 
 Sweet innocence met with utter desire 
 It took forever to put out the fire  
 From what I gather, from all that I know  
 She ainõt sweet innocence no moreó 
 
Trust me. Itõs more important to understand how many minutes you have to withdraw money 
from 3 different ATMõs, the make and model of a fast car and the willingness to share the drugs 
with the driver, than most anything else I can think of. The downside is going to East Austin at 
night for more than a BBQ sandwich or an hour of the Blues. The truth is youõll end up one of 3 
ways: burned, strung out or arrested.  I leave out ôleft for deadõ because there still is a measure 
of optimism inside me.  
 
I wonõt run the risk 
Of walking the line  
And donõt have the guts 
To commit a crime 
I canõt lay my neck 
On the line anymore 
I wonõt cheat at cards 
To even the score 
I wonõt try to run 
I wonõt try to hide 
Iõm totally void of ambition 
 
I donõt have the will 
To go on anymore 
I wonõt tell no lies 
I ainõt told before 
I donõt need a thing 
To help me along 
I donõt know the difference 
Between right and wrong  
I wonõt try to run 
I wonõt try to hide 
Iõm totally void of ambition 
 
òWhich leads us to failure which I know everything aboutéó she whispered in the dark. 
 
I was his constant reminder 
The change that he would lend 
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His weight of the world  
But I was never his friend  
I was his sad middle chapter 
His symphony in òGó  
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 I can hear nothing now 
I am saturated in pain 
 
I was his unfinished business 
His constant loose end 
His live in companion  
But I was never his friend  
I 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  

Sisterõs all caught up 

In the echo of yesterday 

Blind man I married  

Couldnõt see I was alone 
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He offered me music 

When I had asked him for a home. 

Splash me with color 

My face is way too pale 

Take away my sickness 

Been so long since I was well 

Hold me tight against you  

Hold me tenderly  

Tell me Iõm the only one 

Youõve waited so long to see 

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  

And donõt notice my feelings 

When you look into my eyes))  

  

Splash me with color 

My face is way too pale 

Take away my sickness 
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Been so long since I was well 

  

Daddy was a junkie  

And mama was whore  

And Iõm the only child 

And burden that they bore  

Daddy never told me  

ôBout the men with demon dreams  

And Mama never listened   

Above my childish screams 

  

//Splash me with color  

  

Mama left me 

And daddy turned away  

Sisterõs all caught up 

In the echo of yesterday 

 

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

 

(Content from notebooks from the period 1977 -1980) 

 © 2011 Kim Dallesandro  

http://soundcloud.com/robert-earl-reed/splash-me-by-kimberly-dallesandro
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WHAT DID YOU DO IN THE ECO -WARS DADDY?  

 

By Feral Kelly  

 
Nobody Loves You When You Got No 

Shoes 

 

Iõd reached a low place, so low Iõdõve 

needed a leg-up to reach the ground. The 

sort of place where friends Iõd known for 

years were crossing the street to avoid me. 

Breakfast consisted of my body-weight in 

Valium washed down with enough whiskey 

to float a decent sized boat, starting a day 

that usually entailed staggering around 

trying to beg up enough money  for the next 

bottle, then collapsing into oblivion. I didnõt 

go to sleep and wake up so much as pass 

out and regain consciousness. 29 years of 

age and I felt like my life was over; Iõd lost 

my house, job and missus, had a daughter I 

rarely got to see, and spent my time 

wallowing in a mire of my own urine, vomit 

and self-pity, waiting for the reaper so I 

didnõt have to face the guilt of 

contemplating suicide.  

  

Luckily, one day I staggered into a Good 

Samaritan in the shape of a bloke known as 

Boot. Unlike the biblical version, he wasnõt a 

total stranger. Ten years my junior, Iõd 

known Boot since he was a child. The son of 

a couple of hippies turned junkies, heõd lost 

his father to an overdose when he was little 

more than a baby. His mother wasnõt in a 

position to provide much support, so heõd 

left home at fifteen and now lived in a flat of 

his own, getting by dabbling in a bit of hash 

and acid dealing to supplement his benefits. 

This gave him a reasonable standard of 

living and allowed him to indulge his 

passions, namely raving and party drugs. 

When he found me I was in a sorry state, 

barely coherent and on the verge of 

psychosis. He didnõt drink or take downers 

himself but being the kinda bloke he was, 

he carried/dragged me back to his flat and 

tried to get me to eat something whilst 

listening to me driveling on about how shit 

my life was and who was to blame. He 

didnõt judge me or try to offer any advice 

(which was the last thing I needed), instead 

he just smiled and shook his head like some 

tolerant favorit e uncle, making me feel at 

home and asking for nothing in return.  

    

Iõd been staying with him for about a 

fortnight when he got a visit from Skin, his 

god(less)father, a militant anarchist and 

agitator who was in town promoting an 

upcoming international anarchist 

conference due to be held at an unknown 

location somewhere in London. I wasnõt 

capable of being enthusiastic about much at 

all at the time, but between them they 

convinced me it would be well worth 

attending and might even inspire me to do 

something other than self-destruct. As it 

turned out they were spot on.  

 

Raging Against The Machine  

 

About a fortnight later Boot and me  started 

hitching out of town, heading for London. 

We got into Hammersmith mid -afternoon 

and jumped the tubes to the building that 

had been chosen to house anyone whoõd 

had to travel to get to the conference and 



79 
 

didnõt have anywhere else to crash. We 

were amongst the first few to arrive so we 

pitched in, getting the place in order, ready 

to receive the estimated two thousand 

anarchists whoõd come from further afield. 

Iõd squatted a few places before but wasnõt 

prepared for what was about to happen.  

The building itself was a four storey 

commercial property, recently vacated, slap 

bang in the middle of Londonõs financial 

district. Within an hour of us arriving, a 

team of tradesmen turned up and 

proceeded to sort out the water and 

electricity supplies, change the locks and 

ensure the building was secure. Londonõs 

squatting scene was far more organised 

than what I 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 didnõt exactly fall into this 

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 

anarchist utopia this wouldõve been 

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 

us over, so we decided to stick someone in 

the reception room and I volunteered for 

the post. Although Iõm a natural born 

coward, I was permanently full to the brim 

with Dutch c ourage whilst simultaneously 

equipped with a tolerance that allowed me 

to function on a fairly efficient level when 

sufficiently motivated. Armed with the door 

keys and a two-way radio connecting me to 

the first floor, I unpacked my sleeping bag, 

cracked a bottle of vodka and sat down, 

ready to greet new arrivals. 

    

I didnõt have long to wait, within the hour 

people started arriving, some in groups of 

twenty or more, some in smaller groups, 

and a few loners. What surprised me more 

than anything was the di versity 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 

for a ruck; wide -eyed provincials from 

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. I 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 smaller rooms that were ideal for 

small groups/couples that preferred a tad 

more int imacy. 

 

A while later, people starting arriving from 

abroad; Canadians, Americans, Iranians, 

Iraqis, Australians, representatives of most 
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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 only person Iõve ever 

met to successfully jump a plane), 

anarchists from countries I couldnõt even 

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 signs saying ôwomen onlyõ. 

I felt that t his 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 I pointed this out to 

them their spokesperson released a 

veritable deluge of verbal vitriol, claiming 

that my stance was typical of males 

everywhere and didnõt I understand that 

some of these women had been abused by 

members of my gender. I 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. I 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 I was 

saved from a potentially unwinnable 

argument by a Swedish couple who turned 

up with their young son in a pram, asking if 

I could find them a quiet room as theyõd 

been traveling for two days and their kid 

needed to get some kip. I immediately 

removed the ôwomen onlyõ sign and 

replaced it with a sign which read ôfamilies 

onlyõ. On their way out I mentioned to the 

women that if anyone else had turned up 

requesting an individual space on the 

grounds of gender, race, colour etc. they 

would have been ejected via a fuckinõ 

window. Donõt get me wrong, I love 

empowered women, but thereõs a time and 

place for everything. Except prejudice. 

 

The conference was spread out over three 

days with a veritable cornucopia of events, 

including lectures, debates, lectures that 

turned into debates, debates that turned 

into diatribes, book fairs, poetry readings, 

gigs, street theatre, and what was shortly to 

become my personal favorite, direct action. 

Until that point Iõd never really considered 

myself a true anarchist. Along with so many 

others of my generation, my ideas on 

anarchism were coloured and distorted by 

one Mr. Mclaren and co. That cuntõs got a 

lot to answer for. Now I was surrounded by 

people with whom I shared a lot of ideas, 

were happy to discuss almost anything 

without the threat of violence, and I 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 

formed a line between the crowd and t he 

House of Commons itself. 

    



81 
 

After a dram or two, Boot and I decided to 

make our way down to the police line for a 

chat. At that point I can honestly say that I 

had no intention of causing any trouble, I 

just wanted to see what was goinõ on. When 

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, I witnessed no physical violence from 

either side. Being somewhat in my cups, I 

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. I walked 

down the line repeating my request to a 

number of officers, most of whom either 

ignored me or smiled and shook their 

heads. If Iôd received no other response Iõdõ 

have probably got bored and returned to 

the middle of the crowd and continued to 

party, but this was not to be. As I was about 

to abandon my mission I came across a PIG 

who screamed in my face a sentence Iõll 

never forget; òFak orf back to yor awn 

country ya woolyback bawsterd anõ moind 

yor awn fackinõ bizniz!ó For a moment I 

was frozen to the spot, in shock and 

disbelief. People often talk about a red mist, 

but on the few occasions Iõve totally lost it, 

itõs more like a white cloud. I started 

hurling abuse at the pig, and at that point 

his sergeant, whoõd seen the whole thing, 

pulled him out of the line, but for me it was 

too late. Heõd flipped a switch in my head 

and I went from harmless drunk to raging 

hooligan before you could  say shit. I 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, 

atop of which flew  the butcherõs apron 

(otherwise known as the union jack). Boot 

miraculously produced a can of lighter fuel 

and a Zippo. Winking at me he suggested 

we set fire to this symbol of oppression, so I 

stood against the pole and he climbed up 

my back, helped and urged on by the 

gathering crowd. It wasnõt what youõd call a 

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. 

    

I 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 

couple of hours later I was feeling pretty 

chilled and the earlier shenanigans were all 

but forgotten. What I didnõt realise at the 

time, and only  discovered when I saw the 

video footage a couple of weeks later, was 

that while we were making merry, the 

police were swapping shifts. As the  camera 

crews packed up to leave, the lines of 

mainly friendly looking officers, wearing 

the usual coppersõ attire, were being 

replaced by T.S.G., (Tactical Support 

Group).Basically mean muthafukas in 

crash-helmets and body armour, carrying 

riot shields and side-handled fuck -you-up 

batons. As I sat there trying to learn how to 

juggle I started to become aware of people 

shouting from behind me, I wasnõt sure at 

first what was happening but as the 

shouting became more intense and closer to 

our position I managed to pick out the 

words òSnatch squad!ó Iõd never heard the 

term before but I was soon to learn precisely 

what it meant. As the shouting increased in 

volume and proximity, I stood up to see 
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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, I realised 

that they werenõt coming near me, they 

were coming for me. 

 

I later learned that the T.S.G. took the idea 

of snatch squads from the Romans who 

used to target supposed leaders in an 

opponentsõ army and send in a group of 

elite troops in a formation shaped like the 

letter V to remove them from the battle. The 

T.S.G. had adapted it somewhat but it was 

nonetheless very affective; Modern snatch 

squads are made up of three, nine, or 

twenty -one officers, two thirds forming the 

V to beat off the bystanders leaving the 

thir d in the middle to subdue and restrain 

the target. Coordinated by an ôeye in the 

skyõ police helicopter, the now fully 

transformed riot squad charged the crowd 

while a full -on twenty -one man snatch 

squad grabbed me, cuffed me and dragged 

me, kicking and screaming, through their 

advancing lines. Within thirty seconds Iõd 

been removed from a throng of like -minded 

souls and was now alone, behind enemy 

lines, handcuffed to a copper whoõd just 

taken a bottle in the face from someone 

trying to stop them from haul ing me away. 

Already dazed and confused, I really 

started to panic when the orifice in charge 

of the ôoperationõ instructed the arresting 

copper to put me in the back of a paddy-

wagon. Patting the now profusely bleeding 

copper on the back he said òWeõll leave the 

two of you in peace for a bit, take as much 

time with the bastard as you need.ó After 

the copper had received some remedial 

treatment, I was thrown into the back of the 

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 

fit. At this point I didnõt know whether to 

cry, puke, piss or shit myself. Sitting on the 

bench in the back of the van, alone apart 

from the injured copper, I kept my mouth 

shut and waited for the inevitable kicking to 

begin. Incredibly, it didnõt happen, he was 

visibly shaking, obviously in shock, his 

head in his hands; I could feel the tension as 

he tried to bring himself under control. 

After about five minutes of deep breat hing, 

he looked me in the eye and said òI better 

go and get this seen to,ó pointing to the 

gash across his forehead. Then he uncuffed 

himself, re-cuffed me to myself, and left in 

search of medical treatment. In my now 

considerable experience, decent coppers are 

rarer than rocking -horse shit, but this bloke 

was as decent as they come. I didnõt see him 

again until I was up in court, facing a 

charge of ôInciting a Riotõ, but thatõs another 

story. 

       

When we got back home I wasnõt in such a 

low place as before, I still took Valium and 

drank too much, but now I had an address 

book full of people who liked and valued 

me. Apparently there were all manner of 

events/actions either happening or due to 

happen all over the country. People were 

partying with a purpos e and I was invited. 

 

Starting Small And Close To Home  

 

Not long after getting back from London, I 

got to hear about something going down in 

my own back yard. Although Iõd had a go at 

vegetarianism and helped raise money for 
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the local Hunt Saboteurs, I canõt honestly 

say that I was particularly concerned about 

animal rights. Like most people, I didnõt 

condone cruelty, but found it more 

convenient to ignore it rather than actually 

do anything about it. When I 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, I 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 but chered, then 

re-import the finished product as ôqualityõ 

meat ). I had a lot of anger and frustration 

inside me, and now Iõd found a means to 

vent it on those who I felt deserved a bit of 

grief. 

       

The first day, me and Vlad, an old mate 

from my time a s a free-party animal, turned 

up at the main entrance to the airport, 

armed with a couple of bottles and minds 

bent on mischief. 

     

I 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 gatesééé 

 

Claremont Road  

 

Got a phone-call off The Berserker telling 

me that the Claremont road squats were 

about to be evicted, and asking if I was up 

for a face-off with the forces of darkness. 

Fuckinõ right I was. All I knew at the time 

was that some houses had been squatted, 

were due to be demolished to make way for 

the M11 extension and that people were 

intending to oppose it. That was all I 

needed to know, so armed with some basic 

directions and the mandatory two bottles 

(J.D. and Tequila if memory serves), I stuck 

out my thum b and headed for The Smoke. 

By the time I 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 

by Dutch courage, I proceeded to make a 

complete arse of myself, narrowly avoiding 

being told to fuck off, before collapsing into 

my usual catatonia. 

    

I was rudely awakened at daw n by a 

sledge-hammer being swung into my back. 

This wasnõt a deliberate act of violence 

against my person; Iõd simply crashed out 

in an attic and the ceiling below was being 

smashed through in an attempt to catch the 

defenders napping. Barely able to 

remember where I was, and why, I did what 

I always do when sober and faced with real 

or potential pain; I fucked off sharpish in 

the opposite direction. In this case the 

opposite direction was upwards, so after 

frantically punching my way through the 

tiles I scrambled onto the roof; the sight that 

greeted me was enough to bring tears to my 

eyes. 

       

What I hadnõt realised the night before was 

the scale of the place. The squats comprised 

two streets, at right-angles to each other, 

and every roof was crammed wi th people. 

There were cargo-nets and rope walkways 

strung between the houses and trees on the 
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other side of the street. The trees contained 

tree houses which were also full of people; 

there were people in the nets, on the 

walkways and even a few brave souls 

whoõd locked themselves to concrete blocks 

dug into the road, blocking access to the 

heavy machinery and attendant  multitudes 

of police, security guards, bailiffs and 

demolition contractors intent on reducing 

the street to rubble.  

 

Iõd emerged onto a roof at the far end of the 

main terrace. On the very end house I was 

amazed to see a scaffold tower rising out of 

the building to a height of well over a 

hundred feet, atop of which was a sound 

system, mounted on a solid platform and 

surrounded by barriers  and barbed wire. As 

the first bulldozer started up so did the 

system, blaring out the most appropriate 

tune imaginable; ôFuck ôem and their law! õ I 

havenõt got a clue how many of us there 

were, but it had to be close to a thousand. 

   

Apart from the visi ble masses, there were 

people in tunnels and bunkers, others 

walled up in undisclosed locations, and 

untold numbers outside the eviction zone 

ready and willing to provide whatever 

support was necessary, even the Red Cross 

were there, (may the Goddess bless their 

compassionate hearts).  

 

The first ones to be targeted were the people 

in the lock-ons, as the filth couldnõt get the 

machinery through without first removing 

them. These brave souls had volunteered to 

be the first line of defence;  more or less 

cannon fodder. Theyõd stuck their arms into 

four inch drainage -pipes encased in 

concrete, and then padlocked their wrists to 

metal bars at the bottom of the pipes before 

removing and chucking the keys. That 

mustõve taken more bollocks than I can 

imagine ever being able to carry. The 

stormtroopers began by trying to coerce 

them into ôletting goõ with threats, then, 

when that didnõt work, basically started 

torturing them. They wouldnõt believe they 

were locked-on and couldnõt let go even if 

theyõd wanted to, so they started pulling 

and twisting arms, slipping in the odd dig, 

removing all padding, and generally 

making it as painful as possible. At this 

point quite a few of us on the roofs, who 

hadnõt quite got the hang of ôNon-Violent 

Direct Actionõ, started ripping off slates to 

use as missiles, until it was explained to us 

by the more informed that this was exactly 

what the pigs wanted us to do, as it would 

give them an excuse to beat the fuckinõ crap 

out of everyone. Suitably chastised, we had 

no option but to s it there voicing our 

outrage until they finally brought in cutting 

gear, trashed the lock-ons and the real fun 

began. 

       

They spent the rest of the day clearing the 

street of anything they could move, 

including the graffiti covered scrap -cars that 

had been filled with earth and plants, 

sculptures, banners, and cutting the 

walkways and cargo -nets. There was one 

girl who refused to get out of the net she 

was in, but they cut it regardless. Iõll never 

forget the sound of her head hitting the 

tarmac after she fell a good fifteen feet. 

Miraculously, apart from minor concussion, 

she was o.k., but at the time we all thought 

she was dead and another burst of abusive 

outrage erupted from the roofs. Before 

fuckinõ off for the night, the last thing they 
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did was erect an eight ft fence between the 

street and the railway line opposite, 

completing the barrier 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 I woke at dawn, determined not to be 

caught out again, I noticed that the fences 

theyõd erected the night before were gone. 

On closer inspection I realised that during 

the night theyõd been taken down and were 

now secured to the inside of the squat 

windows and doors as barricades; now 

thatõs what I call recycling. The pixies had 

been busy all night; most of the walkways 

had been replaced and supplies brought in. 

I wasnõt feeling particularly well; I was 

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). Iõd also forgotten to bring my 

medication, so was in a more or 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 I was, so I got to witness most of the 

action, as those who werenõt shackled fell 

back along the rooftops and took up 

positions closer to the scaffold tower. My 

memory gets a bit hazy at this point, but  I 

can remember waking up in the middle of 

the night, sliding down the roof. I 

scrambled back up to the ridge and tied 

myself onto the roofing timbers by the 

wrist.  

       

When I woke up again, it was the beginning 

of day three and I realised I couldnõt last 

much longer. I was practically out of my 

mind, and of no use to man or beast. I was 

determined not to meekly admit defeat, but 

also knew I couldnõt last another day. My 

opportunity came when I saw a sixteen 

tonne track machine making its way along 

the back gardens. I knew that there was a 

tunnel underneath the gardens, connecting 

one of the houses to the outside world, and 

that it was occupied by at least one person. 

People were screaming at the driver to stop 

but it was hopeless, they hadnõt been told 

about the tunnel as it was being used to 

ferry in supplies rather than as a defence 

tactic. I knew there was only one way to 

stop the machine, so before I had a chance 

to think twice about what I was doing, I cut 

myself free, stood on the ridge and, taking a 

run -up, jumped off the roof, aiming for the 

front bucket of the machine. At this point 

everything slowed down; I was over forty 

feet off the ground, flying through the air, 

when I caught sight of the driver, and our 

eyes met. It all took less than a second, but I 

can clearly remember watching him attempt 

to turn the arm of the bucket so Iõd fall to 

the ground. Fortunately for me, my angle of 

descent combined with my momentum and 

the delayed response of the mechanism, 

meant that the bucket only moved a couple 

of feet before I hit it with my chest (cracking 

two ribs), and rolled inside. Before I realised 

what was happening the bastard swung the 

arm around, opened the bucket and 

dropped me to the ground where I was 

greeted and cuffed by a couple of eagerly 
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awaiting Riot Squad. My outbursts and 

pleas regarding the tunnel and its 

occupier/s were ignored and I was simply 

dragged to the perimeter fence, 

photographed, and then released. As far as I 

was aware, my actions were never caught 

on camera, and for ages I didnõt even meet 

anyone whoõd even witnessed it, when I 

eventually did I felt like a proper hero, but 

that was not to happen for a long time.  

       

After receiving some basic first-aid and re-

hydration from the Red Cross I was taken to 

a safe-house near to the eviction site itself 

where I was given some food and (thank 

fuck) a decent quantity of much needed 

alcohol by someone who could obviously 

tell I was in dire need of a drink. The place 

was buzzinõ with energy, but I was in no fit 

state to be of any help so I just sat back and 

watched, and it was one of the most 

empowering experiences of my life. There 

were people with c.b.s and two-way radios 

in contact with those still inside (this was 

before most people had mobile phones ), 

others preparing press releases, and even 

one or two brave fuckers whoõd been 

evicted once and were trying to get back in. 

As darkness fell I saw a team of runners, 

some of  whom were professional athletes, 

dressed in black lycra, using gaffa tape to 

strap  essential supplies to their bodies 

before running through the cordons, 

vaulting the barbed -wire fences and 

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. I swear I saw one bloke complete five 

runs in under two hours before finally 

collapsing, out cold, on the nearest sofa. He 

slept during the day then repeated the 

process again the following night.  

       

After the embarrassing episode of the fences 

turned in to barricades, theyõd decided to 

man the perimeter 24/7 but those still 

inside were holdinõ out well and the 

supporters on the other side of the fences 

were backinõ them up any way they could.  

       

By day five, after the enemy had evicted 

and trashed almost the whole street, the 

only thing still standing was the scaffold 

tower and the house it had grown out of. 

When the tower had originally been left to 

its defenders, those on the way down had 

greased the scaffold poles to prevent 

anyone trying to climb it. This meant that 

they had to bring in a hydraulic platform, 

mounted on a low -loader, (usually called a 

cherry-picker) full of beefed -up bailiffs to 

bring the last few defenders down.  

 

At the time, there were basically three types 

of protesters; People who held sites day to 

day, people who worked the offices (more 

of whom later), and people who only 

turned up for potential evictions. Although 

all parties were necessary, and people 

swapped duties, it did cause some friction.  

  

The Fairmile protest had been started by an 

ex-para known as Cat. A veteran of earlier 

campaigns (see ôYr Enfys), heõd  centred the 

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. 
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Iõd visited the site a coupla times in the past, 

but now I was a full -blooded and bloodied 

eco-warrior, exhausted from recent 

evictions and I considered myself a veteran 

in my own right. Fairmile was run with 

almost military precision, in stark contrast 

to the other campaigns Iõd been involved 

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

a code of conduct that was difficult to work 

out. In all fairness, I have to say that I can, 

in hindsight, see both points of view; The 

people whoõd been there for months, 

working their bollocks/ovaries off  building 

defences, resented people turning up, lying 

around doing bugger all except getting 

mashed and re-living their latest exploits 

and using up the limited resources . On the 

other hand, people whoõve been fighting the 

good fight, going from eviction to eviction, 

have a right to expect a little empathy and 

T.L.C. from people they consider family, 

especially when theyõve gone way past the 

point of burn -out and have no-where else to 

go. To quote a voice from the darkness 

during one particularly heated fire -side 

debate; ôWeõre the only army in history to 

send itõs casualties to the front line.õ That hit 

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), Iõd been asked to call down a 

few months before and give my opinion on 

their safety. I think theyõd hoped Iõd have a 

look, nod knowledgeably and declare them 

safe. What actually happened was that after 

descending about twenty feet down a two ft 

square unshored shaft, I shot out like a rat 

up a drainpipe screaming about death-

wishes and crimina l negligence. Not only 

had they dug down, but then theyõd gone 

horizontal for about the same distance and 

dug a chamber in which they intended to 

house some very brave defenders. 

 

Ten years later; Turning full -circle without 

a revolution.  

 

Iõm in a low place, six foot down to be exact, 

Iõm not dead, Iõm digging a grave. Itõs not 

mine but I almost wish it was. I split up 

with my missus a coupla years back, 

leaving behind my young son, the family 

home and all hope of a happy ending. I now 

live  in a single room in a shared house, 

basically a nest made of empty cans, dirty 

needles and broken dreams, occasionally I 

put a bit too much smak in my gun, 

accidentally/on purpose, so I donõt have to 

deal with the guilt of contemplating suicide.  

 

The hole weõre digging is for Boot.  Boot 

died of an overdose, (like father, like son) 

and it has been decided to bury him on 

private land so when I was asked to help 

dig his grave I thought it was the least I 

could do. 

     

Itõs a beautiful place, two-thirds the way up 

a mountain overlooking an estuary, leading 

out into the open sea. Woody and me dug 

most of the hole between us yesterday, but 

this morning at least five hundred people 

have turned up to give Boot a decent send-

off. Most wanted to lend a hand with th e 

digging; itõs been hard work, as we hit shale 

at about four ft. so I was more than happy 

to let the others have a go; all Iõm doing 
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now is squaring off the bottom corners. I 

didnõt realise how easy it is to bury 

someone legally without involving the 

authorities. Apparently all you need do is 

ensure that the grave is no-where near a 

watercourse and have the landownersõ 

permission. (Iõ really fuckinõ hope that is all 

you need do, ôcos thatõs all we have done 

and I donõt fancy digginõ the poor bastard 

up again.) 

    

Itõs about an hour later and Iõm taking one 

last look at the gravesite before the coffinõs 

brought up. Half way up I bump into my 

five-year old son whoõs with a few of his 

mates. He says that theyõve just been up to 

the grave and saw Boot lying next to the 

hole (he hasnõt seen Boot for years and 

doesnõt remember what he looks like.). 

Confused and a little worried, I hurry up to 

the spot. The place is deserted apart from 

one of Bootõs London mates whoõs lying flat 

out next to the hole, passed out after 

starting the wake early. All I can think is 

thank fuck my son and his mates didnõt 

decide to roll him in and finish the job off 

themselves.  

    

The chosen spot is in a small clearing about 

half a mile up a 1:1 incline, the slope 

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, I organize four teams of 

six bearers who do a kind of relay, 

swapping over every hundred yards or so. 

Just like Tom Sawyer white-washing the 

fence, what at first looks like fuckinõ hard 

work soon becomes an honour, and 

everyone wants to join in. Boot practically 

flies up the slope, like some sort of 

tobogganist in reverse. 

    

As is so often the case, Boot had O.D.d in 

London after a fair ly decent break from 

gear. As most junkies know, a little treat 

after youõve been clean for a while is often 

the last treat youõll ever have.( Iõd love to 

know how many cons are killed by their 

discharge grants, I know of at least ten.) 

    

To be fair, the London crew has done him 

proud; a handmade coffin complete with a 

hardwood (Oak, I think) plaque to mark the 

grave, with a Welsh Dragon burned into it 

along with the relevant dates. This crew 

donõt like me for reasons Iõm not too sure 

about, but in the main part I havenõt had 

any grief off them (yet).  

    

Thereõs no service as such, anyone whoõs 

got anything to say just gets up and does so. 

I get up, say my piece, then get up again 

(somewhat drunkenly), say some more, and 

leave before the graveside wake begins. In 

search of another Good Samaritan. 

 

                                                 The Endééé..   
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JUNKIE FUNERAL  
 

By dixƗ.flatlin3  
 
It was the winter of 1993 when Bob died.  

Although I had never met him, Bob was at 

the center of one of the most dramatic 

human ceremonies I have ever witnessed.  

Ever.  I had lived in the area less than a 

year, abandoning my beloved homeland for 

parts less travailed.  How I first heard about 

Bobõs untimely demise, I cannot exactly 

recall. I am going to go with a fuzzy 

recollection of working in the same salon as 

a gal he dated.  How she and I met (since 

she got me the job at the salon) I honestly 

do not remember.  For the purpose of this 

telling, I will call her Lindsay.  Lindsay and 

I were fast BFFs.  She and I 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 

thatõs ramifications are quantifiable in the 

present.  Lindsay and I 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 

ôskid rowõ by the locals.  The salon was in 

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 I 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 

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 I 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 

much separate from tattooing and it all was 

unsavory and intoxicating.  Lindsay called 

me to meet her at a local tattoo artistõs place.  

He was working out o f 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.  I 

sat next to Lindsay, as her leg was 

transformed into a loving reminder of Bob.  

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 

welcoming, nonetheless. 

 

By contrast, time away from Lindsay was 

spent either within the secure wal ls 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.  I believe it was the efforts of his 

older siblings (several of which were local -

bred, art curators in metropolitan areas) in 
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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, 

who was painfully in the closet. I love 

queens, so he and I were fine (or so I 

thought.)   When we were at Alexõs parentõs 

casa, everything was kosher. Lindsay didnõt 

come around Alexõs much.  She preferred 

the bars and was always in a constant state 

of recovery from the hangover the night 

before. Often I left Alex to meet up with 

Lindsay, who  was always out and about.  

This was always met with disapproving 

looks and some comments.  Apparently, my 

refusal to drink the designer drug Flavor -

Aid caused waves in the local hierarchy.  I 

did not accept that my drug use meant I 

was an insufferable junkie with no 

relevance.  Alex was a hysterical mamaõs 

boy who convinced himself that everyone 

was at risk of becoming an I.V. drug -using 

whore, at any given moment.  So Lindsay 

and I kept our activities on the DL and did 

our thing.  Both sides told me the story of 

Bob in the week preceding his burial.  By 

the end of the week, the wild rumors were 

dispelled with cold, hard facts as laid out in 

police reports. I had heard so many 

conspiracy theories during this time it was 

astonishing that so many junkies could 

connect that many dots.  Turns out Bob had 

suffered the same fate as many other 

unfortunate addicts.  He had overdosed in 

the company of addicts. Which is the 

ultimate  party foul.  Because all the people 

involved are far too self -centered and 

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.  

You are a junkie, who likely was late on 

your share of the bills, and most 

importantly, no junkie is going to call in the 

uniforms.  So, the door to Bobõs room was 

closed, after it was confirmed that he indeed 

had overdosed (whether he was actually 

dead at this point no one is willing to say) 

by the beautiful junkie widow who injected 

drugs at nearly the same time, and lived to 

tell the tale.  Well, sort of. 

 

Once the initial shock of Bobõs death wore 

off, the details involved in tidying up his 

affairs was left to the committee.  I never 

had confirmation, but I suspected Bob was a 

throwaway kid. The kind whose family had 

either never been worth much-of-a-fuck, or 

one that could no longer tolerate the abuse 

his addiction necessitated. I believe my 

initial assessment of him is correct. 

Whatever the case, all of Bobõs belongings 

had to go somewhere and that somewhere 

was agreed upon as Alexõs parentõs garage.  

All of Bobõs worldly goods were sorted on a 

concrete slab.  Bob had been dead for two 

days prior to the authorities being alerted.  

His housemates all went out to score drugs 

and thought to call the police on their way 

out.  Reporting that their roommate had not 

been seen in several days, after mentioning 

an illness.  EMTs said the smell would have 

been impossible to miss in the apartment.  

Bobõs roomies all went into hiding, of sorts.  

No charges had been filed, nor accusations 

made, and yet every person who lived 

there, at the time of Bobõs death, went 

M.I.A.  Wh ich 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 
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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.  

 

Lindsayõs sorrowful, drug-fueled 

confessions were the most powerful to me.  

Like Nietzscheõs abyss type shit. Being 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 I 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.  Alexõs family took the job of 

hosting Bobõs final farewell rather seriously.  

Halloween was close, when he died (always 

with the drama, these guys!)  Alexõs sister, 

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 

walls of the family home.  Alexõs parents 

were the best funeral directors I 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 

Bobõs drug use and her account of his 

descent into addiction . Bob and she had 

quite a lengthy history.  Much of which was 

her saving his sorry ass from the world.  

She adored him but didnõt love herself.  

Sadly, this made her an easy target for him.  

Because junkies do that, you know.  They 

are consummate professionals 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 could it not?  She admitted to having 

tried it once with Bob  and being terribly 

afraid of dying. I admitted I was from 

Hollywood and had never really doubted 

that the shit was deadly.  Therefore, I stayed 

the fuck away from it.  Besides, needles 

were dirty.  Like, icky dirty.  

 

I 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 I consoled his 

widows.  Lindsay was the one I liked the 

most.  After work, she preferred to go her 

own way.  I was somehow now obligated to 

assist Alex in the administrating of Bobõs 

affairs. This involved categorizing and 

cataloging all of his belongings. This was 

not in the time of laptops and spreadsheets, 

folks. This was legal pads, pencils, pens, 

and wite -out. Turns out Bob had an 

extensive collection of comic books and 

other nerd/dork/musician oddities that 

often accompanies the lifestyle. For four 

days I assisted with the doling out of Bobõs 

stuff. Day one: smelled like death.  Literally.  

I do not care what anyone else says, every 

item deli vered from that apartment smelled 

like death.  Some guy and I made each other 

laugh by exchanging a jar of Vicks 

VapoRub® throughout the day.  Because 

reenacting horror cinema is an essential 
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element  in this profane act.  Junkies are the 

original hipsters.  Irony is not wasted on the 

wasted.  Most know they are a tragic mess 

and (ever the narcissists) simply hope to die 

leaving a beautiful corpse. Bobõs corpse was 

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.  I 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, I agree, the 

rose was a bit much.)  As I made my way 

back to my seat (which honestly was like a 

panel at a trade convention) I can see this 

weeping lass has still  only made it halfway 

down the driveway.  We go back to reading 

comics and drinking beer.  I like to say I met 

Becky when she, ever so gracefully, threw 

herself upon the banquet tables that held 

Bobõs things, and sent all of us tumbling to 

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 referred to as ôTore-back-u-laõ by 

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 anywhere that wasnõt 

disgusting. Eventually another of the 

walking wounded came to her aid and 

quickly escorted her from the area. Her 

audacity to show up and play the grieving 

widow, fo r a man most now believed she 

played a hand in killing, and be a sloppy 

mess quickly demoted her to pariah level.   

 

Over the next several days I met quite a few 

of Bobõs friends. Those that came to pay 

their respects were about what I expected.  

Most were cool.  Some were not.  Didnõt 

matter really in the end. I was like the 

lunch-lady serving up their buddyõs 

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.  I 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.  I am 

sure I have forgotten important details but 

the impression it left upon me lin gers.  I do 

recall coyly avoiding questions with regard 

to the equipment that no one could locate 

and the drama of another local musicianõs 

death overshadowing Bobõs.  When a local 

band makes it big, kicks out a founding 

member and main songwriter, who 

subsequently kills himself because of the 

loss, it tends to be big news.  Bob was not 

big news to most people.  Only to those I 

had come into contact during that week.  

Most of whom knew the other dead guy 

and talked about it in hushed tones at Bobõs 

memorial .  I pretended not to notice most of 

what was going on.  It was easier.  Helping 

someone pack up a few token items that 
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reminded them of their friend is easy to do 

on autopilot.  

 

The close out the weekõs festivities Alex had 

arranged for a party at his pl ace 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 

impressive, and the music was loud.  

Lindsay and I avoided much of the drama, 

but not all.  Becky showed up wearing full 

mourning regalia, carrying lilies, and with 

her new boyfrien d in tow.  To keep Lindsay 

from beating Beckyõs ass, I was asked to 

escort Lindsay òsomewhere, anywhere!ó  

Back in the safety of my car, Lindsay 

noticed the box sitting on the back seat.  I 

told her Alex had a few trinkets of Bobõs 

that he thought I should  have and I 

assumed that was what was in the box.  In 

the safety of our familiar local bar, Lindsay 

and I got about as drunk as two people can 

without suffering alcohol poisoning.  

During this evening I would say that I 

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 weekõs time his entire persona 

had been replaced by the iconic image of an 

idiot with a needle in their arm.  Even his 

widows had filled the vacancies his 

departure left.  Including Lindsay.  I left her 

at the bar that night, in the company of 

another musician, who was new to town.  

 

The next morning I 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.  I knew his 

decision to bestow these things upon me 

was not random.  Inside were: several rare 

comic books, art books, sets of collectible 

trading cards, a vial of Bobõs ashes, and a 

belt.  Eventually, I read through everything, 

and found a few original writings.  By this 

time, I was no longer in contact with anyone 

that would have possibly wanted these 

things. So, they remained exactly where 

their original owner had last placed them.  I 

still have all of these items, in the very same 

box, and have never understood what the 

belt was for.  In the many years since Bobõs 

death, I have come into contact with many 

people afflicted with the disease of 

addiction. Which is why I write about 

junkies.  There are a million things to be 

addicted to and at least a million ways to be 

a junkie.  I am confident when I 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 

navigating this alternate universe, Bob and I 

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 I returned home and laid into a 

bottle of Scotch.  

I 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, I 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. 

The next day I woke up. Something wasnõt 

right.  

There was something heavy on my chest 

and it was making loud gurgling sounds.  

Panicking I 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.  
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I slid off the bed in grotesque shock and 

peeked up over the edge of the bed. 

Itõs really there! 

It was sat bouncing, staring wide eyed at 

me, dribble frothing through its teeth.  

òHoly fuck do I need a slash!ó 

So confusedly, off I stumbled to the 

bathroom and as I stood there pissing I 

could feel Piss Catõs foams dribbling around 

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.  

òSo what are we gonna do today little piss 

cat,ó I asked, bending forwards, hands 

braced above my knees. 

Piss Cat bounced. 

òOh, were gonna kill Kennedy are we?ó I 

asked in feigned surprise, nodding at him in 

agreement. 

Piss Cat carried on bouncing, his soft funny 

tail was delirious.  

òAwlright, gimme a hi 5 bro,ó I said. 

Piss Cat just carried on bouncing. 

òYou know that killing Kennedy is gonna 

bug the fuck out of lots of people right?ó 

BOUNCE BOUNCE BOUNCE BOUNCE 

I stumbled downstairs and Piss Cat 

bounced down after me. 

It was strange, at the top of those stairs I 

always got the sensation that one day I 

would fall down them.  

I never once had yet in 3 years. 

òWould you like some brekkie funny 

moggy?ó 

I looked through the cupboards in the fitted 

kitchen and found a bowl and a glass and 

poured the cat and myself a martini each. 

Piss Cat was giddy with joy as he lapped 

from the bowl.  

Sitting in the sunroom with my glass I took 

a large gulp of martini and looked down at 

the houses below me, covered in snow and 

knew that itõd only be a matter of time 

before I heard it. 

I tapped the desktop. 

òWhatõs the best way to kill Kennedy?ó I 

thought and took another sip.  

Hmmm . 

I poured another martini for the cat and 

myself and, sitting back down scanned 

around looking for ideas.  

The balcony would be ideal, if only I had a 

sniper rifle.  

It had a parapet with a crenellation and a 

great view of the streets. 

Damn, I 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 



96 
 

along each street in the valley and the 

acoustics down there being what they were, 

I could hear every fucking annoying jingle.  

It wasnõt even the proper song, thatõd have 

been fine, no this was that ratbastardõs ice 

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 I was determined to take the fucker 

out. 

I mused on the thought of Kennedyõs head 

being blasted across the pictures of 

Cornettoõs and Chunkies, the Starships and 

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 I 

heard that vile shit. I wouldnõt even catch 

sight of the van for another 40 minutes or so 

but I could hear it.  

I had to think and fast.  

Piss Cat had resumed rubbing against my 

leg, purring and dribbling and my eyes 

grew wide as I realized that there at my feet 

was the solution to this problem thatõd been 

bugging shit out of me for months.  

Piss Cat looked up at me with his great bug 

eyes swivelling madly.  

Grabbing him I took him into the kitchen 

and placed him at his bowl and poured an 

extra large martini for him,  and another for 

myself. 

For the next half an hour we each had 

several refills until I heard the van slowly 

approaching. 

òRight, weõve gotta go cat, were gonna 

murder the Ice cream Man!ó 

BOUNCE BOUNCE BOUNCE BOUNCE 

Grabbing the cat mid-bounce I shoved him 

into a bag. He was now twice his normal 

hefty size with all the martinis Iõd fed him. I 

grabbed my coat and headed for the door, 

not even bothering to change out of my 

pajamas. 

I skidded down the steps beside my house 

that lead down into the valley, Piss Cat 

wriggled around inside the bag as I slid on 

the icy steps. 

Knowing the vans route by heart I ducked 

along a couple of alleyways until I came to a 

deserted street. 

Thick snow lay everywhere.  

This was the perfect spot for the ambush. 

Taking Piss Cat out of the bag I snuck 

toward the road and crouched between two 

parked cars. 

òYou ready cat?ó I swivelled him toward 

me and he wagged his tail, dribble dripping 

from his maw.  

I 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. 
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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 tail.  

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 I watched in 

delight at Kennedyõs look of absolute horror 

as he opened his mouth wide and screamed. 

I laughed sadistically as the van suddenly 

swerved down an embankment and hitting 

a wall, blew into a thousand glorious pieces. 

Itõs now bitch, never again will I have to put 

up with that crap.  

I put Piss Cat back in his new bag and 

headed back up the hill towards home.  

Getting in I 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 I drenched in sweat? 

I was fucking freezing too and as I sat up I 

felt a great wave of nausea run through my 

palpitating body.  

Fuck, I need a drink. 

I must have slept for hours if Iõd already 

started withdrawals.  

I gritted my teeth to stop myself puking and 

headed downstairs, wondering where Piss 

Cat was. 

Heõd probably fallen asleep in his bag again, 

he loved that bag. 

I looked around for the gin and groaned. 

Every bottle was empty.  

That fucking cat, I hissed. 

Without remedy this was about to turn into 

a nightmare comedown. 

Then a surge erupted in my stomach, I was 

about to puke so quickly lurched toward the 

door onto the balcony and opening it deftly, 

hurled m y guts up into the snow outside.  

Watery eyed I glanced down. There in the 

snow was the Piss Cat. The googley eyed 

wretch stared back at me and then, then I 

heard it, òItõs Now or Neveró reverberating 

across the valley below. 

I staggered back into the kitchen, not 

believing what I 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. HEREõS WHY 
 

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 I 

reviewed  for Performance Magazine.  

Immediately, I 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 crescendos-all-the-time bashing 

drummer; and a beautiful, black-haired 

proto -punk female who seemed to be 

encroaching on Jaco Pastorius territory, 

clean but busy bass-wise. They wrote their 

own great 1,000 mph songs, wailed out a 
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few choice covers like òKick Out The Jams,ó 

reeled around with the musi c 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. I felt as if I could watch 

them for hours. I was knocked out by them 

thirty five years ago. ôStill am, because 

theyõre still playing and recording. 

 

The timeline of my initiation and 

subsequent review is 1976, and Jimmy 

Carter is battling it out with disgraced Dick 

Nixonõs successor Gerald Ford.  Post pub-

rock saving 4/4 hard rock for its own 

future, punk rock is percolating amongst 

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 (their normal 

street clothes since they couldnõt afford 

stagewear) who opened for The Dictators, 

Kiss, The Stilettos (early Blondie,) Eric 

Anderson (!) and Television 

circa 1974 (Nixon resigns, successor Ford 

pardons Nixon, first pocket calculators 

become available the public) playing 

Michigan rock & roll a la their local 

contemporaries the MC5 and The Stooges: 

The Dogsé 

 

The Dogs with Sid Vicious and Tony Sales ð Photographer Unknown  
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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 -Vietnam 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 guitarist, Loren Molinare, 

bucked his school 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 

walked one of the few real bassists of the 

XX chromosome persuasion in the 

Detroit/Michigan rock scene besides Suzi 

Quatro (then of The Pleasure Seekers,) one 

Mary Kay.  

Studio Portrait with Danny DeMuff 1988  

 

Mary at my Venice, CA house 1986 

With her stage name fashioned after 

legendary bassist Carol Kaye (òGood 

Vibrationsó and 1,000s of other chart hits,) 

(the makeup magnate was less known 

during that era,) Mary knew her field and 

already had her chops down at a fairly 

young age. Explains Mary, òI always loved 

music, despite growing up on a pretty 

isolated farm in Michigan. I used to stand 

on top of the tractor and pretend the wheat 

waving in the winds was an audience 

applauding me. I later taught myself 

keyboard on some other neighbor's piano, 

and took choir in school just so I could be 

doing music. But when I h eard the bass 

lines of òBernadetteó by The Four Tops 

when it first came out on our local Motown 

radio, I immediately knew thatõs what I 

wanted to do. And Iõve played bass ever 

since.ó 

 



  

101 
 

 

Mary at the Dog House 1987 


