If 1 Fall Back Down:.
A Punk Rock Memoir

| STILL REMEMBER
THE FIRST TIME |
EVER PLAYED A
GUITAR...

GO ON THEN.

EPISCDE THREE:
THE GUITAR




1 WASN'T GOOD AT TALKING ABOUT MY PAST. MOST OF IT STAYED LOCKED AWAY
WHERE NOBODY COULD POKE AT IT. OPENING VP, LETTING PEOPLE SEE THE BITS
OF ME THAT STILL HURT—THAT WASN'T HOW | SURVIVED. VULNERABILITY GOT YOu
HURT. BETTER TO SHRUG, CRACK A JOKE, CHANGE THE SUBJECT AND KEEP mOVING.
BUT KEIRA WAS DIFFERENT.

SHE NEVER PUSHED. NEVER DUG FOR ANSWERS OR ACTED LIKE | OWED HER mY
HISTORY. SHE JUST LISTENED WHENEVER | CHOSE TO SPEAK, AND SOMEHOW THAT
MADE ME WANT TO. AROUND HER, THE WORDS DIDN'T FEEL LIKE WEAPONS
SOMEONE COULD TURN BACK ON mE. THEY JUST FELT... SAFE.

1 TOOK A SLOW BREATH, TRYING TO STEADY THE KNOT IN mY CHEST. IT WAS ONLY A
STORY ABOUT A GUITAR. AT LEAST, THAT'S WHAT | TOLD MYSELF.

THEN | STARTED TALKING.

ON THE STREET
THERE WAS THIS
RECORD SHOP...
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IT WAS RUN BY THIS GUY
MICK WHO WAS HARD AS
NAILS.
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GNING Sinarle.

HE HAD THIS THICK AS SHIT DOG
THATWAS ALWAYS CHASING
ITS TAIL.







ONE DAY, | FELT BRAVE, HE JUST SHRUGGED
AND | JUST ASKED. AND HANDED IT TO mE.

HEY,
couLD |
pLaY
THAT?
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IT WAS NOTHING SPECIAL. r.
AND NEITHER WAS I. I'D s (

NEVER PLAYED GUITAR i
BEFORE ) \.




B ...AND HOW IT SOUNDED.

EVENTVALLY, IT GOT TO

THE POINT WHERE | DIDN'T
HAVE TO ASK. mick wouLD
SEE ME COMING AND JUST
HAND IT TO ME.




THEN ONE DAY... SOMEONE HAD OF FERED
HIm £50 FOR IT AND IT HAD
BEEN A SLOW WEEK.
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AND IT HADN'T EVEN
BEEN MINE TO
BEGIN WITH...

YEAH, 8UT
THAT DOESN'T
MEAN IiT DIDN'T
MATTER.




	I still remember the first time I ever played a guitar…
	IN THE  CRACKS
	yeah?  Go on then.
	Episode three: The Guitar

	When i was a kid on the street there was this record shop...
	...I used to go in and spend hours looking at the vinyl.
	It was run by this guy Mick who was hard as nails.
	He had this thick as shit dog thatwas always chasing  its tail.
	I never had any money to spend. I was just keeping out of the cold.
	Sometimes Mick watched me like I was going to steal something.
	He never asked me to leave, though, and eventually he must have felt sorry for me ‘cos he started making me cups of tea.
	There was this old acoustic guitar that hung behind  the CounteR
	One day, I felt brave,  and I just asked.
	Hey,  could I  play  that?
	He just shrugged and handed it to me.
	It was nothing special. And neither was I. I’d never played guitar before
	But I liked how it felt...
	...And how it sounded.
	Eventually, it got to the point where I didn’t have to ask. Mick would see me coming and just hand it to me.
	Cheers  mate.
	I felt more sad than i had in a long time.
	It was like I lost soehitng that day.
	And it hadn’t even been mine to begin with...
	Yeah, but that doesn’t mean it didn’t matter.

