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In 2015 I found the elusive reverend 93 demo tape (or did it
find me). The only remaining copy, played it 1st time on Daves
birthday Jan 1st, creepy as hell. More importantly than the
tape, I made friends with Bill, Jamie and Chuck.
-Terry Maryniuk

Absolutely loved it! I'm glad you have a good memory, my
beer soaked brain forgot half of that shit! Fun times. I
remember meeting you and picking up the bike in Yakima, I
had totally forgot about that.
-Todd Stotz

This will be a really good read ... I played with Bill .. He is a
good man thats had a really hard life .. He nver bitched about
it .. Just did about it . A true story about a life of hard knocks
with some great war stories about Metal with all the
craziness and sacrifices involved .... A miscrocosm of what it
truly was like to be the Metal musician of the 80’s
-Jamie Northrup

Dedicated to my soulmate and my world, Crystal.

Extra special thanks to Terry Maryniuk for his encouragement,
friendship and support.

First Of All...
This is an honest, non-censored account of some of the cool
and weird things I have experienced playing music and living
in general. I've never been a big story teller, and embellishing
a tale has never been my style, so what you get here is the
honest scoop, or at least my version of it. There are of course,
at least four sides to every story:

1. My side
2. Your side
3.The onlookers side and
4.The actual, unbiased truth of events.
I think it's a good time for me to do this book and share some
of the events of my life which were pretty public. Had I chose
to relate these events when I was younger, I no doubt would
have had a more colored viewpoint and some details might
have proven less accurate as my own judgement and
perspective on these events have changed over the years, but
that happens to all of us I imagine.
Even now, in a place of more clarity I'm sure my account is
affected by some degree of myopia. It's not always age that
taints our vision, but a state of being, and my state of being for
much of my life has been a product of a variety of negative
elements.

Happily I've reached a spot in my dusty old age were anger
and bitterness and all other sorts of bullshit like that play less of
a part in the way I communicate, especially upon looking back
at my own life. Still an element to be sure, but a fading one the
older I get.
So... what the hell is it that makes ME so bloody interesting
that I should write a book and share it with strangers?
That's a damn good question because I am probably the most
boring person in the room. My wife would probably tend to
agree. Obviously, I never got rich or famous, or even got to
where I could buy a car that was made in the last five years.
Mostly I loved music and being creative and jamming with
people who were good friends and killer musicians.
You are mostly likely, even reading this because you have
some interest in Hard rock music in general, but I an tell you
I've read a lot of autobiographies from real rock stars and as
interesting as many were, most were self-serving and shallow
and didn't offer more than a peak into the misery and excess of
success.
Now, If You want to read a great rock and roll book, read
"Bringing Metal To The Children" by Zakk Wylde. That fucker is
entertaining. I cannot read two pages without busting a gut.

Let me get a couple things straight though.
I have no desire to make any kind of attempt, whatsoever to
impart middle-aged wisdom or brag about anything or talk shit
about anybody, or at the very least whine and bitch about my
pissy failings and pussy feelings. The reader can decide
what's what.
I kinda feel I have maybe been too outspoken in the past
about the wrong things for the wrong reasons all while being
too quiet about things that maybe I should have had the clarity
of mind to speak about a long time ago.
Sometimes it takes the better part of a lifetime to see your life
for what it has been and who you made yourself from all of it.
Blaming others is for losers. Not owning up to your choices
and decisions weather good or bad is a costly scenario but
enlightenment can also be a real bitch.
We should either dread the fact or count our blessings that
enlightenment and clarity usually come in small increments.
A person probably shouldn't get too comfortable in their
illusions, because one may find themselves receiving a huge
dose of realization at any point in their lives.
Food for thought? Or Not.

I remember, when I was little, maybe three or four years old,
laying in bed at night, holding my eyes open as long as I could. I
thought If I could just keep from closing them, maybe sleep
wouldn't come. And if sleep didn't come, maybe they wouldn't
either.

Chapter One
Music And Violence

I had a dream when I was little, not just once, but a recurring
vision that haunted me in my sleep every night.
Maddening in the sense that there is no conventional way I can
relate it to you. I was moving thru some unidentified space. All
around me were luminous spheres that seemd like they were
being transported in every direction. Almost as if they were
being carried on an invisible, complex conveyor belt. There was
an almost musical, rythmic droning to all this motion as
everything moved together in some mysterious, perfect
clockwork.
The dream was always the same; I soon realized I was being
carried on this invisible conveyor belt but as it made it's final
turn, dread filled my soul as I approached the end if this
repeated transit thru inexplicable shapes and sounds, because
at the end I would come face to face with a horror unimaginable.
A monstrous thing, or object beyond description that waited to
consume me, to destroy me, to punish me.
I woke screaming every night. I was three or four years old.

I listened to the radio at night when I was going to sleep. I was 5
years old and my sister would let me listen to her blueberry blue
Panasonic cassette player. I held it and waited to see what song
would come on next. I liked Band On The Run by Wings. It was
1974.
Mom rented an apartment on Rock Ave in Yakima, Wa after her
marriage to Ray ended. She had bad luck with men and Ray was
the most recent. She worked at H&H Meat Packing in Yakima,
Wa. She raised the four of us by herself for the most part.
She was one of ten children who were scattered apart across
the country to foster homes when she was little after her dad and
mom died. Their things were sold and they were separated and
she ended up being raised by abusive foster parents until the
age of 15 when she ran away and went to work as a waitress in a
diner at the end of 1st st in Yakima.
That's where she met her first husband Tom, who fathered my
two older brothers.
My sister Sonya and I grew up in the 70's having just missed the
drug-crazed hippie revolution of the 60's. My oldest brother was
not so lucky, and got hooked on bad things early in his teenage
years.
Sonya brought home '45's with the current hits by Elton John,
Manfredd Mann and whatnot and I would play them on her
record player. Music was probably my favorite thing even then.

We had moved a couple of times before living on Rock Ave.
Just around the Yakima area. I went to kindergarten and 1st
grade in Union Gap when it was still kind of a safe place to
live. My sister and I could walk around the surrounding blocks
on Halloween and go "Trick-or-Treating" without worrying
about getting shot or running into gangs.
These came up steadily from Mexico in later years and
destroyed much of Yakima with illegal drugs like Cocaine,
crack and meth, and most likely heroin now.
After Union Gap we lived in Moxee briefly after mom married
Ray. When that didn't work out we moved back in town.
That's when I met Ben. Mom and him got more serious and
Ben moved in. Soon, they were married and we moved away
from Yakima over the to the other side of the Cascade
Mountains to Lynwood, Wa. Ben worked in Real Estate and
had an office nearby.
We moved one more time to Lake Forest Park, a nice area
over Lake Union. You could hear the roar of the hydroplane
races that they held in Seattle in the Summer.
Soon we would move again, up to a small mountain town two
hours away.

In 1979 I was 13 and I got my first guitar.
My mom drove me to Cascade Music in Marysville, Wa. The
woman that worked there helped us pick out a decent starter
guitar, which was a Kay Acoustic. Complete with a fancy
hummingbird pick guard. All in all a nice axe, even if it wasn't
an electric. I think mom was being cautious in starting me off
with an acoustic at my brother's advice. An electric required
extras and if I wasn't really serious about it, it was less of a
risk. It made sense. My brother Benny played electric guitar.
He was a true child of the '60's and was very much a hippie to
the end.
But that wasn't why I wanted to play. I was one of the millions
of 12 year olds who had been exposed to Kiss the previous
year. In 6th grade In the small town of Darrington, Wa, Kiss
was THE most popular thing in music. I was a late-comer,
having initially shunned the makeup and gimmicks for more
cultured forms of music like Elvis and Glen Campbell.
I had played Alto Sax in 4th and 5th grade to no great extent.
One night mom and Ben had company over and made me play
for them. I protested and tried to refuse. I had never performed
in front of people by myself and I cried like a bitch while I
played some stupid song off a sheet of music. Other than that,
I Had been musically ignorant and uninterested Mom, though,
was a great collector of 8-track tapes -mostly country, which
she bought thru record clubs like Columbia House.
She encouraged me to pick out some tapes that I might enjoy.

I was clueless and even though Kiss' Destroyer had a cool
cover, I hadn't developed a taste for hard rock yet, so I picked
out some lame stuff. You could get 13 records or tapes for a
penny! And then you agreed to buy a certain amount of
records after that in the next two years at "regular club prices".
The regular club prices are what killed you, lol.
Sure, She got Dolly, Kenny, Willie, Waylon, Elvis and pals for a
measly cent, but she ended up paying three times the street
price for Neal Sedaka later on, lol.
Actually, my stepfather Ben had to pay for it. That's probably
why he bloodied her face in a drunken rage on any given night.
So at 13, a few days after school let out for the summer, there
I was picking out my new guitar. Case, pick and a couple of
lesson books to go along with it. I got home and started
immediately.
The first chord in the Mel Bay lesson book was a D7. A happy
little chord. Not much use in any of Kiss' repertoire, but I was
determined to learn and I learned my first three chords
following along with the book (no Youtube back then) as the
strings dug into my fingers. And then it was time to hide the
guitar in the closet.
Couldn't let Ben see it. No telling what mom would be in for if
he found out she spent $110 on a guitar of all things.
He'd see the credit card charges soon enough, though.

A non-eventful weekend followed, which at my house, was
always good. I waited for Ben to be out of the house so I could
pull my guitar out of the closet and practice some more. That
usually wasn't an issue since he owned a restaurant a hundred
yards away from the house. The Benroy. That's why we moved
up to this tiny, reclusive community from our previous home in
Lake Forest Park. Ben had purchased the place with a partner
around 1973 and ended up buying him out a while after that.
Having moved six times in eight years caused me to grow
accustomed to being a bit of an outsider at all my schools. Not
athletically inclined or interested, but more introverted and
artistic. Suddenly having access to hamburgers and fresh pie
anytime was a recipe for a skinny kid to become a chubby kid.
It was cool to have a restaurant, by far the top place to eat in
the small own. Full menu, breakfast, lunch and dinner which
attracted a lot of business from river rafters and tourists as well
as the locals. It also boasted a full bar and gambling room and
live bands on the weekends. So yeah, Ben would soon be out
of the house and I could jam without fear for a while.
He was a large man with a bad temper. He would come home
from the Restaurant with blood on his shirt. Somebody would
flip him shit or cheat at poker and he'd break a chair over the
guys head. Other times he just beat up my mom.
Usually not in front of us.

One night he came storming into the rec room where my
mom, my sister and I were eating dinner away from him. The
rec room was an addition to the house, separated from the
rest of the home by a sliding glass door. It used to be a patio,
but was remodeled before we moved in.
That was where we played on the pool table and I played
with my friends and hung out and watched tv, and as the
years went by, it became more and more of a refuge for my
mom and me at those times when she and Ben were not
getting along. He'd cheat on her, she'd confront him, he'd
smack her. They both drank like fish and it was just ugly. I
dreaded the holidays.
But that night, storming in with a tray that held his dinner that
she cooked and gave to him to eat in living room by himself,
he threw the entire tray across the room and went straight at
mom, who was standing by the pool table at this point. He
was pushing her over backwards, out of his mind, furiously
enraged for some reason unbeknownst to myself. maybe he
was mad because he was forced to eat alone, I don't know.
My sister and I forced our way in front of him, between the
two, and started pushing back at him, screaming and hitting
him. He finally let go of mom's throat and left the room.
Just another night really.

One day, he pointed to my friend across the street who was
working on his car and he said to me "You should go over and
help your friend. How else are you ever going to learn how to
work on cars?"
He was insistent, so I did as he said. 20 minutes later I got a
call at my friend's house from my mom asking me to come
home.
He wanted me out of the house so he could knock her around.
Anxiety was taking over from all this. I was afraid to leave her
alone. To go with my friends, to go to school.
Just afraid.
One afternoon he had told me to mow the yard, and like a kid
my age, I was in no hurry. Hot. Sweaty. Blisters. Work. Not
that I refused, I was just ignoring the task I guess, in my 11year old mind hoping it would go away, until he came in the rec
room and came at me. I ran out the back door and fell down in
the garden, crying and terrified he was going to do to me what
he did to mom, when I realized he gave up pursuing me.
The weekend of my first guitar came and went. Me and my
friend Jim and a couple other guys made plans before school
let out to go camping by ourselves at the Squire Creek
campground that Tuesday night. We were all pretty amped up
about sleeping outside, catching fish, etc. Normal small-town
kid stuff for the time. No Xbox or Iphones. A usual Tuesday
night was watching one of three channels with your parents in
the living room on the one tv set, so camping was exciting.

I don't know why. To this day I cannot recall having a concrete
reason for it. I don't remember over hearing any conversations
or seeing any signs that sent out a red flag, but at the last
minute, I cancelled and told my friends I wouldn't be going
camping with them. I had a bad feeling.
I felt like I let them down, and I felt bad about it. I felt worse
about something else. It was kind of like the dread I would feel
on Christmas or New Years, when all the adults were getting
drunk and the laughter turned to arguing.
I stayed home.
Mom ended up wanting to drive to a friend's house that
evening. One of her drinking friends who lived across town in a
mobile home. We were there for a little while until it was time to
go home. Hopefully Ben would be in bed and there would be no
arguments. No confrontations. No yelling. No anything.
We went inside and I went to my room quickly passing my
parent's bedroom, which was at the end of the hall, directly
across from my room, where I'd heard all kinds of terrible things
at night. I'd heard him violently rape her before. Mom knew I'd
heard it and confirmed it.
Anyway, mom went to the couch were she often slept.
It was late in the evening. Maybe ten or eleven O'clock.
I turned out my light and laid down.

A minute later I heard Ben get out of bed. His 300+ pound
footsteps walking down the hall, sounding heavier than usual.
I heard him talking loudly and angrily, both of them arguing. I
heard what sounded like a piece of furniture being turned over, I
heard mom screaming. I heard Ben say "I'm going to kill you!"
I bolted up, threw on my jeans and reached frantically under my
bed and pulled out a .22 Remmington rifle. It was already
loaded.
I opened my door, breathing hard I walked down the hall
barefoot, without a shirt and pumped the action of my .22.
I stopped at the end of the hallway where it opened up to the
living room to see my mom barely in her night gown, struggling
to get away from him and Ben lunging after her. I had a clear
shot, I took aim and shot towards his chest. I must have missed
because he yelled "OWWW!" and grabbed his arm, I shot once
more and he stumbled and fell. Mom told me to get out of the
house and she would meet me outside as quickly as she could.
I made it outside holding my rifle. It was dark, dogs were
barking and I stood in the yard and could hear Ben struggling to
breathe thru the open window of the living room.
Mom hurried out shortly after and opened the trunk of the car
and told me to put my rifle inside.
We piled into the car, frantically trying to collect ourselves as
we pulled out of the driveway.

They hid in the shadows, and shadows seemed to be
everywhere I went. Their eyes truly glowed red as they
scurried from corner to corner, following me.
I taught myself in the daytime to open my eyes real hard, and
remind myself that I could do that the next time they came to
me in my sleep. And of coure, they came, and I wasted no
time waking myself.

Chapter Two
Save My Soul, Rock And Roll

We ended up pulling into the parking lot at the restaurant where
the local cops could usually be found late at night drinking coffee
and talking to the waitress. (Back then, they were called
waitresses, not foodservers).
Mom told me to go in and get a cop. Shirtless and barefoot I
walked into the dining room, maybe 15 people sitting around as I
walked up to the officers at the one of the tables and said "you
need to come over to my house". The officer wanted to know
why. All I could do was repeat what I had just told him. Him and
his partners quickly drove over to the house, mom and I pulled
around to the back parking lot of the Benroy where we watched
the officers go inside. A minute later, one came out, switched on
his flashing lights and started talking on his radio.
I saw my best friend's sister from across the street come out and
go over to where the police were and I could hear her talking
about a hearing a loud pop. A .22 probably sounds a lot louder
inside a building, and it was summer and people's windows were
open, so it's no surprise they heard the shots.
Mom was instructed to bring me to the City Hall building for
statements while the officers conducted their investigation at the
house.

At the courthouse, There was a lot of waiting, followed by
some questions, and then more waiting. I looked out the
window onto the street from the courthouse in th early
morning hours as the sun was getting ready to come up while
mom gave her statement.
I gave mine. And we would be free to go. We met the
investigators at the house while we collected some personal
things. Mom made arrangements for us to spend the next
couple of days at her friend's home while somebody cleaned
the house and got the bloody sofa out of the living room.
Bob and Gloria owned a supermarket in town. Gloria was
another one of mom's drinking buddies. It sounds bad, but I
can't see that there was much else to entertain adults in
Darrington. Some people worked at the mill, others worked
their horses and livestock, but in 70's, people partied and
drank.
My friend David's parents across the street didn't drink as far
as I could tell. His dad worked on trucks and heavy
equipment, his mom stayed home and raised kids. A good,
solid family. Church-going baptists, but not uptight by any
stretch of the imagination.
They had a Hobie Cat they took to the lake during the
summers and liked to work on the vacation lot they owned on
Lake Tyee, and sometimes went to Bingo.
David and I would go to Bingo too (no Xbox, remember?) and
we also had youth group activities sometimes with the pastor
from the First Baptist Church that David's family attended and
were members of.

David was four years older than me. Mrs. Christianson, my 3rd
grade teacher suggested to him that he introduce himself to me
when we moved into the house across the street from him. I
made that woman's life hell, lol. Bless her heart.
She obviously knew I was having trouble fitting in, being the
new kid in town. Kinda spoiled, stepdad had money, which we
never did before now. We weren't rich, but we weren't going
without anything.
Ben liked spending money and drinking and hitting singles bars
with his friends on the weekends. He also liked fishing and
bought himself a used 21 foot Sea Ray. He took all of us fishing
in the Summers to Neah Bay on he Olympic Penninsula of
Washington State. David would come with us sometimes and I
enjoyed having my friend along. I'm not sure my sister enjoyed
fishing all that much and she got sick as hell one day out on the
Ocean, and ended up catching a 32 LB King Salmon. The
biggest any of us had landed.
The thrill of my life was catching a shark. It was a beautiful
Blue shark, maybe about 5 feet long. We cut the line and let it
go. We were out for Salmon, which Ben would have canned in
a plant near Neah Bay when we were done.

After the incident with Ben, I felt like I had some soulsearching to do. I don't know if it was guilt, I never really felt
bad about what happened. I never broke down over it, in fact it
never really phased me one way or another as far as I could
tell.
Most people I spoke to had said they would have done the
same thing in my situation, but the fact is, you never really
know what you would do in somebody else's situation.
Those remarks, though, were out of kindness and that's what
matters.
At 13, I wasn't sure how exactly, I was supposed to feel about
it. I always maintained I would do the same thing over again If I
had to. Domestic abuse was not taken seriously in America in
1979. Small towns were full of gossip, drama and secrets and
violence against women went largely unchecked. It was only at
that time that it began gaining awareness and support.
My mind told me that even though I did what seemed to be
the right thing, that I should feel bad, or sorry or ruined over
my actions and that I would live with these events every day
for the rest of my life. I also felt like it was wrong to like guns,
even though I previously was fascinated by them
Many boys my age were. WW2, tanks, guns, anything military
related was compelling. It was another phase prior to the
shooting. First I liked Dinosaurs, then I liked Alligators, Then
Sharks, and I became obsessed with the movie Jaws. I went
from fascination to fascination being the outsider kid who didn't
play sports and wasn't from these parts.

Guns were a natural progression for my age group. Especially
in a small mountain town like Darrington. I couldn't think of
many boys my age who didn't own their own rifles, either a .22
or a hunting Rifle as many of the kid's fathers were avid
hunters. The area was rich with game, and people took
advantage of it.
I didn't have fantasies of killing, or getting revenge on my
classmates, even though I was usually the odd one out. I had
my circle of friends so I wasn't a complete loner, but definitely a
target for the older boys who were always on the lookout for
easy game.
Guns were another fascination and mom was glad to buy me a
rifle. It was kept hidden though, like the guitar.
There's no reason for a 13 year old boy to have a loaded
weapon under his bed. That is a red flashing sign screaming
something is wrong. I had no idea it was inappropriate, but I
also knew it might not be a bad idea, considering my home life.
And no matter what anti-gun activists want to believe, self
defense is a basic human right. Defense in the interest of
another human life is a basic human right. Ben was dealt with
appropriately. But it shouldn't have been a 13 year old pulling
the trigger.
I would never allow my kids (my wife's children) to be in that
situation. No child should be thrust into a position to carry that
weight

An arraignment would take place in six months. It was then
decreed that I meet with a social worker with and without my
mom for general reviews of my personality and behaviors. The
courts really didn't know what to do with me. The officers who
conducted the investigation felt it was an open and shut case
of self-defense, but there were more liberal factions in place
that had been appointed to add their two cents.
In addition to the meetings with a social worker, I was ordered
to spend a month or so with a Foster Family. Not sure what the
purpose was. Maybe it was a delayed court order to remove
me from a potentially dangerous home situation, since there
had been domestic violence, I think the authorities and social
workers were a bit inexperienced in this type of situation
involving a minor.
My mom blocked most of that out of her mind and never
wanted to speak about it so I only know what I remember, but it
was a pretty stuffy Christian couple who had a 16 year old
daughter and two sons around the same age, and they kept
foster kids who had gotten into trouble in a room downstairs
across from their boys.
There was another teenager there with me, and I don't
remember his name, but he was a few years older. He had
gotten into some minor trouble from what I could gather.
Runaway. Theft. Nothing major.

Mom was allowed to drop me off with my overnight bag, with
some clothes in it and some comic books and a Kiss magazine
I brought with me. I wasn't allowed to keep the Kiss magazine
and had to send it back with mom when she came to visit the
next weekend. They were super religious and did not allow the
Satanic Kiss in their home.
It was bizarre that their names were Bob and Marlene. That
was my friend David's parents names. The routine there was
pretty boring. Bob and Marlene had intercoms in all rooms of
the house so they could call for any of the kids any time.
We got up early and had breakfast at the table with their family
and helped set the table, clean up, etc. The other foster kid
attended school during the day and I was left there with the
mom. I had to go with her when she shopped or had her car
serviced. The rest of the time, I read from their collection of
musty books which they stored in a cubby under the stairs.
Mom brought me comic books to read when she came on the
weekends. She was allowed to pick me up for a couple hours
once a week. We'd go have lunch somewhere, go by the lake,
or a short drive and she'd drop me back off.
I after a few weeks I had a decent collection of Peanuts and
B.C. paperback comics. Bob liked B.C. and would ask to
borrow them. He could be a little less stiff sometimes when he
wasn't busy being an over-zealous religious nut.

They didn't go to church however, Church came to them.
They held services in their home and their friends would come
over for Sunday services and pack the house. Bob would lead
them in song, and he would correct hymnals with blasphemous
lyrics and preach to the congregation. He made a point to
boast about how he wouldn't even drive to church on Sunday,
because driving was work and work was forbidden by God on
the Sabbath.
Some evenings we would all pile into the Family Truckster and
attend a bible study at one of their friend's homes.
When it was over I went back home and waited for the court
date, which would be in late November.
As the date got closer, I became more apprehensive.
All this was a lot to worry about. What would the court decide?
What would they do with me? Even though I hadn't done
anything wrong in my own opinion, or in the eyes of many, but
after observations, evaluations and interviews with a number of
social workers, I knew I wasn't as transparent as they liked
their subjects to be. I'm sure it simply made paperwork difficult
to fill out, and that's a large part of what social work is.
I guarded my feelings and was uncertain how to answer
questions and didn't provide very good examination results for
some of the DSHS employees or psychologists who were
appointed to decide whether they felt I was imbalanced or not.

They would give me tests to evaluate me. Id be given a
Rorschach test, and I couldn't give an answer. I was afraid if I
said the wrong thing, it would incriminate me. I would be
handed a set of pictures illustrating a scenario with no
description, like a girl sitting on the floor crying and a man in
the room with an angry look on his face, and I was supposed
to render my interpretation of what I thought could possibly
be going on in the picture. Again, I didn't want to say what I
thought, because maybe they would decide I was some kind
of weirdo.
At one point I was given a piece of paper and a pencil while
waiting to speak with a worker and they told me to draw while
I waited. I was frustrated by all the talking, testing and
interviewing and waiting and i scribbled a mess on the paper
that must have looked bad if they used it for an evaluation,
which of course they did.
After some period, they met with my mom and reported with
her their findings and it turned out they felt I showed signs of
underlying emotional problems (no shit. Really?) and they
suggested further counseling. They thought one of my
answers was wrong for my age. "Did I like girls and when did
I started noticing them?" First of all, I was 13 and I had
always noticed girls. They were every where, how could I not
notice them?
I didn't pick up on he meaning of their question. I was a bit
slow I guess.

So after all the evaluation was complete, we waited for court.
Another three months of apprehension and nervousness.
I played guitar in my room, learning the chords. Listening to my
Kiss records, moving my first finger up and down the neck and
plucking with my thumb to emulate Gene Simmons on the bass
but I couldn't really do any songs yet.
I pushed the coming date out of my mind as long as I could,
until it got too close to ignore.
Court was in a couple days now. We packed for an over-night
stay and drove to Everett, Wa and mom rented a motel room
not far from where we bought my guitar. We had even stopped
in so I could look around at the guitar selection and maybe buy
a new pick or two.
We got some food and went back to the room for the night.
We woke up, got ready and got in the car and made that
dreadful drive into Everett to the Juvenile court.
Mom answered questions and testified the events of that June
evening thru tears and then it was my turn. I answered the
questions, described what happened to the best of my ability.
Mom's attorney spoke, other people spoke and then the judge
spoke.
He quickly decided I should spend four months in a secured,
juvenile detention facility and I was escorted out of the
courtroom to a waiting room where I got to speak with my mom
one more time before being processed into detention.

I was pretty wigged out. I was scared. I had never been in any
kind of trouble. I was stripped, searched, given some underwear
and sat and waited for them to find me some jeans and a t-shirt
in my size while they asked me if I understood why I was there .
I told them I did. I was given some old clothes to put on and
was walked to a small room with a small mattress which was set
upon a platform built into the wall. There was stainless steel
toilet by the door with a sink built in to the top. There was a
metal desk in the corner built into the wall and a small slot of a
cracked window reinforced with steel web that you could look
out and see the industrial section of downtown Everett with the
smoke stacks blowing out white smoke in the darkness of the
damp, chilly November night.
Music started coming thru the speaker in the ceiling. They
would play the radio or tapes through it. It was Either KISW,
KZOK -both rock stations, or KYYX, the girlie pop station, since
this was a coed facility. The girls' wing was on the opposite
side, and both would mix in the common areas for scheduled
periods during the day.
When the music came on it was the pop station. It got close to
lights out time and the radio played the Eagles.
"Somebody's gonna hurt someone, before the night is
through..." I listened to the boys up and down the hall yelling
and making animal sounds and then it was time to sleep.

Not sure how I ever fell asleep that night. The light above me
dimmed a little but never went out. I guessed this is what prison
was all about, and I was a criminal. Convicted of 2nd degree
manslaughter.
Soon, though it was just a boring routine of showering, eating.
Sitting in the common area, reading and listening to the music
coming thru the speaker. Nobody was hurting anybody. Most of
the kids were there for stealing, or destruction of property or
smoking pot. No killers, no pimps. No maniacs.
Just a lot of waiting. Waiting for visitors day when my mom and
sister and maybe my brother would come and get to sit with me
for a half hour or so.
There were some school classes, some lady taught us to make
etched designs on a piece of copper. She was from the
Christian Science church and talked about religion. One day
some people from another church came by and read the bible
and talked to us. It was upbeat and positive and I was
interested in knowing more so one of the guys sat down and
spoke with me personally.
I ended up attending David's church after I got out because of
that.
One particular day, a doctor came in to examine each kid. I
walked into the examination room and was instructed to remove
my pants and lay down. I'm not sure why he had to grab my
testicles, I don't remember being told to cough.

At Christmas, I got to go home for 24 hours. My sister picked
me up. We stopped at the mall and she pointed out a little
figurine. A handmade clay, painted sculpture of some kind of
two headed turtle-like creature with "We need each other"
painted on it in tiny lettering.
We got back to the house and my brother and his wife was
there, my sister, my oldest brother Benny and mom who had
cooked a big holiday dinner. Everybody was drinking, but mom
had been the most affected. She had been drinking pretty
heavily for some time. Before Ben's death and even more since.
There was never a shortage of liquor. She had taken on all the
responsibilities of restaurant ownership and the stresses,
pressures and guilt were too much for her.
She came up to me at one point in the evening. I was laying on
the floor in front of the TV watching a program or playing a
game, I don't remember which. She plopped down on the floor
next to me with her drink and slurred something to me. I couldn't
stand her like this. She became another person when she drank
and I always felt alone. I said something which indicated my
disgust and she got up, muttering something in anger and
stormed out of the room. That's when all hell broke loose.
In the course of her personal attacks on everybody she cried
out how I had killed her husband while my brothers and sister
fought in my defense. It was a nightmare of an evening. One of
the worst I had ever known.

I don't remember who drove me back to detention the next
morning. I didn't want to go back. I was numb.
When there was only a month or so left, I was allowed to go
home for the week to attend school and I would be required to
return to the detention facility on the weekends.
A court appointed worker was assigned to my case and picked
me up on Friday afternoons to make sure I got there.
The remainder of time passed slowly and I was appointed to
perform a certain amount of hours of community service. I was
put on a work crew with half a dozen other boys between 13
and 16.
I was driven to the first work site by my new social worker. He
took me to a flooded, swampy area where the work crew was
expected to pull fallen branches, tree limbs and debris and clear
the area. It was slow and taxing and we were done for the day
before too long and we were driven back to the facility.
The crew leader was an older black man who might have been
performing some sort of community service himself in the
process of leading the work. He was easy-going and had a
good sense of humor and wasn't in a hurry to do much work.
He took us to a new work site the next morning at some sort of
city water facility. It was a big round reservoir with a fence
around it. We were elected to dig a one-foot trench around the
perimeter, and it was February and the ground was frozen solid.

We spent the first two weekends sitting around, staring at the
frozen ground and listening to this old man tell stories and
laughing. The story about his colonoscopy was particularly
hilarious. A few more weeks passed, I was processed out, and I
went back home. And mom was still drinking.
I went to school for the rest of the year. The superintendent
said it was too late in the year to attend the eighth grade class
so I was instructed to go to repeat the second half of the seventh
grade. I would be with younger kids I didn't know. I wouldn't be
going with my friends.
I spent time with my friend David. Once a week a child
psychologist would come to my school and we would talk. The
further counseling that my mom had agreed to, and pretty soon,
that wrapped up. I spent time with my friend David. Fishing,
riding bikes, watching movies and generally goofing off. We
went by ourselves up to Baker Lake and camped in his parents
camper. He was 18 and was a mature responsible kid. We
swam in the lake and did a little work on a lot on Lake Tyee that
his parents bought. Those were the good times.
Mom took me to South Dakota were we visited my uncle Bill for
a few weeks. His father in law had a home-made electric guitar
and let me play it the whole time I was there. I had been taking
lessons and could actually play a couple simple melodies at this
time.
When we got back to Washington, we traded in the acoustic for
a new electric guitar. A brown, Les Paul shaped Hondo II.

Chapter Three
A New Identity
I had gotten a 15 watt Crate amplifier for Christmas on my
home visit form the Denny Youth Detention facility. Up until
now, I played my acoustic through it with a small pickup which
could be affixed to the body of the guitar with a non-permanant
adhesive.
Sounded ok, and gave me the ability to amplify, but wasn't all
that necessary. I Really wasn't good enough yet to play that
loud lol.
Tip: If you want to buy your kid a guitar, just get them an
electric without an amp. You won't hardly hear it, even if they
do actually pick the guitar up from time to time in their room
and make an effort to practice. You're welcome. ;)
So I was ready to rock on my sleek, new electric twanger,
complete with hardshell case and a cord even. I had learned
some chords to some Kiss songs and tried to play along with
my record player to "Calling Dr Love" "God Of Thunder" and
other Kiss biggies.
By the end of the Summer, I could play the whole solo to
"Detroit Rock City". I was on my way boy.

I pretty much played all day long, every day. Slept with the
guitar next to the bed, hell, I might have even had my first
sexual experience with that guitar, I was so obsessed. It was
just an off-brand Japanese electric, but it was well made and
played well.

I have no actual photos of it, but was able to Google the exact
model a while back. I like the Les Paul configuration, especially
with the controls. I love a Strat, but Gibson got it right with the
layout. Get those damn knobs out of the way of my fingers.
They are close enough if I need them.
I was practicing in the rec room one afternoon while mom was
over at the restaurant trying to keep the place together, when a
knock came upon my door (poetic, huh?)
I put down my baby and went to see who it was.
It was my friend Jim. Jim, my friend from the camping trip I
never made it to. We had been good friends. Two Kiss fanatics,
and even saw Kiss in Seattle together on the Dynasty tour. We
talked all thru the seventh grade how we were going to learn to
play and start a band.

We didn't though. And after Ben's death, Jim and I hung out
less and less. Jim hadn't come by himself however, he had two
people with him. Loren Evans and another fellow who I cannot
recall for the life of me.
Loren was 18 and a senior in the coming school year. He had
wanted to beat me up just a couple years ago because his little
sister hated me at the time. Kid politics.
The other guy was 18 too and they wanted to hear me play.
They had a band and Jim told them I was pretty good.
They followed me into the rec room and I played some riffs,
including the solo to Detroit Rock City and they asked me to
join up that day. I was playing with older kids, and it was kind of
like that for me for years, playing with older people.
The band did ACDC covers almost exclusively. I showed up
the first night to jam along and they sent me home with two
casettes crammed with tracks from High Voltage, Powerage,
Dirty Deeds and Highway To Hell. My mom cussed alot, but I
never heard the word Hell so much in my life until I started
listening to ACDC. Later it proved to be a theme in most of my
favorite bands, lol.
We did some school dances, practiced all the time, hung out
and I got drunk for the first time with Loren and the drummer
when I was 15. Stumbled into the house after being dropped off
and fell down on my bed and went to sleep.

That wasn't a common occurrence though. For the most part,
these guys, which were all seniors, were pretty discrete and if
they smoked weed, they never did it around me.
Mom ended up closing the doors to the restaurant. She was
ready to sell and leave. I remember some of the girls meeting
her there the day she shut it down. I know they were upset.
Darrington wasn't a town with a lot of opportunities. Many of the
women were keeping their households afloat and supporting
their kids with the wages they earned serving tables.
We had gotten death threats and people threatening to burn
the place down. The winter before we closed, two newer
employees were caught stealing liquor and mom fired them. It
was a sleazy couple who came by the house one day while I
was playing guitar on the couch. The guy began yelling at my
mom and threatening to sue her and he stormed off in his truck,
but not before throwing an axe handle thru the window next to
where I was.
Turned out, they had been robbing the Benroy for months
while they prepared to open their own restaurant down the road
They were working, stealing and collecting supplies from us.
We began storing the liquor at the house in the rec room when
we didn't know who was taking it and they tried to break in one
night while we were in the front of the house. They ran when
we heard them jiggling the back door and left a trail of foot
prints in the snow. I followed the prints out to the street as they

raced away in their truck. These were the folks opening the
Timberline restaurant in Darrington, and may they burn in Hell.
We found a buyer. Loren's grandfather owned the Burger
Barn, which was, and still is a neat little burger shack on the
other end of town. Loren's mom ran it and we would pop in for
burgers all the time.
I recommend the Golly Whopper if you ever find yourself up
that way. Might be new ownesrhip after all these years, I don't
know. I have tried to reconnect with some of the people I knew
in my youth, but haven't been successful for the most part.
Sometimes, you lose touch and too much time simply passes.
We sold the Benroy and moved. And that was a chapter of my
life that has been closed since.

Chapter Four
Coming Down The Mountain

Leaving Darrington was long overdue. I considered myself a
Christian and had become more and more interested in playing
Christian rock but continued collecting records of all the greats
Hard Rock bands I had heard on the radio. I was definitely into
Black Sabbath, Rush, Led Zeppelin, Alice Cooper, Ted Nugent,
ACDC and Van Halen.
I played along with every single record from beginning to end
and absorbed as much as I could just by listening and figuring it
out. Youtube would have been so handy, but that's not how we
did it.
Everything wasn't spoon-fed to us. We didn't have unlimited
information at our fingertips and video games just weren't that
good yet. Kids don't even have to think anymore, and it shows.
Kids are being raised by grown up kids who never had to think
or do anything for themselves. We have become so utterly
stupid and useless as a species...well, it's simply sad.
It's also sad that they don't have innocence anymore.
So many parents allow their young, little kids to have their own
smart phone, which is a wide-open window to every possible
form of vileness. Pornography and violence.
Even if you are strict and don't allow your children access to the
internet, they will access it somewhere else. At school or with
their friends.
There's never been a time like this for our kids, and it's scary.

I had gotten my GED at 15, because by the 8th grade, I was
just a shadow. I wouldn't do the work, and was behind in
everything, especially math. The teachers let me show up and
sit down and paid no attention to me. At graduation, I was not
acknowledged one way or the other so I got my GED and didn't
go back.
I was playing guitar constantly and little else. Mom didn't push
me to find a part time job so I didn't even think about it. We lived
off the restaurant money for a few years and then it started to
run out.
Not working was bad for me. I should have been out making
my own money, saving up for a car, etc. I didn't have any
guidance in this. I didn't have peers to draw from since I wasn't
attending school. Instead I adapted to being lazy and
unmotivated, except where music was concerned.
I played with different people here and there. I jammed with a
small Christian Rock group that did originals but later hooked up
with some rock guys in Lynwood. We played parks, bars, house
parties, whatever.
In a couple years, when I was 18, I went to work for Blue Cross
processing medical claims after attending a course which
advertised training in the newspaper. I sold my Marshall amp
that I had gotten with the restaurant money to pay tuition but still
ended up owing a huge balance. The job was over my head, I
was too immature to handle the responsiility.

I saw an ad for a drummer in Yakima needing a guitarist. He
said he was the drummer for a nationally-known Christian rock
band named Barnabas. The ad promised recording and
touring. This could be the right thing at just the right time. I
quickly called the guy.
Lance Johnson was his name and we set up a time to meet,
and my mom and me drove over the mountains and I
"auditioned" for his band. He liked what I did and said I was in,
and mom and me went back to Lynwood and got ready to
move to Yakima. I stayed with my Brother and his wife for a
few weeks while mom tied up some lose ends. It was my plan
to find a job and and start practicing with Lance and his band.
It was winter of '84/'85. We were towing a small Uhaul trailer
loaded to the brim with our things and pulling it with my '77
Ford LTD that I had gotten previously. Mom bought it. It was
big and green and very 70's. 8 Cylinders of pure Ford power,
but those eight cylinders fought for their life pulling that trailer
over Steven's Pass, and they might have gotten all the way if
the transmission didn't puke out at the very top.
I had a dream before we left, of my mom and me stuck in a
swamp in the car in the middle of nowhere.
It wasn't a swamp, but we were stuck in the middle of nowhere.
We got ahold of my brother who lived in Yakima who met us
and towed us back to town. The trip started out with a disaster
and only got worse.

Lance turned out to be a flake who was too busy with his
business and projects to barely have time for a band, in fact at
the time I got to Yakima, he didn't even have a band. Just
some phone numbers of a couple guys he knew that would
come over and jam a couple times.
Through him though, I met Randy Wineman (who also went
by the name Randy Huff) and we hung out a little. He played a
custom black, strat body guitar with bright yellow zebra stripes
and a Floyd Rose. Randy had jammed with Dave Wayne, a
name I wasn't familiar with yet.
Over time, Randy told me of the time he auditioned for Metal
Church. He showed up and plugged in and they blew him
away with their walls of Marshall Stacks. I don't know the
situation, but I assume it might have been when they were
seeking a touring guitarist since Kurdt Vanderhoof wasn't a fan
of touring then, he just wanted to write.
Randy was a good player and certainly had the look. Tall,
strong facial features, good hair. It helps to be tall. Looks were
everything in the 80's. Here I was with stubby legs, love
handles and Paul Stanley hair from hell. I never looked the
part of a guitar hero, lmao, not once.

I really wanted Paul Stanley's hair. His or Neal Schon. They
were both sportin' some killer 'fro's in the '70's, but as I had to
seek work, and employers at the time were really uptight, I had
to chop most of it off to go to work. I landed a busboy gig at the
Black Angus Restaurant on 1st st. but not until after meeting
Randy Hatheway and joining up in his band.
Randy and I ran into each other at Lee's music in Yakima, Wa.
where I had gotten a "job' as a salesman. It's only a "job" if you
make money, and I was a shitty salesman. To his day, I could
not sell an electric blanket to an eskimo. That's probably
politically incorrect on some level and I apologize for any hurt
feelings.
Seriously. I never had any interest in trying to talk somebody
into something they were not interested in. I sold one guitar at
Lees Music and that was to Mike Hoff who later sang for me
and Randy Hatheway who I was just about to tell you about.

Lee's Music was a giant music store in Yakima, Wa. They had
everything. Marshall stacks, Les Pauls, the best drums and keys
and everything else a band needed. I liked walking around and
looking at things I wanted to buy. Of course, I was broke all the
time, so it did me little good.
Randy Butler owned Lee's Music. Randy was a cool enough
guy. A musician himself at one time and now dabbling in real
estate and whatnot. Randy hired me because I looked clean cut
and seemed like an honest, personable guy. Allen Stapleton
worked for Randy for a while. Lee's music was a hub for all
things rock.
Randy Hatheway came in the store and I spoke to him, offering
my assistance, lol. He looked really familiar to me for some
reason. Real heavy at the time, black leather jacket and long
blonde hair.
I also ran into Joe Alvarez at Lee's music. A spooky looking
dude. Real quiet mannerisms. I approached him too and found
out he had a metal band called Warlock. He described where
they jammed and invited me to come by some time.
The sales gig didn't work out, naturally, and after a few months I
decided to post an ad on a bulletin board on the wall at Lee's
where bands advertised their services, people advertised
instruments for sale and others looking for gigs.
It read something like "Hot Rock Guitarist looking for band", with
several little pull-off tabs torn into the bottom with my number
printed on them.

I had answered an ad in the paper for somebody looking for a
guitarist to do covers at fairs and such. I showed up at the
address after stopping at my brother's house for a beer to settle
my nerves. This older guy met me at the door and led me to the
garage and I set up. After a minute this guy walks in dressed up
like Elvis in all jeans and black leather. His name was Steve
Earl or something and he did an Elvis routine.
I played little Sister and some other stuff and chatted for a while
before going home. Not really my gig, but I did make friends
with the sax player chick who also showed up for the audition.
The bass player was guy named Bob Fox who was friends with
the girl. Her name was Pam and she told me she knew a
couple guys that were putting together a real cover band to go
play real gigs. Pam had once dated Dave Wayne.
I met up with her and these guys and we quickly jammed and
made up a set list and got to work getting ready.
The singer played bass. His name was Rob and he got us a gig
in Packwood, Wa. 73 miles out of Yakima on Highway 12. A
real small little roadside stop in the middle of nowhere. Rob
secured an eight-week gig as the resident house band on the
weekends at a little bar called the Blue Spruce. I beleieve it is
still there to this day.
We all liked rock, but Rob was convinced we need to focus on
a good number of country standards to keep the gig. We made
a little money maybe $150 a week for each of us, probably more
for Rob.

Through Pam I met Chuck, her boyfriend. Later my bass player
in Reverend. Small world. He did an admittedly nifty Billy Idol
impersonation and had some music plans of his own going on.
That band split up after the Blue Spruce gig and I got a call to
go try out for some metal dudes. When I got there, It was Randy
Hatheway and a drummer named Rick. Also showing up to try
out was one Joe Alvarez. He did a version of War Pigs and
floored everybody. We thought Ozzy had entered the building.
He was hired immediately. So was I.
See, the trick in putting a band together, as I slowly figured out
over the years, is to be deceptive as hell. You place an ad, act
like you already have a band, but you just need one member.
You put up different ads, you get everybody together at one
point and start jamming and act like you are in control and see
how long you can pull it off while hoping it clicks good in the
process. Lots of times this works, people forget HOW they got
together and just go from there. I've known a lot of smooth talking characters that operate like this moment to moment. I
was real naive for a long time, but after awhile you figure people
out. I was just a little slow.
As it turned out, it didn't really matter. I hit it off with Randy and
Rick and we started jamming. Joe ended up not making practice
once or twice and we ended up getting Mike Hoff. Brian
Munzenreider played bass.
We became Salvage.

Salvage played the heavy covers. The Trooper, Riding On The
Wind, Screaming For Vengeance, Metal Church, etc. We had our
picture taken. We had a banner made. We rented a storage unit
of 16th and River Road which was remodeled from the inside to
be insulated and self-contained. There were other bands in that
storage facility doing similar things. Dale Fram's band, and most
Notably, Shield. Yakima's premiere heavy metal entertainment.
That's how their business card read. And they were good. They
were Yakima's Best. Willie Hoffee, Troy Keller and a couple other
guys. I jammed with both Troy and willie over the years and had
good times with each.
We got our set down and did a few shows. One was in Tri-Cities
at an outdoor gig. We played in an amphitheater shaped like a
giant finger nail...in fact it was called "The Fingernail
Amphitheater". It was a show sponsored by a local rock station.
There were other bands there including a band called Metal Wolf.
Kind of a glam/hair band from what I remember. They pranced
and jumped, we played For Whom The Bell Tolls by Metallica and
Fast As A Shark by Accept, among others, it was a pretty fun
show. I rode home that evening with Allen and Denny Lyons and
a couple of girls we met at the show. They got dropped off after a
while. Probably a good idea.
We did another gig at a place on Yakima Avenue called Stallions.
It was an all-age venue that had dance music and dj's and the
occasional band.

This was the time we were hanging out with Allen and Denny
and another friend of theirs who had been on the road in some
capacity with Metal Church while they toured with Metallica and
The Mentors. His name was Mike. He was just a crazy lunatic
who made us all laugh all the time. You'd go somewhere with
him and he'd walk into the store with Groucho glasses and a
penis nose. Always cracking jokes and being entertaining.
I was working as a bus boy for Black Angus on 1st St and had
invited a couple people to come to the show. One guy who
served tables and a waitress named Becky, who I thought was
hot, but way out of my league. They both came, but I think they
were more into soft rock and country. They weren't expecting a
speed metal assault.
The energy in the place was crazy, people had heard about us
and swarmed us when we got there. People were lighting my
cigarette (I didn't even smoke), helping us set up. We had a wall
of amps stacked up that looked damn impressive. My Marshall
half stack, Randy had a Marshall, and there was lots more.
Somebody let Mike into the DJ booth and he had his Mentors
cassette (oh shit) "Ok Yakima! Get ready for your first taste of
RAPE ROCK!!!"
Mike played Four F club to warm the crowd up even more as
well as a few other choice Mikey selections.
We played Iron Maiden, Priest, Accept, Metallica, and Battalions
by Metal Church and the crowd was unbelievable. They were
starving for some loud speed metal. What a kick.

Salvage booked a series of shows at the Caravan after that. A
restaurant/bar that catered to a country and western crowd but
was in the process of considering doing rock bands.
We did two or three weekends and the poison started getting in
between people in and around the band. There was pettiness
and shit-talking and it blew up. Troy Keller had been playing with
us on drums because our other drummer left for some reason,
and at which point I don't recall. Lots of history and a long time
ago.
I was drinking regularly by this time. I was 20 in 1986 and beer
was my thing. If I was playing I was drinking. I still had no social
skills to speak of, outside of a band situation. The people I
played with were my friends. It's always been that way pretty
much.
I had moved from Yakima back to the North Seattle area again.
My friend that I had jammed with in a Christian group in '82 after
I left Darrington had gotten up with me by mail (we wrote letters
back then). We talked, and he basically said "join my band".
After I moved over there, he never mentioned anything about it
and acted like he didn't know anything about it.
That was the second time I was burned by somebody claiming
to be "Christian" and I wasn't going to fall for it again.
Of course this is when I was young and held people up to
standards that I myself couldn't live up to. That tends to happen
between "Christians" and "Non-Christians" quite frequently.

I was 21 and pissed though. I was growing angrier at the
world and getting more fed up with people. I hadn't even
figured out my own mind yet. I was still young and drinking
heavily so introspection was not on the menu. Just rage.
When I was 21 I was contacted by my father, A man I hadn't
seen since I was three or four years old. He abused my sister
when she was little and mom ran him off. I should have told
him to go to hell, but he really wanted to meet with me. I
thought "why not". I'm not in any kind of danger. I was curious
about the other side of my family, there were other relatives
besides him that I never got to know who wanted to meet me
too.
I spoke with him and visited Oklahoma a couple times where
he was based out of, driving long haul for a continental carrier.
I suspended judgement temporarily and thought maybe there
could have been a misunderstanding in the past. Some details
were not clear to me and didn't add up, but after a while I was
able to evaluate for myself and determined him to be the
manipulative, lying piece of filth everybody said he was.
More anger. More rage.

Chapter Five
Angels and Demons

Dave Lewis was a character.
He did help me land a job at a telemarketing company he
worked at in Northgate. A suburban section on the northern
end of Seattle. Not sales, but surveys for At&T. Very tedious,
boring work, but steady. I met the guitar player for Mace while
working there and another guy from the band Mad Hatter.
Telemarketing was popular among musicians. No haircuts,
weird hours, and no physical labor. I'd talk to Dave at work and
got together sometimes even though I was pretty pissed about
the band thing. He was acting weird and I got tired of his
company. One thing he did was introduce me to a girl that he
knew over the phone one day.
Her name was Crystal. She had an adorable southern accent
and we made small talk. She was easy to talk to. We talked
about going out and getting something to eat, and she
mentioned she didn't care much for fish or chicken, except she
said Feesh and cheeken. I had to meet this girl. Turned out
she was moving into a new apartment the following weekend
and just happened to need somebody with a car who could
help her. That's probably why Dave gave me the phone in all
honesty.
She was living in Seattle but was from North Carolina. We
flirted a little and we described ourselves (no Snapchat) and
she said she had long brown hair.

I told her (for some reason) that I was going to chew on it when
I saw her. Like I said, I had a severe lack of social skills,
especially with the opposite sex (there were only two sexes
then), she didn't think that was too weird a thing to say, so it
was all cool.
Saturday morning I showed up at her girlfriend's house where
she was staying, with my car, ready to do some moving. I found
the address, knocked on the door and Crystal came out. She
was pretty hot. She introduced me to her friend Suzanne. She
was cute too, but I was already interested in Crystal.
We went upstairs to get her things and load them in the car.
She was wearing black tights under a long white shirt with blue
and green stripes and white cowboy boots.
There was a window over the stairs that allowed a dusty beam
of sunlight to shine down and land upon her backside, which
was directly in front of my face as I followed her up the stairs,
and her tights suddenly became somewhat transparent. Being
the gentleman I was, I quickly turned my head and moved
closer lest some lecherous cad happen to catch a glance of his
own, to her embarrassment.
She didn't have much to move. A Basket, a box, a couple of
bags full of clothes. We got to her apartment and began
unloading and true to my word I took a lock of her flowing mane
and gave it a good chew. She laughed and said something,

I don't remember what it was because I was busy trying to spit
hair out of my mouth and then had to sit down because I got a
sudden and unexpected head-rush from the concentration of
Aqua-net. The mating rituals of humans in the 80's were
complex and intricate. We were both weirdos.
She was possibly a bigger metal head than I was. We took her
things up to her apartment and then me, her and Suzanne all
climbed into the front seat of my '66 Dodge Dart and drove
around taking in the sights of the city. We stopped at a gas
station and grabbed some beer. The attendant, a guy about my
age looked at the girls and looked at me and said "Lucky!"
After a few hours of driving around and knocking back several
beers (don't try this anywhere) we dropped Suzanne off at her
house and drove over to Green Lake and parked. After a few
minutes we figured we should get out of the car and walk
around a bit and let the windows clear up, then we drove back
to the city.
We walked up to her apartment. I looked out the window and
the view was incredible. She had a clear shot of the Space
needle from her room, like a postcard. She said "Hey" and I
turned to look at her and in one single moment I forgot all about
the Space Needle.
She was standing in front of me with the glow from the city
lights illuminating her body. She had spread some blankets out
on the floor because she had no furniture yet, much less a bed.

At 21 I still hadn't been with anybody. My self-inflicted
religious background may have played a part in that, but in all
honesty, I was never interested in chasing some girl for a
couple of kicks. I questioned this position of mine countless
times from adolescence to adulthood, but in the long run, it
wasn't my thing.
A lot of young women were surrounded by drama that was
unappealing and I had lived thru my share of that already. I
didn't meet a lot of females since leaving school behind and
when I did, I had no clue how to break the ice. A number of
gaffs and crude attempts to get a pretty girl's phone number
usually ended up going nowhere. If it did, my ability to be
charming or be interesting was the next casualty. There had
been one or two instances where the opportunity for a casual
frolic might have been a sure thing, but they didn't feel right.
When I met Crystal, we connected. We saw something in each
other that others missed. I was instantly head over heels, and
quickly in love with this 19 year old, lost girl from the South.

The events of the evening moved me in my soul, and all
the dark things vanished as I held her close. Her face, lit
by the lights from outside of her downtown, Seattle
window while the black and gray clouds above spat a
drizzly rain down upon the city around us -was only for
me, and that night was like a dream.

We saw each other for several weeks and then it cooled off a
little. I was still very much a boy and she was lost and far from
home. She ended up moving back to North Carolina and I kept
doing telemarketing for a little while, and by the Summer of '88,
I was back in Yakima.
I was growing more and more angry with everything since
breaking up with Crystal. We hadn't gone out long but I had
fallen hard. I felt like she dumped me and left me to rot, which
she hadn't exactly, That's just how It felt. She had had her own
bit of Hell growing up. Home was not a safe place for her. She
had to get out and that is why she was In Seattle. She had
made it away from the dangers of her home life, but she was
lost, and I was only a boy.
In the course of drinking and forgetting, and then remembering
and reliving and torturing myself, I was introduced to a girl that
worked at the same telemarketing place as me. We went out a
few times, had some fun, I invested myself emotionally and got
burned. Her name is was Stephanie (probably still is) and she
took me for a ride. She liked hip hop. That was doomed.
She was pretty much a nut case and was entertaining other
guys while stringing me along with her mediocre figure and
insincere smile. (is that mean enough?) I finally had it with her
and said fuck it. I was done, but again felt burned. I gave her
the cold shoulder and she left a tray of pastries in the seat of
my car one night after work for me to sit down in. Childish crap.
Worked though. Made me angrier and more hateful.

My brother had gotten me a decent job at Tree Top in Selah,
Wa. Where I got back in touch with Al Stapleton and he hooked
me up with Randy Tilton who played in a local metal band that
did all originals. Leviathan.
I had met Randy while river Floating on the Yakima River.
Randy Hatheway introduced us. Randy was sitting in his car
and he played Wake Up Dead by Megadeth and asked "Can
you play this?" I said I could and we nodded our heads to the
music.
I showed up at their next practice and saw that Joe Alvarez
was singing. He was older (weren't we all?) longer hair and a
lot more confident.
The music was amazing. Dark, heavy, melodic with a sinister,
demonic mood to it. Just what I had been looking for.
I joined in on one of the riffs and added a harmony to Randy's
part that they thought was cool. The riffs were good. Randy
could write good stuff and my parts mixed well and addd an
extra dimension.
I wasn't writing music then, and wouldn't really until I joined
Charred Martyr. Then I wrote like a man possessed.

While living at my brother's house, I started reading of an
occult nature and became deeply fascinated. After work, I
would come home and go to my room and cool off while
listening to metal tapes. Working at Tree Top was sweaty and
grimey and noisy and I was surrounded by a couple hundred
other co-workers, half of which were assholes.
My brother went out on a limb to get me hired, but I still had
no clue how things like that worked, or what it meant for
somebody to take a risk on you. I just knew I hated the place
and only cared about playing.
My brother's wife pulled out some weed one day after work,
probably to mellow me out, since I could be a little obnoxious
at times. Not that I wouldn't have stumbled on weed anyway.
Pot was everywhere, especially around musicians. I really,
really liked how music sounded when I was high and so did
some of the guys in Leviathan.
Leviathan partied as hard as they practiced and my days were
getting long, between getting up early to work at Tree Top and
practicing three nights a week in Joe's basement with the
band. We played the State Fair on the Pepsi Stage and
another at the Knights Of Columbus Hall. Later we would do
the Rock Against Drugs Concert at the Convention Center with
Charred Martyr and Reverend who was headlining. This was
on Rev's infamous "Ludicrous Tour".

At one point, Allen Stapleton, had let me borrow his Ibanez
Explorer copy. He had it customized with a Kelly Green paint
job and a hot bridge pickup -no neck pickup, and a cammo
pick guard. I was beyond humbled, what a great gift. He told
me it had been on the road with Metal Church and was played
on stage.
He had taken one of the huge Metal Church Logo stickers that
were made to be used on the band's bass drums and put it on
the case.
It was a rare collectors piece, partly because of it's custom
work and history but also because that model from Ibanez is
very hard to find now and probably would be worth a couple
grand today.
I'm not sure what had prompted Al to give that guitar to me.
Probably just out of his generous nature. Or, my own guitar
might have been in the pawn shop.
I was stretching my resources a bit thin since I moved in with
my brother. I was obsessed with motorcycles and I agreed to
buy my brother's neighbor's Harley. It was a basket case which
I agreed to pay three or four hundred dollars for, in payments.
It had a frame, forks, front wheel, a Seat and some other
random bits of hardware but ended up being in no-way
complete. -Also had no engine and and also was no Harley. I
got screwed. I was blowing the rest of my cash on pot and
speed. Yeah. Smart.

I got fired from Tree Top in December that year and my brother
kicked me out of his house. With no other place to go it was
back over the mountains. It was my own damn fault. I screwed
shit up and it cost me every fucking thing. Fuck. FUCK FUCK
FUCK!
Tom didn't want to kick me out, but he was trying to raise a
family. I was partying hard all the time, and blew it all.
I dove headlong into the books I was reading and learned all
kinds of things. I was still unable to take responsibility for
anything. Not easy to admit, just the truth.
I lacked social skills in normal, everyday situations. I used
alcohol and pot to perform music. Being onstage made me
nervous and I didn't want to be stiff and inhibited. I wanted to be
detached enough to focus on the music and not care that there
were people staring at me. I Always felt like people were staring
at me in Darrington.
When I played, and had a buzz, I was loose and It felt
absolutely amazing. And I was good at something. I wasn't the
fat kid who killed somebody.
Obviously I was carrying around a lot of crap that I was illequipped to sort thru. To that end I directed my focus to other
things. Witchcraft and Black Magik had the appeal that captured
my attention. It also served to separate me from others who
might think they had me figured out.

My first encounter was audible.
I had learned to wait, and I had an idea that waiting was
like an invitation, if you are really in the frame of mind of
somebody who is expecting "company".
I was lying down at the end of the day and fell into a shallow
sleep after some time had passed.
I felt a tickling in my ear, more like a fluttering vibration on my
eardrum.
It became a clear and distinct audible sputtering that altered
everything around me.
I was in a state were there was an open door to something else.
Something inexplicable and absolutely terrifying and beckoning,
but I hadn't opened that door myself.
I simply knocked.

Nature is a beautiful, powerful, mysterious thing. There is as
much science explaining it's countless phenomena as there
are new things being discovered every day. A wise man once
told me -well, actually, I don't know if he was a wise man, or if
he just got lucky and said something that had a lot of wisdom,
but what he said was; "The further man looks out into the
universe, beyond space and the stars, the more he finds. It's
the same the other way too. The further man looks inward
beyond cells and atoms, the more he finds." -I admittedly
paraphrased, because I couldn't possibly tell you how exactly
he phrased it, but it's close enough.
I was living in Marysville near Smokey Point at the time of the
Rock Against Drugs show in Yakima. The guys in Leviathan
asked me if I wanted to come do the show. They wanted the
thick, two guitar sound we had for the concert, after all it was
a special gig. Dave Wayne was going to be headlining.
Randy had spoke to me on the phone about it and said he
would send a tape with two new songs I didn't know. The plan
was I would work with the tape, drive over on the weekend a
week before the show and do two practices to get everything
tight. He pointed out that Joe had said if I didn't have the stuff
down, I wouldn't do the show with them. I found that amusing
at the time. Not get the music down? Right.
I got the tape, learned the tunes, took a bus over to Yak and
did two jam sessions and came back. We were ready.

At night, I would read and sit in the dark. There was a TV
but I seldom watched it. I gazed at the shadows on the
walls and listened and waited. The trick is to wait, and to
wait patiently.

The weekend of the show came and I rode back over to
Yakima on Friday afternoon. I got off early from work to
make my bus, I didn't trust my car to make the trip. Tommy,
my bass player picked me up at the station and we headed
back to Joe's house. There was music coming from
downstairs.
Dennis and Stuart from Reverend were jamming on the
drums and guitar while Joe sang. Brian was there too, but
being left-handed he was sitting it out. He hadn't brought a
guitar. They did a tight version of Flight Of Icarus by Maiden
and noodled around a bit more before taking off.
We had another pre show jam and then a smoke/drink
session and crashed for the night.
Did the show Saturday night and felt we did a good gig.
There was stage diving, blood, fights, alcohol, drugs,
everything you'd expect at a Rock Against Drugs show, lol.
I hung out with Joe for another day before going back on
Tuesday. He walked with me to the station and we talked
about sorcery and warriors and gaits of power.

Back at home, it was back to the drudgery of work while I
continued to study and learn.
I hated what other people accepted as reality and I loathed
being stuck within it's confines suffering the judgments of
others. I was seeking detachment from all of it.

With the Rock Against Drugs show over, there seemed to be
nothing on the horizon. Not much prospect for change of
scenery. One of the things I had done since living in Marysville
was to catch up on my horoscope. In the past this was a
benign pursuit which yielded nothing but general life
observations that could be applied to anybody at any time.
However, during the time I was living in Marysville, I started
reading a syndicated column in the Herald written by renown
astrologer and psychic Jean Dixon, (1904-1997)
for a number of months, the daily readings for Capricorn were
extremely spot on.
When Jean said somebody close to me was going to be in an
argument with their partner, they were.
When Jean said I would be invited out, I was invited out to
dinner.
When Jean said I would have a mystical experience at
midnight...

That night I went to bed around Ten o'clock or so. I quickly fell
asleep, having forgotten all about the horoscope.
I was awakened by the ringing of the phone. I reached over to
the night stand, glancing at the clock radio which read 12:00
exactly.
I put the phone up to my ear and before I could speak a male
voice began speaking to me but wasn't saying anything.
It was a strange, urgent language that didn't sound like
anything familiar to me. If it was some exotic foreign language,
it was like none I'd ever heard. It didn't stop, and it wasn't
asking questions and the voice wasn't asking for anybody. I
became totally freaked out and hung up the phone. The phone
rang again as soon as I hung up and I unplugged it.
I was not dreaming, I was wide awake.
Strange things became normal, to some degree. I was
becoming braver as I learned more. I wanted contact with
whatever was out there. I never felt any connection to God as
much as I tried. Whatever this was, was effective.
I read about Gazing in the books by Castaneda. I learned to
focus on what I wasn't looking at. You can point your eyes to a
particular point ahead of you, but be watching the peripheral
area instead. It's fascinating what happens when you learn to
do this properly, but it's not something that tempers oneself. It
can quickly become an indulgence and a draining of energy.
Look for a moment, and look away.

I was missing the finer points of awareness and opening doors
I wasn't prepared to enter. The other side of the coin is that
once a door is open, it's not just open for you.
I was awakened from sleep by the sputtering sound again. The
feathery vibration that seemed to rattle against my eardrum.
I opened my eyes and saw my mom walking across the hall
from the bedroom to the bathroom. Then I realized my mom
wasn't even there!
I realized my body was frozen and as the sputtering and
humming continued to grow in intensity, I struggled to move my
limbs. They were frozen and I had to work to break them free.
I was able to move my feet. I was able to move my toes at first,
and then my feet and fingers and soon the spell let go of me,
the sounds faded away and I was wide awake, still staring down
the hall with my eyes wide open.
My job at Cuizina Italia was actually going well. I was using
what I was learning in the books in my daily life at work. It was
a small place to start but it was an adventure and I was tuned
into it.
I had accepted extra duties and was responsible for the
production of the companies key product. The old man who
trained me had begun his retirement and I was doing it all on
my own.
This was new for me. Kicking ass at my job and taking pride
in it. There was a new dynamic in my life and even though I
wasn't making big bucks, I felt good about it.

There were two polar elements to the discipline I was delving
into. The world of ordinary life, and the world of the unknown.
One should not focus on the activities and learning of only
one. That is like a tight-rope walker that prefers to lean to the
one side. You may have a preference, but indulging in that
preference is not advised.
Balance is everything.
Then again, you can have all the balance in the world and be
walking on a poorly constructed rope. Such was my rope.
But I was a beginner. This was all new. I was a babe in the
woods and there were beasts in the mist.
All this is a simile for the fact that I had my head up my ass,
and was not paying attention to the world that directly affected
me in other areas.
I drifted into sleep and woke up a few hours later. I walked to the
kitchen for a glass of water. As I drank I looked out the window
over the sink which was at the end of the double-wide mobile
home. I put down my glass and walked back to bed. I noticed the
clock. It was 3:00 AM. I laid back down and drifted towards sleep
but was suddenly alerted to that familiar buzzing in my left ear.
It was always my left ear.
I felt amovement, heard a banging sound that was at the same
time loud and silent. I opened my eyes and saw a tall, dark figure
between me and the front of the room, in an instant the figure
advanced towards me and I felt it holding my feet.

The hairs on my arms are standing up as I write this. It was
almost 30 years ago, but is making me shiver as I recall it in
detail.
The feeling caused by the dark figure as it held me can only be
described as electric. I was sizzling and shaking and scared
beyond belief until I remembered what I had read in the books.
There is a place in all of us where fear doesn't exist. It is a
position of perception, just like the position that opened the
doorway for this being to come in thru. I was instantly calm and I
began moving my feet again, just like before. I soon regained
control of my other extremities as the shadowy being held me,
and all at once I was able to move again and the creature was
gone and I was staring wide-eyed at an empty room.

I was developing a strange dynamic in my daily life. My
interaction with unfamiliar energies took place primarily at
home and in the wee hours. My daily activities at work were
separate yet it was charged with the energy I had absorbed
while interacting with the Allies. That is what Don Juan called
them in his teachings to Carlos.
In the Art Of Dreaming, Carlos is taught that the energy a
sorcerer needs is collected in the world of the ally.
It matters little where you are, when you are with an Ally, you
are in their world. They are familiar with that energetic plane
infinitely more than any human can ever hope to be.
What is an Ally? The Books refer to them simply as "inorganic
beings". Creatures that live among us but are mostly not
encountered. Don Juan described them as "Distant cousins."
We spend our human lives dreaming human dreams and
hoping human hopes and working human jobs and enduring
human hardships. The course of our lives are typically
overwhelming and take all of our attention. We have no time,
energy or inclination to seek anything but that which concerns
us on a human level.
Allies do not fit into that concern. We wish them away as
children and are taught such things do not exist.

The "sputtering" sound was a phenomenon that accompanied
my lucid dreams. I would hear it when the Ally was present.
I could compare the way it sounded to a couple things I've
heard in my life, as far as audible qualities are concerned. My
mom always bought us kids fireworks on the 4th of July. You
know, the bargain box kind sold at supermarkets. You would get
some of the same kinds every time. The Picolo Pete, Roman
Candles, Sparklers, the little black snake pellets and the Ground
Bloom Flowers. The Ground bloom Flowers would burn and
bounce and sputter while emitting an array of brilliantly colored
sparks. The sound they made was lot lot like this.
In the books, Carlos recounted hearing a buzz in his left ear on
more than one occasion right before having an indescribable
experience with Don Juan and Don Genaro.
The sound also took me back to when I was 5, living at our
Rock Ave apartment in Yakima. It was 1971 and the Good Year
blimp was making it's appearances. Flashing brilliant lighted
messages on it's exterior, floated slowly over head in the dusk
and into the night. It was moored at the Yakima airport for a
short time.
It would fly overhead at night and you could hear the sound of
it's engine and propeller being distorted by the wind from a
distance as it made it's slow but distinctive approach.

One night after I had gone to bed, I heard the sound of the
blimp flying towards our area through the open window in my
bedroom.
I got up out of ed and walked to the front door and walked out
into the front yard and looked up to see not a blimp, but a
spectacular craft hovering directly above me. It was not like
anything my young eyes had ever seen. It was illuminated and
flashed with dozens of bright lights on it's wings and fuselage
and I gazed dumfounded.

I don't remember returning inside. I lived under the impression
this was just a dream most my life. Today I can't shake that this
dream had a peculiar quality about it. It had a feeling of realness
that dreams don't generally have, but what else could it possibly
have been?
Dave Wayne and I had discussed magic and Shamanism to
great lengths. He was familiar with the sputtering sounds I
described. He had heard them himself in states of "non-ordinary
reality". He didn't elaborate how he, himself reached these
states. Personally, none of my experiences ever happened in a
state induced by drugs of any sort. It's common for Shamans to
use "power plants" or other medicinal compounds including
peyote and mushrooms in order to alter consciousness and
access different points of perception.

Dave described what that buzzing, sputtering sounded like to
him. We were driving back from having our photos taken at the
Stonehenge monument on Goldendale. He said he heard the
sound begin to grow in intensity and as he listened more
closely, it got louder and louder until it morphed into the sound
of hundreds of voices all speaking at the same time.
He also told me he had "blessed" previous Metal Church and
Revered albums at Stonehenge in dark ceremonies. He said
when he received the first shipment of Metal Church LP's, he
spread them all out on the floor and constructed a giant
pentagram with them.
Dave had later become a Christian and was in no way timid
about confessing as much. He had experienced some things in
his life that had profound impacts on him. He stood fast to his
convictions and never backed down.

Chapter SixSixSix
I had gotten a couple calls from Mark, the drummer for Charred
Martyr in Yakima. Actually, Charred Martyr was based out of
Selah, but the distance from Yakima to Selah is negligible. He
was to the point and asked if I would be interested in moving back
to Yakima one more time to play with Charred Martyr, since their
guitarist was leaving.
I told him I'd think about it, but I really wasn't inclined to go back
to Yakima again. I had a steady job and was feeling pretty
comfortable where I was, even with the 40 minute drive each way
to work every day.
While working at Cuizina Italia, my supervisor had hired a couple
of younger guys. One was a long haired blonde kid named
Shawn. Turned out he was a drummer and played with some
Garage Band near Woodinville. A freind of his was hired too, and
his name was Charlie. He played in another band, but the hung
out together. Both around 17. I was 22 so I was an old fart to
them.
I told him I played guitar and one day while him and his friend
were in his car, he asked if I could play the song that was playing
on his car stereo.

It was Foreplay by Boston. Dude, I could play that in my sleep.
You have no idea. That was the first time I felt like I was getting
older and everybody else was getting younger.
Mark had called me again. bugging me about joining Charred
Martyr. They were a younger band, 17-18, him and Aaron,
respectively. They came over to some Leviathan practices and I
may or may not have bought beer for them and their dates.
Always contributing to the community.
He had sent me some cassette tapes that they had recorded.
Original songs penned by Rob, the guitar player. It was fast and
brutal and not bad at all really. Of course I thought Leviathan
was better, but this was more raw and angry, so I liked it.
I didn't make my mind up until I went to visit my mom overnight
for Easter in Tacoma. When I returned, the house had been
ransacked. Almost everything of value I had was gone. My tape
collection, all my Castaneda books...the guitar Al had given me,
all gone. Somebody fucking broke in and ripped me off!
I was floored. There were no signs of break in. I knew I had
locked the house up. I called the manager of the trailer park,
who knew nothing. She asked "Do you have any enemies?"
What the hell did that mean? Why would I have any
enemies??? I was nobody. I kept to myself. I called my landlord,
a fellow I had never met. As it so happened, he made a visit
while I was gone. He was a little bit perturbed that I hadn't paid
my rent and took it upon him self to take my things.

I had no recourse, I didn't even know where he lived. I didn't
even know my rights, or if I had any in this instance and I didn't
know if he'd found any pot while he was loading up my things.
I called Mark and said I was coming over. I loaded up what
little I had left. Some clothes, some books and got on the
freeway. Charred Martyr here I come.

We started rehearsing immediately. Charred Martyr Practiced
in Aaron's parents house in a garage that had been converted
into a regular space. I was allowed to live in the practice room
where they had a fold-out sofa bed. Aaron's parents were
gracious hosts and utterly laid back. They would sit in the front
room of the house and read in the evenings in the next room
while we got stoned and played thrash metal for three hours
almost every week night.
Aaron was 18 and hadn't fit in at school either. Trouble
followed him around so his parents were happy he had a
constructive activity that kept him away from more selfdestructive activities.

His dad owned a gas station and his mom worked at a fruit
warehouse down the road. She kept us in Canned chili, which
Aaron and I consumed ravenously to the discomfort of
everybody else, but she also cooked for us. Sticky chicken
wings, spaghetti, hamburgers, etc. I never had liver and onions
before, and never really wanted to try it, but she made it and it
was delicious.
She also brewed lemonaid and ice tea for the band during the
summer. We were well taken-care of.
We were soon singerless though. We had done a multi-track
demo recorded by Willie hoffee in what would eventually
become "Hearing Hole" studios and did a gig at Sarge
Hubbard's park in Yakima with Leviathan and Pretty Baby(?),
but soon after, for whatever reason, they were unhappy with the
vocalist and had elected me to do the axing. This wasn't my first
rodeo, and it seemed like I'd been thru this before somewhere...
We spent some time looking for a replacement. Brad
Howerdton, tried out, but wasn't really a good match for us. We
placed an ad in the Rocket and got letters and tapes from
wannabe singers, most who were beyond bad. On guy came
over from North Bend or somewhere to try out. He was young
and resembled Phil Anselmo from his mohawk days. He had a
great attitude and personality, but the voice wasn't there.
We eventually hooked up with a local guy named Jason
Underwood. We liked him right away. He sang and he killed it.
We made him go outside so we could talk about

him and we decided unanimously to hire him right there. (hire,
meaning that we asked him to play with us).
It was a done deal and we got ready for our first show. We
wrote several new songs including Burn The Church and
Winds Of Hades and Dickhead. We enjoyed being offensive
and we played super fast. I built up calluses on the edge of my
wrist a quarter of an inch thick from chugging against the
bridge of the guitar.
We booked the Knight Of Columbus hall for our first and only
show. Rented a huge PA, printed flyers. and had a pretty good
turn out.
While I was living at Aaron's I was still studying and reading
about magic. I had out of body experience one night while
laying in bed. I floated to the ceiling and looked down at the
bed while hanging in the air for some time.
I was angry at the time about a friend of mine, Lenny back in
Everett.
I had sold him my car, a '68 Ford Fairlane. Actually I gave him
the car and the title and he was supposed to send me $500. I
had just replaced the transmission with one I bought from his
friend Chris Goforth who was a roadie for Alice In Chains.
After I moved to Yakima and joined Charred Martyr, I waited
and waited for my money, and Lenny never sent a dime.
Turned out he ended up wrecking it and left it where it was.

I was beyond rage at this point. I was now in Yakima, broke. I
had spent cash I had from my last paycheck from Cuizina Italia,
the car I had driven over to Yakima would barely budge, and I
felt like I was in the corner again.
I imagined Lenny being injured. Not just fantasy, but I
visualized it, religiously in my deepest, coldest states. I had
taken what I learned about magic and decided to weaponize it. I
focused on a head injury, as pathetic as that sounds, and it was.
Truly pathetic.
Again I missed one of the basic lessons. I had read it with my
own eyes, but had not adopted it inside myself. The universal
law of Karma. Carlos spoke of the Nagual. It is the inexpicable
force around us that we interact with every moment of our lives,
even at the times we are oblivious to it. It doesn't matter. It acts
on us and reflects our energy with it's own, since it is an infinite
source of direct energy.
The nagual reflects our energy and our behavior. If we are kind,
the nagual will be kind to us. If we are cruel, then we will suffer
cruelty. The nagual will match our spirits with situations that
reflect our thoughts and actions. This is a universal truth found
in all doctrines, including Christianity. I spent too many years
not taking this very fundamental and critical truth seriously.
A few weeks later, I got news that Lenny was in the hospital.
He got into a fight ad somebody hit him over the head with a
brick.

Matt 6:14 "If you forgive those who sin against you, your
heavenly Father will forgive you".
For what it's worth, I recommend forgiving.
I wasn't the least bit interested in forgiving at this point in
my life and it would be years before I even entertained such
a notion. I had felt like I was the one who was always being
stepped on and abused and kicked around. By people, by
life, by God.
Magic, is nothing more than a higher knowledge of how
certain things work and using that knowledge in the course
of your actions. Black magic is nothing more than using that
knowledge to serve the self without regard to man or nature
or God.
We are surrounded by black magicians. People who have a
higher understanding of how certain things work to
manipulate and take advantage of others. Our own lives are
greatly a product of how we choose to meet the challenges
and situations brought on by chance and by purpose,
nefarious or otherwise.
In order to meet those challenges and situations with
enough energy, you must learn to not take the things that
happen to you as offenses against you. This is one of the
tougher concepts, but the wise will listen.

If you were hiking in the woods, and you stumbled upon a wild
animal, maybe a cougar, and it attacked you, would you be
offended? Of course not. Scared shitless? Rightly so. But not
offended. At least I hope not. After all, that's what a wild animal
does. Who knows it's reasons. It doesn't matter. Your energy is
only wasted trying to determine it's motive. Your energy is much
better used by surviving to your best ability.
It's the same with people. There is no way to figure out why
people act the way they do. Taking offense is a waste of your
energy and your time.
Letting go of that compulsion to feel offended frees up extra
energy. Shamans, Sorceres and Seers, those who possess a
higher understanding of how certain things work, can always
find a use for that free energy. Not that one has to try and find a
use for it. That's one of the fascinating mysteries of energy;
once you free it, it presents available uses to the magician.

Chapter Seven
To Yak And Back

For years I literally wondered what it was about Yakima that
kept me coming back. Seriously. By now you have probably
figured it out, but then, you have the luxury of condensing my
life into a few pages. It's taken the better part of a lifetime for
me to configure the outline for these pages and assemble them
with any cohesion.
One of the reasons I kept ending up back in Yakima is
because there were people there who cared about my stupid
ass, and people who wanted to play music with me, and they
usually had a couch, which was my preferred mode of sleeping
for several years. Yakima is a more depressed area than the
Western part of the state, and a little easier to get by in,
especially if you are short on contacts or relatives. In Yakima, I
had both.

Charred Martyr was a fast, angry young thrash band but we
were pretty normal. We all wanted to take it all the way, and we
quickly developed what felt like lighting in a bottle.
Mark got straight A's in school and I believe he was on the
honor roll. When first met him, he was a chunky, big guy, but
playing speed metal drums fixed that.
Aaron was a lot of fun and we clicked pretty easy. He was a
little younger and had a much higher metabolism and thirst for
fun while I was more uptight. Mark was probably more mature
than all of us and we would borrow beer money from him when
we were broke. Which was pretty much all the time. He would
charge interest on the loan, and we'd pay it!
In the fall, me and Aaron both got jobs at a fruit Warehouse in
Yakima (his mom made us). He had an old beat-up station
wagon that would stall at the stop sign every morning. He'd get
out, scream obscenities at it while giving it a swift kick in the
left-rear quarter panel and it would start right up and we'd be on
our way.
We'd get home in the afternoons and jam until 9 or so, get up
and do it again.
The arrangement with the new singer Jason didn't last long,
and we were soon singerless again. Leviathan had been living
and playing in Seattle for the last six months or so and were
experiencing their own band dramas

We heard that Joe, the singer, was back in Yakima or moving
back, and we immediately thought of him. He had a good look,
a good voice and he wanted to go all the way too. He came to
try out, which was not a big deal, we knew he'd be great.
We talked about our hopes to move to Seattle and get out of
Yakima. We were living on borrowed time since Aaron's dad
was ready for us to move on. We had until the fall of 1990.
Joe and all of us talked about moving over and we started
thinking beyond Yakima. Problem was, Mark and I didn't want
to include Aaron and we cut ties with him in an extremely
childish and chicken shit manner. For whatever dumb reason,
we had made up our minds And moved on without him.
The night Before I left Aaron's house I experienced a series of
strange events and dreams.
I awoke in the night to hear that the cassette player next to the
bed was playing a song that I had been listening to quite often.
It was an instrumental of Sunrise, Sunset; a spooky number
from the Movie Fiddler On The Roof. I clicked the stop button
and went back to sleep. Moments later, it started playing again,
I reached for the stop button, but it wouldn't stop playing. The
music became garbled and strange and then I heard the
sputtering noise and I was no longer alone.
I rose up and floated through the house seeing inorganic beings
all around me. I saw Aaron walking thru the house towards the
band room. I was throwing little pebbles at him as he walked.
This was a dream, but it was also terrifying. I was lucid and I
flew over the houses of the neighborhood and was aware the
entire time.

Mark and I moved in with Joe and his girlfriend in Kenmore.
We stayed there for a few months while we worked and
practiced and looked for a bass player. Shit soon blew up
there and we moved back in with Marks' parents in Yakima.
We found a bass player named Ron Berry, Called ourselves
Astaroth and made a demo which was produced by Willie
Hoffee at his garage studio. He had an 8-track digital reel to
reel setup and I still have the DAT from those sessions. We
got some radio airplay but never gigged. Joe and I ended up
breaking off from Ron and Mark and we spent time at his
grilfriend's mom's house in Harrah writing and playing. We
called ourselves Rumpled Foreskin. We wrote a song and it
was included on a local rock compilation CD called Rotten
Apples, produced by Thane Phelan who owned and operated
a local record store. It got some airplay on the local college
station and that was about it. Joe and I hung out and played
and talked about performing and finding people to start a new
band.
While Joe and I worked on music and talked and planned
and dreamed of getting our music out in front of people
again, I got into my routine of working at the warehouse and
and coming home each night and living a fairly non-eventful
life. I was started to feel a peace inside me in the midst of my
routine. I was becoming detached to a great extent, and had
learned to be observant of the spirit and I began developing a
noticeable connection.

Too many unexplainable occurrences were taking place in
my daily life to ignore. The spirit was communicating to me
directly and the physical world was even becoming alive with
magic as impossible coincidences kept taking place.
One of the things I did as a practice of magical discipline
was to play for the spirit. It was an anti-doing of whatI usually
did. Over the last few years, I had become so religious about
running a live tape recorder whenever I jammed, in case I
wold make up a riff I liked. There was always a danger of
forgetting it afterwards, so I never played without a tape
running.
I decided that there had to be times where I wouldn't worry
about capturing every idea, and if I let some go and never got
them back, oh well. When you do that you let ideas flow
through you freely and you play selflessly.
Practices like these are personally tailored to the individual
and this is only an example of breaking from a deeply
engrained habit, which is a key concept in magic.
People commonly play music like this, but for me it became
a routine to record everything. Routines, while powerful in
their own way, can end up empty and weakening.

Chapter Eight
The Metal God Of Wrath
Around 1985 I was at the practice pad of a friend of mine,
Randy Hatheway who had a metal cover band in Yakima. They
played songs from Judas Priest, Accept, Iron Maiden, etc. but
they came to one song in their set that gave me the chills. Metal
Church by Metal Church. This was the first time I had ever
heard of them. It was dark and wicked and the chainsaw riff just
cut thru me.
I had no idea I would someday be playing that song onstage
with the person who screamed out the vocals and sounded like
a tormented witch. Blood curdling.
It also solidified my ambition to play this kind of music to people
at very high volumes.
I played in my friend's band for a little while, Called Salvage
then, and I got to know some of their friends who had come off
tour with Metal church as Roadies and techs.
They had stories of of Dave and Metallica and the road and the
band The Mentors, another band I ended up playing with breifly
many years later.
In 1989, my own band Leviathan was invited to play the Rock
Against Drugs show at the Yakima Convention center, although
there was not a musician among us who did not smoke pot, lol.

The opening band would be Charred Martyr from Selah, Wa,
who I eventually played with. The headlining band was Reverend
with ex-Metal Church singer David Wayne. That was the first
time I met him. Before the show, welcoming the other bands and
instructing us where to put our gear and generally giving off the
air of a gracious host and master of ceremonies. We were all
pretty excited. Biggest show any of us, other than Reverend, had
done.
In 1992 I was working at Larson Fruit in Selah wa, Living with
my drummer at his parent's house. Me, him and our singer Joe
Alvarez were looking for a bass player to replace the one we had
very childishly let go of in our band Astaroth.
Mark got a call from somebody who told him that Dave Wayne
was moving to town from Los Angeles. I knew when I found out
that I would be involved with him in some way. I can't explain it. It
was not an ambitious thing, I just knew.
Dave moved in with Mike Hoff and Allen Stapleton. Mike sang for
Salvage, and Allen helped out as a sound tech on the road with
Metal Church.
At one point, Mike and Al asked me if I was interested in playing
a gig with some other guys including Dave. It was a halloween
concert that was being put on for some folks who worked with
horses at the fairgrounds. It was a country theme so I had to
learn an entire set of country songs that I'd never heard of, from
old classics to modern hits.

I was dying to get out and do something and it sounded like it
could be fun in some weird non-metal way.
Dave lent me a red satin shirt from his wardrobe to wear and the
gig came off without a hitch. I played Al's Custom Left-Handed
Snakeskin Strat on that show.
Some time passed and My drummer, Mark, Joe and me all went
out to see Trouser Trout play at a local pub. TT was a local
collection of friends that were doing a few shows around town
that Joe was also playing with for fun. Word had it that Dave
Wayne would be there, so we wanted to be there.
It just so happened we had brought an Astaroth tape and a
cassette player with us for Dave to listen to.
What a coincidence.

I took the selfie for a profile pic around 2002. I discovered this
pic of Dave on the web just a few years ago. Both Capricorns
and here you can see that attitude lol.

Turned out, Dave really liked what he heard.
He had called one night before I got home from work and had
spoken with my sister and they ended up having quite a
conversation. My sister always rooted for me and was there to
support me and made sure to tell Dave how talented I was as a
musician. The kind of embarrassing stuff only your family can
say.
I called him back at the number he left and we chatted a little
bit. I told me he needed a guitarist for his new Reverend lineup.
I told him I was in a band already and I was pretty loyal but I
was flattered at the invitation. Dave assured me I could work
with him and still play with my friends in Astaroth and one didn't
have to interfere with the other. I thought about it and agreed,
pretty excited about the prospect.
We agreed on a time and he would come over and hear me
play in person.
David Wayne showed up at my house for the audition one night
after pushing apple bins around at work all day. I probably even
still smelled like fruit. I worked at an apple packaging
warehouse in Yakima, Wa. And that was in 1993.
We shook hands, dispensed the casual greetings and went
back to my room in a house I was renting with my sister.
Dave took a seat in a wooden chair in front of my bedroom
window and almost immediately started talking about demons.

"When a wizard or a witch or somebody casts a spell on
another person, it's like a ball of energy shooting at his enemy
but it's being carried by a demon." He said. "Now if the enemy
has a powerful charm or more protective magic in general, that
ball of energy won't hurt him but the demon who carried it gets
all pissed off and takes it back to the sender with sevenfold
strength.”

One of my drawings from
the same time I met Dave.
It is now a tattoo on my
wife's leg

Very interesting conversation, to say the least.
I was just about to reply when my black cat, Shiver, who had
just climbed in thru the window behind Dave, viciously
attacked Dave's hair which must have been dangling behind
his head in a tempting manner.
Dave jumped up out of the chair and turned around and
screamed "What the fuck??" knocking the chair over in the
process. Fucking hilarious.
Things calmed down and Dave asked me to plug in the guitar
and show him some riffs.
I played him a riff I had been working on, a fast thrasher,
which would later become "Psychosis" from the first demo. It
was great as he banged his head and shouted "Yeah!" and
that was basically the audition.
We talked excitedly for a while about Metal and bands and his
working to get Reverend going once again.
Metal Church was and is to this day one of my favorite
albums of all time, so sitting and chatting with Dave one-onone was very cool, to say the least.
He had just moved to Washington after the L.A. riots had
taken place and had recruited a couple guys I already knew
and had played with in the past: Chuck Smith and Jamie
Northrup. Great musicians and people.

I had played with Chuck around the times I was playing with
Randy, but Chuck got the money gigs doing covers. He was
hesitant to work with me since I was a metal guy and he had
plans to form an "A" band so he could book "A" clubs. I might
have been more of a "B" guy, lol, but I finally twisted his arm
long enough and soon was doing shows around the county for
a little bit of scratch, playing tunes by the Romantics, The
Eagles, Sam Sham, etc. Not my favorite kind of music, But I
was playing guitar for money.
Through Chuck, I met Jamie. An exceptionally talented
drummer who I had the pleasure of jamming with a few times.
Most memorably was a wedding reception for a bandmate of
his from Taylor Made, I believe. I remember being at the gig
and was going to get on stage for a few songs including You
Really Got Me by Van Halen, but I had forgotten my damn
vibrato bar for some reason. Jamie drove me back to my
apartment to get it. I had to have my bloody whammy for God
sakes.
I remember jamming around with Jamie at Chuck's rehearsal
pad located in a the basement of a law office or real estate
agency that his band shared with another band.
We jammed on some Dokken and Stone Fury. I was familiar
with some of his favorite stuff, and Jamie knew everything by
everybody. The guy was a treat to play with.

Turned out, Dave, Chuck and Jame had secured a gig as the
house band at a local tavern which catered primarily to Dart
Leagues in the area.
On the weekends they would do classic rock covers for cash on
the weekends under a different name and had the privilege to
use the stage during the week while people drank. I started
playing in the cover band while we worked on new Reverend
originals and existing Rev and Church tracks.
The guys would rotate driving me home ate the end of the
night all the freaking way back to Selah. Jamie once told
everybody that I would fart in his car all the way back, but I
don't remember that at all. I think his memory is a bit faulty.
Having a guitarist without wheels is bad enough without dealing
with gastronomic anomalies. As if I would do such a thing.

Dave and me at The Lil' Dutch. Notice the
burger tray on top of the Peavey lol

Fights would often break out at the Dutch so we provided the
added service of security for the house as things heated up. (at
no extra charge of course) Two assholes might be brawling
over a pool table and we would remove them from the
establishment or there was always a drunk or two that refused
to leave at closing time. Most of the fights broke out when we
played Metal covers or Reverend originals late in our weekend
sets.
I don't think I made a dime playing there as my tab ran up
pretty quick by the end of the night. Me and Dave were hungry
boys and enjoyed the free complimentary burgers and
appetizers before the show and would sneak wings between
songs. Yes. Very casual atmosphere.
Four sets a night. We would get a lot of people most nights.
Between sets, we'd often sneak out back to enjoy a little mother
nature, then back at it again.
One particular evening, me and Jamie were out back behind
the tavern hittin' a joint when we heard "Alright! You're under
arrest!" Jamie and me took off running like a couple of idiots
while Dave laughed his ass off. He came storming thru the
alley, shaking his car keys and yelling as if he was a cop. Good
one Dave. Well played.

Me, Dave, Chuck and Jamie

Dave and I hit it off pretty well and hung out often when we
weren't jamming. Dave was a very social kinda guy with a
larger than life personality. I saw him come almost unhinged
a couple of times with people who rubbed him the wrong way.
Especially in Traffic. Dave had a bit of the road rage in him.
He had no trouble calling people out though, I got to see that
a few times.
Dave had scored advanced preview tickets to the first
showing of Jurassic park, to which, being a huge dinosaur
fan, I was more than happy to accompany him. We ended up
going back to see the movie six or seven times, and we
cheered every time the T-Rex ate the lawyer on the toilet.
He came by the house once and brought my nephews a gift a boomerang! They were thrilled. Coolest gift ever.
I think that was the evening he ended up playing Gods Of
Wrath on the acoustic guitar and singing for my sister.
Dave was a bit of a dog, but didn't have any luck that night,
lol.

Lil' Dutch Inn Yakima, Wa

Original '93 Reverend Demo Cover Art by
Terry Mayniuk

Dave's Apartment Building 19th Ave off Summittview in Yakima, Wa

On another occasion, Dave came over and hung out while I
worked on riffs for new songs. He found my nephews' Super
Soaker -a giant 3-foot squirt gun, and he was super-excited.
He promptly filled it with water and ran outside. While I worked
on progressions and riffs, Dave was out in the darkness of the
evening, crouched down behind the bushes blasting the
passing cars! It was a pretty busy road so Dave scored a lot of
hits that night.
That is one of my favorite memories. Dave being a big, goofy
kid.

The Yakima Reverend took a road-trip to Goldendale to do a
group photo at a site that is an actual reproduction of the
famous Stonehenge. A popular tourist attraction at the
Washington/Oregon border located on the Columbia river
basin, and a favorite place of Dave's.
We piled up in a couple cars and got there with a photog
Dave or Jamie knew (I don't remember) and we had some
shots taken. I wasn't exactly enthusiastic since the
photographer chick insisted she put subtle eye-liner on all of
us.

Eye liner??? Are you fucking serious?
That wasn't exactly metal.
She insisted it would be just to highlight our features and would
not be visible in the photos.
Right.
Whatever.
Grumbling, I played along.
The final pic is what you see above. Aside from the makeup,
the airbrushing was a tad more liberal than I expected. Had I
known what doctoring was going to be done on the photo, I
would have requested a beard like Billy Gibbons. Oh, and
smaller hips. Anyway, that was our picture and I was proud to
be in Rev, regardless.
That picture ended up hanging on the walls in music stores
and clubs all over the Northwest and as I was told by a close
friend, was even on display for a long time at the Experience
Music Project In Seattle, a big rock and roll museum in the
heart of the city, as a Northwest Rock/Metal timeline exhibition,
until right before I took my wife and kids on a trip to Wa in
2010. We got there a week too late to see it as it turned out, (I
would have been so proud) in it's place instead, was a massive
mural of Courtney Love.
That's rock and roll, kids.
LMAO.

Chapter Nine
Yakima To Seattle
Jamie had to leave for California at one point because his
mom became seriously ill. Finding a new drummer with the
chops to do the gig in Yakivegas was a tall order, so we were
on a bit of a hiatus. I had an accident at work one day and while
attempting to dislodge a bin from one of the automated lifts with
a pry bar, the bin slipped and I fell seven feet into a service pit
and bounced my head on the concrete a few times in the
process. I was required to take a urinalysis by the company. I
was shitting bricks, since I was a frequent smoker of the green
stuff.
Dave came over and we brainstormed and drove to the store
to buy fresh Papaya because Dave had heard it was helpful in
clearing traces of pot from a user's system.
Dave had stuck it out in Yakima until he decided he had had
enough small town bullshit, so he and his woman packed up
and headed for Seattle. I wasn't fiscally prepared for the move
so I hung back in Yak while he forged on to establish himself on
the other side of the mountains.

During this time I was canned for failing the pee test (Papaya
didn't work, lol)
Dave called a couple weeks later ranting to me all about this
kick ass drummer he met who was an established musician in
the area who also made his own beer. A good drummer...who
makes BEER!
Hell yeah.
Dave called one night while I was pondering what the fuck I
was going to do. I was negotiating to get my job back, but Dave
said he was on his way over to Yakima with Todd (New
Drummer Dude) to pick up his Harley at his dad's house and
wanted to know if I was ready to move yet. He said I could
camp out where him and his girlfriend were living at her aunt's
house in Burien while I looked for a job and got situated. I had
to think about it for a few minutes and decided I was done here.
I called Dave back and said I'd be ready to go when he got
there.
Now, up to this point, my life had been a regular comedy of
errors, but this was pretty good timing.
Dave and Todd showed up late, late in the evening with a van
Todd drove, I liked Todd immediately. You could tell he was a
cool person. Down to earth, not pretentious or into himself, but
good-hearted, intelligent guy, who happened to be a monster
on the skins.

We grabbed my things. A couple of bags, a box and my guitar
and half stack. Loaded it all up and headed for Dave's dad's
place in the lower valley.
We talked about beer-making, metal and future victories along
the way.
When we got to our destination, we loaded Dave's bike, a big,
stretched, bright-yellow custom chopper and ran it up a wooden
ramp into Todd's van and wasted no time heading back.
Now the Yakima Valley is famous for the production of hops
which are used in the brewing of beer all over the country.
Dave had a plan to raid one of the local crops and abscond with
a humble cache of fresh, Yakima Valley hops to use in his next
batch of home-made brew. We found a dark hop field, got out
of the van and grabbed armloads of the stuff and shoved it into
garbage bags and got back in the van and continued on our
way.
Dave and his girlfriend were living in a basement apartment of
her aunt Mary's house in Burien, Wa. The ceiling was about 7'
so you had to be careful.
I camped in a tent that belonged to Dave in the backyard until
the nights got just a weeee bit too frosty.
Dave and his woman had a room in back, a sitting room in
front, and there was a divided space by the stairs where there
was a refrigerator, a piano and a sink/countertop area.

Dave already had a batch of home made beer percolating in
one of the carbouys he had purchased under the tutelage of
our new found beer mentor, Todd.
Dave's girlfriend, Sharon, was kind of reserved but sweet and
very kind seeing how she was tolerating one of Dave's
belligerent friends to shack up with them in their home. When
you are a 26 year old, metal guitarist-asshole, you don't fully
appreciate the imposition you place in the lives of other people,
but that's what I was. A 26 year-old asshole in one of the
luckiest situations of my life. Playing and LIVING with a genuine
rock star, excited about the prospects and looking ahead to
great things.
From the beginning I had told myself to remain humble and
that I was very fortunate to land this gig, but I was still just an
idiot. What the fuck did I know about anything?
Less than I do now.
Damn skippy.
We soon landed a bass player from Canada named David
Powell who was a very great guy and made the pilgrimage
regularly to Burien to practice with the new Reverend. A regular
rehearsal pad was nonexistant and Todd flipped the bill for a
practice hall we rented once or twice a week. Todd also printed
up business cards, since he worked for a printing company.

One night while driving back to the Burien pad, Dave
ceremoniously bestowed upon me the title of Music Director of
Reverend. I was flattered but kind of laughed it off since I was
playing with such killer people. It also blew up in my face when
at our first gig in Renton at the Detour Tavern, I totally led the
band into the wrong song after the opening number. But
instead of a train wreck, we quickly recovered and pulled it in,
as any experienced band would do, and nobody was the wiser.
So much for the set list. That wasn't my biggest nightmare that
night though.
As we prepared to play the epic Metal Church, I busted two
strings on the first chord of the song. The A string and high E
string. Yes. Right. I had no backup instrument, and the guy,
Larry, who was a good friend of Dave's who was going to bring
one, was unsuccessful, so we actually had to stop while I
restrung by the side of the stage and Dave entertained the
audience with his witty, charismatic banter.
This shit happens.
Always insure you have a backup axe. No excuses.

All in all a successful gig, great response, good crowd, I was
socializing with a young blonde lady who came to see the show
from Yakima with a friend that Dave knew. We all went out for
breakfast at Denny's to celebrate.
A funny side note is that on our way to the gig, as I was
changing pants in Todd's van, we were talking about metal and
grunge and the shitty scene and we started talking about plaing
heavy blues, changing our direction somewhat. After the gig
tho, all that crap was forgotten, because it was just silly talk.
We had the metal. We just needed to play it for the people.
It was an uncertain time. Metal's heyday in the spotlight was
weaning and Bands like Pearl Jam, Nirvana and Soundgarden
were prominent. Rap-metal shit like Limp Biskit was pretty
popular at the time, we just had to stick to our guns.
Our Big Guns.

Chapter Ten
Metal, Magic and Suds

Dave's girlfriend's aunt Mary owned the house were we all
lived in Burien, Wa.
I can't even tell you what year the house was built or any kind
of interesting data like that, but I would guess it was built in the
50's or 60's. A spooky place, especially when nobody else was
home, and Aunt Mary, as old as she was (upper 70's) went out
from time to time.
However, when I moved in she took a keen interest in
everything I did.
She went thru my things when I went to work. My collection of
occult books, my notebooks where I recorded my private
journals, etc. I was furious. I never felt so violated, but I was a
self-important punk carrying a lot of anger, attitude and other
stupid baggage around with me.
It pissed me off that she went thru my things, but what could I
do?
One morning, after I left to catch a bus for work, Dave caught
her rummaging thru my stuff and asked her what she was
doing, pretty funny.
I had scored a cheesy job making appointments for a security
system company two doors down from the detour. The fellow
who sat next to me was a cool dude named Otto, a keyboard
player who played for Rorschach Test who had recently scored
a deal and was very excited to be working with producer Neil
Kiernan on their new CD.

I rode with Dave to Kent, Wa one day and we stopped by
where Craig Wells was working at a New Auto outlet parking
cars. Craig would drive the new cars off of the double-deck
trailers and drive like a manica to park each one. A team of
them did this and a little van would gather them all up to drive
them back to the truck for the next load. Craig ran his ass off,
probably why he was so skinny when I met him. Dave
introduced us. Friendly guy. Like him right away.
We went to see Craig one night at the place where his parents
owned a vending company. It also doubled for a Metal Church
practice spot I believe. Craig's Marshall amps were stacked up
all over. Dave and I got to see the soon to be released cover for
Church's Hanging In The Balance. We made fun of it and hung
out with Craig for awhile. Across from Craig's parent's shop
was a spot owned by Glen Huttenlocker of Musiclord Amplifiers
and Cabinets. Dave, Larry, Craig and me all climbed up into the
back of a small yacht owned by Glenn and shared a joint and
talked for a while. Soon we moved to Glenn's shop where he
built amps and cabs. Craig plugged in and played thru one for
quite a while.
I made shit money as a telemarketer but there were few other
jobs around so I was barely scraping by. I could barley keep
myself in macaroni. I would buy a case of the stuff and Dave
and I would cook that shit up two boxes at a time (adding in
slices of American cheese to thicken it up), in an electric fry pan
filled with water and we would have macaroni feasts. This came
in handy after smoking bowl after bowl of premium green bud.

Like myself, Dave was somewhat self-educated in the dark
arts and knew the principles and practices of, among other
disciplines, shamanism. A higher form of magic than you would
encounter with practitioners of "entry-level" witchcraft or
satanism.
We were both familiar with the books of Castaneda and could
easily talk about it's concepts. I was brash and ignorant, young
and naive but was a bit accelerated in that world. I had
developed a fairly keen connection with certain elements that
most people don't bother to look for or are even aware exist in
their daily lives, but being young and impulsive, I had a
tendency to lean more towards the concepts that I found
appealing to my needs while ignoring a greater, more detached
picture.
Dave once described an experience he had under the
influence of certain properties and went on to elaborate for me
how he found himself "skyclad" and hovering above the Earth
with just a tether between him and the ground. It was his flying
experience.
He promised to pick up something for me from one of the
witchcraft supply shops he knew of that would help me fly. He
never gave me anything but one night after watching tv and
smoking out together late in the wee hours, I went back to my
bed and laid down and went to sleep.

I woke to find I was soaring. High above the landscape of the
city. I was flying at will and I was lucid and aware. I could
choose which way to go, how high, how fast...I could cover
tremendous distances in no time at all and the scenery beneath
me was crystal clear and alive. I flew for hours and hours and
faded into slumber.

You can say this happened in a dream state, and you would
certainly be correct. Shamans and seers will gently laugh and
tell you that what we are all in is just one of an infinite number
of dream states every moment of our lives.
We are taught, as humans, that there is a division between us
and magic. An impenetrable barrier that separates us from the
realm of miracles. That's why we talk about God, but we don't
really believe. It's why we pray for things and nothing happens.
The conditions of humans is to be born blind. Some
circumstances occur that can momentarily erase that wall, but it
can be very dangerous. We are mostly not prepared to deal
with a sudden pure connection to that limitless realm. As sad as
it is, we are, for the most part, safer in our insulated world of
illusion and self-importance.
Living in Dave's girlfriend's basement was quite a trip.
It was cold outside so I was living indoors in the space that
where the Fridge, Piano and sink was.
First I bought an inflatable mattress which I had to blow up
every night, manually because it had gotten tiny holes in it
somehow.
I was so dizzy after blowing it up each nite, I was almost high.
Saved me money on weed.
Soon, though, the mattress unuseable and I started sleeping in
a sleeping bag in a lawn chair.

I would be close to falling asleep and Dave would walk into the
room and open the fridge and look for something to eat. Right
by my face lol.
He would find a piece of cake or a leftover take out meal and
go into the TV room and stay up all hours.
I would knock on the door, and join him while he watched Xfiles or Full House or whatever, or he would be playing Super
Mario Brothers on his Super Nintendo.
More often than not, he would have something to smoke and
we would spend the late hours trying to make Mario fly and get
past his enemies.
At that time in my life I was deeply active in Shamanic magic,
or at least the shallower principles of it.
There wasn't much to do at night after a stupid day of
telemarketing and sitting in a basement except to read my
books of Castaneda and work on the guitar.
You have to take a break from the guitar sometimes. Step
away and refresh your mind.
I wrote in my notebooks in those evenings.
As we waited for rehearsal, waited for gigs, we sat in the
basement, eating macaroni and watching tv.

When I was alone I discovered the art of recalling my past.
Anybody can do this, and it is prescribed in the books of
Castaneda.
I began by writing down and listing the most prominent events
of my life, year to year up to that time and adding the names of
all the people I met along the way.
It sounds amazingly stupid, but the funny thing is that when
you begin to recall, and list those names, one by one, more
names come to you. It is memory by association. It is a hidden
trick of our brain and can be accessed by anybody.
This simple yet tedious task, quickly takes on a life of it's own
and begins to open some very interesting perceptual avenues.
Among other results, the practice opens the door to all manner
of forgotten stimuli. I began experiencing aromatic memories on
a daily basis. Which means, that a person will experience a
smell or a scent that he/she once smelled in the past,
sometimes all the way back to childhood.
One day we bottled up Dave's first batch of beer and stored it
in the garage for the two weeks that it needed to mature. It
probably needed more time, in all honesty, but we were not
about to wait longer than that. His second batch was already
underway and he decided to add the hops that we stole in
Yakima, and he also added extra sugar. Soon we would have
two batches of home made brew and I had just purchased a
carboy of my own so we would have three before long.

We got to sample Todd's own home brew already, but soon
after we got to share a six pack of Todd's finest with
Interscope's Tony Ferguson who came to our rented practice
pad to watch us perform. We did a tight live demo for Tony but
nothing materialized from that, so we kept grinding away.
I would ride with Dave to pick up Sharon at her office after work
and we'd come home.
There didn't seem to be anything rushing on the Reverend
horizon.
Doubts were taking place for a few reasons, but not being able
to find decent work and having no car was weighing pretty
heavy on me.
It's one thing to be a proficient musician, but you also must be
flexible, independent and self-sufficient enough to change your
life around at a moment's notice and land on your feet at the
same time. Lessons I hadn't quite learned in my personal life at
the time and would continue to bite me in the ass for some time
later.
Playing with Dave Wayne was an amazing opportunity, and I
wasn't
prepared to take advantage of it.
Sand thru the fingers.

Getting older means you can sometimes look back and see
what a total idiot you were as a young person, but there are
also, for me at least, many great memories. (Thank God)
I had two or three rolls of 35 mm film (again, no smart phones
then) and lots of pictures of Dave. I carried them around for
years and by the time I went to develop them they were no
good.
Yes Bill, You may kick yourself in the ass now.
One night while me and Dave were watching TV well into the
morning hours, we were startled by what sounded like a
gunshot in the next room. We jumped up and hurried to see
what the fuck was going on when we saw it.
The carboy that Dave was brewing his next batch of beer in
had popped it's top and was spewing all this pre-mature beer
spooge like a volcano, splattering against the ceiling and
splashing every fucking where. Aunt Mary's piano was
douched.
It was a horrible mess and as we rushed to contain it, we got
douched ourselves.
I guess the extra sugar might have been a bad idea, lol.

We had successfully bottled, cellared and drank his last batch
but this one wasn't going to turn out so well. As it so happened,
Dave was able to salvage the remainder of the wart and
continue with an altered recipe and he ended up with a nice
batch of home made mead.
FTW.

Before Metal Church was signed, dave had served as an
army Field Medic and after that he told me he backpacked
across Germany and enjoyed meeting people who would
welcome him into their homes for food and a place to sleep
while he played guitar and sang to their delight. This was
one of his favorite adventures.
The Rock Star life was like a mythical fantasy land just out
of reach for me. I was always eager to hear his old war
stories from the road. Dave often told me of his experiences
during Metal Church's rise to fame and recalled a few
encounters he had with his rock peers in the 80's.
He ran into Blackie Lawless backstage one night and tried
to speak to him but Blackie was very aloof and didn't say
much to Dave.
The guys from Slayer were pretty standoffish according to
Dave, and stayed in their bus the whole time and were less
than sociable when he tried to engage them in conversation.
He was hanging with Bobby 'Blitz' Ellsworth of Overkill
before a show who offered Dave a hit off a pipe, Dave
refused and explained he wanted his throat to be intop
condition for the gig to which Bobby replied "Ahh ya big
pussy!"

Dave recalled meeting Lemmy by the pool at one particular
hotel. Lemmy's face was beet red, by Dave's account and
Dave, in his usual friendly manner said to him, "Hey Lemmy,
looks like you got a little too much sun." Lemmy walked
away muttering something like "Bug off ya bloody wanker...".
Turned out the redness on Lemmy's face was more a
product of his whiskey consumption than sunburn.
Dave told me how Dave Mustaine would act like his best
friend and behind his back would talk shit about him, which
apparently was Mustaine's typical M.O., especially while
Dave Mustaine was trying to score dope.
Kevin Dubrow was in the hall as Dave was working on
tracks at a studio in L.A. and Dubrow was flipping him some
kind of shit. Dave said "How'd you like if I came out there
and shoved the toupee up your ass?"
He did have a friendly encounter with Ronnie James Dio
who invited him onto his bus to smoke some herb. Dave said
Ronnie pulled out a compressed fistful of Mary Jane the size
of a baseball and they sat and BS'd a while.
Dave talked about how his coke habit had undermined his
position in Metal Church and the regrets he had about his
addiction. He told me "There were so many times I had a
check for ten grand during Metal Church and I could have
bought a house".

Dave had made a couple observations about fame, one
more memorable was when he told me "The faces you see
on your way up are the same ones you see on your way
down." referring to people who use people on their way to
the top or did not, in general, treat others well. A Good
lesson in karma.
After leaving Church and touring with Reverend, he would
hear a lot of shit from younger bands who taunted him and
called him a has been, and an old fart. Dave caught a lot of
flack for his weight, since he was a big guy, but Dave carried
it well with a bad ass attitude and I never saw him take any
crap off anybody.
Dave told me about wrapping up the Masterpiece tour
overseas. He had bought several magazines featuring the
Metal Church reunion, and wanted to take them home as
souvenirs. He told me Kurdt Vanderhood decided to pour
beer all over them, intentionally destroying them. Pretty
pissy behavior.
He also said Kurdt had stuffed some pot in Dave's luggage
before his flight back to the U.S. Beyond pissy.
Not saying these are facts. Don't shoot the messenger. That
is simply what Dave told me.

One afternoon I was riding home with Dave in his
girlfriend's Geo Metro (now THAT'S metal) and we pulled
into the driveway. I casually remarked on how much I liked
the upside-down cross that hung around Dave's neck.
Without batting an eye, Dave reached behind his neck,
pulled off the cross and handed it to me and said "I want you
to have it".
I'm not sure now if he ever really wanted to part with it, but
at the time I cheerfully accepted the gift, with maybe a token
protest or two, but I knew it was special to him. A friend of
his had made it for him.
Dave and I were alike in that respect, that we could, at
times, give away personal possessions even if they had
great value to us.
That cross hangs on our tree every Christmas in honor of
Dave. An upside-down cross confuses people when they
see our tree, but things aren't always what they seem.

One day after rehearsal, I was talking with Dave and the
conversation was about money. I wasn't making much but
pitched in for my rent at Aunt Mary's house when I got paid.
I told Dave I wanted to give what cash I had to Todd since
he was flipping the bill a LOT of the time for the jam space.
Todd was also printing flyers and business cards which all
supported the band.
We argued about this for a minute but Dave insisted I put
the cash towards the rent and we would get Todd squared
away soon. Dave was feeling his own pressure from
responsibilities. His girlfriend worked 40 hours but as they
were trying to save up for an apartment, things were
growing ever so tight at Wayne manor. So much so that
Dave ended up selling his yellow chopper.
Dave ended getting a gig driving for Pizza Hut.
Gotta make some scratch somehow.
True to Dave's personality though, he did it his way. He
refused to cut his hair as directed by his boss, and he
brought pizza home every night loaded with Dave's favorite
toppings (pretty much every topping) he caught a lot of hell
for it, but didn't give a shit. They liked him and Dave was
reliable.
This was the time of the "Bigfoot" Pizza promotion. A big
rectangular double pizza that competed with Lil' Ceasars
pizza at the time who was also selling square pizzas then.
Dave brought home dozens of those Bigfoots.

During all this, we drove into town one night to meet some
friends from Yakima of the non-male variety, and we were
stopped at a red light somewhere in King County and it was
raining cats and dogs. Dave looked in his rear view mirror
and noticed we had a patrol car behind us. Probably not a
big deal, but as a couple of paranoid weed freaks, we
decided to put on our seat belts so we wouldn't get popped
for not being buckled.
We probably would have been ok, except that the officers
totally saw our dumb asses trying ever-so-non-chalantly to
put our seat belts on.

Reverend in '94 at the noble China in Kent

Chapter Eleven
Lights, Camera, Action

Shit.
We pulled around the corner into a parking lot in the everso-metal Metro and waited for the officer to come to the
window. Except that two officers got out and approached the
car on both sides, each cop asking for our identifications. I
lied and said I didn't have mine, which was rather pointless
as they were able to get me to identify myself in the end.
Wouldn't have been so bad had it not been for the bench
warrant I had been running from for the last few years.
When you don't drive, you don't get pulled over. I had been
carless for some time so interactions with the Po Po was
minimal and rarely had reason to present I.D. of any kind. In
Yakima County I was able to get away with it, but since my
offense had taken place in a county neighboring King Co.
the gig was up.

They hauled my white ass off to jail in record time leaving
Dave to submit to further search of his vehicle.
Unfortunately, one of his Yakima "friends" had left a roach
in his ash tray and poor Dave had to pay a fine and do an
overnight stay of his own.
Mine was a little bit longer and I ended up missing the next
show at the Detour and spent Christmas in rubber flip flops.
Maybe a month or less I was locked up, but it fucking
sucked. Reverend was at a stand still. Dave was running
pizza and I was putting together jigsaw puzzles with
missing pieces. One was a nice, peaceful photo of an old,
abandoned barn in the country. Very relaxing.
I was growing more angry every day. Being broke. Being
locked up, delaying Reverend, plus, jail just blows. It's no
place for a man. It's a daycare for idiots.
You soon realize that you are surrounded by bottom
feeders with low IQ's and over-grown children if you have
half a brain. I had that half at least.
I brooded over my stupid ass situation and thought about
Aunt Mary going thru my shit. So much so that I focused a
lot of negative energy in her direction, like a fool. Like a
childish, bitter fool, who also happened to have a rather
reckless familiarity with the spirit world.
Negative energy can be focused and pointed.
Just like a gun.

I learned a couple of magical secrets being with Dave.
Once we were walking in a park and a crow landed to our
left. I made some remark and looked in the Crow's
direction. Dave said, "Dude, don't look. Never look". I didn't
understand what he meant until years later.
The moment you direct your focus to anything, especially a
living thing, you establish a connection. The seer knows
this and does not walk around, blindly connecting with
everything and every body. Much less so, does he interfere
with nature or people when not absolutely necessary.
I will only use an example of the words of Jesus for a
comparable reference, but when he spoke of the
commandments, particularly "though Shalt not kill" he
explained further that if you have hatred for another person,
you are already guilty of murder.
Hatred, though seemingly benign, is a focused, negative
energy. Not a theoretical, fantastical energy, but a very real
energetic impulse that we send out over very real networks
to others. And regardless of what damage you end up
doing to another person, you have already opened up a
door for negative power, and like I said, traffic goes both
ways. Not only will the hatred rot and fester and blacken
your mind, but it will only open your life up to black
situations. Ever known anybody who seemed to live their
lives under a perpetual black cloud of bad luck?

It's not always that they are being dramatic, though they
can certainly be tiresome to listen to. Complaining, always
going through something terrible, etc. That negative force is
perpetuated by our negative response to the events in our
own lives.

When I got out of jail we did a second show at the Detour
which went pretty well. Those were our only two shows
except for the one we did at a place callled the noble China,
which was a restaurant during the day and a metal club at
night. They would move the tables and clear the floor for the
shows.
Aunt Mary had a lot of leaves around her house. A lot. This
was in the fall and the leaves were everywhere all around the
house. Fucking truckloads. We thought it would be a cool
project but it was a staggering job for a couple of chubby
stoners and we abandoned the project after a few hours and
retired inside for more benign persuits.
Dave and Sharon ended up moving into an apartment while I
stayed in Aunt Mary's basement.
It was slow going and uneventful for awhile but we had found
a regular rehearsal spot in Seattle owned and operated by
lady we only knew as "Ma Jenkins". There were maybe 20
practice rooms in this building with bands all working on there
music.
We booked a show to open for Jake E Lee and Badlands in
Yakima at a place called Colours. But when we got there, we
found out that Jake cancelled. He might have booked
something bigger elsewhere, or decided that that particular
locale was not to his liking for some reason. Who knows. It
was Yakima for crying out loud.

We did the show. Todd and I got hammered on free
samples from the beer distributor. He gave us these
disgusting black, bitter ale which I fucking hate, but drank
anyway. Free beer was free beer, after all, But no Jake E.
Lee.
Dave and I would get together and take drives to the
beach or just hang out and grab food somewhere when we
weren't jamming. I think he knew I was having doubts about
my situation. It was a vibe I felt.
I ended up moving back to Yakima when it seemed more
and more hopeless in Burien. We didn't seem to be getting
a lot of interest in the demos and Dave wanted a deal
badly. I wasn't all that happy with the music. I had written
much better material previously in different situations. In the
writing scenario in Yakima, there was creative input from
every member which was different to me but I yielded to it.
Upon reflection I should have fought for my ideas harder,
but, I was excited to play with Dave and wanted to be a
team player. I was too mellow at that time in my life and it
bit me in the ass. I think it bit Reverend in the ass.
Metal was getting heavier and in the time that grunge was
king, metal heads wanted more Slayer, more Pantera,
more Sepultura. More heavier.

The Reverend lineup in Yakima, Had the talent and ability
to pump out anything we wanted. I wasn't as comfortable in
the writing process as I had been in previous situations. I
wasn't used to the "three minute song formula". Most of the
metal I like doesn't generally fit into that sort of format.
Also, I feel that my riff writing, in all honesty, fell short of my
own standards, and as much as I want to blame it on the
situation, I cannot.
Dave was marketing Reverend on those demo tapes that
were made in yakima, and I can't help but think if I had
been more inspired or worked harder, things might have
turned out differently. Also, Dave's voice was breaking up a
lot. Many metal singers who scream end up having throat
problems. I pondered whether his voice had finally had it
after years of touring and screaming.
Much of this, admittedly, is conjecture on my part,
shouldas, wouldas, coulda's, what ifs and maybes, but I will
contend this to the end. The music I had written was, in my
opinion, weak and not worthy of Dave or Reverend.
Another thing swaying my decision to leave and go back to
Eastern Washington was that I had been seeing a young
lady from back home and had been spending a lot of
attention on her.

That entanglement basically sped up the process of
departing from Burien, and this particular infatuation had a
dad who managed an apartment complex where I could
score my own place. That should have been my first
indication that this was a temporary, insignificant romp but
being a backwards, socially-inept metal hermit, I jumped
rather yet again into a web of stupidity and self-induced
misery that taught me a myriad of lessons.
But that's a rather long-winded and fancy way of saying "I
was thinking with my dick".
So many prospects that didn't turn out, I had began to
doubt the credibility of some of the prospects. There would
be interst from Bombastic Records out of Germany - and
then nothing. There would be a possible publishing deal
from Cherry Lane - then nothing. Doubt festered in my
mind after each one of these let downs and had made the
decision to leave my situation, which was growin more and
more hopeless.
Dave himself was getting older, and he had taken some
real blows to his career and his security and his status
which was a result of all he had accomplished up to that
point. He asked me one time while we were riding
somewhere in a moment of self-doubt, if I could name a
rock or metal vocalist in his middle age that had recovered
after being in a world class, gold-record selling band.

I said "Ozzy?" He laughed and said that that wasn't a very
good example, I guess because Ozzy is some kind of metal
legend...as if David Wayne's contributions were any less
important.
Even Dave, at the time, had difficulty imagining the impact
he had on music in the world we live in today.
And I guess, I did too.
A few months went by and Dave paid me a visit one
morning at the apartment I was living in in Yakima. He was
upbeat and had brought a friend with him which was a
young guitar player who was very complimentary and
seemed like a cool kid.
He brought his gear up and jammed a little bit. Don't
remember his name but he had a good touch on the guitar
and a good metal sound going on.
Dave said he wanted to come back soon and travel to the
Lower Valley and pick up a medicanal healing item for Aunt
Mary because she had become deathly ill and wanted me to
go with him.

That trip never took place, and I honestly don't remember
why, maybe I just choose not to remember. I wasn't living a
very healthy liofestyle at the time, and there were
destructive elements pasing around among my circle of
friends. Having an addictive sort of personality I was
indulging a bit myself.
Dave also mentioned a possibilty of an offer from a label.
There always seemed like a potential offer, and expressed
and interest in me coming back over to join him.
As much as I wanted to, I couldn't jump in the fire again at
that time. Broke, car was in poor shape barely scraping by.
Wouldn't be fair to him and was less than appealing to me.
We kept in contact more or less and didn't see each other
again for about five years.

Dave and friend on Couch TV

Dave popped in one night at a Mystery Fluid band practice
and ended doing a cameo for local TV station I was
producing. It was a low budget (no budget) public access
deal where I filmed my band and other local bands with a
lot of mindless, stoner BS in between. Dinosaur puppets
and visuals mixed with music.
It made the local news, made a lot of people laugh and
brought the attention of local authorities who actually visited
the station to view some of the tapes after unfounded
reports of obscene content.
It also attracted some offers for the band to play from local
clubs and we were sort of a novelty local hit on the local
rock station for some of the things we did, mostly the singer
and me.
Anyway, Dave came by, and later on I went outside with
him and we grabbed an AM/PM burger and started chatting
about Reverend and I got the impression he was still
looking for a strong guitarist/riff-writer and I was more than
a little interested, as I was growing tired of my situation in
Yakima once again.
I felt isolated and cutoff from the world in Yakima and my
thirst for greener pastures was boiling inside me again..
I was ready to get out, I still thought there was an
opportunity that involved making music, and I still loved
Dave.

I was living in Yakima, Wa after a couple of trips across the
country and living for short periods in Georgia, North
Carolina and Oklahoma. I was restless and unsatisfied,
which made it hard to pin myself down to any one location.
Life was moving on, and when I felt like it was getting away
from me, I'd pack up and set out for greener pastures.
I had never had the luxury of living in one place very long
as I was growing up, and stability was never a factor. It was
a mystery to me quite honestly.
I would get those feelings of restlessness and again while
living in Yakima and being in the band Mystery Fluid, which
was the project of friends I had played with since the late
80's and early 90's.
The band was always my life, and I didn't know it, but my
ego was enormous. I was actually under the impression
that my brilliant artistic genius would get me by thru
everything. That my creative influence somehow measured
up to the contributions made by other members of the
band.
That is a prima donna right there.
I never had anything more than a shit job making shit
money and sometimes, I didn't have that. My gear would be
in pawn and I'd be borrowing my singer's guitar for gigs and
recording. What a joke.

There became a noticeable division in the group over the
years. Much of the enthusiasm was no longer shared for
different reasons. I wasn't the only one who could barley rub
two nickels together, but as time moved on, other members,
whose lives were becoming more prosperous and bogged
down with adult responsibilities, began to exhibit less
commitment to practicing and working on music in general.
There was probably a bit of growing resentment for the
members who always had the means to contribute more,
because they flipped a lot of the bills for things.
An imbalance like that in a band can be unhealthy and when
other problems pop up, that unbalanced distribution of
commitment and support will become more and more
apparent over time.
Keeping 4 or 5 people focused and enthusiastic and equally
committed in any endeavor is a miracle no matter how you
look at it. We were able to maintain it early on, and then
things got more complicated. Then they started getting ugly.
That's when it was time to go. Again.

It was about this time that Dave popped in on one of our
practices and we talked about possibly jamming together
again.
Dave called at one point and asked me how I would feel about
touring Germany with him in Metal Church. I replied about the
way you might think I would reply.
Note: This was not an offer to join MC or be gone from my own
band indefinitely, by any means. But it was still pretty exciting.
The excitement wasn't shared by everybody in the band
though. I'd already taken on more than one occasion and had
left the band and my friends hanging, so it had worn thin with
some people.
In all fairness, some things had worn thin with me too, so it
was mutual I guess. All just silly shit now.

I began listening to the old Metal Church Tapes again and
getting all the riffs down as things continued to heat up. The
prospect of me taking off for a tour with Church was
causing more and more dissent in the band which caused
more resentment within myself
I finally had had it and left town without so much of a
warning. I was already volatile that way as it was but in my
mind, it was over.
I was pretty adept at "skipping town at midnite" so to speak.
I made my way over to the other side of the mountains and
landed at my sister's place in Snohomish County. I was in
contact with Dave and he was telling me about the Wayne
project and the Dave Wayne's Metal Church project and we
continued to talk about the coming tour.
Shortly there after, Dave informed me that Vanderhoof had
pulled the plug on Dave's plans and filled the 2nd guitarist
slot by himself. I'm not sure what ever really happened,
maybe Craig and Kurdt did it together after all. Never really
looked into, that was just the word I got from Dave.
I drifted around for a short period after that and ended up
moving to Olympia, after a brief stay in Westport where
Dave and I got together to record a new demo. Dave also
wanted me in the new lineup and that sounded appealing to
me too.

I took a bus from Westport to Aberdeen and met Dave and
his friend Larry. Larry was a good friend of Dave's and had
worked on the road with him in Metal Church and I always
enjoyed hanging out with him.
We piled up in Dave's car and headed for Long Beach, Wa
which was just south of Grays Harbour. A friend of Dave's
owned a beachfront property with rental lodges and we
stayed there for two or three days to record, until we realized
that we hadn't brought the proper connections for the
multitrack recorder Dave just bought, so we drank beer and
hung out on the beach.
A little time later on the weekend of New Years 1999, we got
hooked up with another beach rental in a nearby area. Dave
had a lot of friends with beachfront properties, lol.
This time we had all the right connections and were good to
go.
I had some songs ready to go and we got to work not long
after we got there. We played cards, went out for beer and
food and basically stayed inside the bungalow while it rained
outside. Later when the rain stopped we drove to the beach
and Dave produced a bag of nifty fireworks to shoot off. It
was dark by now and he has some really good stuff.

We finished up and left the area just as the Sheriff was
pulling onto the access road. It seemed our display
attracted some attention, but we left at just the right time
and probably avoided a nice fine in the process.
The next day we hit the recording hard and Dave wrote
lyrics to my riffs on the spot. These songs were pretty good
I felt but we were limited to my limited mixing skills and only
four tracks to work on. I had to do some ping-ponging to
add back up vocals, which Dave did and record two rythm
guitar tracks and a lead track and a drum machine. All
that's at least Seven tracks...on a four track machine. I had
one of the masters for years and now it can be heard online
thanks to a good friend of mine Terry Maryniuk who is
basically the world's #1 curator for all things David Wayne.
It was a rough mix to begin with, but the years have worn it
down even more. Dave's parts are wicked and my own
guitar work is better than what I did on the 93 demo stuff, In
my humble opinion.
That was New Years Eve 1999 sowhen we were all done
we walked down to the beach drinking beers, and having a
pretty good time. Dave gave me something for a headache,
I'm not sure what, maybe a horse tranquilizer...but I was
doing pretty good. I never was one for pain meds. I liked to
smoke some herb, but that is about as chill as I liked to
get.

By the time we got to that cold, December, midnite beach, I
got the sudden urge to jump into the Pacific Ocean. Naked.
I'm surprised Dave and Larry didn't just grab my clothes and
run but they were good sports. Thankfully the jellyfish were
too. They are every where in the surf along Washington's
beach. I'm lucky I didn't get stung on my dick.
We meandered back to the bungalow and I passed out in a
chair in the living room. I woke up in the morning with a
strange breeze in my face.
There was a fan in the window with somebody's tighty
whiteys hanging over the front pointed at me three feet from
my face.
Not sure if this was passout payback or if somebody just
needed to dry their knickers.
Whatever the case, the next day we cleaned up the rental and
packed up. I went back to Westport.
Some time passed before I was able to get situated near
Tacoma so I could once hook up with Reverend and it's new
lineup.
Todd was still with Dave and had been Diehard committed
since they first joined up. The new members were John and
Chris. John was a great guy and so was Chris. Both very
talented players and solid members.

One night after practice, Dave was taking me home and we
stopped for a burger somewhere. After pulling away from the
drive-thru, we headed for the freeway entrance. A car in front
of us was driving erratically and the the passenger side door
opened and a woman flew out, rolled along the side of the
road, bouncing her head on the pavement several times. Dave
flashed his lights to alert other drivers of the danger, which
caught the attention of a patrol car. We pulled over where the
woman lay and described what we saw while the officers
radioed for an ambulance.
I was a bit of a wildcard, admittedly and when I first got to
Tacoma I was using Dave's gear for practicing. I'm not sure
Everybody was too happy with the new situation for whatever
reason. Olympia was a good distance from Tacoma and It was
a bitch for people to pick me up and drive me home. I took the
bus back and forth when I could.
It was another situation where I was trying to get established,
find decent work, get around without a car so it didn't last long.
Dave was a little put off, but took it like a pro and I took off,
once more to Eastern Washington.
Reverend did a show in Yakima several months later where I
offered to film the gig for the local public access channel.
However, my ride failed to show up after assuring me he would
come get me, so when I finally did make it over halfway thru, I
saw Dave back stage and he was pretty unhappy and did not
hide it at all.

Reverend did a show in Yakima several months later where I
offered to film the gig for the local public access channel.
However, my ride failed to show up after assuring me he
would come get me, so when I finally did make it over halfway
thru, I saw Dave back stage and he was pretty unhappy and
did not hide it at all.
That was the last time I saw him.
John was cool though and told me I helped them a lot in
figuring out some of the old Metal church riffs. Thanks John. It
was my pleasure.
I talked to Dave on the phone a few years later around 2003.
He was having some hard times but was friendly and
pleasant and it was good to talk to him.
Two years later he was gone.
It was a shock and a heartbreak. We all lost a friend, and
artist and a dynamic, charismatic personality that will be
sorely missed.
I later learned he had some serious struggles in the last few
years. He never really attained the status he experienced in
the 80's and I wasn't much help. I can wish that things had
been more different, and that I had been in more of a stable
place in my life at the time I knew him, but wishing gets you
nothing.
As a rule, you only get one chance. I had several.

Chapter Twelve
Time Marches On...

After Reverend and everything else, I bounced around and
settled in Yakima after living in Arizona for a short period. I
began driving a bus for a local non-profit agency in Yakima and
got a little place to live in and pretty much settled into working
and not much else. My oldest brother died after a battle with
Meth and I attended a few funerals as the rest of my uncles
started passing. It was about this time that I got word of Dave
Wayne's death. I was working and couldn't make the funeral.
A little while after that, I got an email from Crystal. We had
spoken briefly a few years prior after I hunted her down thru an
old phone number belonging to her aunt.
She was married at the time, so we caught up a little bit and
that was that.
She wanted to know what happened with Dave and I told her
what I knew. She had met him in the late 80's at some parties
before she ever met me, and he gave her his autograph. (He
signed her boob).
In that sense, we share a connection to Dave, tho he never
signed my boob.

Turned out she was recently divorced from 16 year relationship
to an infantile, manipulative douchebag. We talked some more,
and it was evident we wanted to be with each other. We hinted
at marriage and me moving to North Carolina,
Crystal just sold her house that she had bought with her ex, so
she bought a ticket out West, took a week off for vacation and
came to see me. I took some time off from my job at the same
time and we spent the week together.
I picked her up at the airport and we held each other for the first
time in 20 years. We found our way back to my car and got on
the highway. I pulled off the road just to kiss her.
I showed her around Yakima, we watched movies and went for
walks and laid down in the park by the river under a big tree.
It was hot that week, we stayed in a nice room and she got in
the pool and I pushed her up and down the hall on the luggage
cart. We acted like kids, we danced and I played guitar for her,
and that was her favorite.
It was a dreamy week, with no stresses, no worries and no
interruptions. It was perfect.

A couple days before she had to go back, we drove to Seattle
and meandered around for awhile. Seeing old sights that we
shared when I was 21 and she was 19. We went to the lake we
parked at, we went by Suzanne's old house that was now not
there, and we found Crystal's old apartment downtown in
Seattle.
We drove back to Yakima and went to our room for a minute
and grabbed some beers and went back out.
I had been looking for the perfect spot all day and nothing was
working, so I had an idea at the last moment.
We drove to Selah and went up to what we used to call
"Lookout Point". A place overlooking the lights of Yakima from
the hills of Selah. The "point' was now an area in development,
but we parked on an uninhabited section of dirt road and
looked over the twinkling lights of the city. I pulled the ring out
of my pocket and handed it to her and asked her to be my
bride.
The moon was my friend that night and shed some light down
to sparkle of the tiny diamonds that were set five in a row, and
she said yes and I kissed her, and weld each other for a long
time.

I became an unlikely family man with new responsibilities, three
kids who had their world turned upside-down by a self-centered,
lying clown of a father who damaged his own brain irreparably
with alcohol many years ago.
I haven't been able to do the things I wish I could for them, but I
have been a constant in their lives at least. I have stood by them
and their their mother and she has stood by me.
Loyalty doesn't come easy, unless you find a loyal person. We
may have had to struggle for a lot of other things, but we never
had any problem giving each other that.

I've had time to reflect in the past several years and have
learned a thing or two about a thing or two.
I learned that I come from a fairly unhappy, grudge-bearing
family full of pettiness, ugliness and self-denial, which kind of
explains why I have spent so many years in grudge-bearing,
petty, ugly, self denial.
It explains maybe why I have carried so much anger around
and have been absolutely oblivious to it or to the damage it has
done to me and others.
There is power and magic, and beauty, and it's all there for us,
but it sure can be damn hard to see thru all the things we have
to endure while trying to make sense of this life.
We are given such a very short time on this earth to get our shit
together and take care of each other.
And by “getting our shit together” I don’t mean amassing wealth
and success and a nice home with two cars a boat and
vacations, although that must be nice, “getting our shit together”
in terms of getting our heads straight and understanding how we
fit in and how our lives touch each other.
But it's a personal journey for each one of us. These are just my
own thoughts.

Chapter 13
Two Weeks with The Mentors

In the mid 80's, when I heard Metal Church for the first time, I
was also introduced to an underground phenomenon known as
The Mentors.
If you are already familiar with The Mentors, I need say
nothing more. However, if their presence in the shock rock
world has escaped you, I'll be brief.
Three men, wearing executioner hoods, beer bellies hanging
out, singing the most hilariously vile Heavy Metal anthems in
the free world. And if you were 19 in '85, with a pseudomisogynistic sense of humor, they were an instant hit.
Maybe not the most musically exceptional groups to come out
of the 80's, but with songs like 4F Club, Golden Showers,
Sandwich Of Love and My Erection Is Over, The Mentors
chopped out a vulgar niche of their own and remain legends of
filthy metal humor to this day. Women hated them, guys loved
em'.
They were guests on Talk shows like Jerry Springer and
quoted in song by Anthrax, and immortalized by Frank Zappa
after citing one of their offending tracks at the PMRC hearings
in the late 80's:

"Bend up
and smell my anal vapor
your face
is my toilet paper"
Frank was amused enough to proclaim in front of the politicians
at the hearings "I'm going to name my next album "Anal
Vapors!"
People always wanted to borrow a copy of your Mentors
cassette, but it rarely made it back to you, lol.

Me and "licks" in Kelso, Wa

So tell me again why a middle-aged metal head guitarist who
hasn't seen a stage in ages, wouldn't jump at the chance to join
these sickos on tour?
Ok. Maybe lots of reason. My reputation? Not an issue.
Not enough money? No Problem. No money was offered.
In fact I incurred a small amount of debt upon my household to
be an executive Rock Star for two weeks
For the fun of playing LOUD metal and headlining a dozen or
so clubs from Washington to California? You bet. Oh and maybe
a chance of shmoozing and making a contact somewhere in the
process that might be helpful for any fragment of a musical
career I might have left at my age? Busted.
Maybe the latter was a long shot, even if I was being delirious
from a fever and high on crack, (um, I wasn't)
but what the hell. It was an opportunity of a lifetime.
Another one.

Their debut album. I had seen this countless times while
going thru the metal albums in the record store years earlier

I was living in Cherokee, N.C. with my wife and kids, jamming
every night in my man-cave of a shed out in the back yard. Not
much metal in Western North Carolina, hell. Not much MUSIC
in Western North Carolina. My last gig was with a bunch of
snooty, uptight hipster blues wannabes out of Asheville who
fired me after one night for puking in the herb garden of the
venue we were playing at. I won't mention any names, but
Bluestopia Highway was a sucky, shit band of narcissistic premadonnas. But I'm not here to talk smack.
So, anyway, I'm in my heavy metal man-cave broadcasting
impromptu jams across the interwebs to anybody who will
watch, trying to find an audience, any kind of audience when I
got the random idea to do a fan tribute video on Youtube. Not
Eddie Van Halen. There are roughly two million guitarists who
have posted their own version of Eruption and half of them are
14 year old girls who kick my ass. I needed to think of an artist
that wasn't overexposed but still famous, sorta.
Immediately I had the answer. Sickie Wifebeater from the
Mentors. I knew all his licks. Loved his playing, and if the
Mentors were a legit, non-porn band, he would still be near the
top of my list of favorite guitar players. It took a moment to
research the matter on Youtube and I found out there were no
sickie tributes. A shame, as well as a cheap opportunity for
some attention. I didn't feel sleazy about it. I always dug
Sickie's playing. Powerful riffs and trademark wah wah leads.

I hit record, played some licks, very intoxicated, and put it up.
It was not long when I got a comment from Mentors Drummer
Mad Dog, who had replaced Mentors drummer and icon El
Duce, asking if I was interested in sitting in for Sickie who was
unable to make a leg of the tour later in the coming winter that
year.
I messaged him with my cell number and he called soon after
that and after talking about music and setlists it was agreed. I
would be sent the plane tickets by bassist Dr. Heathen Scum
soon after.
My wife, a true metal head, was excited as I was. So in the
morning of December 27th, I was on a plane from Asheville,
N.C. and landed in Sea Tac airport in Washington that
evening for a show near midnight which was a four and a half
hour drive away. Oh yeah, and the day before I was sick all
day with food poisoning.
Tell me I'm not a pro.
Ok. Maybe I'm not, but I can be hardcore when I wanna be.

My wife, Crystal, was a real good sport about it. How many
women are going to be supportive about their man hitting the
road with a band who has a reputation for inviting amateur
strippers on stage at all their shows?
Not that most of these ladies are attractive, but that's hardly the
point
(I told my wife they were all ugly).

I arrived at Sea Tac around 4 or 5 PM and was met by coguest guitarist Dean Carls who would go by Licks Muffstuffer.
Turns out my name would be Doughy Ramone. Obviously a
decision they came to when they saw I was kinda...well,
doughy. I didn't mind, although I was secretly hoping for
something less anatomically correct, like maybe Ace Van
Killmister, or even Jimi Wyldepage. Oh well. Doughy it was.

So, I made it to the airport, but my guitar didn't. seems the
airline mis-tagged it and it ended up in Argentina somewhere,
but not to worry. I had made plans with a friend Rob Hewitt to
meet me with a backup guitar in Spokane. I had several friends
in Washington and Rob was a life saver. I did the first few shows
with his white B.C. Rich Warlock. A model I was well familiar
with since I owned the exact model myself.
Thanks to the wonders of the missing baggage claim counter in
Sea Tac, my own guitar, my baby, a B.C. Rich Mockingbird
Special, was delivered (only slightly destroyed) to my mom's
apartment just in time for our show in Everett at Tony V's.
A little rigging and I had my Mockingbird in good enough
working condition to do the next show. Thank you United
Airlines. I fought them viciously and unrelentingly for eight
months before I got a check reimbursing me for the cash value
of my instrument. Never lay down.

Did the first show and The Mentors kicked ass. Full house.
Great metal crowd. El Duce may be gone, but Mentors fans
don't quit. Loyal bunch. I know some were disappointed that
Sickie wasn't there. I know I would have been.
It was great to see my Washington friends on the first date.
After the gig, we loaded up and headed out.
We did The next few gigs in Kelso, Seattle, Everett and
Tacoma while staying at his comfy Wa pad.
Steve had taken a real risk hiring an unknown stringster to join
in for the festivities, but he seemed pleased that I wasn't a total
fuck up. It could have been a loss for him to find out that I was
a total loser who couldn't handle a pro gig after he spilled the
bones on airfare to LA, but Steve was a good guy and I
imagine that even had that been the case he would have
graciously spotted the fare for the trip back. Maybe by bus
though, lol. That didn't happen however, and I rocked the
church like the rest of them.
Marc (Mad Dog) was a prankster who was always pulling
some kind of shit on everybody -especially Steve, and
sometimes included me in the antics. I was a more than willing
accomplice as I do appreciate a good prank. Marc, Dean and I
went to a popular diner for breakfast by Greenlake. See pic
below :).

The first breasts we saw were in Kelso, Wa, at least the first
ones I saw. Wasn't really scouting for them, but hard to miss
when they do pop out. At Mentors shows...they pop out, so
obviously, not every body takes their drug-fueld, pseudomysogynistic image too seriously, or maybe it's fairer to say,
Mentors lady fans are real good sports. Either way, I wasn't
there for the boobs. I got boobs at home, as well as a traveling
pair that I started carrying a few years ago just in case. Comes
with old age and and a predilection for General Tso's chicken
and leads to being called things like "Boss" or "Chief" or even
"Doughy". in some instances.
Having lived the brief yet whirlwind encounter of touring with
Doc Scum and crew, If I had it to do all over again, I would have
played every single show wihout my shirt. And I would NOT
have a drank whiskey from a plastic bottle shaped like a tiny
penis, which was graciously bestowed upon me in in honor of
my birthday at On The Y in Sacramento, or Sacramentor as it is
now known.

Instead, looking back, I would have squeezed the tiny penis
and shot that mouthful of booze all over the young lady who
brought it to me in a more fitting Mentors-ceremonial type
fashion.
Obviously, this would have been call for more discussion upon
my arrival back home with the Missus. Hell, I'm still in the Dog
House for spanking a stripper chick onstage with my guitar (you
can see said stripper chick in the pic below...the one with the
red ass), but it would have been all in fun and more importantly,
it would have been the Mentors thing to do.

The Mentors were all great, and not the drunken assholes you
might think whatsoever. Steve (Dr. Heathen Scum to you and
you) was a gracious host and was an intelligent guy to talk to.
Turns out, Mentors is just his fun-time gig as he builds ballistic
weapons systems in his spare time. Seriously, the guy is mass
talented and lives for music and never turns down an
opportunity to jam or record whenever he can.
His guitar and amp collection is like a mountain of rubble at
first glance when you walk into his lair, and then you begin to
realize that what you're stupidly gazing at is pile upon pile of
treasures with words printed on them like Marshall, Mesa
Boogie, Fender, Gibson, Roland, etc, etc and so on...the guy
lives eats and breathes music and I have had the utmost
splendid opportunity to help him on many of his original
projects since I did the tour with him and the guys.

Nestled safely beyond the enormous mountain of music gear
is one legendary kit. The drums of El Duce. Pictures of naked
ladies ripped from magazines and taped all over the entire kit.
A unique and crusty artifact of Rock and Roll history. (I was
too fat to get back there or I would have taken a closer
picture).

As professional and as polite as everybody was, I must have
been driving them out of their minds. Right before the tour, I had
developed a downright annoying cough. I was hacking
constantly. Constantly.
So much so, that some woman came up to me at San
Francisco International Airport and suggested I hold a
handkerchief over my face. I wanted to say "Get the fuck out of
my grill lady" but I mumbled something between hacks like
"thanks, I'm good". Not really in the mood to go into detail and
explain that no, "I'm not sick, I've just ingested the residue from
a lot of freshly-cleaned pot pipes over the years and it has
caught up with me". So yeah, "thanks, but I'm good".
Bless her heart.

Four big dudes in a going down Highway 101 in a Subaru
loaded to the roof with guitars, amps and a drum kit is quite a
leg-numbing experience. I needed somebody to unfold my
limbs when we got to California. Claustrophobia set in at one
point, and I hadn't been sleeping well, I don't know how
anybody sleeps on he road unless alcohol and some kind of
medication is involved. I already have a sleep disorder but I
was TIRED by the end of it all. I wasn't eating healthy. I had
options, but the Grand Slam breakfasts and complimentary
Bacon Burgers and onion rings were too much temptation for
any man. I highly recommend the Burger at the Red Room in
Portland. You will not regret it, not immediately anyway.
Beer was pretty much free at all the venues but I had to
quickly get used to Pabst Blue Ribbon. More of a Busch man,
myself, but as a pro, one must be adaptable.
Set up was mostly a breeze as most of the supporting bands
were happy to let us use their amps and drums. I'd suck down
a few PBR's, watch some of the other bands or cozy up in he
green room (which is called green room for a reason), until I
heard Mad Dog start kickin his bass drum, then it was
onstage, plug into the amp-of-the-night, usually a 5150, or an
old Randall or a Marshall and we would make noise, get the
crowd whipped up, feet stomping, chanting, fists pumping and
then launch into Sandwich Of Love.

The frenzied drunken belligerence of this spectacle was best
captured by Zebrana Bastard at the Red Room on New Years
Eve. Most of the gigs were like this, Tacoma was a little more
subdued, but New Year's Eve in Portland was a particularly
good show.
There generally wasn't a lot of room onstage at most places,
and I've known this to be the case thru-ought my career as a
guitar player. Half of the time you watch your step as not to fall
off the stage and bust your ass, but it gets even chummier when
the audience forgets where their part of the room is.
The crowd in Portland was in our face from start to finish. They
were there to party and to rock and to consume as many
different substances as humanly possible. The first breasts I
saw that night, in fact the only boobs I saw that night belonged
to a woman of about 60. I could have gone my whole life without
seeing that, but who's to say the audience wasn't thinking the
same thing about my most excellent doughiness.
Some boobs have outgrown the need for a bra, which will no
longer serve any practical function. These boobs would have
been better off with a pair of socks. Knee highs at that.
But whatever this lady lacked in elasticity, she made up for in
sheer enthusiasm.
She was enjoying herself and she was there to rock as hard as
anybody else.

Then there was this girl. I think. I'm not sure, and I'm not being
gender-insensitive, and this is why I say I only saw one pair of
boobs that night, because when this person's shirt came up,
there was...nothing. And thats ok. Beauty comes in all shapes
and sizes. I could easily admit to a shortcoming or two, but in
the course of this book, I believe I've shared enough already,
thank you very much.
So anyway, she had no boobs. No biggie (no pun intended),
but she was, I think it's safe to say, a little buzzed.
The chick introduced herself to the band mid-song by bodyslamming into Licks Muffstuffer, spilling his drink all over his
pedal board. Exactly why I didn't bring a pedalboard for the
Mentors gig.
Oh, I had my trusty, signature model, out-of-production Yngwie
J Malmsteen DOD 250 Overdrive pedal that I brought along
just in case I was forced to play with a wimpy amp. I had
scored it on Musicians Friend for a cool $20, but that was the
extent of my special FX. I'm more of a "straight-into-the-amp"
kinda guy. Old School. And on nights like this, it pays off,
except for the one time I realized I had left the pedal on the
front of the stage where I could access it (silly me). Somebody
tripped on it and disconnected it mid-song. Luckily, there was
a quick-acting young man in the front, who was polite enough
to remain on the floor, who saw what happened and quickly
plugged my cord back into my trusty Yngwie J Malmsteen
pedal. Obviously a smart young shredder himself.

I gave him a thumbs up and continued rocking. I wouldn't even
had noticed if it weren't for the fact that MY GUITAR
SUDDENLY WENT SILENT. Thanks buddy. It was probably
the crazy chick-dude with no boobs. And she wasn't done, not
by a long shot. She worked her way onstage through out the
evening knocking over mic stands, falling into drums and
basically getting in the way. At one point She/he pulled down
her/his pants and squatted, and I'm pretty sure, peed on the
stage. We were playing Golden showers, so I guess it was
appropriate. My mom is so proud.
Boobless chick/dude also lobbed a beer bottle at me at one
point. Not sure she/he/it was aiming at me specifically, so I
didn't take it personally. She/he/it probably couldn't see from all
the tequila and meth. But what are you going to do? It's only
rock and roll, but I like it.
Steve was always on the lookout for a potential gig along the
way. The tour itinerary was just a starting point. If a show could
be cooked up in between gigs, then the Mentors will play it,
That means if you have 50 or so people who are willing to
sacrifice somebody's house or garage (or both) for the
evening, and it's within reasonable traveling distance, the
Mentors will rock your place.
Neighbors be damned.

Such a gig sprouted up at a house party nearby Portland.
Rowdy and crazy, like every other show, it seemed like a quiet
neighborhood for the most part. Maybe these people had
receieved an eviction notice and decided to have the house
party of all time. Maybe the eviction notice was coming the day
after. At any rate. It was ready for us with a couple of ballsy
half stacks and a drum kit and P.A.

Not much room for my beer. Somebody decided to stand on
Steve's merch box and crush it, other than that, another
successful slaying.

After the shows, time to grab some food. In tacoma at The
Backstage I had the one of the best hot dogs I ever ate in my life.
Almost didn't happen though

I purchased one of these beauties from an outdoor vendor and then was
asked to be in a pic with Steve and Marc and a fan. You can't see the
dog in my hand in the pic below...

...and I didn't see the door swing open behind me after the shot that knocked
my dog in the dirt. The gentleman who made these killer franks felt so sorry
for the the fat guy that dropped his Weiner, he made me a new one at no
charge. Now that's good business. Thank you sir.

The tour wrapped up in Bakersfield where I spent the night at
Marc Deleon's house. Marc took me out for dinner while we
were there at the Golden Coral and to his favorite Mexican
Place. Great guy and a hell of a drummer.
I rode back to Steve's house in Riverside and jammed with
him and his drummer friend John and Steve made recordings
of our jams.
Spent to night on Steve's sofa bed and the next morning he
took me to the airport in Los Angeles where I made my
journey back to N.C.
I had to spend 12 hours in San Fransisco after arriving for my
changeover. It turned out the plane left and I was ten minutes
late, which meant I was ten minutes early. I finally boarded up
that evening and made it to Charlotte and on to Asheville and I
was toast.
I record for Steve from time to time and we chat every once
and awhile still.

The Next Chapter
One Day At A Time
I would not recommend taking up music in hopes that one might
have a career or a future of any kind in it. I think I've made a
pretty good case of how not to make it in music. My own dreams
of music were born in a time before the industry was completely
dismantled by MTV and the Internet, yet some still tend to make
their way into the limelight to this day.
As much as I beat myself up, I don't regret playing music or my
experiences, nobody is given a road map or an instruction
manual. We all start our journeys with varying degrees of
common sense and luck.
Is there a higher power? Yes. What is it? I don't know, but it is
worthy of our respect, our fear, our kindness and our resolve to
rid ourselves of the petty traps of the self.
Positivity breeds positivity. Anger destroys within and without.
It's really that simple.
That's enough yammering on my part, just had to wrap up this
mess somehow.
Frank Zappa said it best:
"Shut up and play yer guitar.

