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Praise


“Few musicians have indulged in the sex, drugs, and rock ’n’ roll lifestyle with such death-defying fervor—and over such a long period of time—as longtime Ministry leader Al Jourgensen. Now, his tale is on display for the whole world to read. . . . A roller-coaster read. In addition to going behind the scenes for the creation of such industrial metal classics as The Mind Is a Terrible Thing to Taste and Psalm 69, Jourgensen dishes dirt on many renowned names who he’s crossed paths with throughout his career.”


—RollingStone.com


“It’s almost impossible to believe this is a work of non-fiction. As Jourgensen’s first official biography, the Ministry singer’s torrid life is recapped in colorful and uncensored anecdotes of Timothy Leary experiments, near-death experiences, FBI raids, and alien encounters, many of which are set against the background of Chicago in the glory days of the Wax Trax! industrial machine.”


—Chicago Sun-Times (“The Best Books We Read in 2013”)


“Jourgensen details how he overcame years of drug addiction and every other trapping the life of a rock star brings. It’s pretty harrowing stuff.”


—Boston Globe


“While his fury at the world is on full display, Jourgensen’s black heart beats true throughout Gospels. Ministry fans will want his miserable company.”


—High Times


“A tale of outlandish debauchery and mayhem. . . . Like Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas crossed with The Dirt, it’s both insanely compelling and compellingly insane.”


—Revolver


“Just open the book and throw your finger on any given page and you’re liable to hit a sentence that makes you thank God you lived long enough on this planet to read something this batshit crazy. . . . The most entertaining rock memoir I’ve ever read.”


—MTV Hive


“The most over-the-top, full-on decadent, absolute gonzo rock ’n’ roll biography ever.”


—Salon.com’s The Weeklings


“Jourgensen [is] poised to forever raise the bar on tales of rock star excess with a new memoir, Ministry. . . . The book offers a laundry list of degenerate behavior and near-death experiences. But where most rock and roll biographies and memoirs end in the subject’s demise or redemption, the arc of this one is a lot murkier.”


—Texas Monthly


“The man who refers to himself as ‘Alien Jourgensen’ is a really funny guy and this comes out in his recently released autobiography. . . . He’s a danger-level genius and whatever his demons may be, or may have been, he remains wonderfully entertaining as ever. . . . His book has the makings of a great biopic.”


—Hollywood Reporter


“In the book, Jourgensen is brutally honest regarding his drug-fueled lifestyle, one that would make even Keith Richards cringe. His tale is as much shocking as it is cautionary.”


—Washington Times


“[A] harrowing tale of drugs, sex, and, of course, rock ’n’ roll, inspired by the artist who influenced a generation of musical pioneers like Nine Inch Nails to take metal to the next level.”


—Dallas Observer


“[A] roaringly entertaining read.”


—Classic Rock


“The book features perhaps the most insane rock star stories ever compiled. Jourgensen is in the same league as Ozzy Osbourne when it comes to wild experiences.”


—Loudwire.com


“An intelligent take on the filthy rock underbelly. . . . [It] pulls no punches. . . . A brilliant read.”


—Record Collector


“Other than maybe Keith Richards, industrial metal god Al Jourgensen could claim the title of the ultimate rock ’n’ roll survivor. . . . [An] entertaining, no-holds-barred memoir.”


—BrooklynBased.com (“Notable Music Books of 2013”)


“Al takes us on an exciting journey through his career in the music industry as he truly tells it all: the good, the bad, and the ugly. Jourgensen’s tale is funny, frightening, and oftentimes disturbing as he offers frank accounts of the business side of the industry, his wild life on the road, and his personal battles with drug and alcohol abuse. . . . You don’t have to be a Ministry fan to enjoy this book. . . . A very interesting read.”


—BackstageAxxess.com




MINISTRY




[image: ][image: ]




Copyright © 2013 by Al Jourgensen and Jon Wiederhorn


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher. For information, address Da Capo Press, 44 Farnsworth St., 3rd Floor, Boston, MA 02210.


Editorial production by Lori Hobkirk at the Book Factory


Designed by Anita Koury


Set in 10 point Minion Pro


Cataloging-in-Publication data for this book is available from the Library of Congress.


First Da Capo Press edition 2013


First Da Capo Press paperback edition 2014


ISBN: 978-0-306-82464-7 (e-book)


Published by Da Capo Press


A Member of the Perseus Books Group


www.dacapopress.com


Da Capo Press books are available at special discounts for bulk purchases in the United States by corporations, institutions, and other organizations.


For more information, please contact the Special Markets Department at the Perseus Books Group, 2300 Chestnut Street, Suite 200, Philadelphia, PA 19103, or call (800) 810-4145, ext. 5000, or e-mail special.markets@perseusbooks.com.


10   9   8   7   6   5   4   3   2   1




For my angel, Carmen
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In memory of Michael Ralph Scaccia


June 14, 1965, to December 22, 2012




“If you remember the nineties, you weren’t there.”


—AL JOURGENSEN




So What?


The Significance of Ministry


[image: ][image: ] (Nine Inch Nails): Ministry was the single-most important influence in the sound and concept of Nine Inch Nails. When I heard Twitch I was intrigued. When I heard The Land of Rape and Honey it blew my mind. The production, presentation, and the aggression broke all the rules and was truly inspiring.


[image: ][image: ] (Slipknot): The Land of Rape and Honey is still one of my favorite albums—it’s sick. One of the reasons I’ve been so over the top in Slipknot is because of Ministry. Al was the progenitor of so many kinds of chaotic music. If there was no Al Jourgensen, there would have been no reason for artists to become completely unhinged. He took everything that extra step. His music is so fucking visceral and sick and dark. I have total respect for Al. He has used everything at his disposal to make a really dark soundtrack for people to listen to and lose their minds.


[image: ][image: ] (Slipknot): Ministry is not as much a band or a movement as it is a culture. They have probably inspired me more as a songwriter than as a drummer or guitarist. They have the ability to throw you into a trance with a single riff for minutes on end and still retain a verse/chorus structure that actually means something. This is a band that makes you stand up and pay attention, causes you to expand your record collection, makes you open to new endeavors and ideas—not to mention take mind-altering substances! They’re not an industrial band, a metal band, or an alternative band. Simply put, they are one of the greatest rock bands ever. They are the premiere leaders of the scene that followed them, even though they had no intention of starting it.


[image: ][image: ] (Korn): I loved Ministry because they were so original. They did a complete 180 from “(Every Day Is) Halloween,” to the softer stuff, to when they started doing hard industrial with Twitch and then the heavier albums after that. Ministry has influenced every band, whether it’s the tones of the guitars or how the music is done. Ministry is like Black Sabbath or Pantera—those bands that made their mark and have their own sound. And Al Jourgensen is a performer and an epitome of a true rock star. He lived life way beyond anything, and I think he’s a genius. I’ll never forget meeting Al for the first time because when he shook my hand he had a needle in his arm.


[image: ][image: ] (Hatebreed): I saw one of their videos on Headbanger’s Ball so I went to see them on Lollapalooza. That was one of the first times I saw super-heavy, aggressive music cross over into the mainstream and beyond. There weren’t a lot of melodic vocals, the riffs were so hard, and the pit was violent. But everyone was loving it. It was crazy to see a band that aggressive get that much mainstream exposure and success. It gave me hope for what I wanted to do.


[image: ][image: ] (ex-Revolting Cocks, ex-Front 242): I was pogo dancing to Ministry’s “Cold Life” back in 1981! I am slam dancing to “No W” right now. Ministry at Lollapalooza is the greatest live act I ever saw in my entire life. Al Jourgensen is not ready for a lifetime achievement award but rather “Kick-Me-in-the-Teeth!” honors, as he has done with his music over the past twenty-five years.


[image: ][image: ] (Linkin Park): Ministry made me want to play music. I was home screaming “Deity” because I wanted to sound like Al Jourgensen. I had no idea how he did it. I didn’t know they used effects on their voices, but I would do everything I could to make my natural voice sound like Al. There was something about Ministry that was heavy but it wasn’t metal, and I couldn’t figure out how they did it. It was so different from anything else I had heard, but it was so heavy and hard.


[image: ][image: ] (Fear Factory): Al Jourgensen perfected industrial music to the point where it appealed to a metal audience but was still rooted in electronic music with really cool, heavy melodies. Ministry’s The Land of Rape and Honey is like Sex Pistols’ groundbreaking Nevermind the Bollocks for industrial music. It’s just vicious, aggressive, and intense, but it’s real and it influenced so many people, including myself, to follow suit with their own blend of metal and industrial.


[image: ][image: ] (Disturbed): The very first show we did after we were signed was on a bill opening for Ministry. As a heavy Chicago band, Ministry were local heroes of ours. So we were honored and excited to play with them. I go in to meet them during sound check, and Al’s doing hits off of a crack pipe. He was doing the same thing between verses onstage in front of everybody. I was like, “Goddamn dude. That’s some hardcore shit.” It was like, “Welcome to the music industry.”


[image: ][image: ] (Mudvayne): He’s the godfather of industrial music, and his influence in unbelievable. He gave it that darkness that maybe only drugs could do. And that rhythmic repetition . . . oh, my God! He treated the guitar like the gearhead electronic geeks treated their loops and samples. To hear a guitar playing at that tone in a way that felt like it never ended was like getting a jackhammer in your forehead.


[image: ][image: ] (Prong): Ministry created an entirely new genre. They reinvented it all—electronic, punk, postpunk, goth, industrial, metal. No other artist can make that claim.


[image: ][image: ] (Anthrax): I am not a religious man, but I have been a faithful follower and member of Al’s Ministry for more than twenty years. Thank you for the guidance.


[image: ][image: ] (Dead Kennedys, Lard): One thing that doesn’t come across in Ministry is that [Al]’s got one of the most razor-sharp and quick wits about him of anybody I’ve ever known. He has a great sense of humor.


[image: ][image: ] (Dillinger Escape Plan): When I was just getting into music they were one of those bands that was not part of the mainstream, and that got me into really extreme music. I would listen to regular radio rock and then I’d hear Ministry and go, “Wow, there’s something different about this. This defies the typical rules of what’s popular right now.” To me, they seemed like the biggest band in the world. Their sound was massive, their message was massive, and their delivery was massive. Psalm 69 was such a huge record for me because that came out in 1992 when I started getting into punk and hardcore. Dillinger was one of the first bands I was in that was combining metal, hardcore, and punk together and trying to bring it into the same platform. Ministry influenced me to say fuck everything. It doesn’t matter. Just combine everything you’re into and make sure the message is really clear and in your face.


[image: ][image: ] (Nachtmystium): I was only thirteen when Filth Pig came out, but it blew my mind and it remains, hands down, my favorite album ever recorded. And after I discovered that, I explored everything else. I absolutely adore the entire Ministry catalog. I’m the dude who likes Twitch and I even found something to like in With Sympathy. But from The Land of Rape and Honey up through Filth Pig, those are some of the best records ever recorded and were way ahead of their time.




FOREWORD


Visions of the Carnival and the Invitation to Insanity


by Jon Wiederhorn


Lying across the bed in my dorm room cell at Boston University in early 1990, I was lazily flipping through a copy of some European metal magazine I had picked up at the Harvard Square newsstand, looking for an interview with Metallica. Since the band had finished touring . . . And Justice for All and hadn’t yet released The Black Album, there wasn’t a whole lot for them to talk about, so the interviewer was asking softball questions like what they were doing in their down time and what new stuff they were listening to. James Hetfield and Lars Ulrich didn’t have much to say about either, but guitarist Kirk Hammett was gushing about this wild band Ministry, who he said were combining cool metal guitars with this crazy, heavy electronic music. Not long after, my college buddy and concert peer Devin Gladstone tracked down a promo cassette tape of The Mind Is a Terrible Thing to Taste and dubbed me a copy on a dual cassette boom box. At least the tape was a Maxell, so as degraded as the sound was, I could still tell that this was some next-generation shit.


I was blown away by the precision and brutality of the opening track, “Thieves,” which merged a sharp, choppy thrash riff with the sounds of a whirring dentist drill, scraping metal, and screamed, distorted punk vocals. Then there were these movie samples from one of my favorite Stanley Kubrick films, Full Metal Jacket: “Get up, get on your feet” and “Kill, kill, kill. You will not kill.” “Burning Inside” was creepier but just as intense, blending rapid tribal beats and a simple, ripping riff with an incisive chorus hook washed in echoing vocal distortion that transcended angry and bordered on psychopathic. Ambient, haunting, bass-heavy soundscapes like “Cannibal Song” and “Dream Song,” which included spoken word bits by frontman Al Jourgensen’s future wife, Angie, were the stuff of heavily sedated nightmares. But the kicker was “So What,” a sadistic number with a rattling beat, a droning bass line, and samples about murder, backed by wheezing laughter and interjected with blowtorch guitar bursts.


Unfortunately, I missed the carnival tour for the album, but by the time the live soundtrack to its brutality, In Case You Didn’t Feel Like Showing Up, came out, I had graduated from college and was freelancing for Melody Maker, Spin, Raygun, and Alternative Press, so I was able to wrangle a free copy of the CD. While writing about everyone from Kate Bush to Slayer I kept tabs on Ministry and Jourgensen’s side project, Revolting Cocks, and marveled at the absurd electronic-based debauchery of Beers, Steers + Queers. I followed interviews with Jourgensen and was impressed by how witty and irreverent he obviously was. I remember reading a story in Melody Maker by the Stud Brothers in which Jourgensen asked if they wanted a beer and the writers shot back, “Got any heroin?” Without a pause or a chuckle, Jourgensen reached into a bag and took out two needles, at which point the journalists recoiled in horror. It was then that I thought to myself, “I gotta meet this guy!”


My opportunity finally came in early 1995 when Pulse, the in-house publication of the now-defunct Tower Records, flew me to Jourgensen’s new compound in Marble Falls, Texas, where Ministry were diligently working on the follow-up to the heralded Psalm 69: The Way to Succeed and the Way to Suck Eggs, which featured one of their biggest hits to date, “Jesus Built My Hotrod,” with guest vocals by Gibby Haynes of the Butthole Surfers. The album was a near-perfect mélange of metal malice and electronic spite, the breakthrough release that provided enough cash flow for Jourgensen to indulge all of his demons, and the alternative, metal, and electro communities were salivating to see what Ministry would do next. Because no album was scheduled, my editor asked me to check out the new tunes and see if they were good enough to devote a cover story to the album.


I’d like to say that my experience was the beginning of a beautiful friendship that eventually blossomed into Jourgensen’s official biography, but nothing could be further from the truth. The band sent a representative to pick me up at the Austin airport and drive me to the compound. It was the only predictable and stress-free part of the entire trip. The operative rule of Ministryland was hurry up and wait. Time seemed to stand still, and although the place was cleaned up and all the junkies and other hangers-on were cleared out to sanitize the experience, any notion of sanity left the moment the door to the estate was closed.


From the outside the place was gorgeous. There were three well-maintained buildings and a tennis court. The lawn was mowed and the hedges and shrubs were nicely trimmed. It could have been a neighborhood community center or a small museum, but once inside it was more like a passageway to hell. There were bottles containing animal fetuses on the mantle, chairs covered with the bleached bones of dissected roadkill, and a painting of a clown by renowned serial killer John Wayne Gacy.


A representative for the band offered me a beer, and we chatted for ninety minutes about the contemporary alt-rock music scene, the latest Hollywood blockbusters, the frustrations of our respective jobs. Finally Jourgensen appeared without a sound like a beamed-aboard character from Star Trek. He was clad in black, wore a black bandana that held back his dreadlocks, and had a closely shaven beard—a look that was obviously later appropriated by Johnny Depp for the Captain Jack character in the Pirates of the Caribbean films.


For some reason Jourgensen seemed irritable and dispirited, like a tour guide who hated his job. He briefly led me through the compound, stopping to show me the bedrooms with mirrored ceilings and the pool room, which I surmised was used for shooting more than just pool balls. Our final stop was the studio, the board of which was scattered with Polaroids of nude groupies. When I mentioned to Jourgensen that the place was like a Caligula of his own blackened aesthetic, he frowned and explained how he didn’t build it and it was once owned by Texas oil executives who would leave their wives for the weekend and come there with their mistresses. Without a smile, Jourgensen played me a macerated version of Bob Dylan’s “Lay Lady Lay” and a batch of slow, dirgey, agonized songs that didn’t yet have titles.


Then it was time for the interview. Jourgensen sprawled across a couch with a bottle of Bushmills, and I fired a volley of questions at him, none of which he seemed pleased to answer. When I mentioned the reputation he had for acts of debauchery and chaos at the Chicago Trax Studio and asked if similar shenanigans went on in Texas, he said he liked to shoot guns but wouldn’t elaborate, and when I asked him if he shot anything else, he looked me in the eyes and said, “Yeah, journalists who ask nosey questions.” Clearly Jourgensen wasn’t going to reveal what went on here after hours, so I moved on. We talked about the morbid décor of the place, and he jumped to the defensive, saying, “What’s more debauched, some animal fetuses in a jar like in a high school science lab or idiots in a metal mosh pit trying to pull the top off a stage diving girl?” I asked why the new songs were so dirgey and lacked keyboards or samplers, and he succinctly replied, “I got tired of typing all the time and I wanted to rock out.” He deflected any further questions about the music and made various jokes about masturbation. I asked him about the division of labor between him and his longtime partner Paul Barker, and he ended our conversation, which had gone on uncomfortably for far too long.


I next crossed paths with Jourgensen when I was an editor at Guitar magazine and Ministry were about to release Dark Side of the Spoon. Although the album was widely reviled, I thought it was a bleak, enjoyable return to form after the hook-free funereal metal of Filth Pig, which I had savaged in a lead review in Rolling Stone, much to the dismay of the band’s publicist, who grilled me for having a personal vendetta against Ministry because of my unpleasant experience in Marble Falls. The ninety-minute-long interview for Dark Side of the Spoon, however, was excellent, though Jourgensen doesn’t remember the conversation (some of which is reprinted in this book), since he was so incapacitated by drugs at the time.


Thinking I was now a welcome party in the Ministry camp, I set up my next interview in 2003 when I was on staff at MTV News and Jourgensen came through New York to promote Animositisomina. He seemed in peak form. He was clean and newly married, and he cracked jokes constantly as he willingly detailed the creation of the record. A year later I talked to him again for MTV for Houses of the Molé, and in addition to revealing that he had found a new muse in president George W. Bush, he discussed the departure of his longtime bandmate Paul Barker and revealed that aliens invaded the studio while Ministry were making the album. Afterward he gave me a goodbye hug, and I was sure we were pals. Imagine my surprise when, during one of the final interview sessions for Ministry: The Lost Gospels According to Al Jourgensen, he told me he hated me when we first met. Thinking he was referring to the Pulse magazine incident, I smiled and recalled how frustrated I was when we didn’t hit it off in Marble Falls. As it turned out, he had absolutely no recollection of that interaction; it was the MTV interview that had made him seethe. Jourgensen thought it was perfunctory and that I was asking a list of prefabricated questions and couldn’t wait to get it over with so I could go write about Beck or Radiohead. Plus, he admitted, I asked too many questions about Paul Barker.


So how did I wind up spending weeks in El Paso at Al Jourgensen’s 13th Planet sanctuary and studio, conducting interviews for this book? It probably has as much to do with blind luck as persistence. I talked to Jourgensen one more time for MTV for Ministry’s 2007 release The Last Sucker. Again, all seemed copacetic. So when I got a deal to write my first book, Louder Than Hell: The Definitive Oral History of Metal, I figured I’d have his full cooperation when I requested an interview for the chapter on industrial music. During the interview I pushed him for tales of lunacy from the glory days of Wax Trax! He laughed and told me that he was clean and had a beautiful place in El Paso now. He was a good citizen, he took out his garbage, and he wasn’t ready to endure the possible repercussions of reopening closed doors. He did say, however, that if I wanted to visit him in El Paso for a few days, we’d get drunk and he would regale me with stories that would have me pissing myself with laughter, but they would all be off the record. I seriously considered ditching my wife and two young children for a weekend getaway in El Paso with Uncle Al, but I couldn’t justify getting out of dodge to party it up in Texas and come home with urine-stained jeans. So I graciously turned down the offer.


Then the stars aligned. Revolver assigned me to interview Jourgensen for their “100 Greatest Living Rock Stars” issue, and after an upbeat, entertaining conversation, Jourgensen again invited me to visit him in El Paso. Without a pause, I shot back, “I’ll be there the minute you give me the go-ahead to do your authorized biography.” He thought it was a great idea and suggested I come to El Paso before Ministry began rehearsals for their 2012 world tour in support of their comeback album, Relapse. Unsure whether he was serious about the invitation, I ran it by his wife and manager, the charming and gracious but laser beam–focused Angie Jourgensen, and we finalized plans. I returned to El Paso in April for a second round of interviews and did a few follow-up phoners. Considering the chaos and turmoil that Jourgensen has endured during his thirty-year career, I anticipated a few bumps in the road. But the Jourgensens and their extended family of engineers, assistants, and musicians treated me like a peer. And as much as he hates doing interviews, Jourgensen rose to the task with great charisma and color, regaling me with dozens of amazing and overwhelming stories. Many were hysterical, others were tragic, horrifying, or heartbreaking, and in the end I was able to assemble a book full of heart and humor that makes Mötley Crüe’s The Dirt look like Goodnight Moon.


What’s most amazing about Jourgensen is that underneath the rock-star image he’s the perfect host and an all-around good guy—charming, goofy, mischievous, and still a little unstable. Every interview was accompanied with copious quantities of red wine and Shiner Bock beer, but regardless of how drunk he got, he was lucid and endlessly entertaining. I never actually pissed myself from his stories, but there were countless occasions when I laughed so hard that the microphone on my recorder missed Jourgensen’s pearls of wisdom and only picked up uncontrollable guffaws. One night after a few too many, we both crashed for the night and it was Jourgensen who wound up peeing himself while passed out on the living room couch of his man cave.


When my recorder wasn’t on, we watched the New York Rangers battle for a 2011 playoff berth, caught a couple Yankees’ games on his big-screen TV and drank more beer. As well as we were getting along and as intimate and revealing as the interviews were going, it was clear that talking about his past was rattling Jourgensen. He’s not someone who dwells in what has been; he’s far more interested in where he is now and where he’s going in the future. The interviews brought back a flood of memories of incidents he’d buried in the back of his brain. Now they were coming out like angry bees whose nest had been poked with a stick and Jourgensen was getting stung. To anaesthetize the pain and put on a peak performance—as he does in concert—he numbed his jitters with alcohol, starting in the morning with a bottle of red wine and drinking through the day until 4:30, when he felt comfortable enough to talk about the past.


For someone who suffered through twenty years of addiction to cocaine, heroin, crack, and Methadone, Jourgensen is extraordinarily coherent. Occasionally he’ll repeat himself, but for the most part, not only can he recall past episodes in vivid detail, he also analyzes them and puts them in context. One of Jourgensen’s favorite expressions is “If you remember the nineties, you weren’t there.” His clarity while discussing Ministry’s peak decade negates that axiom—at least partially. For someone who was obliterated with drugs and alcohol, his recollection is astounding. More significantly, his productivity during that time as well as in later years is practically unparalleled. In addition to pumping out Ministry and Revolting Cocks albums, Jourgensen wrote records for: Lard, his side project with the Dead Kennedy’s Jello Biafra; Buck Satan & The 666 Shooters with Rigor Mortis’s Mike Scaccia and Cheap Trick’s Rick Nielsen; Pailhead with Fugazi frontman Ian MacKaye; and songs for Acid Horse, PTP, and 1000 Homo DJs, which at one point featured Trent Reznor. He also has produced music for GWAR, Skinny Puppy, Prong, Limp Bizkit, Rigor Mortis, the Melvins, Frontline Assembly to name a few, and he remixed projects for Red Hot Chili Peppers, Anthrax, the Jesus and Mary Chain, Cheap Trick, and Smashing Pumpkins, among others.


Not long before I left the 13th Planet compound, we were talking politics when Jourgensen took a short walk to his living room bar fridge to get a couple Shiner Bocks. On the way back his feet got tangled, and he tumbled down the two steps leading up to the bar. He landed square on his knees, slid about a foot, yet didn’t spill a drop from either bottle. We toasted his impressive feat of agility and kept talking. Then it was time to head to the airport to catch my flight back home.


When I arrived in New York I checked my cell phone voice mail and discovered that Jourgensen had left me a message: “I just wanted to fill you in on the further adventures of what’s happened since you’ve left the compound,” he began. “I had another fall and broke my knee, my elbow, and my jaw. I also knocked out a tooth. And when I woke up I had tattoos on my face.”


At first I was startled and considered calling back, then I laughed. There was no way Jourgensen would be able to talk if he had broken his jaw, and how could he possibly pass out and wake up with tattoos when there was no tattoo artist at 13th Planet? The next day I found out from Angie that Al’s claims weren’t far from the truth: He took another nasty spill and was headed to the doctor to see if anything was broken. The tattoos, she explained, were temporary tats she had stuck on his head while he was unconscious. In some ways it’s good to know that at 13th Planet every day is still Halloween.




PROLOGUE


911.


What’s Your Emergency?


You know you’re in trouble when you try to say goodbye to your wife and all you can do is gargle blood. I was dying. Well, that was nothing new. I’d tempted fate for more than four decades. I’ve had kidney failure; liver failure; hepatitis A, B, and C; and I tried to invent D, but all the doctors I saw were too dumb to grasp my creativity. I lost a toe, all my teeth, and nearly an arm, and I’d overdosed on heroin twice and had to be resuscitated.


That’s how I was supposed to go out, like a rock-star cliché with a needle in my arm and a groupie on my dick. But that wasn’t happening. See, I’ve always done things back-assward. I became a singer even though I hated singing, sold out to a major record label before anyone even knew who I was, and then wrote slow, desperate, crushing music when everyone wanted to hear fast thrashy stuff.


So there I was, bleeding to death from a goddamn ruptured ulcer. Turned out I’d had ulcers for years without knowing it. I mean, what the fuck? I’d always thought ulcers were the kind of thing that neurotic old ladies got and then they took some medicine and got better. Like I said, back-assward. In retrospect the whole thing is a blur, and I don’t remember much except sitting on the toilet and blood pouring out of my asshole, falling off the toilet, puking pints of blood, and trying to crawl across the floor. Then I was in an ambulance.


I’m probably the biggest fucking idiot in the world for not heeding the warning signs and allowing my stomach to burst open like the guy in the movie Alien. The thing is that my whole life was upside-down for so many years I honestly didn’t realize that puking up blood every day on tour isn’t normal . . . and this is a decade after I stopped shooting coke and heroin. I mean, everyone knows life in a big rock band is crazy. And being in a crazy rock band, well, let’s just say I haven’t flatlined three times from a pulled hamstring. For six years I’d wake up in my tour bus bunk so hungover I’d usually throw up anything that was in my stomach, including blood. I didn’t think anything of it. I’d just wipe my mouth off and then start drinking again because, as everyone knows, the only real cure for a hangover is to get wasted—hair of the dog. Besides, I’d have hours to wait before the show, and there’d fuck-all else to do. Usually I had my bottle of Bushmills Irish whiskey, but sometimes you can’t be picky, so vodka, beer, and wine would do—whatever was on the rider from the night before. I’d have a good buzz going by soundcheck, if we even got one. Maybe I’d eat something to soak up the booze so I could drink some more without throwing up.


I’d watch sports on the bus—preferably hockey if the season was right, but baseball was almost as good, and that season lasts for six months out of the year, so I’d usually be able to find something so I didn’t have to talk to anyone. Then I’d put on the Ministry hat and go out there and do the show. Afterward I’d celebrate with the guys in the band and any friends I had at the show. Maybe I’d puke more blood before I passed out; maybe I didn’t. But that was the routine. And people wonder why so many musicians are alcoholics and drug addicts.


Newsflash. Being in a rock band sucks. Every time I say that in an interview the journalist laughs like I’m joking. But it’s true. Being on tour sucks. I hate the traveling, the waiting, the industry people, the press, all the celebrity shit. I hate it all. I know this sounds like a cop-out, but that’s the main reason I did drugs for so long. I needed to escape the charade and hide from everything—whiny musicians, managers, promoters, lawyers, wolves, hyenas, serial killers. I obliterated myself to the point to which I functioned on muscle memory. That was good enough to get through the shows so I could destroy myself some more. But I’m getting ahead of myself here.


Back in 2007 all I wanted to do was get healthy. That’s why I told everyone The Last Sucker was going to be Ministry’s final record. I didn’t feel good. I was always tired and sick, even when I wasn’t drinking. In the past I’d stop puking blood after I got off tour and had a little while to mellow out and heal. My wife, Angie, calls the process earning my health credits. Every time I sleep well or eat my broccoli or stop drinking for a while, I get more health credits that I can trade in later when I’m back on tour or in the studio drinking again. When Ministry got back from The Last Sucker tour I wasn’t just out of health credits—I was in serious fucking debt. I tried to be good and do all the right things, but I was still shitting and puking blood. That’s why I shut the band down. It was painful to wake up and immediately throw up a whole stomachful of blood. Since I couldn’t blame it on my wife and was too stubborn to accept that I was somehow responsible, I blamed it on Ministry. It couldn’t be my fault. It’s gotta be the band and all the fuckers in the music industry that are driving me to drink.


That’s not just half-assed rationalization either. Doing Ministry is the most stressful thing I’ve ever done. It has always been my main band, so every time I commit to an album or a tour, there’s a lot riding on it. Making a Ministry album is like going to war. Don’t get me wrong—there have been great moments, and sometimes it’s been more like the first piddly Gulf War than World War II, but still, there are always battles. In 2008 I had just finished the CULaTouR, promoting The Last Sucker, the final record in a trilogy of three fast, heavy albums that were structured to be pretty anti-George W. Bush. The president was leaving office in 2009, so I decided it was a good time to put the nail in the Ministry coffin and just produce other people’s stuff for a while. I wanted to earn back some health credits, make a little money, and maybe do a solo album.


No more Ministry! I was hanging out in my own beautiful private ranch in El Paso and working at my own custom studio we built on the property. I had Angie there and my best friend, Lemmy, who looks like just a golden retriever but is a hell of a lot smarter than most humans.


Other guys would come in and out of our compound, like my engineer and drum programmer, now coproducer, Sammy D’Ambruoso, who had just broken up with his girlfriend and was living in our guest house, and Mikey Scaccia, who has played guitar for Ministry on and off through the decades. Rick Nielsen from Cheap Trick and Billy Gibbons from ZZ Top dropped by. These are musicians who started out as my heroes and now I’m friends with them, which is the coolest thing. I should have been happy. I should have felt great. Problem was that I felt like shit. I wasn’t getting better. Even when I wasn’t drinking, I was getting worse.


I’d stand up from the couch and immediately fall over and smack my head on the tile floor and lose a quart of blood from my head wound. Angie, who was usually the one to find me after a spill, was really worried. She wanted me to go to the doctor. I hate doctors, so I came up with another solution. When I was in the Czech Republic on the Psalm 69 tour, I got this really cool gothic fifteenth-century battle helmet with chain mail around it and a spike on top. It was specifically made for me, and I always thought it was an awesome souvenir and a great wall decoration. I never figured I’d get some practical use out of it, let alone that it would help protect me. But life sometimes works that way—the things you think are inconsequential or just plain useless turn out to be critical to your survival. Like this crazy groupie chick on our first Revolting Cocks tour named Angie, who, two decades later, got me off drugs, saved my life, and showed me the meaning of love and commitment. More on that later. No, we’re talking about blood, puke, and near-death experiences, all of which I’ve become an expert on. So this helmet totally saved me. Every time I’d see spots, get dizzy, shit blood in my pants, and fall over, I’d have this helmet on so I wouldn’t get a concussion. I wore it for two weeks. I walked around El Paso with it and people must have thought I was part of a dorky Renaissance fair, but I knew that if I fell, my head would be protected.


That worked pretty well, but then I started having seizures, which sucked because I would completely lose track of reality. Sometimes I’d fall down and start spasming like an epileptic, and someone would find me in front of my TV and come in and pound on my chest or give me mouth-to-mouth and make sure I wasn’t going to swallow my tongue and choke to death. I was passing out like that three times a week for a month and a half before my stomach exploded. I would have died a dozen times with this chain mail helmet on if it wasn’t for someone resuscitating my sorry ass. The seizures would sometimes happen in the middle of the night. That’s why I say my dog Lemmy is my best friend. He’s like Lassie. He’d see me on the ground and know something was wrong and he’d start barking. If no one came, he’d search around the compound to get someone, wake them up, and then lead them back to me.


Now that’s loyalty. Most dogs sleep through the night and only wake up when it’s time for breakfast. Lemmy sleeps with one eye open all the time. Maybe he sees a little of himself in me. You know how when you say something to a dog and it cocks its head and looks at you with a quizzical expression? Maybe it recognizes its name and a word or two, but for the most part it doesn’t have a clue what’s going on around it. I can totally relate with that. Most of the time I can’t understand what people are thinking or what their aspirations are, besides doing whatever they can to make money. I don’t know how I’m supposed to act in most social situations, and I can’t always look beyond today and guess what’s going to happen tomorrow. I call it walking between raindrops. I just live my life while all this shit’s happening around me. Everyone else seems to be affected by it all and freaked out by it, but I just cock my head with that befuddled expression and keep going. I walk between the raindrops and I don’t give a shit. What are you going to say bad about me? Everything? Good, I own it. I love you for it. I don’t give a shit. And I’m a better person for it. I mean, people really have these pissing contests with each other and talk about who’s a better guitar player or singer and whether this person was the first person to use that kind of vocals and whether I was a forefather of industrial music or some sellout who played electronic pop first and therefore has no credibility. You think I care?


Life is chaos, man. There’s no way to second-guess what’s going to happen next. A couple days before I began rehearsals for a Ministry tour one year, Angie got a panicked call from one of the guys in the band. It turns out his daughter was in very deep psychological turmoil and his leaving to go on tour was adding to the trauma, so he wasn’t sure if he was going to be able to do the tour. Another time, just as we were knee-deep in rehearsals for the 2004 “comeback” Ministry tour, our bass player at the time relapsed on heroin and the guitarist we’d lined up for the tour just bailed—all of this happened ten days out from the start of the tour. Fortunately, Eddy Garcia and Rick Razor from the Pissing Razors stepped in, learned the parts, and we were off on a fourteen-week tour by the skin of our teeth.


But it’s typical rock and roll and the kind of shit you have to deal with when you’re running the business. I used to be on the other side and didn’t give a fuck what happened. I caused all sorts of havoc, pulled disappearing acts, and caused records to be delayed because I was busy getting high, crashing cars, getting into fights, destroying shit. I wasted millions of dollars, and my response to all of it was “So what? Fuck you. Without me you wouldn’t have a pot to piss in.” But now it’s different. It’s still my show, but Angie and I are the ones who have to clean up the mess when the dog shits on the carpet. And you can plan all you want and have everything airtight as a hermetically sealed asshole. It doesn’t matter. Something weird and unexpected always happens on a rock tour. I don’t care how many buffers you have between yourself and the real world; it will all boil down to something insane and unexpected, like a sixteen-year-old cutting herself in the middle of a school day. I guess for some people, part of the thrill of rock and roll is not knowing what’s going to happen next. I don’t have that kind of personality; I like knowing what’s going to happen. But I don’t have a crystal ball and I’m not Nostradamus, and that’s one reason why I’ve never liked the road and never felt comfortable going on tour.


To be honest, I even hate being onstage. I’d much rather be in the studio creating stuff rather than recreating stuff. When I recreate spray on some Febreze, and get the songs to sound fresh. We bring it on, but I hate every minute of it. I get anxious being out in front of an audience; I feel like I’m compromising myself by not getting to play my newest stuff—the stuff I like—and having to drag out all the old songs I made when I was seriously impaired and working with people who took advantage of me and who I hate. All I have is bad memories of that shit.


It’s funny because the guys I’ve played with, like Mikey and Casey Orr, love being on stage. They live for the ninety minutes they’re up there and feed off the adulation of the crowd. Not me, man. I’ve always felt like a jukebox. Put a quarter on my tongue, twist my ear, and I’ll shit out the hits so the people in the crowd can crash into each other like wild rams, fight, and throw shit at the stage. I’ll give ’em a good show, but don’t expect me to enjoy it.


Here’s the deal: I grew up listening to Zeppelin. I always wanted to be Jimmy Page. The Robert Plants of the world want to be on stage. They want to be rock stars and love the adoration of the audience. I’m disgusted by it. I just want to be in the studio with my guitar and my soundboard, and I wish everyone would leave me the fuck alone and let me do that. But that’s not how this business works, so I’ve spent the majority of my life traveling around the world and playing for angry people who don’t even like my music for the same reasons I like it. My music’s not all about violence and anger and blind rage; there has always been a lot more to it than that, but people cling to what’s most powerful and what they can easily understand.


It’s like with Ministry and politics. Everyone looks at Psalm 69: The Way to Succeed and the Way to Suck Eggs, which had samples from the first George Bush, as my first big step into politics. And then they see the three albums I did during the second Bush administration, Houses of the Molé, Rio Grande Blood, and The Last Sucker as my rediscovery of politics after years as a junkie. That’s totally not true. I was keeping an eye on these clowns in the White House and these idiots in Congress—Democrats and Republicans—while I was doing drugs. And before I was even signed I was writing about politics as well.


From the time I was ten I started consciously watching the news. I read the daily paper every morning before school, and I started getting really aware of all the crazy shit that was going on in the world, though I couldn’t really articulate it that well back then. One thing that had a big effect on me was in 1981 when John Hinkley Jr. shot President Ronald Reagan and says he did it to impress Jodie Foster, and I’m like, “Wow, the world’s falling apart.” That was back when the draft was still going. I was two years away from being drafted and having to go to war for some ideal I didn’t give a fuck about. So I started getting politically active. I didn’t have a Dick Cheney family or Bush family to get me out of the draft. If there was a war and my number came up, I was gonna go. I was going to be a bullet stopper for somebody and I wasn’t pleased about that.


In 1982 I wrote this new wavey pop song called “America,” and it featured the lyrics “America, home of the free / Not the place for you and me / Standing joke amongst the free / Stabbing at the Statue of Liberty.” It’s hardly Bob Dylan’s “Talkin’ John Birch Society Blues,” but at least it’s not “Enter Sandman.” That was the start of my political approach to lyrics. When I was in Berlin in 1986 Reagan was still in office, the Cold War was still going on, and I was finishing up Twitch right on the edge of the Berlin Wall. I was doing vocals on the roof fifteen yards from an East German sniper with MIG 15s flying. This guy was fucking with me all day, pointing his gun at me from this guard tower. He probably didn’t want to be there and probably thought I was some spoiled rock star who never had to worry about armed conflict. That really put some perspective on the military for me. I was just this dopey guy, like, “Hey, I’m up here from Texas. I banged my high school sweetheart the other day in a pickup truck, and you’re up there fighting for survival and taking orders from someone, and if you question them you’ll probably get shot.” All of a sudden I was like, “Holy shit, there’s this real East versus West conflict, and right now I’m right in the middle of it.” So the first real political Ministry song I actually put out was “Just Like You” from Twitch,” which is bitching about Reagan’s policies. That’s where the line “Many more years of nothing but fear of anything you do” came from.


Fast-forward twenty-five years, and everything’s pretty much the same with a different name on it. I’m doing stuff that means a lot to me and pursuing important political causes, but when we do a show I’m about as insignificant as that idiot on a Berlin roof, who this sniper could have taken out with a little tug of his finger. Sure, I’m the “rock star” people have paid all this money to see, but really I’m more like some kind of jerk-off monkey, playing hits for the kids so they can get violent and beat each other up in the mosh pit and flip me off and spit at me. There’s no satisfaction in that. I’m not some unhappy housewife with no self-esteem who feels like I deserve to be abused, and that’s why I charge so much money for my concerts, because if you want me to go be a traffic cop for a bunch of juvenile delinquents, you’re going to pay me well. Honestly, I’d rather be in the studio in a creative environment with my engineer Sammy and create shit that will last forever on disc as opposed to being a part of some fleeting moment at a show where you’re just watching kids slam into each other and hoping none of them sue you. Basically, my goal by the end of the show is to make sure nobody gets stabbed. My criterion for a good show isn’t “Did it sound great? Did I nail all my lyrics?” It’s more like, “Damn, it was a good show. Nobody got disemboweled in the pit.”


I know I sound like a bitter old man, but Ministry literally takes years off my life. It’s so intense. I gotta literally live that Alien Jourgensen character 24-7. It’s like what Robert DeNiro did for Raging Bull. You gotta gain forty pounds and learn how to box. And then you go out there and take a beating. There’s no rewind button in life. Every time I tour for a few months, that’s time I won’t have to produce other people’s stuff, make more music, and do the shit I like to do, like lying on my couch watching sports or lefty political news programs. And since my last near-death experience I’ve become acutely aware that time is something I might not have a lot of. I know I’ve joked about it, and I’ll continue to do so, because what good is life if you can’t laugh at it or at least see humor in some pretty awful stuff. Which brings me back to March 27, 2010—the 13th Planet Compound Massacre. Everyone tells me that’s what it looked like. I was passed out for most of it.


Here’s what I do remember combined with what Angie and Sammy told me later. I was lying on the couch with my helmet on, feeling pretty crappy, and suddenly I desperately had to take a shit. I stumbled to the toilet, dropped my pants, and sat down. Only I didn’t shit. All that came out of me was blood, and there was so much pouring out of my dick and my asshole that I started to panic. I didn’t want the toilet to overflow, so I took off the helmet, held it to my ass and let the blood pour in there. Then I had a major seizure because I had lost so much blood. I fell off the toilet and tried to put the helmet back on, and about twelve ounces of blood matted down my hair and ran down my face, pooling with the blood that was dribbling out of my mouth and nose. That’s where Sammy found me an hour later and went to get Angie. It looked like the aftermath of a murder scene. There was blood on the floor, all over the toilet, and running across the tile floor. I was having massive seizures and I was blue. Angie called 911.


When the paramedics arrived it must have looked like a scene from CSI or one of the many other popular crime shows I’ve never watched. I kinda wish someone taped it so I could watch it later after I recovered. At the time recovery seemed about as likely as getting struck twice by lightning. They usually don’t let anyone but patients ride in the ambulance, but my blood pressure was 30/20. I had lost 65 percent of the blood in my body, and no one thought I would survive, so they let Angie ride in the ambulance after they carted me out of the house on a stretcher. I wouldn’t have been the first celebrity to croak from a perforated ulcer. That’s what killed writer James Joyce when he was fifty-eight, jazz saxophonist Charlie Parker at age thirty-five, J. R. R. Tolkien when he was eighty-one, and Rudyard Kipling at seventy-one. That’s not such bad company.


Angie checked me into Providence Hospital in El Paso under the name Dick Sohard, which is funny, but she didn’t do it for laughs. El Paso’s not a big city. Everyone knows everyone else’s business, and she didn’t want any media attention. In Los Angeles, when a musician goes to the hospital for something, a publicist gets on the phone immediately to notify the press, and by the time they get to the hospital, there are camera crews waiting. It’s just another example of the music industry trying to make money from ambulance chasers and press vultures looking for a big scoop. We wanted to avoid that, which is why nobody found out I almost died until much later.


I remember waking up in the ER and Angie was holding my hand and crying. I looked up at her, and because I had already died twice before from overdoses, I said, “Third time’s the charm, baby. Sorry, I gotta go.” I really thought I was a goner. Then I passed out. Next thing I know I’m in the ICU with ten thousand tubes sticking out of me. I hate doctors. All they want to do is take away your body parts and make things worse, but this time I had no choice but to listen to them. I didn’t have the strength to move or the energy to argue.


They gave me blood, poked me and prodded me, and determined I had to have immediate surgery. They got out a tube with a camera and a laser attached to it and stuck it down my esophagus to look at the damage. It must have looked like the aftermath of a Vietnam village bombing in there. The main ulcer that caused all the damage had opened up over an artery between my stomach and large intestine, and then they found five more active ulcers. They cauterized all that with the laser and then another seven ulcers that had been scarred over years ago when I didn’t know what was going on in my stomach. Because I had lost so much blood, the doctors gave me a complete transfusion, replacing every ounce of the poisoned blood in my system with new fresh blood. Out with the old, in with new, just like an oil change at Jiffy Lube. Besides, Keith Richards highly recommends it!


A couple days later, although still in the ICU, I could tell I was getting better because I started getting cranky. They took the intubation tube out of my throat, but I was still pretty doped up and was flipping through the channels on the TV, barely half-cognizant. Suddenly it dawned on me that they didn’t have the cable hockey channel on their TV. The NHL playoffs were about to start, and the Chicago Blackhawks were playing. Now, far be it for me to second-guess these experienced doctors who just saved my life, but I’m the biggest Hawks fan ever. My dad used to take me to games when I was six years old. I know the owners of the team. Their son Danny Wirtz is a good friend of mine, and I’m always at the games when I’m in Chicago. So I pushed the call buzzer, and when the nurse came around, I said, “Look, I really need the hockey channel. I’ll pay for it—just have it wired into my room.”


Well, they said they couldn’t do that and I needed to rest. Nobody tells me what I need to do. After three days in the ICU I pulled all the fucking wires out from my arm—I was supposed to be there a week—and said, “C’mon Angie, we’re leaving.” She tried to argue that I needed to stay in the hospital, but she understands that when I have my mind set on something, nothing’s gonna stop me. I looked around for my clothes and my cell phone, but they had stashed them away and wouldn’t give them to me. I said, “I don’t care. I don’t fucking need clothes.” I walked into the lobby in my tissue-paper hospital gown. Usually you wear those things open in the back with your ass hanging out. I turned it around so I was full-frontal because I thought that was a much cooler lock.


By this point Angie finally got my doctor to come over to try to talk some sense into me. She’s looking at me in my gown with my dick hanging out and says, “I strongly advise you stay in the hospital so we can monitor your recovery. If the ulcers open up again, you could die.”


And I said, “Yeah, but the puck drops in three hours. I’m going home.”


Finally she gave me a shoebox full of pills for my stomach and agreed to let me check out. They got my cell phone and my clothes, and Angie drove me home. She yelled at me the whole way home and called me an idiot, but we got back just in time for the first puck drop, so it was worth it. I got to watch the whole hockey game.




CHAPTER 1


RESURRECTING THE BEAST
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After my stomach exploded, I recovered at home for a few weeks and took the medicine the doctor prescribed. I was doing really well and starting to feel better. They told me not to drink, but drinking . . . man, that’s harder to quit than dope. I’ve been drinking for years. It’s water to a camel for me. So I made this deal with Angie—no hard liquor. So I’d sit on the couch and drink wine until I had a good buzz, watch some sports or news on the TV, and pass out for a few hours. For me, that’s healthy living. I was taking my stomach medication. I was getting better. But I started to get really bored. I still wasn’t allowed to work on music, so I read, watched sports on TV, and kept up on the news, which, if you ask me, is more stressful and frustrating than working on an album. For a change of pace I went to get some new tattoos. Thirty-three years ago I went to a locally famous tattoo artist, Guy Aitchison, and he did sleeves on both my arms in two four-hour sittings. I figured because I was just reborn, it was time to get some ink to mark the occasion. I got this local El Paso artist Marty Lopez, who’s really good, but he’s a grinder. He did my back, chest, arms, and hands. My whole upper body is done, and I’m thinking about working on my lower body, but I’m getting a little too old for the pain. A grinder is good when you’re twenty and you relish the experience and the pain, but fuck, I’m in my fifties now, and the last thing I need is complete and utter pain. So maybe I’ll wait on getting my legs and ass tattooed.


But it’s funny—while I was getting this ink done and complaining about it to everyone, my daughter, Adrienne, who’s twenty-seven, was living with us. She’s really into piercings and has holes in places where I don’t want to know she has holes. She heard me complaining about a tattoo I had gotten, and she goes, “Dad, you are a pussy. You’re whining about your tattoos, and you don’t even have any piercings.” So I looked at her and said, “No, you’re a pussy. You don’t have any tattoos.” So to settle the bet we drove to Marty’s Shoppe Dos & Tattoos, where they do both piercings and tattoos. I walked in and got a whole bunch of piercings. I didn’t care. They were just poking holes in me. It hurt for a second and then it was done—piercings are easy. I got four piercings in each eyebrow, one on the bridge of my nose, one in the middle of my nose, and two on the sides. Then I got two stud holes—one either side of my bottom lip. Then it was Adrienne’s turn. She got her arm tattooed from the elbow to the shoulder with a pattern of tarot cards. Then she looked at me and said, “Okay, you are not a pussy. This hurts way worse than any piercings.” And I didn’t even take her to see Marty, the grinder.


After a few weeks of relaxing I was going out of my skull. I needed to do something creative—I needed to make music. So I figured I’d give my fans something I’ve been promising them for thirty years—a country album by Buck Satan & The 666 Shooters. I used to DJ as Buck Satan in the eighties in Chicago, and Buck Satan is also one of my many aliases. Up until that point in time the recorded incarnation of the band was an acoustic set of country covers at a Neil Young Bridge School Benefit in the nineties. Before he died I got Buck Owen’s blessings to use the name for a band, which meant a lot to me because that guy was a hero of mine—him and Johnny Cash, George Jones, Hank Williams, Willie Nelson . . . all the original country guys. They’re great storytellers and you really feel the emotion in their music.


So when I got well enough to go into the studio, I called up Mikey, Rick Nielsen, and Static-X bassist Tony Campos and got them to do this crazy country album with me. It was funny because Mikey and I were the only ones who listened to country, and we had never actually written country songs before. So it was like the blind leading the blind. Rick is a great guitarist, but he’s more of a blues guy—though he’s a quick learner—and Tony didn’t know how to play country bass, so he gave the music a real punk vibe. But it was great. I was cut off from everything but wine and beer, so I’d have a couple bottles with me in the studio and write these parts that seemed like they could work in country songs.


Mikey, Tony, and I laughed and drank a lot, and I wore my cowboy hat, which made the process seem more authentic. I wrote lyrics about shit I knew: being fucked over by record labels, the dangers of heroin and cocaine, being in my own little world. And we covered Gram Parson’s “Drug Store Truck Driving Man,” Heartsfield’s “The Only Time I’m Sober,” and the Grateful Dead’s “Friend of the Devil.” Dave Barnett and Barry Kooda showed up for a bit, and we called in some country fiddle players, but they were awful; they couldn’t get with what we were doing at all, so we told them to get lost and managed to get hold of this twenty-three-year-old fiddle player from Houston who had never played country either. But she came down and picked it up right away. She was sawing away at her violin and breathing heavy, and Rick and Mikey were playing these crazy psychedelic cowboy core riffs, and I was watching the fiddle player. She was leaning against the wall of the studio, spreading her legs wider and wider, and her skirt was inching up her thigh. I was like, “Damn, she’s really getting’ into this. Well, alright!” And then I noticed she’s not wearing any panties, and her pussy was shaved as smooth as a baby’s behind—no landing strip or nothing. She saw me and smiled, and I swear she winked at me. All I knew was that I didn’t need that kind of trouble, so I smiled back at her and left to spend some quality time with Lemmy. I wasn’t supposed to be healthy enough to fuck yet, and I sure as hell wasn’t gonna jeopardize my marriage for a kinky fiddle player.


While we were recording Buck Satan & The 666 Shooters, Mikey and I started fooling around and coming up with these really loud metal riffs. It was fun to mess around with some of that in between these cowboy rock sessions. The problem was that the shit we were coming up with was really good. Mikey’s going, “C’mon, man, this is totally Ministry. We gotta do another album.” And I was like, “No fuckin’ way!” But goddammit, he was right. So without any forethought or preconceptions, we dragged Ministry out of retirement kicking and screaming and did Relapse. And you know what? It was the most fun I’ve ever had working on a Ministry album.


It certainly wasn’t trouble free—don’t get me wrong. I did it in two different sections with two teams. My go-to guys were Mikey and Rigor Mortis/ex-GWAR bassist Casey Orr. After we finished the Buck Satan record and worked on the new Ministry songs for about six weeks, I sent them home and we called up team “B,” which consisted of Prong guitarist Tommy Victor and Soulfly bassist Tony Campos. We had to do it in separate shifts because Tommy and Mikey couldn’t be in the same room together. It was kind of like two pit bulls marking their territory. If they got too close, you’d have piss dripping all over and you’d be holding back these two angry animals that want to rip each other’s throats out. Tommy’s like that with a lot of people. I love the guy. He’s the only one in the world who can insult me and be a total dick and I’ll just laugh. But no, we had to keep them apart. Besides that, though, the sessions went really well. They had lots of cheap vodka and I had red wine. Tommy and Tony added more riffs and solos and pitched in on a cover of “United Forces” by S.O.D., a crossover band from the ’80s that included Anthrax members Scott Ian and Charlie Benante, along with Billy Milano. They played a major role in making hardcore palatable for heavy metal kids. So I included that out of respect for those guys—plus, it’s a fucking great song, and it’s a blast to scream out the title over and over for the chorus.


The last order of business was having Sammy do the vocals for “Weekend Warrior.” He wrote out something and recorded it himself just to get a guide vocal one night while I was drunk and passed out. He expected me to go back and redo it later. But when I heard it, I was like, “Nope, sounds good the way it is. I’m gonna have to give you a vocal credit on that one, dude.” Additionally, Angie ended up writing the lyrics for “Git Up Get Out ‘N Vote,” because she could see I was on empty.


I produced and mixed Relapse in a couple weeks of all-night sessions, and then I decided, before we start putting together a live show, I was gonna have to get sober. I had done it before, so I knew I could do it again. Here’s the trick: I’m a total shut-in. I keep to myself and mind my own business. I sit in front of the television, read the paper on my back porch, smoke, and listen to music. So as long as Angie’s there to make sure I don’t leave the house, nothing bad is gonna happen. And I know that I can’t open the front door, because there’s nothing out there for me but trouble. If I leave, something bad’s gonna happen because it always does. So Angie stays in the house working on business for 13th Planet and Ministry, planning tours and promotional shit, and scheduling interviews. It’s simple and it’s the best way to keep me safe. Sometimes we go out for dinner at this great steak house down the road, but mostly I surround myself with the shit I like and stay away from anything that’s gonna make me agitated—especially doctors and people in general.


After the Buck Satan and Ministry albums were done, I started focusing on getting sober. I took it a day at a time. In the past Angie tried to get me to go to AA meetings, but that program is just not for me. Too many people. Too many strangers. At first it seemed like no problem to not drink, then I’d get cranky as fuck. Then I’d kind of give in, like a kid who throws a temper tantrum and no one pays him any attention so he goes to his room and sulks. I didn’t break out my old Joy Division records or anything, but I kind of gave in to authority for the greater good. I got on the exercise bike and lifted weights, trying to get in some kind of shape. My dedication and perseverance impressed Angie. I was sober for about six weeks. And then Revolver magazine called and invited Ministry to come out to LA to play onstage with Korn at the Golden Gods awards. They wanted us to do the Black Sabbath song “Supernaught” from Black Sabbath IV, which I did with 1000 Homo DJs and put on the 1994 Black Sabbath tribute album Nativity in Black. Angie thought it was a great idea because we were up for the Comeback of the Year award anyway. I knew we wouldn’t win since we were up against Slipknot, who were back on tour after their bassist Paul Gray overdosed and died.


But Angie thought we had a chance, and she loves these award ceremonies. I fuckin’ hate them. I’ve been nominated a bunch of times for various things, and the only time I went was when Ministry got nominated in 2006 for a Grammy for Best Metal Performance for “Lieslieslies.” It was the 49th Grammy Awards at Staples Center in Los Angeles. Angie thought it would be fun to go to Hollyweird, and she wanted to buy a new dress and walk the red carpet. We were nominated in 2005 for the same category, but I refused to go. But this time I gave in. I wore this big, black Salvation Army coat, and we went with our old bassist, the late Paul Vincent Raven—God rest his soul—and Tommy Victor. We were up against Slayer and Lamb of God, so right there I knew we didn’t have a chance. I figured I’d just have fun but I fucked everything up, as usual. Angie says I have social anxiety disorder. Whenever I get around a lot of people, I’m really an asshole. I don’t know if it’s a self-preservation instinct or a defensive mechanism; I’m just not good with big crowds.


We walked the red carpet and I said all this obnoxious shit to whoever put a microphone in front of my face. I was already cranky, and then we got inside and I found out there was no smoking and no drinking allowed! They weren’t even serving drinks! So I was incensed and started heckling people and spitting chewing tobacco at everyone in front of me. There were men in suits and tuxes and women in these tight, expensive outfits, and—PING—this ball of spit and tobacco hits them in the neck or on the back of the head. They figured out who was doing it too, but everyone was too scared to approach me. I was heckling everyone and saying shit like, “Who the fuck are you looking at?!” Even Tommy, the biggest asshole on the face of the earth, was embarrassed and he, Raven, and Angie parted from me like the Red Sea. Finally someone reported me or something, and these six security guards with walkie-talkies descend and throw me out. I had to watch the fucking Grammys from the hotel bar! Slayer won the metal award for “Eyes of the Insane.” Any time you’re up against Slayer, you can kiss your chances of winning goodbye—not because they’re so good or anything, but because they’re the only metal band the Recording Academy voters have heard of because they’ve won before. It alternates every year—them and Slipknot or Metallica.


So anyway, Revolver wanted me to go to the Golden Gods in 2011, and I said, “Angie, I don’t think that’s such a good idea. If I go, I’m gonna be around all these other people in bands and I’m gonna drink.” I was working on two months of sobriety at that point, so she agreed that I’d stay at home and she’d go without me and Ministry wouldn’t play Black Sabbath songs with Korn.


I had been a good little rock star and was being sober and well behaved...I timed it. I knew it would take twenty-five seconds before Angie and her assistant, Jesse, turned the corner away from the house on the way to the airport. Before they were gone thirty seconds, I got in my car and opened the gate to drive to a liquor store. Then I just went crazy and went on a seventy-two-hour Hunter S. Thompson–style drinking binge. While she was away Angie had Jesse come in and check in on me daily. She’d call and he’d say, “I poked him and he’s breathing.” Poor kid! What a job! I was lying in my own puke for three days, crawling around on all fours, trying to get out of the living room. The dogs were even worried about me. Angie would call me every so often to give me an update on her LA transactions, and I’d be in midpuke. Wasted. “That’s nice, honey. I have to go die. Can you call back?”


I wasn’t hurting anyone but myself, so she couldn’t get too pissed. She knew I didn’t have an agenda; I wasn’t about go out and fuck some chick. She knew I’d just get drunk, vomit, and fall asleep. Then do it again. It’s not glorious, it’s not glamorous—it’s what old rock stars do before they die. They puke on themselves. And that’s why Ministry’s 2012 album was called Relapse.




CHAPTER 2


FROM CUBA TO OBLIVION


[image: ]


Back in 1958, babies who were born three months premature didn’t live. It isn’t like now, when they have all this advanced technology and fancy breathing apparatuses so infants can develop in an artificial womb until they’re strong enough to come out into the real world. No, three months premature, you’re dead. But somehow I wasn’t. And I wasn’t in some fancy American hospital. I was born in Havana, Cuba, a third-world country that’s just as likely to use dying fetuses as kindling for the poor as they were to fight to keep them alive. I was jaundiced with a failing liver. I was completely yellow—even my eyes. I had 60 percent hearing loss. In other words, I was a mess long before I entered the music industry.


My birth name was Alejandro Ramirez Casas. My mother was sixteen when she had me, and I have no idea who my father is but I know he didn’t stick around. My grandfather Julio Brouwer didn’t like the guy, that’s for sure, and what he said went. He was the patriarch of the family, and he was very similar to that guy in the Dos Equis ad, who they call “the most interesting man in the world.” He even looked like him. He was a fascinating man, a scientist who invented an efficient method of artificially inseminating cattle. He made a butt-load of money from that, and he had a huge mansion in Havana with a gorgeous view. There were about thirty rooms, and we had maids and cooks. And then Fidel Castro said, “You have to move out and get a state-sponsored house because I want my ministry to move in and it is now state appropriated.” This was at a time when Castro was taking away people’s property to use for his own purposes. But my grandfather said, “Fuck you, I’m not living in a state-sponsored house.” So Castro’s army took his mansion by force, and in 1960 my grandfather left the country and went to Miami, where all good Cubans who were fleeing Castro went.


My mom was a totally spoiled little Cuban princess who got knocked up at sixteen yet still had a Sweet Sixteen party with all her other little rich friends. Things changed for her too—pretty fast. My first actual memory was of me and my grandmother, Carmen, leaving Cuba when I was two years old. The rest of the family were already in Miami, and we were the last ones out. We were on this small, overcrowded plane, and a kid was screaming his head off and freaking out right next to me. Getting off the ground was a hassle. The plane almost didn’t take off because it was so overcrowded; there were people standing in the aisles. I held my grandmother’s hand, and suddenly we were tilting upward and I thought we were falling out of the sky. Then the plane leveled out and the rest of the flight was uneventful. Next thing I knew we were in Miami. I think that experience traumatized me for life in terms of flying—I hate it to this day. Angie says I’m a nervous flyer. That’s putting it lightly.


Even though my grandfather was famous in Cuba, he was just another immigrant in America, and at first he took a job at a restaurant to support his family, which is crazy. But he did what he had to do and held the family together—me, my mom, aunts, and uncles. There is obviously a big Cuban community in Miami. And my grandfather was the patriarch of the family—the suavest character in history. He was a chess champion, and I remember him sitting planning out his next move with a glass of Jack Daniels in one hand and a cigar in the other. He taught me chess and he’d let me win; I never knew he was throwing the games on purpose. That gave me a lot of confidence growing up and made me feel smart—little did I know. But he was my hero. Even though we went from being rich to being poor, as a three-year-old it felt like we were still rich. My uncles had backyard cookouts with Cuban food—whole pigs roasting on the spit, music. One of my other first memories is of being outside with the sun beaming down. It was really hot. There were all these amazing smells from the food mingling together, and my uncles would play tribal Cuban music on congas and everyone would sing. That’s where I got my first taste of contrapuntal beats and triplets, and it stuck with me. If you listen to Ministry, even the really old stuff like “(Every Day Is) Halloween,” “Deity,” “Burning Inside,” and up through “Double Tap” from Relapse, you can hear that contrapuntal style blended with metal and whatever keyboard stuff I was doing.


Music actually runs in my family—along with cattle sperm. My great uncle Leo Brouwer was a famous classical guitar player, probably the best, after Segovia. My great, great aunt Ernestina Lecuona Casado was married to the national conductor of a famous orchestra in Spain who is credited for writing the famous folk song “La Malagueña.” But folklore has it that it was my great, great aunt who wrote it. He just got credit for it because they didn’t give women recognition for writing songs in those days.


What’s pretty incredible is that my grandfather had too much pride to tell anyone he was famous in Cuba. Then one day someone who was in the cattle industry recognized him in this restaurant and freaked out. He went, “Holy shit! This guy’s an award-winning scientist. He’s a genius!” So the guy pulled some strings and got my grandfather relocated to Wisconsin so he could do research for them. And then they moved him to Chicago, which is where I grew up with my uncles, aunts, and grandmother. But something was going on between my grandparents. I think being together so long and moving from Cuba to Miami took its toll on their relationship. When I was three years old my grandfather started seeing other women, and then he left my grandmother for the madame of a whore house and all hell broke loose. My grandmother threw shoes and dishes at him. Then she flung a framed picture of the two of them, and that missed his head by inches. It shattered against the wall behind him and glass flew everywhere. That seemed really significant, somehow, like the complete shattering of their bond and the end of the relationship between the two people smiling in the photo. That’s why I don’t trust photos to this day—they just capture a moment; they can’t tell the future. And everyone always tries to look their best for pictures regardless of how angry they are at the person they’re standing next to.


Life changed a lot after my grandfather left because my grandmother wouldn’t take money from him. He was rich at that point because of a patent that he had on the process he had invented. But she didn’t care. She would rather starve than take his tainted money. So we lived in squalor up in Rogers Park north side, about three blocks from Loyola College. But God bless my grandmother. She was a saint, and she raised me until I was six. They say that zero through six are your formative years, and that during that time you learn the values you’ll have for the rest of your life. She taught me to respect other people and take pride in my accomplishments. She never fucked anyone over no matter what she was suffering through. I’ve been raped, strangled, and cut open by record labels, managers, promoters, studio executives. But as soon as I was in a position to do the same thing to people who were coming up in the business, I said, “No, fuck that. I’m going to be decent and give people opportunities, because that’s how I was raised.” I could never rip anyone off. Yeah, I’ll steal sunglasses from a Chevron for kicks, but that’s about it, and I owe all that to Grandma Carmen.


The whole time I was living with my grandmother my mom was husband shopping, so she was never home. Somehow we always had enough money to get by, but I don’t know how; I think my uncles and extended family were always helping us out. Grandma Carmen used to take me with her wherever she went. She was in her fifties, and she would wear tight leather miniskirts and revealing tops. My mother and uncles were always embarrassed, but I thought it was cool, like, “Go, Grandma!” And she was hot, man. She was a shapely redhead with green eyes, and as soon as my grandfather left, she started tarting up and having boyfriends. She would bring me to her boyfriends’ houses, and they’d fuck while I sat outside and watched basketball or football on TV. I had some sort of idea what they were doing, but it didn’t bother me. I thought it was great—she was doing her own thing, dressing how she wanted and saying, “Fuck you if you don’t like it.” She made me feel like it was never too late to be cool, and that’s a value I hold onto to this day. I have no problems being my age and looking like a freak because I grew up around that. Carmen was a saint—kind of a kinky saint, but a saint nonetheless.


When I was living with Carmen I had my first of several run-ins with the “Grays.” If you’re into UFOs and extraterrestrials, you know the Grays are these little fuckers from another planet who come down to Earth every once in a while and check it out. They’ve been keeping an eye on me from an early age. I didn’t get the name Alien Jourgensen for nothing. When I was five, three of these guys paid me a visit. I grew up steeped in Catholicism, and it was the day before Christmas, so I thought they were the Three Wise Men. I was sleeping in the living room, and I woke up to this sound, and there they were. I was watching them and they were watching me, and before they went away they left this green triangle on my neck. They didn’t draw it or anything; it just appeared. My grandmother saw it and asked me what it was. I told her it was given to me by the Three Wise Men. She took me to a doctor and he couldn’t figure out what it was, but it went away in two weeks, so we never discussed it again.
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