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  PART SIX:


  Spring 1989


   


  Mirror In The Bathroom


  So what do you do after you have a literal panic attack after getting off? If you're me... a lot of rehearsing. Ziggy and I didn’t try again. I felt fine the next day as long as I didn’t think about what had happened. He did not bring it up and I was not seized with the urge to scream again. I kept my distance and he kept his.


  Essentially, we went back to play acting that the only thing we cared about was the band, the songs, rehearsal—the things we'd actually argue about.


  On March 1st the producer Mills wanted—a pretty hip, late-twenties guy named Jordan Travers—arrived in Boston. He'd produced a slew of other acts for BNC, some rock, some pop, even one or two R&B albums, which I thought was both cool and strange at the same time.


  By then we had fourteen songs to choose from, some better than others. He came to the studio straight from the airport with his bags. We were taking a break when he arrived so we heard him coming up the stairs. He had the same leather BNC jacket as me, skinny wrap-around shades, and more hair in his goatee than he had on the rest of his almost-shaved head. He waved from the doorway like he was waiting to be invited in. We invited him in, gave him the quick tour of the fridge, video games, sound console, and then ran down names.


  "You sure about these names?" he asked, as he jotted them into a day planner. "Some bands all have different nicknames they insist on in person," he explained. "I'm happy to call you whatever you want."


  "These are already our nicknames," Chris explained back, and we got down to work.


  I had to struggle to forget Jordan was there. If I thought I was too self-conscious before, the feeling was ten times worse knowing he was standing there listening. At least Jordan seemed like a relaxed kind of guy, more like us than like Mills. He strolled back and forth and sat in the window looking out at the traffic while we ran through a bunch of tunes. He said nothing for hours. I spent all of Wonderland and Intensive Care sitting on a crate with my head bent and my eyes shut. He didn't say anything until we took a break for dinner.


  He was a rice noodle man, meaning we took him to Chau Chow, the el cheapo Chinese place around the corner—I mean, every place in Chinatown is pretty cheap, but some are cheaper than others. This place had more the atmosphere of a diner than an ethnic restaurant, which is to say none. Red vinyl banquettes, green formica tables, and a bevy of white-shirted waiters who sat at a round table in the back and waved you to a booth or table when you walked in instead of standing up. They were always the same waiters, no matter what time of day we went in.


  We knew from eating there often that if you wanted a glass of water, it was better to ask the younger guy with the glasses. With the older guy who always looked unhappy about something, each person at the table would have to ask individually for water and then he always brought the glasses sort of suspiciously three-quarter full. Some nights it didn't matter who you asked, you could get twenty pots of tea and still never get a glass of water. But the food was awesome. Somehow, sometime, someone had gotten me to try the chow fun noodles with beef brisket and I'd gotten sort of attached to the huge white rice noodles covered in blobs of beef fat and soft meat. Every time I ordered it the waiter, no matter which one it was, would double check that was what I really wanted. Jordan Travers dittoed me on the order and after the waiter was gone Chris shook his head.


  "I don't know how you guys can eat that stuff." He'd ordered chicken and vegetables on rice and a Diet Coke. Christian was not what I'd call overweight. But he was not only the tallest of us four, he was also the only one with any bulk. He was always complaining about how I seemed to be able to pack away as much food as I could without ever getting paunchy. The typical exchange went something like this:


  Chris: Jeezus, how can you eat all that? You must have a hollow leg/tapeworm/bucket in the back...


  Me: Can't talk, eating.


  Chris: I mean, jeezus, where does it all go? If I ate like that I'd look like Chaka Khan/Jabba the Hut.


  Bart: He's making up for not eating yesterday.


  Me: Forgot to.


  Chris: Here, take mine. Maybe I can transfer some of this beer gut to you.


  Me: Give me your beer instead.


  etc.


  Tonight's exchange though, being performed for Jordan Travers's benefit went sort of like this. After the opening comment, Jordan, who was downright skinny, said, "I really need a lot of calories or I get burned out. I eat instead of sleeping."


  Chris came back with, "Is that like smoking instead of eating?"


  Jordan shrugged. "Mills tells me you're all non-smokers."


  Chris held up his hand boy-scout-pledge-wise. "I quit. Can't say about these three babes in the woods."


  "Just never started," Bart and I said in unison. Ziggy didn't say anything, but put a hand to his delicate throat and cleared it with a high pitched "ahem."


  "But seriously," Chris said, bringing the subject back to food. "You'll be amazed at what these little twerps can pack away. I mean, use McDonalds as a baseline measure, okay? Your average adult is supposed to eat, what, a Big Mac, large fries, and a large soft drink, right? Now, you figure that includes men and women, young and old. So factor in that Daron here's twenty..."


  "Twenty one!" Bart said emphatically and grinning like a fool. I don't know who I was more embarrassed for, him or me.


  "...one," Chris corrected and went on. "And possibly still growing, and so say you make that two Big Macs."


  "Quarter pounders with cheese," Ziggy said. "You're the only one who likes the Big Mac."


  "Whatever. So this little guy orders three Quarter Pounders, a large fry, an apple pie, and a large drink."


  "But he never finishes the drink, you know," Bart put in.


  I began to feel downright silly with everyone talking a mile a minute about my eating habits.


  "I always get to finish his Coke," Bart explained to Jordan, "so I only order a medium."


  "ANYWAY," Chris said with a smoothing motion of his hand like he was planing off wood, "The point is, he takes in like twice what a normal-sized person does, and he's not even the size of a normal person, and yet, look at him, he's a stick. What do you weigh, now, ninety eight pounds or something?"


  "That's because he burns off all his calories worrying," Ziggy said.


  I stood up. "Taking a leak," I announced, so my sudden departure wouldn't seem weird, though I knew it did.


  "Probably purging," Chris called after me as I rounded the table of waiters to the little back hallway that housed the restrooms.


  Chau Chow's restrooms are phone-booth-sized and cleaner than anything you'll find in Manhattan, which isn't saying much, I know. I didn't really have to piss, but I did anyway now that I'd bothered to go back there. And then there wasn't much to do while waiting what I hoped was a long enough time that the subject of conversation would have switched to someone else. I looked at myself in the mirror. If I took my hair out of the pony tail it hung to the middle of my shoulder blades in the back but there were still parts of the front that didn't stay in the bunch, and I was constantly sticking them behind my ears. I wondered how Digger had looked at my age. Other than the bits of my chin that I shaved every other day I felt like I looked essentially the same as I had when I was fifteen or sixteen. I cracked my knuckles. It wasn't like being in here alone was any better really than being out there with them. I didn't like the scrutiny either way.


  The other thing we like about Chau Chow is how fucking fast it is. You don't really have a relaxing meal the food comes so fast. The other four were already digging in to hot plates of food when I sat back down.


  For the record, I am five-foot-four and weigh one hundred and twenty pounds.


   


   


  Pop Will Eat Itself


  "Everything come out alright?" Chris said.


  "Yeah, fine." No one said anything for a few minutes while we ate, mouths full. And then Jordan started the talking the next time.


  "So how many tunes do we have to work with?" He was picking pieces of fatty beef out of his noodles with chopsticks and eating them one at a time.


  "Twelve, fourteen, maybe more if we want to work on anything half finished," I said.


  "I heard what, ten already today?"


  "About that." I made a show of eating, forking up noodles and looking at my tea cup. But my heart had started to beat fast.


  Jordan wasn't looking at me, either. He would chew a bit and look around the restaurant while he talked. "We are in fine shape, then, I think. The real danger with the second album is a kind of backsliding. The second one has to be a leap forward. If it's too similar to the first album, it seems like backsliding, dated."


  "Backsliding," I repeated, more to keep the conversational ball rolling than anything else. The others, so talky before, were now silent, and watching me and Jordan not look at each other.


  "Speaking in the most purely commercial sense, you guys have the potential to be blockbusters. I mean like R.E.M. who have not only broken out, they continue to sell well every album. Or U2, talk about a band that sells records. Their last one was considered a flop by their record company only because they had hoped for something even huger than what they got. Naw, they did fine." He waved his hand as if to dispel a bad smell. "Do you know you're the first new rock act that Mills has put onto the Billboard Top 40?"


  "No."


  "You are. He's done it with older AOR rock acts with new albums, some established acts switching labels, but Mills is essentially a pop man. An Olivia Newton John, George Michael, what's the word... Laura Branigan kind of guy. So from his perspective, anything you do musically, new, innovative, whatever, he's listening for its Top 40 potential. He was right when he said Candlelight could become a hit if given the right push. It wasn't AOR that put that record into the countdown, it was pop stations. You know I heard it on a soft rock station the other day?"


  Ziggy made a hiccuping noise. "Don't tell me that."


  "Oh yeah, the adult contemporary stations are very big on 'alternative' acts. These are the only stations who are still playing Culture Club, The Thompson Twins, Howard Jones. The thirty and forty-somethings who listen to it don't know you're a bunch of scruffy, weird-hair, post-punks. What do they care? It's a ballad, it sounds nice. You have to be able to take the song out of its context, and see where it can go, like hey, what about a dance remix of this? Do you get what I mean?" His hands fluttered like he was trying to figure out what to do with them.


  "You mean," I said slowly, "we should keep our minds open to different interpretations."


  "Kind of." He laughed to himself a little. "What I'm really trying to say is that it's my job to think about all that other stuff, hear the songs out of context, and make my suggestions for how they can have the widest appeal without seeming like they're..."


  "Compromised?" I suggested.


  "Yeah." Now he looked at me. "So in a way I want you not to worry about it so much, don't try to aim at these commercial targets. Don't want you to end up like, I don't know, any of ten million other bands who went major label and ended up boring, bland, bad."


  Okay, if everyone knows I'm a worry wart, why hide it. "If you're telling us this to make me feel less anxious about working with you, Jordan, I hate to tell you it isn't working."


  He waved his hand again and I wondered if he was wishing he had a cigarette between his fingers. "I'll make you a deal, Daron. I won't ever tell you anything 'just' to make you feel better."


  "And what do I do in exchange?"


  "You tell me how you feel."


  "It's a deal." And you know, I did feel better. There wasn't a word he'd said that I didn't agree with, either. In all the ways I could analyze it, I felt like I (and we as a band) should get along with Jordan swimmingly. What I couldn't explain was why I felt so tense. But, well, that was getting to be a normal state of being; I was almost used to it.


   


   


  Blues from a Gun


  Spring in Boston comes a lot later than it does to New York. When New Jersey is yellow with forsythias and daffodils and stuff, up here we're still looking at gray skies and piles of dirty snowplow snow. We're talking way into March, sometimes April. People still have ski racks on their cars and snow shovels in their trunks at Easter.


  The nice days we do get are like Mother Nature saying "sike!" (or is that "psych-"?) and just make people like me even more pissed when we get up the next morning and its shitty out again. Oh yeah what do I care, I spend all my time indoors, right? If only. Even Jordan remarked how crappy the weather was when we were getting ready to wrap. He'd been with us two and a half weeks and was Fedexing tapes to Mills every other day. We'd done nothing but work during the day, eat in restaurants, and then go back to work—except for a few times when we'd gone to see a show, some band we knew or that Jordan wanted to check out. That's how I got to meet Tom Petty, and David Knopfler (Mark's brother). But I spent most of these shows backstage, half-there, my mind still in the studio trying to get some kind of perspective on the whole thing. (Though I admit, meeting Petty was cool.)


  The more Jordan told me not to worry about perspective, the more I worried. The more he told me Mills liked what he was hearing the more worried I got that maybe *I* didn't have any idea whether *I* liked what *I* heard. I just couldn't tell.


  What bothered me the most, maybe, was that Ziggy and I didn't exactly put aside our conflict in order to work together. We dug in and cooperated less. There were some songs that were "my" songs, some that were "his." I felt like we'd been more collaborative before, when I was writing almost everything and he was adding lyrics and putting his own spin on stuff, which meant we could be more collaborative as a band. Now, it was competitive, even if we never said that aloud.


  "Okay Jordan," I said one night when he and I sat in the stairwell and shared some grass while the other three went off to pick up some take out. I didn't fake toking; I figured I needed to be as calm and quiet as I could get for this. "If you're Mr. Perspective, can you tell me something?"


  He passed the pipe back to me—a weird carved job made of some kind of stone he said he'd picked up in New Orleans—and held his smoke for a bit before answering. "Sure, what."


  "Can you tell the difference between the songs Ziggy wrote and the ones I wrote?"


  He thought about it a moment while I fired up the bowl. Then he said "Do you mean, can I tell the difference, or is it you want to know what the difference is?"


  I shrugged—whichever.


  "Okay. I'm hearing a more, I don't know, exotic sound from the stuff he writes. But sometimes it sounds like he's reaching. He pulls it off because he can really perform it, and because he comes up with hooks. With you, you give yourself more room to write a complete texture, it's not just the lyrics, it's the total surface of the music with lyrics and lead. But hey, what else would you expect from a singer-songwriter and a guitarist-songwriter?"


  "Yeah," I said. "But does this make some kind of difference in the grand scheme of things?" Grand Scheme of Things was a Bart phrase he'd been using for years but for some reason all of us had started to use it with frightening regularity.


  Jordan played with his goatee. "I shouldn't be telling you this."


  "Telling me what."


  "That I think Ziggy's got the pop pulse right now. He's just weird enough to bring it above bubble gum. I think it's his songs mostly right now that will be singles, if that's what you're asking. The stuff I'm hearing from you right now is, what, the stuff that gives the overall album its ballast." He held up his fingers like he was counting. "Of say ten songs we end up with on this record, three have Ziggy written all over them. And I'd bet money those three will be the singles. Provided the thing does well enough to spawn three singles of course."


  "Granted."


  "Yeah, so..." He gestured for me to give the pipe back, which I did. I think it was carved in the shape of a snake's head, or something like that. I didn't look too closely. "Yeah, anyway. But the other seven songs I see as you."


  "Please tell me it doesn't sound like we wrote a couple of hit-ready songs just for Top-40 and they are totally obviously like, not part of the rest of it."


  "I promised I wouldn't tell you anything just to make you feel better."


  "Yeah so, and what's the answer?"


  "What was the question?"


  In that marijuana kind of logic I had to wait until he packed the bowl again and we each took another hit before I could retrace where we'd gone astray. "The question is, does it sound like we wrote a couple of hit ready, yadda yadda?"


  "Ah." He looked like a man chewing a cud. "No, it doesn't. For what it's worth, if you'd just sent me the tape and I'd never seen you play, I wouldn't have known some of the songs were yours and some were his. Your average Joe Listener isn't going to have any clue. Do you know what percentage of people actually read the liner notes of albums, and look at stuff like songwriting credit?"


  "No, what percent?"


  "I don't know man, I thought you would know." We both laughed even though I think we were both a little depressed by the fact that probably not a heck of a lot of people gave a damn. But cheer up, I told myself, that was the point. You wanted to know no one would be able to tell the difference.


  A few days later we had all major tracks in the can, and Jordan went back to New York and suddenly I had a tour to think about.


   


   


  Long Distance Dedication


  I'm glad that Jordan turned out to be an incredibly cool dude, and that he didn't turn the album into Top-40 crap, and that he and I spent a lot of late nights talking about music and history and stuff. That wasn't the only eventful thing in the spring besides my birthday of course. We also got flown to Arizona to film the Why the Sky video and got good and sunburned in the process. And all that time, Carynne was working on putting us on a warmup tour on a shoestring budget. Digger had negotiated a nice deal with BNC, but we'd agreed to handle a lot of the financial responsibility ourselves. BNC and WTA were working on an extensive tour for later in the year, but I just couldn't wait that long.


  Oh yeah, and Christian and I bought the Allston house with some of the advance BNC'd paid us.


  And Ziggy and I ignored each other.


  I could not wait to get back on the road.


  Carynne had pulled in a bunch of promoter-to-promoter favors, using Mike Fink's name, and had raided Waldo's Rolodex, and the result was what looked to be an intense four weeks: Cleveland, Chicago, Detroit, Ann Arbor, Pittsburgh, Philadelphia, DC, Chapel Hill, Athens, New Orleans, Austin, San Antonio, Boulder, San Francisco, Portland, Seattle. Getting a decent date in LA or New York was impossible, apparently, without bigger favors or longer lead time. I put a map of the USA on my wall and traced our route in red. Man but the West is fucking big. That thought would occur to me again while we were trying to drive across it. But I'm getting ahead of myself.


  Carynne built our entourage this way: Herself as road manager. A friend of hers and Colin's, Kevin Altman, as stage and equipment manager—essentially an uber-roadie. And we hired Colin as roadie because what the fuck, he needed the money and I'd rather have someone we knew than not. Digger would be along for the first few dates, then get off at Philly to go back to his office, and then join back up with us in San Francisco. And of course there would be the four of us.


  We rented an equipment truck and a big van, the kind with three benches of seats. BNC released Why the Sky as a single and the video was thrust into heavy rotation on MTV, which we hoped would help fill seats. Remo said he'd try to fly up to San Fran to see us when he got back from London. And on April 2nd (Carynne insisted we could not leave on April Fool's Day) we were rolling in a two-vehicle convoy westward on the Mass Pike.


  The first leg, I rode in the truck with Kevin because we didn't know each other well and for some reason right then I felt like it might be good to get away from the other guys for a few hours. Kevin worked sometimes for the same temp agency Colin did, so had respectably short hair, which I didn't hold against him.


  He drove first, which suited me fine, having never actually driven a truck yet, even a smallish one like the rental. We were just pulling through the toll booth onto the Mass Pike when he said, “Dig out a tape, will you?”


  He pointed to what looked to me like a black zippered shaving kit. I opened it to find it packed with cassettes. “I brought some too,” I mentioned.


  “You can pick when it’s your turn to drive,” he said. “We should make it a rule. That way everyone will want a turn behind the wheel.”


  “Okay so, driver picks the music. Makes sense.”


  “Exactly. And no backseat drivers, either. Okay, now remind me what the hell I put in there.”


  I read off the handwritten labels. “Fleetwood Mac, the Eagles, the Beatles, Supertramp, Joan Jett…”


  He decided to start with “I Love Rock and Roll” and I decided I liked Kevin a lot.


  A while later we swapped places. I’d brought all kinds of stuff myself, mixed tapes, Steely Dan, Frank Zappa, U2, Violent Femmes, Tones on Tail, Warren Zevon, and Jackson Brown. I got to feeling superstitious about Running on Empty though, something too weird about an on-the-road theme album as road music, and in the end I decided not to play it for the entire trip.


  By now I had some idea of what to expect out of touring, though this low budget excursion meant some changes, like, we always stayed in a motel instead of driving all night. Carynne had done me a cost analysis on getting sleeping buses and trying to skip hotels some nights but it just wasn't worth it, especially when we couldn't always schedule shows that close together anyway. I was very glad I'd never tried to set something like this up myself. Just a glance at Carynne's day book was enough for me, as I thought in my head, for every detail she had ironed out in there, that was what, six phone calls? ten phone calls? I couldn't imagine myself now making hundreds of phone calls to total strangers. Booking a band in town is not like putting a band on the road.


  Carynne and I had pre-planned the rooming arrangements, pretty much. I didn't think about that because I thought I might blush, like I had when she and I were going over the details, on the floor of my room:


  "With an entourage of seven, we're four rooms with me the only female being alone, if you guys double up."


  "Naturally."


  "And with Digger along, we can either go to five rooms, he and I each alone, or I can bunk with Kevin, and one of you guys can bunk with Digger."


  "Five rooms is fine."


  "You're sure."


  "I'm sure."


  "You and Ziggy together, or apart?"


  "I don't know." That's when I blushed.


  "Are you guys getting along okay?"


  "That's what I don't know."


  She had pursed her lips. "I'll put you together. If it doesn't work out, we can switch you around."


  I wanted to forget that there was something to remember. Why couldn't everything simply... work out? I knew guys, musicians, who never seemed to be too concerned about anything, like they were oblivious to the fact that there were things to do or be taken care of. They floated through life while other people scrambled around them, girlfriends, roommates, bandmates, etc. such that, from the guys' perspective, everything did seem to work out. But I also thought of these guys as lazy-ass space cases, and none of them were particularly head of the class when it came to musical success either. I didn't believe in blind luck enough to think that I could let it all go and I'd get what I wanted delivered on a silver platter shaped like a Stratocaster. But, somehow, I thought about the way things had... come together on the last road trip, and I am sure now that that's what I was hoping again.


  The drive from Boston to Cleveland was motherfucking long. Somewhere in upstate New York we rotated and I took a spot in the van and then fell asleep to the sweet discord of King Crimson, "Discipline." Don't ask me why, I've always fallen asleep easily to loud music.


   


   


  Late In The Evening


  Close to midnight we pulled in to the motel in Cleveland, and Digger and Carynne did this little vaudeville act at the side door of the van. ("After you." "No, after you." "Ms. Manager, I insist." "Oh no, you first Mr. Manager." and so on until they both moved at the same time and bumped heads.) And then we were all in the lobby, with essential gear and bags of clean T-shirts and jeans, and the ritual key distribution took place.


  And thinking about the lazy-ass space case that I did not want to be, but also thinking about the churning stomach and gnashing teeth worry wart I also didn't want to be, I basically just stood there paralyzed and let it take place around me.


  I was half sure I didn't want to be with Ziggy all night and half hoping that maybe if we spent some time alone we'd figure things out. But there was Carynne, keys in hand, chomping a piece of chewing gum in an authoritative fashion. She handed one to Digger, handed one to me, tossed one to Bart who caught it by trapping it between his hands with a clap, and gave one to Kevin. She said nothing about who should go with whom. As it turned out, Colin and Chris has gotten into some kind of cribbage grudge match and wanted to keep playing, and Kevin gave his key to them and asked Bart if he could move in with him, which left Ziggy and me to ourselves.


  We went on down the row to our rooms—it was one of those single floor places where each room's door opens onto one long exterior sidewalk—and while Colin and Chris played, we hung out in their room and Bart got out the Miller and played (yes, Bart can play the guitar, too) and me and Ziggy generally hung around and we shot the shit and told jokes we all knew we were going to be tired of by the end of the month, but hey, there was a kind of slumber party mood, I guess, and no one wanted to go right to sleep even though the drive had been long. Well, I don't know what Carynne or Digger or Kevin did, but the five of us, four bandmates and three housemates—yeah, you'd think we saw enough of each other back in town, right?—stayed up until Colin declared he was saving the rest of his weed for the drier states and things kind of broke up.


  I washed my face. And looked through my clothes for what I was going to wear tomorrow. And puttered around with other such bullshit while Ziggy lay there in all his clothes on top of the bedspread, channel flipping. I was just sitting down to get undressed when he clicked the TV off and looked at me.


  "You okay?"


  I was stuck for a beat and then I said, "I was, until you asked me."


  "I mean, are you happy? Does everything seem to be going the way you want?" He used his business-y kind of voice, earnest and a little quick.


  I shrugged. "Seems okay thus far."


  "But time will tell. So tell me about the place we're going to play." Entirely too business-like.


  "I don't know a lot about it. It's about the size of the Orpheum I think. Show's almost sold out, or it was last we checked. It might be by now."


  "Cool." He hugged himself a little, the clicker still in his hand. "You think we're going to do alright?"


  You're thinking about Christmas aren't you. "That was over four months ago, Zig."


  "Yeah, but do you think...?"


  "I don't know." Hey, Mister Guitar, didn't you make a promise not to say those words anymore? I put on a false smile and felt weirdly cheered up by it. "No use worrying and making it worse."


  "Hey, that's true." He put the clicker down. "So did you see that desk clerk? She just about wet her pants when she saw us."


  "I didn't notice." I was too busy thinking about how the fake plants in the lobby looked suspiciously familiar.


  "I think she's like eighteen at most, working the night shift at a motel, reading a paperback book, and in we come. And it's like, holy shit! I saw her mouth move, she said 'holy shit.'"


  "It's nice to know we bring some joy to the world."


  "Do we have any tickets to the show or what have you? I bet we could rock her world."


  "If she's really a fan she probably has tickets already," I pointed out.


  He shrugged. "I'm going to go out and see if she's still there."


  I said nothing.


  "You want to come? I mean, jeez, it's got to be a pretty boring job."


  "Always the philanthropist, you?" I already had my sneakers off. "No, you go ahead. It's going to be you she's into, anyway, Mister Singer. I'm not the one who gets recognized on the street."


  He didn't stay around to argue.


  I lay down in the dark and the only thought I had was here we go again.


   


   


  Cold As Ice


  There's not much to tell about the next day. We had some tech glitches with the live rig, but between Kevin and Colin and me and Christian and the guys from the venue they were eventually worked out. Soundcheck was a non-event, as if we were all working so hard not to be nervous about our opening night that we ended up less enthusiastic than usual. Deadpan, even.


  Deadpan, in fact, is a good word to describe pretty much everything from our waitress at Denny's to my performance itself. The more stiff I was, the more frenzied Ziggy got, fretting and strutting and screaming to the audience like he could make up for it. And the more wild he got, the colder I felt, the more rooted to the floor.


  The audience cheered anyway. I played the right notes. They didn't know to complain, I guess. How were they supposed to know that I felt like I was doing some kind of rehearsal, a live-audience rehearsal, going through the moves with a singer who tried too hard to please them and a rhythm section whose eyes I wouldn't meet during the show?


  When we came off the stage Colin said "good show" in an obligatory sort of way, and Carynne chewed the end of her pen and hugged her day book to her stomach. Everyone kind of made small talk about this or that, shook hands with the local crew who didn't seem to notice anything amiss, and the first person to say anything about it at all was Digger, when he and I were sitting in the bar (Rogan's Rodeo Room, which had a couple of horseshoes on the wall but otherwise was as generic a dark wood and dart board and neon Bud sign kind of bar as you could get) next to the motel. They didn't card me. I was drinking something that was a step above Jack Daniels, I forget which whiskey, and Digger was having the same, and bar peanuts, salty skinless peanuts that he'd crack into two halves between his fingers and then eat each half one at a time, making the bowl last longer, I guess.


  "Kind of a rough night?" is what he said.


  And I'm thinking, this is my father asking, here. This is my manager, too. Maybe he'll actually have some advice or something. "Yeah."


  "Heh!" He cracked a peanut and joked, "Better shape up or we'll have to fire ya."


  Okay so maybe one of the reasons I didn't talk to him before, and one of the reasons why after Remo left I stopped spending much time with the old man, was because he never did give any good advice. Right then he wasn't even giving the impression that he cared, particularly. The booze was hot in my throat. I was thinking c'mon, even with the best of intentions, what's he going to tell you? What kind of advice does a former shoe salesman turned media exec have for a professional musician with some kind of performance block going on? I mean, what the fuck did I expect? At least he noticed. At least he asked.


  All this went through my well-lubricated mind in a flash leaving me feeling not angry or sad but empty. When I didn't laugh or smile at his joke, Digger's eyes drifted to the baseball game on the TV screen overhead and he popped another half-peanut into his mouth. We were going to lapse into an uncomfortable silence, I thought, but suddenly he looked at me. "This isn't about your mother, is it?"


  I was too startled to do anything but blurt, "What?"


  "This thing," he said, meaning whatever my problem was, "you're not feeling guilty about her now are you?"


  "Why would I—?"


  "Because you got to wonder, if I saw you in a magazine, Claire might've. I see those teeny boppers in the audience and I think, sheez, Courtney could be one of 'em."


  I half-wondered if he hoped to find them by tagging along with me. But, no, that'd be stupid, he's the one who ran off without them.


  He swigged his bourbon and stared at the game while he talked. "Don't you worry yourself about them. They ain't starving. I left them well-taken care of. It wasn't like some spur of the moment thing, my taking off like that. I planned it pretty good."


  "Then why the fuck didn't you tell me?" My hand was tight around my glass and a funny pain burned like booze in my chest. "I had to hear it from Remo, forgodsake, six months after the fact—!" My mouth stayed open as I trailed off realizing that, although I'd waited years to tell him off about it, I didn't really have anything else to say.


  Digger didn't really look at me, he looked down at my feet wound in the rungs of the barstool, at my shoulder or just over it, his eyebrows knit and protruding like a small, folded up awning on his face.


  Finally he muttered, "Pot calling the kettle black, hey Mister Moondog?" The name had never sounded more stupid before that moment. "You're pissed at me, because I took off, cut you off, and your reaction to that is, what, take out a personal ad? Give me some credit, Daron, I ain't dumb."


  I wanted to know how he kept from blushing. My face felt molten hot.


  "I had some good reasons doing it like I did. 'ats not what matters now anyway."


  "Don't..." I started to say don't give me some cockamamie tough guy story because I ain't buying it. But a couple of things were hitting me at once. One, he was kind of right about me doing exactly what I was pissed at him for doing, and once again I was struck with the fact that my image of myself as nothing like him was false. Ouch. And two, whenever we drank and/or argued, we both said 'ain't' instead of 'isn't' and other shit like that. "Just don't."


  "Don't what? Kiddo, you don't know what you're talking about."


  "The fuck I don't," I said, though it sounded childish even to me. I stood up—or got down, as the case may be with tall bar stools—and decided to leave him with the tab. "Getting up early," I said as a surly goodbye and walked out.


  Well, that was one sure way to get my mind off Ziggy for a while. Oh I was just making friends all over the place, wasn't I?


   


   


  Yours Is No Disgrace


  I wasn't lying about getting up early. We had to be at the Chicago venue by like four o'clock, which meant a six hour drive, leaving at ten a.m., and actually we had to leave earlier than that so we could have time to stop and eat. The wake up call would come when it would come.


  In the room, Ziggy was in bed in the dark with the TV on. The whites of his eyes looked like two little blue TVs in the darkness. I sat down on the other bed and got undressed and then sat there like I was too tired to lie down.


  "Do you want to talk about it?" he said, his finger on the MUTE button.


  It. I could think of so many things that "it" could be. The show, my mood, the elusive "it" of our relationship or lack of one, the fight I'd just had, yadda yadda. "I'd just as soon sleep on 'it'," I replied. "What's to say?"


  "I'll tell you tomorrow," he said, and clicked off the TV and rolled over, cocooning himself in the sheet and bedspread. I mirrored him on the other side, then of course lay there wondering what he was going to tell me, trying to guess, but too proud or too stubborn or too something to roll back over and ask him to tell me now.


  Before we left in the morning, we had to sign two black and white glossies, one for the night clerk who I never did meet, and one for the manager to frame and hang in her office. Digger had brought plenty of them, he assured me. The weather was hazy but cool and self-consciousness was at an all time high as I chewed my calluses and watched the road going by and fretted about my fucking signature of all things—was it too mundane? Did it make me look like I was still a five-year-old putting his name on art projects? I hadn't really had to sign all that many things in my life. I did not get out a piece of paper and practice it because I knew damn well the ridicule that would ensue. No thanks.


  I spent all of Indiana in a foul mood but I don't think I missed all that much.


   


   


  Sentimental Hygiene


  Ninety percent of the time spent on any tour is preparations. One moment you're on stage, the next moment you're off and already preparing for the next one, whether preparing to travel there or thinking about laundry or making sure to buy more strings.


  The good thing about it is one can fall into a rhythm. We hit Chicago on schedule and went through the motions: Out of the van, load in, check out the dressing rooms (nice, the kind with lighted mirrors), meet the local band opening for us, soundcheck. We were standing there on the stage while lights went on and off and light techs did their thing when Bart and Chris broke into some Def Leppard riff. Much as I wanted to jump in, I waited for them to die down and then hit the opening of Windfall and we played half of that.


  We heard Why the Sky on the radio while we were eating dinner and I tried to remember what recording the song had been like, but my memories got all tangled up. I pictured the Chinatown loft even though we'd recorded it before that. In the show, I was playing it semi-acoustic, with the Ovation, but I'd recorded it with the Fender. I think. I felt a little pit of unease in my stomach, wondering if I'd maybe smoked too much pot that day and addled my brains.


  And then there was the getting dressed. For this tour Ziggy had settled into a costume of these black army surplus pants with extra pockets and such all over them, a mesh tank top, and either a leather jacket or a billowy white shirt, either of which he would shed by the third song. The pants were a little big in the waist and hung low on his hips, making his stomach look very long and flat. He had this little move he'd do sometimes while singing, pressing his palm to his chest and then sort of skiing it down his front and off into space—sounds stupid to describe but it was sexy to watch.


  Bart played every show in one of two ratty-looking vintage tuxedo jackets, sometimes with a bow tie, when he was in the mood. And Chris, Chris could have been dressed up like Bozo the Clown and still nobody’d really see him behind the kit.


  As for me, Ziggy'd convinced me to give up wearing sneakers on stage and wear combat boots instead, and I alternated between a pair of black jeans and a pair of artfully ripped blue ones, and a collection of cool-slogan/graphic/local band T-shirts I'd accumulated over the years.


  He also cornered me before the Chicago show with a bottle of liquid eyeliner. I resisted at first, but the look he gave me said essentially, look, things can’t get worse. Just try it.


  So I sat in a chair and tried to look at the ceiling while his hands held my face and lined me. "Watch the Kilroy Was Here video again," he was saying, as if I needed reassurance. "Even Tommy Shaw's wearing eyeliner."


  "Tommy Shaw's blond," I said, for argument's sake.


  "So he's not wearing black liner, jeez. And boy they really caked it on to Dennis De-Old."


  “Hey, if you can still sing like that at his age, you won’t quit either.”


  “True.”


  It was kind of nice to have Ziggy touch me like that.


   


   


  Never Stop


  The opening band was called the Rebellious Doodads or something and I was reminded of a lot of the Providence bands we used to see, sloppy in a fun sort of way, earnestly jokey. We gave them high fives and that kind of thing and then took our turn.


  I've talked about video filming before, the repetition, the weird double-vision thing that happens when you have to imitate yourself doing something you already once did, pretending you're doing the same thing, feeling the same thing, etc. Well, playing the same song again and again isn't really supposed to be like that, at least, it never had been before. But by the time we came around to the encore, Candlelight, I was feeling a little too much deja vu for my taste. I couldn't wait for the solo to be over and was the first one to leave the stage after the last cymbal crash died away.


  Once again, nobody told me how much the show sucked. Because it was obvious and no one could do anything about it. An awkward situation like, I don't know, having a relative in a wheelchair and everyone studiously ignoring the fact that grandma can't actually get over the door jamb from the living room into the dining room.


  We bugged straight out from the show back onto the road so we could get to a place in the Detroit/Ann Arbor area and, luxury of luxuries, actually sleep there three nights in a row. The ride was four hours from where we were to where we were going and three in the morning seemed like an imminently reasonable hour to arrive. Kevin and Colin were all set to drive the whole way but I drove the first hour in the van. Nobody said much except Carynne, who merely noted aloud that she was going to try to get us shower facilities at future gigs if she was going to be getting into a van with us post-show. It was too chilly to open the windows.


  Carynne dispensed keys as if we were all permanently partnered, no one argued, and to our rooms we went. This was a nicer place, more on the business-y side than the tourist-y side. A place with room service that stopped at midnight and its own restaurant that also closed at midnight. (Not that I was in any mood to eat or that this did us any good at three a.m.)


  I stood in the shower for a long time, making the water hotter and hotter, until when I got out my skin was lobster red.


  When I came out Ziggy was sitting cross-legged on the bed, toweling his hair dry.


  "Sorry," I said, for taking so long and making him borrow someone else's shower.


  "Huh?" He squinted at me through damp black strands of hair, then flipped them back. "What for?"


  "Everything," I said, loath to explain suddenly. "Just everything."


  "Well, quit it," he said, coming over to me but leaving the towels behind. "Because we both know it's all my fault, right? It's all because of me. So quit worrying."


  "I can't."


  "You can. Will you forget all the bullshit for a while?"


  "Just exactly which bullshit are you referring to?"
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