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  Part Nine: July 1989


  Telegraph Road


  I finally understood about ten hours into the drive why everyone had been in such an all-fired hurry to get us out of Durham. I remembered Carynne telling me we had to be on time, but I really hadn't been paying attention otherwise. It was morning now, mostly everyone was still asleep or at least pretending to be, and I was sitting in the front lounge of the tour bus, fussing around with some lyrics in my notebook, when Carynne went to talk to Marty.


  When she came back she looked sort of green, and I thought maybe she was motion sick. "Hey, you okay?" I pulled her down to sit next to me and then got up to get a Gatorade out of the mini-fridge.


  "I'm a total and complete fucking idiot," she said, her hands on her stomach.


  "What, did you eat something bad?" I cracked open the bottle for her and sat down again. "What?"


  "Remember how I told you yesterday it was an eleven-hour drive?"


  "Yeah?"


  "That was the distance to Bloomington, Indiana. I think. Or maybe Illinois. No, I'm sure it was Indiana. But we're not going to Indiana. Oh my god. I can't believe I fucked up this bad."


  "Slow down and start at the beginning," I said, putting a hand on her arm.


  "We're going to Bloomington, Minnesota," she said. "Oh god. It's like another eight hours."


  My skin began to prickle. "That'd have us rolling in at like four o'clock." Which was two or three hours later than usual for the lights and stage setup to be rigged. "Can the guys even do the setup in that time?"


  She leaned her head against the pole. "I sure hope so. Oh fuck, and I've probably got the drive time to Toronto wrong, too! Shit, I need to get on the phone." She put the top back on the Gatorade and went forward to talk to Marty again.


  I followed and stuck my head through the open pocket door. Marty was talking to one of the other drivers in our convoy, the main equipment truck. The driver handed it over to someone else.


  "It's not a big deal," came Louis's voice. "Don't sweat it. We all knew, even if you didn't. Over."


  Carynne took the radio microphone from Marty. "Then you think you can do it? Um, over?"


  "Sweetcakes, we've got it. So long as we don't hit traffic. We'll be cutting it close, I won't lie. If we have to, absolutely have to, we'll have to cut soundcheck short, and we'll have to tell the promoter that we have to open doors late. I promise you it won't be the first time it's happened to them. Over."


  "But it still makes me look like an idiot. I am an idiot."


  "I'm telling you don't sweat it. I'll call tech at the venue when we get to the next rest stop and tell them where we are. If he asks, I'll say we had vehicle trouble. We'll get there. I promise you're not the first tour manager who made this mistake, either. It's really okay. The crew knew where we were going. Over."


  "All right. Next rest stop I'll make some calls, too. Over."


  "Now, you're sure you actually booked the Met Center? Because what would really suck is hauling ass all the way to Minnesota when the gig's in Illinois. Over."


  "Indiana, you shit-face!" she shouted, but she was laughing. "Yes, I'm sure!"


  We could hear him laughing when he pressed his mic button again at that end. "Just joshing you. Rand says next rest area's ten miles. See you there. Over and out."


  She and I went back and sat down again, and she finally drank some of the Gatorade. "God, I'm still nauseous about it. Such a huge fuck-up."


  "Hey, it's like Louis said. You surely aren't the first to make the same mistake. It's going to be okay. We'll get there. If we have to open a little late, are there penalties?"


  She focused on the bottle in her lap. "If it's only an hour, I don't think so. Oh, and why did this have to be the show with the new bands, and new crews, and new everything. Thank god the guys were on top of it. They must have been thinking I was crazy a bunch of times, though."


  "How did you figure out you had it wrong?" I asked.


  "Louis and Barnaby radioed over this morning after looking at the schedule memo I'd put in the trucks last night before we left." She covered her eyes with her hand. "I still can't believe I did that! I'm never going to live this down! And we're going to have to rearrange or cancel some press in Toronto. Ick."


  "Hey, are you sure it's your mistake and not Digger's?"


  "I wish I could blame it on him. No, I did all the nitty-gritty logistics stuff." She looked up. "I feel terrible."


  "I wish I could make you feel better," I said, and tried to say something that would. "You know you're awesome and I still think you're awesome."


  She burst into tears at that point, which was the complete opposite of what I wanted, but she cried on my shoulder for a short time and then, apparently, felt better. So maybe it had the desired effect after all.


  "I've never been this stressed out," she said, after she had wiped her eyes. "But the whole thing with the Shithead Brothers..."


  "And then the Righteous Brothers," I joked.


  "...and now this. Man, we better not have any more trouble or I'm going postal." She stood up. "Rest area must be coming up. I'm going to tell the guys."


  Some of her nervousness had rubbed off on me, and I didn't want to stay long at the rest area. There were two pay phones between the men's room and the ladies' room, though, and Louis was on one and Carynne was on the other. I ended up standing there leaning against the wall, which meant I had to continually wave guys to go past me as they'd pause and wonder if I was in line or not going in the restroom for a reason.


  Louis finished his calls first. "I'll roll ahead with the truck and the crew van," he said. "If we can shave off even twenty minutes, we will."


  "Just don't get pulled over," she said. "Or you'll lose that twenty minutes."


  "No problemo. Rand's got it covered. You follow with the boys as soon as you can. For tomorrow, see if you can get us onto the Badger ferry. That'll cut us across Lake Michigan and we can avoid driving through both Chicago and Detroit."


  "They'll take something as big as a tour bus?" she asked, surprised.


  "They take commercial eighteen-wheelers and used to take train cars," he said. "They can handle us. Stop worrying about tonight. We've got that covered."


  "Okay. Thanks, Louis. How did you know about the ferry?"


  "Had to take it once before, going the other way. You should also see about sticking the talent on a plane, if they really need to make it to press gigs. The rest of us get a day off, haha."


  "Some day off, a twenty-hour drive..."


  "Get us on the ferry and we'll have a nice, four-hour cruise on the lake."


  "All right, I'll check. Now, go."


  He jogged out, waving to us as he went.


  "Where's your sister?" Carynne asked me.


  "Courtney? I think she's in the ladies'..." Before I could finish my sentence Courtney walked out, as if summoned by her name.


  Carynne beckoned her over, and the two of them began conferring. Carynne handed Courtney a phone calling card and a page from the daybook. Soon they were both dialing numbers.


  I decided at that point to take a spin around the tourism brochures. Looking at the map, I realized that in my mind I had Indiana and Illinois reversed. I could've sworn Illinois was on the east side and Indiana on the west. It was just as well that I wasn't in charge of where we were going and when.


  Then I went back to the bus, which seemed eerily empty. All hands—Colin, Trackie, and our two security guys included—had gone ahead. That left just Marty and the four actual band members in the bus waiting for Carynne and Courtney to finish up.


  They climbed in a little while later, and all four of us were waiting in the front lounge for them. Marty shut the door and put the bus in gear before Carynne even sat down. She held onto the pole of a dinette table and announced, "Change of plan for tomorrow. I was able to book the equipment and crew onto the ferry. To get you guys to Toronto in time, though, we're flying. The six of us and a couple of the guys from the other bands will fly from Bloomington to Detroit and from Detroit to Toronto. Instead of twenty-plus hours in a bus, it'll be not even three hours in the air with an hour-long layover."


  There were general nods and murmurs of happiness at that news.


  "However," she said, giving each of us the eye in turn, "it means we're going through airport customs, and it means you need to have clothes for the press party and potentially overnight if it takes the trucks a while to catch up with us. The bus is going with the trucks." She looked around at all of us again. "I shouldn't have to say this, but I will so there's no misunderstandings. Do not under any circumstance try to take drugs you don't have a prescription for across the border."


  "I'm not carrying anything!" Chris burst out, showing us his empty hands like he was proving something by it.


  "And don't pick up anything from anyone tonight, either," she warned. "I'm serious, guys. I wouldn't put it past William Bennett himself to be in our faces."


  Ziggy raised his hand to ask, "Who's William Bennett?"


  "The drug czar...?" Carynne answered, incredulous.


  "He's 'The Man,'" Bart said sagely.


  "And no trying to bring them from Canada back across to here, either," Carynne said. "Louis was laughing it off a little, but I'm serious. This 'war on drugs' thing is really getting overboard. Let's not make ourselves into an example, okay?"


  "You're sure prescriptions are okay?" Ziggy asked.


  "You've still got the prescription, right?"


  "Um... I'm not sure I ever had it," he said. "The ER nurse handed me this bottle..."


  "Fuck," Carynne said, and sat down with a thump. "Does the bottle at least have your name on it?"


  "Let me check." He went and dug in his bunk and came out with the bottle. "Yes!"


  "Okay." She deflated, and I sighed a little in relief, too. "Look. We're only in Canada for like four days. If everyone can just hold it together that long, we can meet up with the rock doc in Chicago and restock anything necessary. All right? Everybody cool?"


  Everybody was cool.


   


  Hourglass


  Eight or nine hours later we rolled into Bloomington, Minnesota. The venue was a giant concrete box sitting in the middle of a giant concrete parking lot. They whisked us pretty much right into soundcheck. That suited me just fine. It looked like the crew, as far as I could tell, had gotten everything important done before we got there. The truss was up, anyway. If they were still hanging some lights here or there I think it didn't matter so long as they didn't drop anything on our heads.


  They didn't.


  Our green room was separated from the other bands', not that we had time to really hang out with them all that much anyway.


  Carynne was relentless about checking in on how much pain Ziggy and I were in. My eye was actually starting to feel fine, except when bright lights were shining in it. Of course, I was about to spend two hours with some of the brightest lights imaginable shining into it, so I decided to put the eye patch back on. But no more bandage, no more tape.


  My hand was a different story. Where the skin was scorched the worst still really hurt like a motherfucker. And where it was healing? Itched. I told her I wished just my hand could take the pill because the rest of me was fine.


  Ziggy's burn was worse than mine.


  We ended up splitting the pill again. I told him to cut it a little off center if he could, and he could take the bigger piece. Maybe that was why it didn't hit me as hard that time. Or maybe I was getting used to it after three (was it three?) shows in a row.


  The stage was a pretty standard hockey-rink setup, the same as we'd seen for so many shows already in the past few weeks. So maybe I can be forgiven for not remembering much distinct from that show. I think it was another one with a lot of girls throwing stuffed animals.


  After the show, I wasn't as high as the previous couple of nights, but maybe my judgment wasn't the greatest when I decided to unbandage my hand completely before getting in the shower. That could have been a bad idea. It turned out okay, although I couldn't stand warm water on the burn and took a really lukewarm shower as a result. I also had to be really careful while using both hands to wash my hair. Oh my god, though, what a luxury it was to be able to just wash my hair and rinse it with both hands! You just don't appreciate how fantastic that is until you've had to keep one hand dry for a while.


  I helped Ziggy, too, though he wrapped a garbage bag around his forearm to get under the water and only needed a little help getting his hair rinsed.


  After we got out, he took a look at my burns. Along my wrist it had scabbed over and looked almost scaly, but on the side of my palm, where the blistering had been the worst and where the pain was still the worst, the scab felt like it went really deep.


  "I've got to bandage it to keep from scratching," I said. "I'm afraid I'm going to rip it open and it'll bleed."


  "Keep putting the cream on," he said, getting out the silver tube from the hospital. "It's got to help."


  "Yeah."


  That night, we slept in the bus, which stayed parked at the venue. I woke up at one point, probably when the painkiller wore off, and lay in my bunk reading for a while and then just couldn't resist. I went into the head and unwrapped the part of the bandage around my wrist. And then I sat there and really, really gently—but relentlessly—worked at the scab.


  I stopped when I got to my palm, where it actually hurt to touch. Where I'd exposed it, the skin was shiny and red underneath. It still felt burned, but more like a sunburn now. I wondered how long it would take before the rest of it healed that much. I pondered stuff like this: was the burn on my wrist a second-degree burn and the one on my palm a third-degree burn? I didn't actually know the definitions at the time. (I later asked the rock doc and he said all of our burns were second-degree, but of varying severity. To my mind that sounded like they didn't create enough degrees. But I'm getting ahead of myself.)


  When I came out, I found I wasn't the only one with insomnia. Chris was sitting at a table in the back. It looked like he was writing a letter.


  When he saw me he crumpled up the piece of paper, though, and lobbed it so it bounced off the wall. I took that as an invitation.


  "You want a beer?" I asked, looking into the back fridge and finding some.


  "Nah, but give me a 7-Up, if there's one," he said.


  "There's Slice," I said, pulling out two cans of soda.


  "Orange or lemon-lime?"


  "Slice comes in orange?"


  "Think so."


  "Well, this is lemon-lime." I sat down catty-corner from him and handed him the can. We sat and drank for a bit. Almost like old times, like, oh, a month or two ago.


  "Hey," he said, and I looked up, because I knew that was his signal he was about to say something important. "You sober enough to hear me this time?"


  "Think so."


  "I'm sorry, Daron. I've tried so hard to be cool with it. It shouldn't be a big deal. Really. It shouldn't. But then I think about.... about stupid shit and it starts this kind of downward spiral in my head." He took a sip. "I don't mean to burden you with my problems."


  "It's cool, man," I said. "Whatever you want to tell me."


  "You know that cliché, it's not you, it's me? It's me. I'm not proud of everything I've done." He shook his head.


  That was kind of cryptic, but I figured I'd let him either explain or not.


  He went on. "What I was saying about Dave's way of doing things. They sort of... it's sort of like a cult, I think. You've heard about Scientology and 'est' and those, right? Where they like, break you down mentally until you're such a basket case you lose all perspective and will believe whatever self-help bullshit they feed you?"


  "Yeah." There were Dianetics nuts on Newbury Street handing out flyers and trying to get people to take some kind of personality quiz all the time when I worked at Tower, right there alongside the random hari krishnas. I liked the krishnas a lot better. They were just friendly and happy and smelled like good incense.


  "Well, the 'recovery' program Dave and those guys are on, I tell you, it's a lot like that. They get to the point where they just believe they are total pieces of shit, and only God can redeem them from that. And the reason they're total pieces of shit? Because they're addicts. Okay, maybe that works for them, and if it does, great, except for all the other bullshit that they tack on, man! The 'gays are the work of the devil' stuff is just one prime example." He shook his head again. He wasn't going gray, but dawn was starting to near in the sky outside, and through the heavily-tinted lounge window, the light gave his hair a silvery sheen. "So not only can't I stomach the auxiliary conservative bull-caca, I can't really buy into the 'I'm a piece of shit' thing either. Think about it. If the root of my problems is low self-esteem, how is lowering it even more going to help?"


  "I see what you mean," I said.


  "So I can't do their fucking program. There are other kinds of rehab, though. When we get home I'll get into some real therapy, too. Work out my anger issues about my father and all that shit I've been putting off forever." He let out a long sigh. "Talking to shrinks suuuuuucks. But fucking up your friendships sucks worse. I hope... I hope it's not too late."


  I listened to the soda fizzing in the can. It was weird being in the bus at night without it moving. "Tell me you don't think it's my fault that you fell off the wagon. Or got on the wagon. Whatever that expression is. Started using again."


  "Oh, hell no, that's not your fault. That's Lacey's fault."


  "Oh."


  "I mean, I can't blame her for wanting to taste all the fruits of stardom, but I don't know anyone who's done coke who didn't end up with a problem with it." He looked me in the eye then. "Tell me you don't think it's my fault you and Zig got hurt."


  I wasn't wearing the eye patch then. I was looking at him with both eyes for the first time in, what, a week? My eye chose that moment to water a little, but I held steady. "I don't think it was your fault. But I sure would appreciate it if you'd stick up for me in the future."


  "I can't promise I won't be too chickenshit. But I'll promise to try to stick up for you if a chance comes up."


  "All right, then." I held out my hand and we shook because that seemed like the thing to do. "That doesn't mean you're off the hook, though."


  "What do you mean?"


  "I mean, okay, we've smoothed over the interpersonal stuff. Now what about the musical stuff." I finished off the rest of the can of soda and then burped. "I just don't want to hear 'I can't' from you when I know you can."


  He let out a long breath, and it was like I could hear him thinking, Fuuuuuck. I waited. Eventually he started talking again. "Here's the thing. I can when I'm loose, when I'm in a groove with you. But when I'm tight, when I'm uptight, I mean, I just go crazy trying to catch up to what you're doing and I stress out, because the more stressed out I am, the tighter I get. The more I get in my own way of playing. Do you understand what I'm saying?"


  I tried to repeat what he'd just said. "So... you're saying if you didn't get nervous that you were going to fuck up, then you wouldn't fuck up?"


  "Exactly."


  "And this is one of the things drugs probably helps with."


  "Exactly," he said again. "Which is probably not what I should be thinking. But there it is. It'd be better if I didn't have an excuse to use. Except I know that's all it is, an excuse."


  "I guess I can understand that." That made me wonder, though, if I pushed the issue, if I started messing around with the set, improvising, adding songs, would that drive him to do more drugs? And if so, would that actually be my fault? That flip-out in New Orleans had been about throwaway improvs during soundchecks. How would he feel about more of them during actual shows? I felt like me and Ziggy were a musical time bomb that could go off at any second—in a good way. Unless you were Christian.


  We both felt talked out then, though, I think. We called it a night—or a morning—and climbed into our cocoons. The bus started to hum as the air conditioning kicked on then, and I pretended we were moving, and I fell asleep.


   


  YYZ


  When I woke up we were at the airport, which was confusing since I didn't remember the bus moving, and I didn't remember people getting on board, but there we were in a different place with some different people.


  It had been decided that only the lead singer of the Blissmen was flying ahead while the rest of them took the slow boat. He was a rail-thin British guy named Rol, "rhymes with Paul," with messy, frizzy hair that looked like he was losing it already, even though he was only twenty-five. His accent was so thick I couldn't understand anything he said until I was more awake.


  Wednesday's Child also sent only a portion of their personnel. Their two principals were apparently a diminutive, gothy woman named Magenta, whose hair was dyed to match, and a clove-smoking guy in prerequisite black whom Carynne mistook for Colin at one point. His actual name was Topher, and I could understand his accent much more easily. Later he told me he was from Liverpool, and then did a dead-on impression of each of the four Beatles in turn. But that was later.


  Meanwhile Carynne had decided she was not coming with us after all. "You can handle getting yourself to two places, right? The hotel today, and then the MuchMusic party tonight. That's it. The rest of the press are all coming to you at the hotel," she had told me, and then wrote down all the information three times, giving two to me, one in my pocket and one in the Ovation's case, and one to Bart.


  The actual getting-to-know-you bit didn't happen until we were in the gate area, waiting for the flight, by which point I was more awake, or at least better caffeinated. Bart and Ziggy were off looking at magazines, and Chris and Rol had struck up a conversation standing at the window looking at the tarmac. I was sitting next to Topher at that point, with Magenta on his other side. She hadn't said a word. Her main mode of communication seemed to be glaring sullenly at the world through very heavily painted eyes.


  "So this is the part where to be polite I'm supposed to tell you how much I liked your set last night," I said, holding out my hand. "Except that I missed it entirely while trying to make sure my bandages were on straight and all that. I'm Daron."


  He shook my hand. "'tsalright. First show's always crap anyway. Next one'll be better. So what happened there, eh? Pyrotechnics, they said?"


  I forced myself to pause a second and consider what to tell him and what to leave out. "The whole saga's a long story, but the short version is our previous openers were kind of... nuts. One night they snuck gerbs onto the stage, and one of them didn't go off. Until it did."


  "Ah, right, right." He put one hand over his eye in sympathy. "Terrifying. You're going to be all right, though?"


  I was wearing the eye patch at the time. "Seems like it. I'm putting drops in it twice a day and I don't really need the eye patch now except in bright light. And my hand itches." And it still hurts to make a fist or play the guitar, but I didn't say that.


  "God, I can imagine. I burned myself once with a blowtorch while working in a machine shop." He showed me the scar on his left palm. "Once it started to itch, I kept tearing it open... Agh, but you don't want to hear that. Nice subject for conversation, that is. So sorry."


  I chuckled. "That's all right. I'm not squeamish. Although the more we talk about it, the itchier it gets."


  "Ah fuck, take something for it then. Aspirin, something."


  "Will aspirin actually help?"


  "I swear it will." He turned to Magenta. "Madge, have you got some?"


  She answered him with a disdainful look but then pulled a bottle from her large, black leather shoulder bag.


  Topher handed it to me, and I took two pills out and put them in my pocket, figuring to take them after they gave us drinks on the plane.


  "So how's the tour been otherwise? You were out cold earlier. Tiring, is it?" he went on.


  "I guess? It's our first time going out with this much support. It's actually less tiring than the time we did our own driving."


  "Well, this country is absolutely, fecking massive, isn't it? Sixteen-hour drive between gigs! Twenty hours! London to Glasgow's only six hours. If I drove from London for twenty hours I could get to Rome. To Yugoslavia, for fuck's sake." He was laughing, but I think he meant what he said.


  "Well, I'm one of those geography-challenged Americans," I said. "I have no idea where Yugoslavia is."


  "It's almost all the way to Greece," he said, waving his hands. "It doesn't matter. The point is it's far."


  "Yeah, when we drove ourselves we mostly didn't... oh, well, there was that one night we drove from Colorado to San Francisco. We had to give up and get a motel partway through or someone was going to fall asleep at the wheel." I seemed to remember that was the night Ziggy was really petulant. He hadn't acted like that in a while.


  "I'm just as happy to leave it to the professionals," Topher said, still waving his hands. "Plus you drive on the wrong side of the road here. That would drive me batty as it is."


  Magenta prodded him in the ribs and handed him a pack of cigarettes.


  "Ah, right. Fecking ban. Do you—?" He offered the pack to me, but at the shake of my head pulled it back quickly. "I won't be but a minute."


  He rushed off to smoke. I had kind of forgotten the whole thing about smoking being banned on flights shorter than two hours since it hadn't really affected me.


  Ziggy plopped down in the chair Topher had vacated. "Magenta," he said, "have you been introduced to Daron yet?"


  She spoke. "Not properly, no."


  "Magenta Cummings, may I introduce you to Daron Moondog, née Marks, band leader and guitar player extraordinaire?" he said, and she held her hand across him toward me. I shook it as he went on. "Daron, this is Magenta."


  "Pleased to meet you," I said automatically. Once upon a time my mother must've programmed me with what to say.


  "Now check out what we found at the newsstand," Ziggy said, and pulled out the latest Musician.


  On page 46 was a half-page interview with me. "But I just talked to that guy like a week ago," I said.


  "This had to be a different guy," Ziggy said drily, his finger pointing to the byline.


  Very different. It was Jonathan's. "Oh jeez, how did I not notice that?"


  Ziggy snorted. "Your powers of observation get keener all the time. But seriously, there's a bunch of clips and stuff in the magazines. Bart bought all of them, I think."


  I didn't get to read much before they were calling our flight. The story that started on page 45 was a thing about Mark Sandman and Morphine, in which J described the odd showcase we'd seen that night at Venus de Milo. There was no mention of me in that article, but they must have needed filler for the rest of the page so he'd cooked up a little story based on conversations we'd had.


  That could be really kind of privacy-invading, but I read what was there and it was all really innocuous, mostly gear talk and opinions about the guitar and its place in the direction popular music was going. I remembered saying the things he attributed to me, though I didn't remember being quite so coherent. Jonathan was good at editing out the rambling bullshit and distractions from the way I talked.


  I did sort of wonder why he didn't tell me it was going to appear, then realized maybe he did tell me, but maybe I was on painkillers and didn't remember. Or maybe he didn't want to tell me when I was out of it.


  I decided to try to make it through the next show without the painkillers. We had tonight off, just the party, and then tomorrow. I'd wrap my hand really tight and it'd be fine.


  They took the guitar from me at the bottom of the stairs leading up to the door of the plane and promised it would be returned to me the same way. I wasn't worried that much. Ovations are really tough, and the road case it was in was really strong. Like, you should be able to drop it from a second-story window and bounce it on pavement, and the guitar would be fine. Not that I had tried that or anything, I mean, why tempt fate? But it'd be fine in the hold of a puddle jumper.


  I think we were only in the air maybe an hour. Barely enough time to get some ginger ale and take the aspirin before we were landing again.


  Waiting in line at customs was far too boring for me to feel anxious about it. We each went to different lines. They didn't even look in the guitar case. I was one of the first ones through, actually, so I waited to count heads on the other side. Seven: the four of us, Rol, Topher, and Magenta. It was weird not having Carynne there.


  We split into two taxis to go to the hotel, which was a big high-rise not far from the Skydome and the thing I called the Space Needle but was told by our cab driver, no, that's in Seattle. This one was the CN Tower, and I was informed that we could take a tour of it if we wanted.


  Checkin at the hotel went smoothly. It was still weird not having Carynne there.


   


  Fortress around Your Heart


  We had a suite with two attached bedrooms, while the other bands were down the hall a little: Topher and Magenta in one room, Rol in another. MuchMusic had delivered a rather large fruit and candy basket and two bottles of wine to the suite. I didn't see any reason why all seven of us shouldn't break into that, except maybe 11:30 in the morning is a little early for wine. It was white wine; does that make it okay?


  The suite had a big dining room table in it, and we sat around it. There were only four wine glasses, so Bart and I drank out of coffee mugs. Chris actually decided to pass. When I wasn't looking, Bart ordered "real food," too, so sandwiches and soft drinks arrived shortly afterward. I don't actually remember anything we talked about. The point is that these guys (and one gal) seemed reasonably nice. That was a huge relief.


  Then the first call from the lobby from a reporter trying to find us came in, and we invited him up, and Topher and Magenta made themselves scarce. I was a little surprised that he kissed her when they got up from the table.


  I think I stared. After they left the room, Ziggy murmured in my ear, "Husband and wife."


  "What?"


  "They're married. Don't act so surprised."


  "I'm not sur—okay, so I'm oblivious and no one told me. How do you know?"


  "It says so in the liner notes on the cassette." He yawned. His cheeks were flushed from drinking the wine too quickly. "So who is this coming up?"


  "I... um. I'm not sure."


  Ziggy rolled his eyes at me, then went to open the door.


  That started a parade of like half a dozen reporters and writers of various stripes, some male, some female. Some wanted to talk to me, some to Ziggy, some to both of us, some to all four of us, in various combinations. Rol talked to a bunch of them, too, while they were waiting around. They were supposed to each get a half hour, I think, but it turned into more like just a bigger and bigger group as the afternoon wore on.


  One of the last to arrive caught my eye the moment he walked into the room. I'd learned by then that the term for a guy who looked and dressed like him was a "twink." He was poured into his jeans, had on a pastel-colored Polo shirt that was just a little too tight for his gym-worked pecs, and a single diamond stud in one ear. His hair was just longer than a crew cut and had a sun-lightened look that I doubted was natural.


  Ziggy's ears pricked up at his entrance, too, and he caught my eye for an unreadable couple of moments. The visual equivalent of elbowing me in the ribs, I guess. At the time I was telling tour anecdotes to the woman from Now, which she'd described as Toronto's version of the Boston Phoenix.


  "The eye patch is very Bowie-esque," she said.


  "It is?" I couldn't remember Bowie wearing one, but he was largely before my time and I mostly knew him from the radio, not from films or photographs.


  "He went through a sort of space-pirate phase, I think," she said. "And I think it was his other eye."


  Ziggy got up and showed the man with the diamond earring to the soft drinks. In the end, I didn't get to talk to the guy at all, which is probably just as well. Intrigued as I was, I was also hearing warning bells ringing in the back of my head.


  The next person to arrive was a publicist from MuchMusic, who took charge at that point, and I was somewhat relieved. She was in an olive pants suit, very stylish with a cream-colored blouse and her hair long and loose. She introduced herself as Antonia, which I remembered because I told her our security guard, who wasn't present at the moment, was named Antonio. She said I could call her Toni. I would guess she was about thirty.


  She gave us a timetable to get dressed and said there would be food where we were going. She reminded us we were likely to be filmed/videoed and to dress accordingly. She gave invitations to all the various reporters there and then kicked them out—which I was thankful for, since I don't know that I would have had the balls or the foresight to do it.


  I helped Ziggy get dressed. He was doing pretty well now, in that department, but he still couldn't really rewrap his own bandages. His hand was fine. The deep burn was where his sleeve had caught fire, on his forearm. He had about six inches of it still bandaged.


  He did his own makeup, and I sat there on the edge of the large bathtub and watched.


  "So how was the interview with Mister Diamond Stud?" I asked.


  "If you're worrying that I outed you, I didn't," he answered, as he leaned close to the mirror to line his eyes.


  "Just trying to make conversation," I said.


  "You don't have to lie about it, Daron. I know you worry." He switched to his other eye. "But he was from the gay newspaper."


  "Color me surprised."


  "It's called Xtra, and at first I didn't realize it's a gay paper, but eventually he told me. They do a lot of arts and entertainment coverage." He picked up the black lipstick and licked his lips, staring at his reflection.


  What he said was completely innocuous, but my neck suddenly began to prickle. "So what did you tell him?"


  "Oh, you know. This and that."


  "About Megaton?"


  "No. That was too much dirty laundry. He's writing a fluff piece."


  "Is he?"


  Ziggy turned and looked at me. "You're starting to worry."


  "Don't keep me in suspense, what did you tell him?"


  He looked away. "Nothing really."


  "You only say that when you mean something really."


  "Look. I have no reason to sabotage my own career. I've been told in no uncertain terms that a leading man in Hollywood has to be completely heterosexual."


  "That sounds a lot like you're defending yourself. What did you say, Zig?"


  "It was just a trial balloon, you know. See if he would take the bait."


  "Bait?" My voice was high.


  "He might not even use it. Who knows." He picked up the lipstick again, opened the case and extended it, then rolled it back in and put it down without using it. "I told him about that whole thing when I was a kid, about how I was going to marry my neighbors, the Santucci twins."


  "The whole thing?"


  "Okay, not the bit about Anthony giving me hand jobs behind the school."


  I stared at him and he turned to face me again, leaning against the countertop. "What? I just said I didn't tell him that part."


  It took me a second to find my voice. "You told me it was the girl who fooled around with you later."


  "Oh." He didn't seem taken aback by this one bit. "Well, maybe it was her and I just can't remember."


  "Can't remember!"


  "I told you they were twins, right?"


  "They weren't identical twins, Zig! Not if they were brother and sister!"


  He scratched his head. "Huh. You're right. I might've told you the wrong thing. I was probably trying to set you at ease."


  "How is lying to me going to set me at ease?" I stood up.


  "I was trying to make you think I'm more interested in women and less interested in men, I think," he said calmly. "I didn't want you to feel threatened."


  My cheeks were as hot right then as if I'd just had another half a bottle of wine.


  "Daron, seriously, I've been trying to take it really, really, really slow with you."


  I gripped him around his upper arms with my hands. "Zig. Take what really slow with me."


  This close to him, I could see how he tried to keep still, how his lips trembled and moved while some internal fight went on. He swallowed.


  I think if he'd said "Our relationship," I would've shaken him. Hard.


  But that isn't what he said. What he said was as careful and as contrived as anything he ever said, picking his way carefully through the minefield that was my fucking issues. But I think what he said was honest, too.


  "Building the trust we should've had from the beginning." His eyes searched mine. "I know. It's a mismatch. You don't trust easily and my style is hard to trust. But when we do it, when we trust each other, look what happens."


  "Um, what happens?"


  "Onstage we trust each other completely. And it's magic. It works. When we're writing together, it works. We don't shoot each other down all the time anymore because we've built that. I'm not afraid of you anymore."


  That set me back. I didn't let go, but I did sort of toss my head. "You were never afraid of me. I was afraid of you."


  "You were afraid of how you felt about me. And rightly so, because I used it to control you and hurt you. Because I was afraid of giving you control, artistic and creative control. I'm not afraid of that anymore, Daron. I trust what we do artistically. I trust you to give me my due. And I trust that you're not going to do to me what I did to you, no matter how..." He paused to take a shaky breath. "No matter how vulnerable I make myself to you. It works because we know each other intimately. Intimacy and trust are the two things we've got that make it work. I'm not afraid of that. I'm not afraid of my feelings. The only thing I'm afraid of is fucking it all up."


  I think maybe I would have absorbed what he said better if he hadn't bit me on the mouth. I can't even call it a kiss. Wait. Maybe I bit him. I don't know.


  I pushed myself away what felt like a long time later, and we were both panting. I could see the bulge in the stretch pants he was wearing.


  "I'm afraid of fucking it up, too," I said.


  "Then... then..." He had to clear his throat to catch his breath. "Then we're on the same page."


  A knock came on the door. "Ten minutes," said Bart's voice.


  "Got it," I called back. Ziggy and I stared at each other. Now was not the time to act on the lust pulsing through my veins, nor to argue about whose fault it was that my veins felt that way. "Be right out."


  Ziggy turned back to the mirror then, and took out his lipstick, and painted his mouth as black as a burn.


   


  Working in a Goldmine


  That bottle of wine had been hours ago, but somehow we got giddy in the van ride over to the party. I think Rol started it, but it's hard to be sure since I still wasn't sure half the time what he was saying. It was like we started the party before we even got there. None of us were on drugs, as far as I knew.


  The party was at the MuchMusic headquarters, which was this ornate box of a building in the middle of downtown Toronto. The fact that it was on Queen Street struck me as funny, and that struck Ziggy as funny, though I was thinking of the band and he was thinking of something else entirely. Then again, given what I know now about Freddie Mercury, maybe we were thinking of the same thing—I just didn't track on it at the time.


  The sidewalk around the building was packed with cheering people. I wasn't expecting that. I wondered if Wednesday's Child and the Blissmen were much more popular here than I knew. The cheering got louder as Magenta climbed out of the van.


  It got much, much louder, though, when Ziggy hopped out.


  So, when they have barriers up to hold back the crowds and a walkway for the famous people—whoever they are—to get from their limo to the doorway of wherever they are going, have you ever wondered why the famous people hurry past the screaming fans instead of pausing to sign autographs or whatever? It's because a crowd of screaming people can be kind of intimidating, if not downright terrifying. No security guard wants to be the one to screw it up and lose his job, so they want to rush you through as quickly as possible, just in case. At the very least, it's an adrenaline rush.


  They rushed us through. I held the guitar case with two hands. Ziggy high fived as many people as he could on the way by. Next thing I knew we were in an elevator.


  The party was in a large high-ceilinged room set up with catering stations interspersed with the occasional camera-with-backdrop setups, and some smaller rooms off to the sides. I would have almost called it a lobby, except that it was on an upper floor. One whole side of the floor was floor-to-ceiling windows. Music was pumping loud, The Pixies, a song I hadn't heard before. We'd been on the road a month, and I wasn't keeping up with what was coming out on the radio or on video.


  There was no introduction of us to the assembled crowd or anything. They just let us loose in the room. Someone who looked sort of official grabbed Ziggy right away and steered him to a camera; he was followed closely by a knot of people, most of them female.


  I was suddenly wishing that Carynne or Courtney had come with us. There was a moment where I didn't know what to do with myself, who to talk to, or what to say. Then I remembered I was carrying a guitar. Duh. It was supposed to be for filming a segment later, but that didn't mean I couldn't play it now, did it?


  I went and sat down with it at one of the stations where there were three chairs behind a small coffee table, a big, unmanned camera on a tripod pointed at the seats. There was no backdrop here, just the windows overlooking Toronto behind me.


  I tuned the guitar, which was a little bit of a challenge, given the noise level from both the music and the chatter. But the Ovation has such a bright high end, it cuts through everything like a piccolo. (I was going to say "cuts like a fife" until I realized that's a pun.)


  The next song to come on was something industrial I didn't recognize. KMFDM, maybe? (Possibly "More and Faster.") That was interesting to play along with, because the last thing you'd think would mesh easily with a song like that was the Ov. Which was what made it fun. Making it work. Industrial is so minimal in its way, though, it's really easy to improvise on top of, too.


  Haha, then came The Cure, "Lullaby," which I'd heard a lot on the radio in the weeks before we hit the road. Smith's guitar parts are so spare, I always feel like's he's writing half a duet and someone else ought to write the other half. Very easy to play along with.


  It probably will come as no surprise that I attracted a crowd, and eventually a cameraman came to protect his big camera and ended up turning it on. So somewhere there's this footage of me playing along while a crowd of mostly women around me sings "Love Shack" at the tops of their lungs.


  Then Antonia came to give me a message and introduce me to some bigwig, and several photographers took shots of us shaking hands and then posing together. The crowd wandered off. The message was from Carynne: they'd crossed the lake on the ferry and were on the road and everything was fine. Then Antonia asked if I was thirsty, and actually I was, and so I left the Ov leaning against the chair and went with her to get something to drink.


  I downed a bottle of water, thinking Colin would have wanted me to, and then got a glass of seltzer with a splash of cranberry in it. No vodka. It looked like a cocktail but it wasn't.


  Then I ducked into one of the side rooms and found Christian looking at the art on the walls and drinking a beer from the bottle.


  "Hey," he said.


  "Hey. Nice party, huh?" I looked up at the wall. Someone had made a collage mural out of rock posters and album covers, but many of them were just a sliver or one element from the cover. Must have been like a thousand records and bands represented.


  "Nice party," he agreed.


  "You doing all right?"


  "Yeah. You?"


  "Yeah. It's getting kind of throngy out there, though."


  "I think they gave away VIP passes to this party through some contest, so that's why there are so many fans here, not just industry people. A lotta industry and press here, though, too."


  "Yeah." I sipped my fizzy water and worked on getting up the nerve to go out there and talk to people I didn't know. I didn't really want to talk to any of the reporters I'd already given interviews to, though at least I'd know them a little, and I didn't want to attach myself to Chris or Bart since they had to put up with me all day every day as it was. "I got a message from Carynne. They're on the way."


  "They really took a boat?"


  "Yeah, something called the S.S. Badger, huge cargo ferry that crosses Lake Michigan every day."


  "Crazy. But as long as they get here."


  "Yeah."


  It was almost like a normal conversation between us. But by then we had kind of run out of band small talk for the moment, and I felt the tension rising.


  Chris put down his beer bottle. "Hey, would you do me a favor?"


  "Sure, what is it?"


  He took a couple of seconds to start talking again, and I realized whatever he was going to say was probably why he was so tense. I hoped whatever it was wouldn't be too bad.


  "Come with me to the men's room," he said. He went on quickly before I could react to that. "Just, go in ahead of me and check it out." He huffed a nervous breath. "Make sure there's no one doing lines or shooting up in there before I go in."


  "Sure thing, man, of course." Jeez, I wondered how long he'd been standing there waiting to see someone he could ask that of. And I wondered how hard it was to ask. I wondered if it was harder because it was me, or easier. "Of course. Lead the way."


  He gave me a grateful half-smile and we headed out into the main party room again. I hadn't realized before, but the side room we were in was just over from the hallway that led to the restrooms.


  We paused at the men's room door, and I went in first. There were two guys who looked like film school types smoking cigarettes and talking animatedly to each other by the sinks. No signs of drugs that I could see. Another guy went into a stall just in front of me, while another was just finishing at the urinal before going to wash his hands.


  The very last stall, though, I could see two pairs of boots under the door. And there was a moment when my vision went white, before I forced myself to take a closer look. At first I had thought one of them was Ziggy. But although the boots were similar, they weren't his. And he was wearing clingy, black stretch pants tonight, not jeans. Right.


  The two of them were doing something you're not supposed to in a bathroom stall, but by the sound of it, it wasn't drugs. I went back out.


  "All clear?" Chris asked.


  "Kind of," I said. "No drugs, but there are two guys getting it on in the handicapped stall."


  "Oh, for Pete’s sake, you're kidding right?"


  "Not kidding. They're being pretty quiet about it, but I thought I should warn you."


  "Thanks." He shook his head. "It's not like they're going to bite me and make me one of them."


  "Like vampires?"


  "Yeah, or like junkies, for that matter." He pushed open the door.


  I ended up using the facilities myself after a minute or two, and I couldn't help wondering who was in that stall. Probably nobody I knew.


  When we came out, Antonia snagged me by the sleeve. "How soon can you be ready to play a little?" she asked.


  "I'm ready now," I said.


  "Great. Let's go."


   


  That's the Way I Want to Rock and Roll


  Over the top of the heads of everyone, I could see Ziggy was up on a riser with a microphone, working the crowd. Antonia pulled me 'round the edges of the room to that side. I saw someone had moved the guitar over here. It was so noisy I couldn't hear him until we got close.


  But once we were both in place on tall stools, and they got me plugged in, put a headset microphone on my head, and we did about five seconds of very quick checking, the party went mostly quiet. At this half of the room, anyway, all eyes were on us. A whole bunch of people sat down on the rug, giving two other cameras full line of sight to us, and then other people stood around them.


  Antonia had said we should do four to six songs and chat with a veejay in between. A guy whose name I didn't catch took the microphone and introduced us. We did Wonderland first, a straight rendition but minus the bass and drums, to intense applause.


  The veejay hopped back up then. "And here we are back again with Ziggy and Daron from Moondog Three. How are you enjoying Toronto so far?"


  Ziggy was already answering. "It's been great. We've only been here a few hours, but you guys have really made it awesome." He indicated the whole audience and got cheers.


  "I've got some questions here from the audience and from viewers at home," he said, holding up a stack of cards. "Let's see what everyone wants to know about you." He sifted the cards in his hands and pulled one up. "Ziggy. Are you married?"


  Ziggy burst into laughter. "No. Not married and no plans to be. I'm too busy."


  "No truth to the rumor that you and Jennifer Carstens, your co-star in the upcoming film Star Baby, have a thing going?"


  "Hah, I wish. She's a babe. I'm afraid it's on-screen only, though."


  The host then turned to me. "Here's a question for you, Daron. What kind of guitar do you play?"


  "I play a couple of different ones, but this one here is my favorite." I knocked on the body affectionately. "It's an Ovation Celebrity; I wanted one for years and years when I was too poor to afford it."


  "And with fame and success you finally bought one?"


  "Actually, this particular one was a gift from Remo Cutler." Three years ago, I realized.


  "Let's hear another song now. What are you two going to play for us next?"


  Ziggy and I looked at each other. We'd very sketchily discussed. "How about 'Why the Sky'?" Ziggy asked, as if asking the host, but I nodded.


  This was one of those songs that sounded drastically different played on the Ov instead of the Strat, with no effects. That made it interesting, though, and jazzy as Ziggy played with different vocal flourishes and styles, filling up all the empty space that was left with just the bare instrumentation of me alone, semi-acoustic.


  I realized partway through that I didn't know if this was being filmed for later or if it was being broadcast live. Well, it was Ziggy's problem as to whether he sang the full lyrics or the cleaner version. On the album and live, the word "fuck" was in two of the verses, but for the video version we'd modified it slightly to fit American TV rules. I wasn't sure what the rules were in Canada.


  He went with the safe version.


  Ziggy and I smiled at each other at the end of the song. It just came out so sweet.


  Host man came back then. "Fabulous rendition of that song! It was in the top five of our video countdown for a month, back in May, was it? Excellent job. Love it."


  "Thanks," Ziggy said. "Can I ask you a question?"


  "But of course."


  "Are the words you can't say on television in Canada basically the same as the ones in America?"


  The host raised an eyebrow. "I would say basically yes, to be on the safe side. You know, I have a question here from someone in the audience who must be American. What do you think of this?" He pulled out a card and read, "What are we going to do to stop Tipper Gore and the PMRC?"


  "Stop her? I think we're mostly trying to ignore her," I said.


  "For those of you who may not know what we're talking about," the host clarified, "the PMRC is the Parents Music Resource Center, an effort being led by the wife of Tennessee Senator Al Gore to clean up rock and roll in the United States."


  Ziggy answered then. "The sad truth is that we're already censoring, and I'm against anything that restricts art. But I don't believe that putting warning stickers on albums is hurting them. I mean, if you put a sticker on an album that says 'Rated R for Strong Language' like on a movie, that's not actually going to stop teenagers from buying it. If anything it's going to add to the interest. Movie theaters don't card, and I'm betting record stores won't either."


  "But what about the stores that have stopped carrying the stickered albums? What then?"


  "Okay, now we're talking full-blown censorship. But they're stupid to do that. The stickered records are going to be the best sellers. All they're doing is shooting themselves in the foot. I mean, seriously, who wants to buy an album that their local PTA approves of? That misses the point."


  "And seriously," I added, "Tipper talks about how rock goes too far and cites Elvis as an example of a 'more innocent' time. Has she forgotten they tried to censor the fu—hel—crap out of Elvis? They wouldn't show him below the waist on TV, and he had his live shows stopped by local police, all that sh—crap." Fuck, I was terrible at censoring myself. "They had frikking John Denver testify to Congress because even he had been censored. John Denver! How tame can you get?"


  "We're just the Elvises of today," Ziggy said. "Elvis pushed the envelope of blatant sexuality for his time. We push it for ours. That's our job."


  "Very interesting. All right, how about this one. If you were a tree, what kind of bird would you like to nest in you?"


  Ziggy and I looked at each other and laughed about that one. It was just a funny question. "You can go first," Ziggy said.


  "Me? Thanks. Man, now I have to think." If I were a tree? "The only thing that comes to mind is a blackbird, and entirely because of this." I started picking out The Beatles' "Blackbird" from the White Album. To my surprise, Ziggy leaped in. I didn't even know he knew the words, and I figured we'd peter out at some point. Then I realized there really are only two verses. I hadn't played it in a long time, but it was one of those songs that I played thousands and thousands of times, from when I was ten years old on.


  Come to think of it, it's probably the song that defined the sound in my mind that led me to fall in love with the Ovation in the first place. So crisp and clean and perfect. I played it over and over to get it that perfect, but it took the right guitar to really reach that sound in my mind.


  The song starts with the guitar and—after the verses end—ends with it. So it was easy to bring it to a close. The applause was so loud I don't think anyone could even hear my last flourish.


  Ziggy didn't let the veejay say anything then, as he jumped off his stool and exhorted the audience. "Did you like that? Yeah? Want to hear us try something totally new?"


  There were, of course, massive cheers.


  He turned to me. "You want to try to do that thing?"


  I knew which thing he meant: "Moving Parts." "Sure."


  He got back on his stool and faced me. We didn't usually need eye contact, but for something like this where we didn't have a set plan and hadn't really rehearsed what we were going to do, it helped.


  I figured the structure was my job. I played an intro, then went into the chord progression, then gave him a little silent count off to it coming around again for the lyrics to come in.


  He changed them a little, but they were still largely the same as what I had written, just a little smoother.


   


  A story today


  A film today


  Reminds me of you


  So full of moving parts


   


  Every scene


  Just run away


  I can't sit through


  So many moving parts


   


  Hard to say


  Between me and you


  Sparking the gap


  Electricity arcs


   


  So far apart


  From you to me


  Engine breakdown


  Too many moving parts


   


  Nothing's the same


  From day to day


  Can't get across


  The chasm's too dark


   


  What's funny is I'd written them almost more as a sketch of a song, not intending those to be the full verses, figuring we'd flesh them out later, but somehow Ziggy could sing even the shortest fragment of a sentence, or even just a single word, and make it feel like he'd sung a whole verse. Like Michael Stipe turning the single word "fire" into the entire chorus of R.E.M.'s "The One I Love."


  In this case the chorus turned into a duet in which I sang the words "moving parts" and he sang "changes" and then we just stayed on that and played with that for a while.
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