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People say to me, if you could do it all again, knowing what you know now, would you change anything? I’m like, f*** no. If I’d been clean and sober, I wouldn’t be Ozzy. If I’d done normal, sensible things, I wouldn’t be Ozzy.


I mean, yeah, it’s f***ed up, what happened.


But when you get to your seventies, you don’t just get a cold or a sprained ankle, do you? You get major s***. And if you’ve lived the kind of life I have, you’re gonna get major s*** squared.


Look, if it ends tomorrow, I can’t complain. I’ve been all around the world. Seen a lot of things. Met some phenomenal people – King Charles, Queen Elizabeth, presidents, actors, celebrities, some truly great fans. I’ve done good. Done bad.


But right now, I ain’t ready to go anywhere. I’ve lost a lot of things, but I’ve still got my marbles . . . or whatever marbles I ever had. It’s good being alive. I like it. I want to be here with my family. And more than anything else in the world, I’m just happy I made it back to where it all started – Aston, Birmingham.









 


In 2003, when I was more famous for being on the telly than I was for being a singer, I crashed my quad bike in the fields behind my house in Buckinghamshire, England.


The bike flipped over, then landed on top of me – breaking my neck, fracturing eight of my ribs, puncturing a lung and severing the arteries to my left arm.


I was in a coma for eight days.


It was the good old NHS that put me back together again – turning me from the bloke who sang ‘Iron Man’ into an actual iron man, my shoulder and spine held together with metal plates, rods and screws.


For the next sixteen years, whenever I set off an airport metal detector, I couldn’t help but smile . . . thinking of how I’d cheated Death once again.









 


But you never cheat Death, not really.


He’s always keeping score.


And sooner or later, he’s gonna call in his final debt.









 


This book tells the story of how he called in mine.









 


Spoiler alert: I told him to f*** off.


I’m busy.
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The Demon Awakes


Just before I turned seventy, a thought suddenly occurred to me.


I wonder when it is you start feeling old?


I mean, there I was, six years older than my own father when he left this world, and as far as I was concerned, I was still basically a young man.


Okay, so my hands and legs were a bit shaky thanks to my Parkinson’s. I was going deaf. My short-term memory had been on the blink since about 1992. But I could run around the stage at Donington Park for two hours, shooting a foam gun at the crowd. I could belt out ‘War Pigs’ and ‘Crazy Train’ without dropping a note. And although a part of me missed the wild times of waking up in the middle of a twelve-lane freeway or surfing on the roof of a Swiss cable car, I was happy just to chill out in my hotel room with my four-legged friends Wesley, Pickles, Elvis and Rocky (God rest his soul) after a show.


In many ways, I’d never been so physically fit. I’d catch a glimpse myself in a mirror and think, fucking hell, I look better now than I did in the video for ‘Bark at the Moon’ . . . and that was forty years ago! Not that it’s hard to look better than a bloke who was knocking back four bottles of cognac a day.


The point being, getting old had turned out to be absolutely nothing like I’d expected.


When I was growing up in Aston, you were lucky if you made it to retirement age. More often than not, you’d just drop dead on the factory floor. When my dad passed away in his early sixties, none of us Osbourne kids batted an eyelid. As far as we were concerned, he was ancient. In those days, almost no one made it to seventy. The few who did were so craggy they made Gandalf from Lord of the Rings look like Timothée Chalamet. Bits would be falling off ’em as they shuffled off down the pub.


But that wasn’t even close to the case with me.


At the age of sixty-nine, I was still touring the world. Still making TV shows. Still lording it up with big houses in LA and Buckinghamshire. And every night, I’d stage-dive into bed like I’d done since I was a little kid living at 14 Lodge Road.


Whheeeeeeee . . .


THWUMP.


‘OZZY!!!’ my wife Sharon would scream. ‘Why can’t you step into bed like a normal person?’


‘You wouldn’t like me if I was normal.’


‘You’ll break the bloody thing, you idiot!’


Heh-heh-heh.


Ah, yeah . . . them were the days.


When death still seemed like something that only happened to other people.


Now, I obviously ain’t the best person to ask about dates or whatever. There are holes in my memory so big most of the eighties and nearly all of the nineties slipped through. But the chain of events in this book began at the end of 2018 – around October time, I believe – when I was halfway through what was supposed to be my farewell tour.


It was called No More Tours II, I should probably mention. The original No More Tours had been in the nineties, before I realised there’s only so much time you can spend in your back garden wearing wellies before you lose your mind. But this time, with my seventieth birthday approaching, I was serious about slowing down. Sharon was even talking about me taking up one of them golden-oldie residencies in Las Vegas when I got back. Not that I fancied the idea of becoming the next Barry Manilow.


Looking back now, of course, I should have known the schedule was on the ambitious side. I mean, sixty gigs on four continents is no joke for any singer, no matter what their age. But the way I looked at it, it was my last goodbye to fans in places I knew I wouldn’t be playing again.


To be honest with you, before the tour started I was worried if anyone would even turn up to the shows. It had been a few years since I’d last been on the road. For all I knew, I couldn’t fill a broom cupboard, never mind sixty major arenas. But in the end, No More Tours II turned out to be an absolute blinder. From Mexico City to Moscow, Toronto and São Paulo, every show was sold out. And the whole vibe of the thing, from the stage design to the mood of the crowds, was absolutely phenomenal.


Every night, before I made my entrance, images of my life flashed across this huge screen above the stage. An old black-and-white photograph of me as a kid, still in short trousers, scared of my own shadow. A colour picture of me in Black Sabbath, wearing a tasselled suede shirt with a necklace that was actually a tiny coke spoon. On stage with the great Randy Rhoads – God bless you Randy, wherever you are – to promote Blizzard of Ozz. All mixed in with flame effects and clips from the video for ‘No More Tears’, set to a choir chanting Carl Orff’s Carmina Burana.


DUH, DUH, DUH-DUH!!


DUH, DUH, DUH-DUH!!


DUH-DUH-DUDH DUUUUUUH DUUUUUH, DUH DUH!!!


Then out I’d run from the wings in a long purple cloak while Zakk Wylde ripped into the opening riff of ‘Bark at the Moon’, his hair down, legs astride, looking like a Viking about to set fire to a village. Believe me, there’s no drug on earth that comes close to that kind of high. I should know, I’ve taken ’em all.


Even the reviews were good, which freaked me out a bit. The critics had hated everything I’d ever done, so if they’d changed their minds now, maybe I was doing something wrong. But I didn’t care, I was having too much fun.


What made it even more special was the lack of any tension behind the scenes. I mean, Zakk ain’t just one of the best guitarists out there, he’s also one of the loveliest, most salt-of-the-earth guys you’ll ever meet. A lot of people in this business only want to know you when you’re riding high. Not Zakk. He’s always been there for me, no matter what, no questions asked. Up on the drum riser, meanwhile, was Tommy Clufetos, a guy whose idea of a good time is a trip to the gym and an early night. He’s been keeping me out of trouble for years, has Tommy. On bass was Rob ‘Blasko’ Nicholson, who’s been by my side as long as Tommy. And on keyboards, Adam Wakeman, whose dad Rick I’ve known since he played on Black Sabbath’s ‘Sabbra Cadabra’ – for a fee of two pints of Directors bitter. I don’t think I’d be giving away any national secrets if I said Rick was a bit of a pisshead back then. It’s why we got on so well.


What I’m trying to say is that No More Tours II was like being with family. And the fans seemed to be having as much fun as we were. Every night, I’d hear tens of thousands of ’em singing back the lyrics to everything from ‘Fairies Wear Boots’ to ‘Crazy Train’. Absolutely fucking magic, man.


But as always with me, the devil was only a few steps behind.


I’d been sober about five years at this point. I ain’t pulling that number out of my arse, I’ve got an app on my phone that tells me exactly how long it’s been. The chains had been broken, as far as I was concerned. But that’s what all addicts tell themselves. Then the voice of your addiction starts talking to you, and it sounds just like you, and you can’t tell the difference. It’s weird, having a disease that keeps telling you you don’t have a disease. Next thing you know, it’s talked you into having a little sip of this, or a little toot of that. Then you’re in prison, or broke, or dead, or your wife’s left you . . . or all of those things at the same time.


Being an addict’s like carrying around an unexploded bomb that you can never put down. Look at the Friends guy, Matthew Perry. He used to come to our house for AA meetings, or so my wife tells me. The funniest, most talented bloke. And he was trying so hard to stay on the right path. Then one day he listened to his addiction telling him it was okay to get loaded, and that was it – game over. I felt so sad when they said he’d been found in his hot tub, unresponsive, with ketamine in his system. He’d given everything he had to stay clean. But it wasn’t enough.


For me, it was around the time of the Black Sabbath album 13 – 2012, I suppose – when I last fell off the wagon. Why it happened, I can’t tell you, other than I was riding high and my ego was running the show. Buying myself a Ferrari 458 Italia with a wrap that made it look like a stealth bomber was the first sign of trouble. Then I got another one, but this time one of them drop-top California models in gunmetal grey. Fabulous cars, both of ’em. The only problem being I didn’t have a licence and had never learned to drive. But with the help of my assistant at the time, I soon started to get the hang of it . . . although I think I gave him a bit of PTSD along the way.


I don’t know exactly when it happened, but at some point I decided I could handle a drink. Probably a pint of Guinness. I dream about Guinness almost every night. I fucking love the stuff, it’s like drinking a glass of pudding. The problem is, one’s too many, and ten’s not enough. And the first thing I want after a Guinness is to go looking for some coke. Cocaine’s the alcoholic’s best friend, ’cos you can drink around the clock with it. Otherwise the booze would drop you to your knees. But of course when the coke wears off, you get the comedown, and the only way to handle the comedown is with some pills. Well . . . either that or more coke. But there’s only so long you can do that ’til you’re taking a very long nap.


Next thing I knew, we’d moved back to Buckinghamshire and I’d bought another rocket on wheels, this time an Audi R8. By then I could legally drive, ’cos I’d managed to pass my test in LA, which is a piece of piss compared with the test in England. All you’ve gotta do is drive around the block at this place in Hollywood and not crash into anything. They don’t even make you park, never mind do a hill start. It’s an absolute joke. They wouldn’t even know what a hill start is in LA, the cars don’t have clutch pedals.


So there I was, back in England with my California driving licence, blasting around in the R8, while Sharon was in LA doing her TV thing. And of course I lost control, started womanising . . . the whole thing. It got really ugly, really fast.


Eventually Sharon gets suspicious, calls my dear friend Billy Morrison – he’s the guitarist in Billy Idol’s band, and my AA sponsor – and he takes the overnight flight from LA to Heathrow, drives up to Buckinghamshire and finds a note from a drug dealer in High Wycombe in the R8.


To this day, I have absolutely no memory of ever going to High Wycombe – although it’s a fitting name for a place to go and buy coke. That’s the thing about being an addict, you live in two worlds. The drunk world and the sober world. And what happens in one is like a half-remembered dream in the other.


I break into a cold sweat and shudder when I think of what I did in the drunk world. It’s like someone walking over my grave. Flat out around a blind corner on a country lane in a Jaguar XJ12, with just enough room for a car and a half to pass. Trying to strangle Sharon, the woman I love, thinking she was the devil. Setting myself on fire more times than I can remember. Popping Klonopin pills like they were sweeties. Hitting a bloke in the face with a pint glass. He went to hospital, apparently, but was okay in the end. It’s so fucking easy to kill somebody in the drunk world. You push someone, hit someone, you’ve no idea what medical shit they’ve got going on, how they’re gonna fall, what they’ll hit on the way down. You’re temporarily insane. And when you’re behind the wheel, all it takes for a tragedy is a tractor, a cyclist, someone walking their dog.


I’ve fallen through roofs. Fallen off roofs. Woken up in my Range Rover in my driveway, icicles on my nose, jeans soaked through with piss. I’d been at my local, the Hand & Cleaver, which was only a hundred yards from my house at the time, Bullrush Cottage in Ranton Green, near Stafford. One time someone had to come out and put a sleeping bag over me, ’cos they couldn’t drag me out of the car and my lips were turning blue.


If a cat has nine lives, I must have thirty-three.


I had some great times in the drunk world, of course. And my drunk world friends were the funniest group of guys you could ever meet. Dave Tangye, the welder turned roadie turned personal assistant. Charlie Clapham the fruit and veg guy. Dennis McCarten, Barry Dunnery, Don McKye, Bobby Thomson, Chris Sedgwick – all in the music game, in one way or another. You knew you were part of the gang when you’d woken up after a night of heavy drinking to find one of your eyebrows missing. That moment when you looked in the mirror and realised you looked like absolute shit, but you couldn’t for the life of you understand why . . . it was just absolutely priceless, man. It’s thanks to those guys I know exactly how long it takes to grow one eyebrow back after it’s been shaved off. Three weeks. Which is longer than it sounds, believe me. The funniest of all those guys was my old friend Pete Mertons. He had the driest, sharpest wit of anyone I’ve ever met.


He’s dead now, God rest his soul. They all are. Throat cancer. Liver failure. Heart attacks. You name it.


Why I’m still here, I don’t know.


I really thought I’d beaten that shit. After Sharon busted me and sold all my cars – that one bender cost me north of half a million quid – I did the ‘ninety meetings in ninety days’ thing at the AA log cabin in West Hollywood. That’s literally what it is, a log cabin that’s been there since 1930-something. It used to be home of the Boy Scouts of America, or so I’m told. Baden-Powell would turn in his grave if he knew I’d been in there.


Sometimes you have some fun at those AA meetings. Sometimes you hear some fucked-up shit. Other times it’s just really sad. Addiction is cunning, powerful and baffling, they tell you. It helped me, all that AA stuff. Got me started on the way back to being sober. If you’re on your own, the voice in your head is too persuasive. But I don’t want anyone to think I’m the patron saint of recovering alcoholics. If you want to drink, and you think you can handle it, good for you. But I had to be honest with me. I couldn’t handle it.


It terrifies me now, alcohol, because I turn into somebody else. One drink, and the demon awakes. I used to be a fun drunk, or so I thought. But now I just argue. All the little niggles I have with people, I bring them up.


The moment I thought I’d finally managed to break free from my addictive personality was when Sharon had some ketamine treatment. Not the off-the-books stuff Matthew Perry was supposedly doing, but a controlled medical thing, with a shrink involved. It’s very effective for depression, I’m told. Every time she went for a session, she’d come home with her eyes all swollen from crying. And I was like, ‘Sharon, what the fuck are they doing to you in that place?’ She said they were helping her face the demons in her past, and that maybe I should try it too, ’cos maybe the reason I couldn’t ever stay sober was some buried shit.


So I went down there and gave it a try. It seemed like a better idea than going on psych meds or whatever they were talking about giving me at the time.


They started me on this tiny dose. A microdose, they call it. But the second I felt it kick in – a very small but unmistakable altering of the mind – I was like, oh yeah, I could have some serious fun with this. It’s totally different from the way Sharon reacts to drugs. She can take ’em as needed. I just want to keep doing it until I’m blacked out and dribbling in the corner. But this time, I recognised it immediately for what it was, and I was like, you can fuck right off with that, no, absolutely not.


For the first time in years, I was able to be really honest with myself.


They say it’s physical and spiritual, addiction. The physical part is the craving from the brain. And that robs you of your spirit. And by getting sober, you’re earning your spirit back. When I walked out of that ketamine clinic, I told myself I’d never let addiction steal my spirit from me again.


For a long time after getting sober, I found harmless things to get addicted to. Yorkshire tea. Wordsearch books. English sweeties. Doodling. Exercise machines. Texting funny shit with Billy Morrison and other friends.


But nothing is really harmless when the word ‘moderation’ ain’t in your dictionary.


I remember the time I decided to give up cigarettes and have the occasional cigar instead. It was after a tour, and I was starting to get freaked out by the damage I was doing to my vocal cords. The idea was that quitting cigarettes would let my voice recover, while the cigars would allow me to enjoy the taste of tobacco once in a while without inhaling the smoke.


Next thing I knew, I was smoking thirty Montecristos a day, inhaling every single one of ’em, and I’d converted half my house into a walk-in humidor. When the time came to start singing again, my voice was so rough my arsehole hurt. So I thought, fuck it, and went back to the cigarettes. But by then I was used to inhaling cigar smoke, so even a pack of full-strength Marlboros felt like having half a wank. It took me years to wean myself off those things. Nicotine is the most addictive substance I’ve ever put into my body, without any shadow of doubt. People whose lives are wrecked with emphysema and lung cancer, they still carry on smoking. That tells you something about the nature of that drug.


Of all the supposedly harmless things I’ve been addicted to, though, the most dangerous have been doctors’ prescriptions. Whether it’s Vicodin or cough medicine, it’s always been the slipperiest of slopes for me. So when I got sober, I forced myself to stay away from the medical profession as much as I could.


But during No More Tours II I started to come down with a bad case of vocal strain. I mean, try screaming your lungs out on stage for an hour and a half every other night for months on end, with the humidity and temperature changing at every venue . . . at the age of sixty-nine.


Don’t get me wrong, for some singers it’s no problem at all. Take Elton John. I was talking to him one day and he said he’d just come back from a tour. I asked him how many shows. ‘Forty-eight,’ he said. And I was like, ‘That’s a lot of shows, Elton . . . How long was the tour?’ He just shrugged and said, ‘Forty-eight days.’ I couldn’t believe it. The guy’s unstoppable. He’d do his residency in Las Vegas during the week, then fly halfway around the world to do a couple more shows over the weekend. He works every day of the year, that bloke. The work ethic is insane. I can’t keep up with that. There comes a point when my body just says, fuck off, no.


For as long as I can remember, the answer’s been a drug called Decadron, or dexamethasone. It’s a type of steroid, basically, used to treat inflammation. It gives you a bit of a shove, y’know? One shot and you can sing higher than the moon. Now, I ain’t gonna lie, I’ve pushed my luck with Decadron in the past. I’ve bullshitted doctors to get more than I needed – whether it was in pill form, liquid drops or injections into my throat. But until No More Tours II it had never given me any serious problems. A lot of singers, they go too far with it. They scream so hard they end up with nodules on their vocal cords that have to be removed with surgery. Not me.


So as soon as I felt my voice giving out I went straight to my gig doctor – not sneaking around this time, but with Sharon’s knowledge – and got myself a couple of bottles of liquid Decadron.


At first, it was like a magic elixir. I could get through a whole show, no problem at all. My range and stamina were so good I could have added a couple of Bee Gees numbers to the setlist. But as with most drugs, it was ‘play now, pay later’ . . . and before long, the cure became worse than the disease.


To be fair, of course, the doc had told me to take just two drops of the stuff every night with dinner. But those couple of drops soon became five or six, dinner or no dinner. Then a few more before bed. Then a top-up the next morning. Then it was back to the old, ‘Hi Doc, it’s Ozzy – can I please have some more?’


‘Ozzy, your voice is fine, you don’t need steroids,’ Sharon kept telling me.


‘But what if it stops being fine when I’m halfway through a show?’


‘That’s why you do warm-ups. So you can tell how you’re feeling.’


‘But the doctor says—’


‘You’ve got that doctor wrapped around your bloody finger. STOP. TAKING. THEM.’


But Sharon was busy doing her talk-show stuff back in LA, and I was hopping between cities on the other side of the world, so there wasn’t much she could do other than give me a bollocking whenever she called.


Which was all well and good until the old ’roid rage kicked in.


Next thing I knew, I’d somehow given myself a black eye that even a couple of layers of stage make-up couldn’t hide. Sharon got heavy with me after that. She hired this military guy with a neck wider than the Watford Gap to come and watch over me. Where she found this bloke, I’ve no idea. He just appeared by my side one day, like an angry mountain in human form, and never left. Sharon kept telling me I was hallucinating at night, either just as I was about to fall asleep or when I was waking up. She said that’s how I’d headbutted a coffee table, giving myself the shiner. I had no recollection of that. To her, that proved her point. To me, it felt like everyone was getting on my case for no good reason.


Sharon kept wanting me to see a neurologist. My son Jack was worried I might have the same thing that took down Sharon’s dear friend Robin Williams – Lewy body dementia. I mean, it wasn’t like I was seeing Martians floating over the bed or anything. But it was bad enough that I was talking to people who weren’t there. I would think the kids were throwing parties in my room, or I’d get angry and pieces of furniture would end up broken – and I’d wake up with no idea how it had happened.


My Parkinson’s was part of the problem. When most people think of Parkinson’s, they think of what the actor Michael J. Fox has got. My case is nowhere near as severe. In fact, my doctors have told me it’s pretty mild. Having said that, the disease has stiffened my muscles, which affects the way I walk and talk, and the pills I take to keep it in check have side effects. This one drug I was taking back then, Sinemet, is known to cause confusion in some people – along with agitation, nightmares, nervousness and all kinds of other shit. And when I added a bottle a day of steroids to the mix, I became more wired than the National Grid.


On top of that, I’d been getting this really bad stage fright, partly ’cos I was so paranoid about my voice giving out. That had given me terrible insomnia, which had thrown me off even more. Sharon was so worried she got the kids to take it in turns flying out to each gig to keep an eye on me.


Jack came one weekend, Kelly the next, Aimee after that. I even got to hang out with some of the grandkids. I’ve got ten of ’em now, if you can believe it. There’s Jack’s daughter Pearl, who was six at the time. Andy, who must have been three. And Minnie, who was just a baby then. (His daughter Maple hadn’t been born yet.) Since then, Kelly’s had her little Sid, who’s a proper tearaway. I get knackered just watching him. My other grandkids are from my first marriage. Maia and Elijah from my son Louis, and Harry, Isabelle and Kitty from my daughter Jessica.


Anyway, it did the trick, all the extra support. By the time No More Tours II reached North America, just before my birthday, I was feeling a lot better. Which was just as well, ’cos we still had thirty arenas left to play.


Everything seemed fine again.


But I wasn’t fine. I was heading straight for a brick wall.


Because the Decadron was doing damage no one could see.
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Clever Accident


When we opened No More Tours II in Jacksonville, Florida, it had been fifty years since I started out as a singer. Where the fuck had all that time gone? Nobody warns you that one day you’ll wake up and half a century’s gone by.


It was a totally different world when I first got into the music game. Telly was still black and white. Steam trains were still running from Birmingham Snow Hill to London Paddington. And the future king of England was still a teenager, like I was – although that was the only thing we had in common. He certainly hadn’t just done six weeks for burglary.


The question I constantly got asked when I was doing press for No More Tours II was, how did you do it? How did you get from there to here – becoming this well-known name, keeping your career going over five decades?


I didn’t have an answer. I still don’t. None of it was planned. When you’re on the inside looking out, you’re just doing your thing, riding the rollercoaster. There’s no good reason why I’m still here, still working – or trying to, anyway – and others aren’t. Maybe I just got lucky. Or maybe it’s just my trip, and everything’s meant to be.


I first became a performer at school, I suppose, in the days when I was still John, not Ozzy. I couldn’t read properly ’cos of my dyslexia, and I couldn’t concentrate ’cos of my ADHD. Whenever I had to read something out loud in class, everyone would piss themselves laughing. But if I hammed it up, did crazy things to distract them, I didn’t feel so ashamed.


The first time I sang in front of anyone was at one of my sisters’ talent shows at 14 Lodge Road. I did a Cliff Richard number – ‘Living Doll’ – of all things. It can’t have been that bad, ’cos no one booed, and none of the windows shattered. But never in a million years did I think singing could be a career. In my mind, I had a better chance of becoming the next prime minister of fucking Sweden.


The first proper band I joined was the Polka Tulk Blues Band. I was nineteen at the time, and straight out of prison. The name came from the brand of talcum powder my mum used. It was me on vocals, Tony Iommi on guitar, Geezer Butler on bass, Bill Ward on drums. We also had a slide guitarist and a saxophone player, but they only lasted about two gigs. Mainly ’cos they couldn’t play the slide guitar or the saxophone.


After a few weeks of gigging, we changed our name to Earth. The only problem with that was, when you said it in a Brummie accent, it sounded like you were throwing up. UURRRGGHHHFFF. So we changed our name again, to Black Sabbath, after an old horror film. We were all into that black magic shit, especially Geezer, who was always carrying around a pile of Dennis Wheatley books with titles like The Satanist and The Devil Rides Out.


In the beginning, it was all Tony Iommi. He’d been in the year above me at Birchfield Road Secondary Modern, which they knocked down not long after we left. Everyone knew Tony, ’cos he had a bright red electric guitar that his parents had given to him one Christmas. He was also tall and good looking, and unbeatable in a fight. Then he lost the tips of his fingers in an accident at the sheet metal place where he worked. I only heard about what happened later, but I’m told this huge machine press came down on his right hand, and when he pulled it out, he could see his finger bones sticking out. Fucking horrible, man. That should have been the end of his guitar playing. But Tony’s an inventor. So he just invented himself a set of new fingertips using an old Fairy Liquid bottle, then he re-taught himself how to play. To this day, I don’t understand how he even knows his fingers are hitting the strings.


After the accident, Tony started using lighter strings – like the ones you’d get on a banjo – ’cos he was in so much pain. He also loosened his strings for the same reason, which lowered the tuning. Not that I knew much about any of that stuff at the time. But his plastic fingertips and de-tuned guitar gave him this really dark, distinctive sound. He was so good Jethro Tull made him a job offer just as Earth was starting to take off. We were devastated when he broke the news. But lucky for us, Tony didn’t like being an employee in someone else’s band.


He was back after two gigs.


At some point over the years, Black Sabbath got credited with inventing heavy metal. People even call me the ‘Godfather of heavy metal’, whatever the fuck that means. But I’m not totally sure that’s right.


For me, the first proper ‘heavy’ song was ‘You Really Got Me’ by The Kinks, which came out the summer I left school. When I first heard that riff – DUH-N-N-N-NUH! DUH-N-N-N-NUH! – it did something to me. It was like a drug. Listening to it was like having a fucking orgasm. I had to buy the single five times, ’cos I kept wearing out the grooves. It might have been the first thing I ever got addicted to. It drove my poor old man halfway round the bend. ‘IF I HEAR THAT ONE MORE TIME, I SWEAR I’LL . . .’


I did eventually stop playing it, but only ’cos I blew out the speaker of his record player. It was one of them polished wood things with a built-in radio that took up about half the living room. And of course there was no way I was ever gonna own up to doing that kind of damage. There was just this sudden, very suspicious silence . . . until eventually he put on one of his Al Jolson records and all that came out was this dribbly, farty noise. PPFFTTHHHHHH.


You could hear the scream from a mile away.


Years later, I was lucky enough to meet Ray Davies from The Kinks. We were at the Rock & Roll Hall of Fame’s twenty-fifth anniversary show at Madison Square Garden in New York. I was playing with Metallica, jumping around on stage like a jackrabbit. I told him I thought ‘You Really Got Me’ was basically the perfect song. He couldn’t have been nicer about it. He even returned the compliment, saying he liked ‘Paranoid’. You couldn’t wipe the grin off my face. I wanted to phone my dad and tell him what he’d said, but of course he wasn’t around any more by then.


Whatever the history books decide when it comes to heavy metal, it’s certainly true we wanted the first Sabbath album to be heavier than anything that had come before. Not just the music, but also the lyrics. Back then, no one was singing about Satan, demons and corpses. I mean, okay, Fleetwood Mac had done ‘Black Magic Woman’, which Santana then covered. But you didn’t see girls running out of Fleetwood Mac gigs screaming ’cos they were terrified. You did at our gigs. You’ve gotta remember, a lot more people went to church back then. They thought the Devil was real. So when they heard that spooky three-note riff with me howling about a figure in black with eyes of fire coming to take me away, they thought he’d be coming for them next.


At the same time, the image that first album created was so strong, for a long time people thought Devil stuff was all we did. That’s why people started calling me the Prince of Darkness, supposedly after a line in Paradise Lost, the John Milton poem . . . not that I knew who the fuck John Milton was.


The truth is, although Sabbath always had a dark vibe, the song ‘Black Sabbath’ was basically the only full-on ‘scary music’ thing we ever did. I mean, go and listen to ‘Changes’, a soulful piano ballad about a marriage falling apart, or ‘Supernaut’, with that awesome funk-rock rhythm break, or the trippy ‘Planet Caravan’, which I’m told they played in the SpaceX Crew Dragon before it docked with the International Space Station.


Still . . . we did all right in the end. So it ain’t like you’re gonna hear any of us complaining.


It’s a miracle I had any kind of career after Sabbath.


After I got fired – for being too fucked up, according to them, but that’s a story for later – I ended up living in a little apartment with its own kitchen and living room at a temporary housing place called Le Parc in West Hollywood.


I had no clue what I was gonna do next. The stress was killing me. I just kept ordering in booze from Gil Turner’s on the Sunset Strip, keeping the blinds drawn all day, running the AC full blast – with the gas fire on at the same time, ’cos it reminded me of home – while drinking and smoking myself into oblivion. Meanwhile, my wife at the time was back in England with the kids, waiting for me to land a new gig so we wouldn’t go broke.


The problem was, I’d just turned thirty-one, which was dangerously close to over the hill for a rock star. In my mind, there was a good chance I’d end up draining whatever was left of our savings, leaving me with no choice but to go and find a job on a building site somewhere.


It was Sharon who saved me.


The crazy thing is, I barely knew her at the time. She was working for her father, Don Arden, who was then Sabbath’s manager. He called himself Mr Big and looked and acted like an East End gangster. He’d supposedly once hung the Bee Gees’ manager Robert Stigwood out of a window for trying to poach the Small Faces, Don’s biggest band. There were other stories of him stubbing cigars out on people’s foreheads, or bribing DJs to get radio play. I had no idea how much of it was true. I just stayed the fuck out of his way.


I’d bumped into Sharon once or twice during the early days of Sabbath, thanks to our dealings with Don. But it was only on recollection I realised it was her. She was his receptionist initially. She says she remembers me once coming into Don’s office on Berkeley Square in London, not long after Paranoid came out, with no shoes on and a hot water tap around my neck. She couldn’t have been older than eighteen at the time. It was all just a haze to me. I was stoned out of my mind. She also went to one of our gigs at the Marquee Club in Soho. She was used to seeing the American pop stars her dad represented and couldn’t believe the difference. The volume. The sweat dripping down the walls. Me on stage, reaching out and touching the fans in the front row. We were a people’s band, Sabbath. When we did a gig, it was like we were a part of our own audience.


The first time I saw Sharon and knew it was Sharon was when she came walking out of a hotel in Copenhagen. Don had sent her there to collect the door money from an ELO gig or something. Wow, I thought, what a good-looking chick. Then she smiled at me. And I was like, you’ve got no chance with her, don’t even think about it. I mean, Sharon was this educated, high-class woman. She’d wear diamonds and all the latest fashions. Her dad was a famous multimillionaire. Besides, I was still married to my ex-​wife then . . . not that I was exactly Husband of the Year material.


After I got kicked out of Sabbath, I was convinced Don would keep managing ’em and I’d get dropped. I mean, Sabbath had the name recognition. Who the fuck had heard of Ozzy?


Then came the knock on the door.


It was the moment I’d been dreading. But it wasn’t the apartment manager or one of Don’s heavies coming to throw me out. It was Sharon, dressed to kill, standing there looking at me in my underwear, unshaven, drunk, beer cans all over the floor. It takes a lot to shock Sharon – when you’ve grown up the daughter of Don Arden, you’ve seen everything – but the smell alone was enough to make her take a step back.


‘If you get your shit together,’ she said eventually, ‘we’d like to manage you.’


I was so surprised, all I could say was . . . ‘Me?’


‘No, the other Ozzy Osbourne, the one standing behind you,’ she said. ‘OF COURSE YOU.’


I’d be dead without Sharon – of that, I’m absolutely, 100 per cent fucking sure. But when it came to my first two solo albums – Blizzard of Ozz and Diary of a Madman – they couldn’t have happened without Randy Rhoads. He was a gift from God – there’s no other way of putting it. I was incredibly fortunate that I ever crossed paths with him.


After Sharon came over to Le Parc, she told me I needed to start holding auditions. It was a wake-up call, that was. I mean, Sabbath only had to find one man to replace me. I had to find a whole band, starting with the guitarist.


Then the clouds parted, a choir sang and out of nowhere, Randy appeared.


I had no clue who he was at the time – there were so many guitarists out there, and we’d auditioned so many of ’em – but I later learned he was in a band called Quiet Riot. They’d been going through a tough time, or so I was told, and the only deal they’d got was in Japan. That’s why Randy was putting out feelers for a new gig.


All I remember of his studio audition was him plugging in and warming up. That was enough, as far as I was concerned. It’s not that Randy was in another league to everyone else . . . he was playing a different game. He was also just the epitome of a rock star. He couldn’t have been more than ninety-five pounds wet, and he stood at just five-two – the same size as Sharon. And he had these beautiful features, long blond hair, and he wore the leather trousers and low-cut T-shirt. When I first set eyes on him, I couldn’t tell if he was a bloke or a chick. I’d never met anyone who was so careful about their appearance. If it was too windy, or raining, he didn’t want to go outside in case it messed up his hair. Mind you, he was meticulous like that about everything, including his guitar. It was part of what made him such an incredible player.


The thing I really couldn’t get over was how skinny he was. I could lift him up with one arm. That’s probably why he didn’t drink much or do a lot of drugs. When he did drink, he’d have one of those milky White Russian things. A girl’s drink, or at least it was in those days. Two or three maximum. Then he’d get all giggly and go to sleep. And yet he had this really deep voice, with an almost Southern twang.


What I came to realise was, Randy didn’t eat food. He just picked at it. The one thing he liked was chicken skin. Just the skin, not the meat.


‘Why d’you eat that?’ I asked him once, as he was pulling apart this chicken leg.


‘I like the taste,’ he shrugged.


But even though he was skinny, he had the body of an athlete. He’d wear these high-heeled boots in a woman’s size – the only ones that would fit – and he could run around a stage in ’em for hours.


I told him he’d got the job before his warm-up was even over. He looked surprised.


‘But I haven’t started yet,’ he said.


If my career after Sabbath came down to any one moment, it was the release of Blizzard of Ozz in America.


When you think of all the singers from huge British bands whose solo albums went down like wet turds in the States, it’s unbelievable. And I was no one compared with most of ’em. There was no reason to think I’d do any better.


The release date was around March time, 1981. The album had already been out for a few months in Britain on Don’s Jet Records label, and had done okay – more than okay – getting to number seven in the charts. To support it, we’d played smaller shows, but we’d packed ’em to capacity, creating a lot of buzz. At the same time, though, the single of ‘Crazy Train’ had barely scraped into the top fifty. I mean, that wasn’t a huge surprise. The UK charts at the time were full of novelty acts like Shakin’ Stevens and Bucks Fizz, with the occasional new wave hit by Soft Cell or The Human League. And metal was about albums, not singles. It was a reminder of the uphill battle we had ahead of us, especially in America.


By the time we arrived in LA for the US launch the pressure was off the scale. And the only way I knew how to handle pressure was to drink all night, then keep drinking the next morning. So that’s what I did on the day of our big meeting with the marketing department of our American label, Epic, which was owned by CBS Records. It was something all new signings had to do at the start of each quarter, or something.


When Sharon drove me to the CBS building in Century City from her dad’s house up in Benedict Canyon, I was already out of my tree. All the way there she was bending my ear about how important the meeting was, how Epic didn’t have a clue what to do with a metal album ’cos their other acts were The Jacksons and a bunch of new-​wave and synth-​pop groups. ‘Why the fuck did they sign me then?’ I asked her.


‘Because CBS already has a huge distribution deal with my father,’ she said.


The plan was, I’d make an impression by taking two white doves out of my pocket – someone at Jet Records had gone out and bought ’em from a pet shop the night before – open up a window, say ‘peace’ or ‘rock ’n’ roll’ or something, then let ’em fly away.


I wasn’t keen on the idea, to be honest with you. Especially since the birds kept shitting in my jacket pocket.


But Sharon insisted I had to do it. ‘This is your one chance to make an impression,’ she said. ‘You need to give them a show.’


The thing is, I’d been in the music game long enough to know exactly what the deal would be. If the record company was having a marketing meeting, it wouldn’t just be me going. There’d be a rapper in front of me, a folk singer behind . . . a fucking didgeridoo player in between. And the marketing people with their suits and Rolexes wouldn’t give a flying fuck about any of us. They wouldn’t be fans. It would just be another day at the office for them.


It was only when I saw the cameras in the room that I made up my mind what to do. They want a show, I thought, I’ll give ’em a show. I knew exactly the shot I wanted: horror – just absolute horror on everyone’s faces. As for Sharon, she had absolutely no idea what was coming. She’d have confiscated those doves in a heartbeat if she’d thought they were in any danger.


So we walk into this board room. There must have been at least twenty-five executives there – and they’d all just been listening to ‘Crazy Train’ and other tracks off Blizzard of Ozz. For some reason I sit myself down on the knee of this young woman near the front. Then after a couple of minutes of listening to all their fake bullshit, I pull out one of the doves – just like we agreed – and say ‘peace’ or ‘rock ’n’ roll’ or whatever.


Aww, goes the room.


Then I took a deep breath, smiled for the camera, and bit the dove’s head off.


The place went absolutely fucking nuts. People screaming. Crying. Throwing up. Calling for security. Calling for the cops. At this point, I’d thrown the dove’s body down on the conference table, but I still had its head in my mouth, so then I popped it out and grinned again for the camera. I had blood and bird shit and feathers all over me, it was absolutely horrendous. To this day, I’ve no idea what I was thinking – I mean, I wasn’t thinking, I was thirty-six hours into a seventy-​two-​hour bender. Then these big blokes with earpieces and guns come running in, grab me and Sharon, drag us away, and throw us out on the street, where Sharon literally pisses herself, she’s laughing so much – out of shock, I think, more than any­thing. Meanwhile, I’d let the other dove go, so we knew it was still fluttering around up there somewhere, with about half a dozen massive security guys running around in circles after it.


Later that day, we got a call from CBS’s lawyers saying if I pulled any more stunts like that, they’d bury the record and not let me out of my contract. But the early pressings of ‘Crazy Train’ had already gone out, and by the end of the day, it was being played back to back on every metal station in the country. That was the moment the US label realised, okay, this guy’s fucking nuts, but maybe he’ll sell some records. I mean, that was their whole game, man – selling more records.


Funnily enough, it was my game too.


The first thing I should say about it all is that the poor dove didn’t deserve it. Now that I’m older and living full time in the sober world, I can’t stand any kind of cruelty to animals. What happened to that bird, I’ll take to my grave. But I can’t change what I did. And the truth is, as bad as my behaviour was, it changed everything for Blizzard of Ozz.


By the time the US tour got started a few weeks later, people thought I was an absolute fucking lunatic. So we had some fun with it, chucking buckets of pigs’ guts and whatever into the crowd. What no one expected, though, was that the fans would play along, chucking stuff at me on the stage. Meanwhile, the authorities were losing their minds over the atrocities they thought we were committing, even though it was nothing worse than throwing around some slop from the nearest butcher’s shop.


Every night, things got crazier and crazier, until finally, early in January – by now it was 1982 – the tour reached the Veterans Memorial Auditorium in Des Moines, Iowa. That was the night someone threw what I thought was a joke-shop bat at the stage. And I caught it. And I don’t need to tell you what happened next. Other than to say, when I bit down on its neck I realised very quickly it wasn’t made of rubber.


From that day on, my reputation would precede me whenever I went into a new town. And of course, human nature being what it is, the story about the bat got exaggerated every time it was passed on. It was like a game of Chinese whispers. When it starts, Johnny’s cut his finger. But by the time you’ve gone around the circle, Johnny’s cut his head off.


But I was lucky, y’know? Once you get on the horse, you’ve gotta go wherever the horse takes you. You’ve got to be prepared for the good and the bad. You can’t go back and redo it. The saddest part for me, the part I still think about all the time, is what happened on that tour to Randy and our hair and wardrobe lady, Rachel Youngblood. If anyone deserved to die, it was me. But when tragedy struck, it was so fucking random. I still don’t understand how it happened. But for now, all I’ll say is that not a day goes by when I don’t ask myself, why am I still here, not them?


What I’m trying to say is, there was no clever plan that got me from the Polka Tulk Blues Band to No More Tours II. If anything, it was all just a clever accident.


It was the same story with the one thing in my life that had nothing to do with music – The Osbournes TV show.


For the longest time, the TV people in LA had wanted to make a sitcom based on my life, a kind of a rock ’n’ roll Addams Family, but with a retired rock star as the dad. But they didn’t think a straight-up documentary-type show would have enough of a plot. Then we did that Cribs special on MTV at the end of 2000 – kind of like the old ITV show Through the Keyhole, but for rock stars and rappers or whatever – and the thing just blew up. It became the highest-rated episode in the history of the channel or something.


After that, the TV people were like, fuck it, let’s just stick some cameras in their house and see what happens.


We started a whole new thing with that show. As the actor Jack Black joked at my Rock & Roll Hall of Fame induction ceremony, it might have been the most evil thing I ever did. Before us, there were no reality shows about famous families that didn’t have pre-written plots. Now everyone and their fucking hamster has one.


We had some good times making The Osbournes, looking back. Well, for a while, anyway. But that kind of fame is impossible to hold on to. I mean, I’d been sort-​of famous for most of my adult life. But being a TV star was something totally different. It was what I imagined it would be like to be Tom Cruise or Meryl Streep.


I got addicted to the fame for a while, if I’m being honest with you.


At one point, Sharon threw a party at our house and it was just a who’s who of fucking everybody. George Lucas was there. Elizabeth Taylor. Robin Williams. Sylvester Stallone. Rod Stewart. Then I walk out into the back garden and Elton John’s playing the piano by the swimming pool. Every day, something crazy happened. Donny and Marie Osmond filmed an advert with me. I went to the White House Correspondents’ Dinner, where President Bush joked that his mum was a huge Sabbath fan. I probably shouldn’t have drunk three bottles of wine and stood on the table at that thing . . . but whatever, you live and learn.


At the end of the day, though, I’m a singer, not a TV personality. I mean, I liked being in The Osbournes, but I hated working in TV. It’s a vipers’ nest, TV, it really is. It’s not like being in music. You’ve got no friends in TV. The rivalry’s off the charts. Everyone just wants what you’ve got, it’s so phoney all the time.


By the time we got into the fourth season of The Osbournes I knew it had to end, like everything does. I’m fucked if I know how the Kardashians have lasted this long with their shows. They must be on season sixty by now.


For us, by the end of our run, we all were desperate to get our lives back. Jack was on drugs. Kelly was on drugs. I was sneaking up to my room to smoke weed at every opportunity. Then Sharon got cancer. The toll was bad, man. My poor wife was so sick, it took her the longest time to get over that. It took all of us a long time to come down from the high of the show, the stress of it . . . to go from reality TV to actual reality again.


When the final camera guy left, it was such a relief, man.


To take a shit without a boom mic over your head.


To get your leg over with the missus without three producers taking notes.


And best of all . . . to get out of the house and go back on the road again.
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Hand of Doom


The last gig of No More Tours II before the Decadron caught up with me was West Valley City, Utah.
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