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PREFACE


I had the great fortune to not only be a founding member of one of the most unique and exciting rock bands of all time, but to do so alongside the love of my life, Tina Weymouth. Together with David Byrne, and later Jerry Harrison, we created a new paradigm we called “Thinking Man’s Dance Music.” The name of the band was Talking Heads. We found inspiration in the bands we loved—the Velvet Underground, David Bowie, James Brown, Al Green, Otis Redding, Booker T and the MGs, Kool & the Gang, the Stooges, and the psychedelic garage bands of the sixties—but we didn’t sound like anyone else. We didn’t copy anyone’s style. And no one could copy ours.


I met Tina in painting class at the Rhode Island School of Design and we became young lovers. Tina supported me in my dream to be in a different sort of rock band and, with my encouragement, she eventually became a crucial member of that band and an iconic pioneer for women in music.


We moved to New York City with a plan to make our mark on the history of music and art. We found that we were not alone in this dream. Television, Patti Smith, Blondie, and the Ramones were already there, and seeing them perform at a funky dive bar on the Bowery was all we needed to further inspire us to create new original songs in a style of our own.


You could say that Tina and I were the team who made David Byrne famous. We were very good at shining the spotlight on him. We created a band that was post-punk before there was Post-Punk, new wave before there was New Wave, and alternative before there was Alternative. We had some hits along the way, too. With “Psycho Killer,” “Take Me to the River,” “Life During Wartime,” “Once in a Lifetime” “This Must Be the Place,” “Burning Down the House,” and “Road to Nowhere,” we enjoyed artistic, critical, and commercial success, a rare combination. We toured with the Ramones, XTC, Dire Straits, B-52s, Pretenders, Eurthymics, Black Uhuru, Simple Minds, the Police, Psychedelic Furs, and Devo, to name a few.


We played on Dick Clark’s American Bandstand, Saturday Night Live, Late Night with David Letterman, and The Old Grey Whistle Test. We were there for the advent of MTV with our video for “Once in a Lifetime.”


Then, during a break from Talking Heads, we did it again with our new band called Tom Tom Club, which sounded completely different from Talking Heads and gave Tina and me our first worldwide hit songs and gold records with “Wordy Rappinghood” and “Genius of Love.” Tom Tom Club performed live on Soul Train one morning in Hollywood before going over to the Pantages Theater to shoot Stop Making Sense with Jonathan Demme directing us as Talking Heads.


Anyone who has been playing music professionally for over forty years has lived a life with many twists and turns. In this book, I will tell you all about them, from our art-school days to our induction into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. A number of books have been written about us, but most of them are not very good and none of them have given the reader the true inside story. With Remain in Love, I will do just that.




1


The Best Seat in the House


On December 17, 1980, at the Palasport—aka PalaEUR Arena—in Rome, Italy, at 21:00, Talking Heads took the stage. The support band, a well-known Two-Tone ska band called the Selecter, had warmed up the audience to a maniacal point and when I ran up the huge metal ramp to the stage and took my seat on the drum riser behind my Mojave Red Rogers drum kit and looked out at the many thousands of fans, I knew I had the best seat in the house. In the cold gray light of the arena, the mass of mostly young Italian men was swaying, pulsating, and screaming like one huge wild beast. The air was warm and damp and thick with cigarette smoke. This crowd was so overwhelmingly loud that we in the band were taken aback. We’d been touring the world to packed houses everywhere, but no audience compared to this one for its sheer animal intensity. It was almost frightening, like a modern version of the mob in the ancient times of the Colosseum.


From my drummer’s throne—that’s what they call it—I waited for Tina Weymouth, Jerry Harrison, and David Byrne to strap on their guitars and signal each other that we were ready to rock. Our friend, guitar hero Adrian Belew, was joining us as well. Tina, looking exceptionally fine in a dress she had made herself, a strapless white sheath with a slit on the side all the way up to the top of her thigh, gave her shiny blonde hair a toss and played boom, boom, boom, boom, boom, boom, boom-boom-boom. Her familiar introduction to “Psycho Killer” set off a roar from the audience so loud that I had to ask the monitor man to turn up my monitor so I could hear the band. This was the next-to-last show of the Remain in Light European tour and it was going to be a doozy.
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One by one we were joined onstage by the phenomenal Steve Scales on percussion, the wonderful keyboard wizard Bernie Worrell, the gorgeously soulful Dolette McDonald on vocals, and the body-rocking additional bass of Busta “Cherry” Jones. Our energy level was a good match for the audience’s. This is the set that we played:


“Psycho Killer”


“Warning Sign”


“Stay Hungry”


“Cities”


“I Zimbra”


“Drugs”


“Once in a Lifetime”


“Animals”


“Houses in Motion”


“Born Under Punches (The Heat Goes On)”


“Crosseyed and Painless”


“Life During Wartime”


encore 1


“Take Me to the River”


encore 2


“The Great Curve”


I was the timekeeper, the groove master, the foundation on which this divinely sexy and artistically compelling music was built. When I think of all the drummers I have heard over the years, the ones I love most are not the ones who play the most technically complex, fast, or difficult parts. I love the drummers who make you want to dance and feel good about yourself. I think of playing the drums the way I think about making love: You should not be frantic. You should not be a show-off. You should not aim to impress. What you should do is be sensitive to the song, the tempo, and the melody. You should serve both the song and the band while occasionally surprising them in a good way. You should be powerful, yet supportive. You should spread the love.


On this December night in Rome, I was feeling my love for our band and especially my love for Tina. Everyone onstage that night was a star, but I was captivated all over again by Tina. She shimmied and bopped and played with a master’s authority. I was proud of her and the way we locked together musically. We were playing in what rhythm and blues players call “the pocket.” The rest of the band was soaring on top of that. The overall feel transported every soul in the arena to a heavenly climax. On the final encore, as we played “The Great Curve,” Tina stepped to the side of the stage and mounted the giant PA speaker tower without missing a beat on her Hofner Club bass until she was standing high atop of us all. The crowd, already ecstatic, had no idea how hard she and the band had worked to reach this moment in time, but I knew. For me, it was a dream come true. Sometimes people ask me if it is hard to play music and tour with my wife. I tell them that I’ve never known any other way and I love it. I really do. It takes kindness, patience, and a good sense of humor. But most of all, it takes a willingness to accept love and return love. Every man should be so lucky.



2


How Did I Get Here?


When people ask me where I’m from I say Kentucky. I was born on May 8, 1951, in the Army Hospital at Fort Campbell, Kentucky. My father was a tall, good-looking, bright young Army officer named Robert Lewis Frantz and my mother was a real knockout, a Southern belle whose maiden name was Suzanne Holton Allen. They had been introduced by a classmate of my father’s at West Point, my mother’s brother, my uncle Jim. My mother and her parents had come up to West Point on the train from Kentucky to spend the Christmas holiday with Jim. Cadets were not allowed to leave West Point for holidays, so there were parties and dances for the cadets and their families. It was in this very formal atmosphere that my parents met. There must have been a pretty good spark between them because, out of all the young cadets my mother danced with that Christmas, it was my father that she began a long-distance romantic correspondence with. Letters were posted back and forth from New York to Kentucky every week. After graduating from West Point, in 1946, my father’s first post was at Fort Knox, where he did his basic training and could see my mother, who was studying at the University of Kentucky. He was delighted to be able to drive his new Buick, a graduation gift from his father, to court my mother at her parents’ home in nearby Louisville. My mother’s parents, realizing that his intentions were good, approved of Bob, and soon he and Sue announced their engagement. They were married in Louisville in a big church wedding on November 20, 1948.


My dad took his new bride on a honeymoon to The Cloister at Sea Island, Georgia, and, following that, they took up residence at Fort Buchanan, just outside of San Juan, Puerto Rico, where he served in the 18th Cavalry. They had a ball in Puerto Rico, swimming in the sea, drinking Don Q rum, and dancing to the latest calypso and mambo records with the other young officers and their wives. The enlisted men gave them a black-and-white cocker spaniel puppy as a wedding present. My parents named her Missy because that’s what all the local ladies called my mother.
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I like to think that I was conceived in Puerto Rico. I believe that I was. It sounds so romantic! I must be an island guy in my soul. In late 1950, my father was transferred to Fort Campbell, Kentucky, which is right on the Tennessee border near Clarksville. This was an 18th Cavalry post, meaning lots of trucks, jeeps, and tanks. My father told me a story about a friend of his, hungover from the wild night before at country music star Roy Acuff’s Dunbar Cave, sitting on top of a tank turret during some maneuvers, who moved a bit too slowly to get out of the way and got his leg shot by one of his own men. “My God, I’ve been shot!” he said, calmly looking down at the blood gushing out of his leg. Fort Campbell also became the home of the 101st Airborne Division. The command was comprised of Army pilots and paratroopers and there was much craziness during their activities both on duty and off. Jimi Hendrix was a paratrooper at Fort Campbell in the early ’60s. Can you imagine?


My father was a captain by the time I was born. I have no doubt that my parents were deeply in love and both sides of my family welcomed my arrival. I was named after my father’s dad, Charton Christopher Frantz. My grandmother, Ruth Allen, came down on the train from Louisville to help my mother with the baby. I was taught to call her “Mammy” and I developed and held a special bond with her. As far back as I can remember, Mammy told me that I came from a fine family and I didn’t have to kowtow to anybody.


Not long after I was born, my father was asked if he would like to study law at Harvard Law School at the Army’s expense. They didn’t have to ask him twice. My parents packed up their belongings and shipped them to Cambridge, Massachusetts. While my father drove the family station wagon north, my mother and I flew up to Boston. My parents found a nice house to rent in Arlington; it was the setting for my earliest memories.


I remember my mother pleading with me to be quiet as my father studied law in his basement office. I remember standing on the stairs and playing my ten-inch 78-rpm records of “Teddy Bears on Parade” by Jack Arthur and “Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer” by Gene Autry on my wind-up record player. I remember riding on the Swan Boats in Boston Common. I remember the children’s Christmas parties at Harvard Law School. I remember being bundled in a snowsuit and my father hoisting me up to sit on his shoulder as we went outside to build a snowman. I remember sitting in my high chair and my mother feeding me delicious things she’d had delivered from S.S. Pierce—that is, until my father found out how expensive delivery from S.S. Pierce was. I remember getting two baby chicks on Easter Sunday and chasing them all over the yard. I remember tasting Indian food for the first time when my mother’s friend, Jeri Irani, made dinner for us. I had a little friend named Candy Chimples whose father was also studying at the law school. Our parents became very good friends. Years later, her brother John would handle the projections for the Stop Making Sense tour and film. This was a happy time for all of us and, when my father graduated, I know my parents were sorry to go. My mother especially would miss the other law school wives she had made friends with and the quaint ambiance of Cambridge in the 1950s.


The Army assigned my father to the Pentagon and we moved to Fairfax, Virginia. The best memory I have from this time is the birth of my brother Roddy. He was born in the hospital at Fort Belvoir in January of 1955. While my mother was in the hospital, I had a young brown-skinned babysitter who was sweet as could be and let me watch all the TV I wanted. I was three-and-a-half years old so my viewing was mostly Captain Kangaroo, Mighty Mouse, and Howdy Doody. We also listened to the radio. My favorite songs were “Rock Around the Clock” by Bill Haley and His Comets, “Tutti Frutti” by Little Richard, and “The Ballad of Davy Crockett” by Bill Hayes. When my mother brought Roddy home from the hospital, we had to tone the party down a little bit, but not too much. My parents gave me a Davy Crockett coonskin cap with a tail that I wore for years.


Not long after Roddy was born, my father received orders to go to Korea. He was an Army lawyer now and, following the Korean War, there was much legal work to be done. Most of the fighting was over, but the clean-up operation, both legal and physical, was immense. My mother, Roddy, and I moved in with my grandparents while my father was overseas. They had moved across the river from Kentucky to Indianapolis, Indiana. My grandfather, who we called “Pappy,” had become a federal arbitrator, and my grandmother, Mammy, was a buyer of women’s lingerie for the L.S. Ayres department store chain. Mammy loved making buying trips to New York City and I enjoyed visiting her at her office, where we would sometimes join her for lunch. In the dining room of the department store there was a huge treasure chest and, after lunch, I was allowed to take some treasure. The little trinkets I retrieved were terribly exciting to a four-year-old with a vivid imagination.


My mother enrolled me in the Peter Pan Nursery School run by two very kind sisters, spinsters who both answered to the name of Miss Walters. They both had hunchbacks. We learned music and art and geography. They taught us how to draw and how to sing. When we had mastered the words and melody to “La Marseillaise,” we paraded around the schoolhouse, carrying and waving the French flag. We learned about French food and how to properly pronounce “café” and “croissant.” The next week we would learn about Italy or Spain. It was a wonderful nursery school education and I attended both years my father was overseas.


After school I would try to convert my Radio Flyer wagon into an airplane, using the driveway as a runway. When my wagon failed to fly, I remember asking Pappy to help me lift my wagon up a ladder to the roof of the house so that I could take off from there. Instead of saying no, he told me I would need to get a pilot’s license first.
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On the day my father came home from Korea, there was a big celebration. He brought us all gifts. Mine was a big wooden battery-operated battleship that would remain on my bedroom dresser until I went off to college.


My father announced that his next post would be at the Judge Advocate General’s School at the University of Virginia in Charlottesville. We would be moving there in a couple of weeks.


Charlottesville was a sleepy Southern university town back then. My parents bought their first home, a little pale yellow, frame ranch-style house on a half acre of land on Bennington Road in a new development called Hessian Hills. My father put up a really great swing set with a baby swing for my brother Roddy and built a little treehouse for me and my friends.


The backyard abutted a large, shady, ancient forest where I could explore to my heart’s content. There was wildlife galore. I remember rabbits and raccoons and deer, but I particularly remember box turtles. I could catch them easily and bring them home. I made a small pen out of chicken wire and fed them little balls of raw hamburger and leaves of farm-fresh lettuce. I also remember poisonous copperhead snakes that lived in and around the forests and streams. My father warned me about them and taught me how to avoid them. I had recurring nightmares about wading across streams teeming with deadly copperheads and coral snakes.


I had a transistor radio and discovered Elvis Presley. He wasn’t known as “The King” yet. He was known as “Elvis the Pelvis” and he rocked the airwaves. “Hound Dog” was his massive hit of the moment and the radio would faithfully play it every hour both day and night. I really loved “Hound Dog,” but my mother would roll her eyes and tell me, “Oh, Chris! He is so common!”


I started kindergarten at Belfield School that fall. It was a brand-new small private school built on farmland. It was not unusual to see cows grazing right next to our playground. The classes were small and I made some new friends. I carpooled with my neighbors. One girl and her brother would come over to my house after school to play. She was a year older than I was and, if it was raining, we would go down to the basement to play. We would crawl under my father’s homemade desk and she would pull up her blouse and ask me to nurse from her nipples. She would ask me if I was getting any milk and I would stop and say, “No, not yet.” Then she would ask me to keep trying. This was her favorite game to play with me, but never with her brother. She told me that would be wrong.


I had a little bike with training wheels that I learned to ride. One day one of the neighborhood kids asked me if I would like to try his big boy’s bike. I should have asked him how the brakes worked before I started riding down the steep hill that we lived on. I remember panicking when I realized that I couldn’t stop. I just kept riding faster and faster until, finally, I sailed across busy Barracks Road at the foot of the hill, narrowly missing a farm truck, and crash-landed into an electrified, barbed-wire fence. I was pretty cut up from the barbed wire, and the front fender of the bike was all scratched and twisted. Cars whizzed by, but I bravely marched the bike back up the long hill, where the boy was waiting in front of our house with my mother. Relieved to see me still alive, she treated my cuts and scratches with Mercurochrome and Band-Aids. We got the boy’s bike fixed, but I still have a scar on one of my eyelids from that episode.


My mother made friends quickly in Charlottesville. Even though she was busy raising two young boys, she volunteered to work at Monticello, the home of Thomas Jefferson. The restoration of Monticello was an ongoing process and a very meticulous one. Still, there were over 200,000 visitors in 1957. I felt very happy as a six-year-old to be able to roam the grounds and surrounding forest unsupervised. There were all kinds of things to explore, like building sites, archaeological digs, and winding hillside trails. My mother told me, with great pride, that Thomas Jefferson was a distant cousin of ours and that made the dreamy summer afternoons we spent there all the more meaningful to me.


On the weekends that autumn my father would pick up a little extra cash as a high school football referee. He would put on his black-and-white striped shirt, hang a whistle around his neck, and off we would go in the Ford station wagon to schools like Woodberry Forest, Randolph-Macon Academy, and Staunton Military Academy. It was exciting for me to see my father, who always stayed in good shape, running up and down the field. He was a good referee. On the way home we would get a bite to eat somewhere. My father was always good about spending quality time with his children. His own father, Charton, had been just the opposite and, although they were married, had never actually lived with my grandmother, Gladys. Instead, Charton chose to live at the posh Pittsburgh Athletic Club. He owned a bakery and also a whiskey distillery in Berlin, Pennsylvania, called Old Man Frantz Whiskey. When my father was born in Pittsburgh, my grandmother took the baby and moved in with her parents. Her father, John Lewis, had come to Pittsburgh from Newfoundland, where his family had moved from the Isle of Jersey five generations before. They were Grand Banks fishermen who eventually migrated south to Pennsylvania, where the winters were not so long. I never heard my father say a bad word about his father, but he did tell me that his grandfather, John Lewis, was the one who raised him and gave him love and guidance.


Knowing my fondness for animals of all types, my parents gave me a gift of a white rabbit with pink eyes. I called him Pinky. My father built a fine rabbit hutch in the backyard that could be moved inside when the weather got cold. How I loved that creature! I would feed him rabbit food and give him water. We played together in the backyard every day until the day our neighbor’s Doberman pinscher, who was normally on a leash, swooped down, grabbed Pinky by the throat, and shook him ’til he was dead. There was much blood and violence and I blamed myself for not protecting the poor bunny. But I was only six years old and the Doberman was only doing what he had been bred to do. Not long after that I found a wild baby rabbit in my mother’s periwinkle beds. When there was no sign of a mother to save him, my own mother allowed me to keep him. He was a cottontail and lived with us for a good long while.


When my father completed his service at the JAG School, he retired from active duty in the Army, but remained an officer in the Army Reserve. He joined a law firm as a junior partner in his hometown of Pittsburgh, where he had many potential clients. We moved there at the end of my first-grade school year. While my mother was pleased about my father’s new job, she was not crazy about the idea of moving to Pittsburgh. She loved her life in Charlottesville and all of her friends there. It was a world redolent of history, society, antique dealers, writers, and Southern gentlemen and ladies. It was also a small town full of wild and interesting characters. William Faulkner was the artist-in-residence. When Faulkner’s fans would stop to stare at his home, hoping to catch a glimpse of the great man, he was known to come out of the front door, unzip his pants, and pee onto his lawn from the front porch. Teddy Kennedy was at the University of Virginia Law School. His admission to the law school was controversial because he had been expelled from Harvard for cheating. My mother was scandalized to hear that he had abandoned one of his dates on a dark country road late at night when she refused to have sex with him.


We all hated to leave Charlottesville. The last night we were there, after the moving men had packed up all of our belongings, we spent the night with my mother’s friend, Smitty, a real estate agent, who sent me out to the stream in her backyard to gather watercress for sandwiches. Being so young, I was not aware of how heavily she was drinking. She just seemed very happy to me. Later that night, after we had all gone to bed, we were awakened by bloodcurdling screams and the sound of footsteps running up and down the halls. My mother and father told me to stay in bed while they went to help Smitty, who was suffering full-blown delirium tremens. This was terrifying to Roddy and me, but my mother kept coming back to tell us that everything was going to be okay. Smitty’s son came to her rescue and took her to the hospital. The next day, on the long drive to Pittsburgh, I noticed that my mother was crying, but trying not to let us know.


Our first home in Pittsburgh was a little two-bedroom town house in a suburban development called McKnight Village in the North Hills, where a lot of young families lived. There were loads of kids my age and we did have fun together. We rode our bicycles for miles. We scaled massive granite walls. We climbed tall trees and sometimes fell out of them, knocking the wind out of our chests.


Musically, it was the heyday of the novelty song. Sheb Wooley’s “The Purple People Eater” and Brian Hyland’s “Itsy Bitsy Teenie Weenie Yellow Polka Dot Bikini” ruled the airwaves, but no song had greater impact than Chubby Checker’s “The Twist.” Everyone was twisting. There were Twist parties and Twist contests.


For a long time I was very happy listening to my parents’ collection of 78s. They had the Mighty Sparrow, Harry Belafonte, Blind Blake, and lots of other great Calypso artists’ records in boxes down in the basement. They had given me a portable record player that would play 78-, 45-, and 33-rpm records. They also gave me a little red plastic transistor radio that I would tune into rock and roll radio stations, like KQV, and the R&B station, WAMO. Like many other kids my age, I listened to the radio in bed at night, imagining that one day I would have a band with a song on the radio.


In 1961, when I was ten years old, I had a young friend who really loved to sing. He had a great voice, deep for a child, but he was shy about singing in front of people. So he would take a long garden hose and sing into one end from behind some bushes while my friends and I would stretch out the hose and listen to his voice through the other end. The kid could really sing like a pro and was willing to sing a song over and over until we got tired of it. One day he sang us a song called “Big Bad John.” It was a spoken-word song, sort of a tall tale, about a big, powerful coal-mining hero. There were a lot of coal mines in Pennsylvania and the song seemed very real to us kids. My friend had memorized every word and I liked his a cappella version a lot. Later that same day, I heard the record on my little radio and the DJ said the song was recorded by Jimmy Dean. The backing track was coolly syncopated and reminiscent of Calypso with the sound of a chisel striking a rock in a mineshaft providing the accents. I rode my three-speed bike to Gimbels Department Store and asked for the 45 single version of “Big Bad John.” The lady who sold it to me said it was the number one record in the country. It was the first record I ever bought.


My mother and dad decided to build a house of their own in O’Hara Township. Kerrwood Farms was another new development with lots of kids my age. I was enrolled at Kerr School, which was walking distance from our new house. I remember this period of time so well. I was eleven years old and I was walking to school on a chilly, wet morning in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. The sky was gray and flat looking. There was sleet coming down. I was wearing my white Safety Patrol strap and I was supposed to make sure that the other kids didn’t get hit by a car. It only took me about ten minutes to walk to school and all the other kids must have been running early or late because I didn’t see a soul. Music—“Walk Like a Man” by the Four Seasons—was looping around in my head. I was not feeling very cool at all since my mom made me wear galoshes that morning. I felt, I may not be cool today but one day I will be cool! I will be an artist, maybe even play in a band! I felt that One day, I will be respected and have something important and interesting to say. Girls will pay attention to me! I will go away from here and travel far and, when I come back, the girls will be in awe of my accomplishments and want to talk to me! They will think I am cool and they will want to sit next to me!


But, sadly, for now, I am only cool to the little kids who look up to me because I am a Safety Patrol who tells them when it is okay to cross the street. Then, as I turn the corner, I see Christine and Benedicte on their way to school. As I watch them walking together, I think they are the prettiest girls in the neighborhood. Then I see Dave, my best friend at the time. Dave waits for me to catch up. I notice that his mom has made him wear galoshes, too, so now I don’t feel so bad. We are both a little nerdy in our flannel-lined corduroy trousers and boxy, brown winter coats. Under our knit caps, we have crew cuts. Dave wears braces on his teeth and I wear a retainer. Dave is good at math and science, while I’m not sure I’m very good at anything yet. When we catch up with Christine and Benedicte, we say, “Hi,” and I notice that they do not have to wear galoshes. I also notice that their penny loafers are really wet and cold looking and have cinders stuck to them. In those days, the cinders from the steel mill furnaces were spread on the icy roads as traction to prevent cars from slipping and sliding. Anyway, Christine and Benedicte don’t care. They are giggling and cheerful and say hello to each of us by name. Christine is very tall, blonde, and willowy. She already has the beginnings of a woman’s figure. She also has a fantastic sense of humor. Benedicte has moved to our neighborhood from France. She is a slender, petite brunette with a kind of beatnik attitude. She wears a lot of black, unusual for a child in those days, and she seems to be aware of things the other kids were not aware of yet. Benedicte is cool and Christine is hot! I have a crush on both of them. As we reached the doors of Kerr School, the girls turn to us and say, “See you in band practice!”


There was more than one reason I loved band practice, and I did love it. We would have a couple of group lessons per week during regular classroom hours, and then we would practice all together as a band in the auditorium after school. When I arrived at Kerr, I had been trying to play the trumpet, but it wasn’t happening for me. It wasn’t for lack of trying. I put in the practice hours, but I wasn’t getting anywhere with my horn.


I was very fortunate to have a great band teacher named Jean Wilmouth. He was a mallet instrument guy himself, who played marimba, xylophone, and vibes. When I mentioned to him that I was getting nowhere on my trumpet, he said he thought I had a very good sense of rhythm, so why not try the drums? I just wanted to play music, so I said yes right away, and he gave me a pair of sticks and a practice drum pad, which was a rubber pad mounted on a piece of wood. Then he gave me a quick run through of drum rudiments and a beginner’s book and told me to start practicing. I did practice and I practiced hard. You begin with a single stroke roll, then you learn a double stroke roll, then a five stroke, then a seven stroke. I got good at these before I moved on to paradiddles and ratamacues. What, you may ask, is a paradiddle? It’s when you hit the drum one time with your left stick and again with your right stick and then twice with your left again. Then you hit it once with your right stick, once with your left, and twice again with your right. LRLL, RLRR, you repeat the pattern while slowly increasing the tempo, preferably with a metronome, until you have a smooth, repetitive pattern. The ratamacue is a single-stroke roll with a “drag” at the top of the pattern. It makes for a good basic drum fill. LRLR, RLRL. I got good at these, too. After a couple of months, I had a seat with the drum section of the school band. Boy, was I happy! Now, we are not talking drum kits or even rock and roll. We are talking one single snare drum on a stand. They always had the biggest guy play the bass drum, so that was not for me, although I did get to crash the cymbals from time to time. We learned to play songs by George Gershwin, Aaron Copland, and Scott Joplin. Particular favorites of mine were “Stranger in Paradise” by Alexander Borodin and “Begin the Beguine” by Cole Porter. We also performed a song that was at the top of the charts at the time called “Java.” It was recorded by New Orleans trumpeter Al Hirt and composed by the great Allen Toussaint. On that tune I played only the ride cymbal, but this was my introduction to the feel of syncopation, which was a real ear-opener for me. Now I could imagine beats that had rhythmic surprises that make people want to swing their hips and dance.


When I was twelve years old my little sister, Ruthie, was born. It was Sunday, May 26, and I had been an acolyte at church that morning. When my father pulled in the driveway, my grandfather Pappy came flying down the backyard stairs to tell us it was time to take my mother to the hospital. I had never seen him move so quickly. Roddy and I were so excited that we were actually jumping up and down. Later that evening, we got a call from our father telling us with great pride, “Chris and Roddy, you have a baby sister!” Ruthie, who got beauty and the brains! She would grow into a bright and beautiful woman with a good head for business who never fails to be kind, helpful, and understanding.


One Sunday evening in 1964, after dinner, my family was watching the Ed Sullivan Show as we did almost every Sunday. When Ed Sullivan introduced the Beatles to America in a theater of frenzied, screaming young girls, like many other young people I had an epiphany. This band made everyone feel that each song spoke directly to them. I sat there on the family couch watching them on our portable black-and-white television set with its rabbit-ear antenna and I was immediately transported to a better place. I felt warm and positively optimistic. Even my mother loved the Beatles, causing my father to tease, “Oh, Suzanne, you are such an Anglophile!” On the school bus the next morning, the girls were already singing Beatles songs in unison. The advent of the Beatles and “the British Invasion” that followed was, and still is, one of the most culturally important events of my lifetime.


In 1964, at Aspinwall Junior High School, my band teacher Mr. Springman believed that band class was just as important, if not more so, as any other academic subject and he ran a tight ship. If you weren’t with the program, he kicked you out. I was thrilled when he asked me to create a marching cadence for the band’s appearance in the Memorial Day parade. I still remember it, too.


I joined a group of friends from the school band to play some rock and roll and impress the girls. Lloyd Stamy was and still is a real go-getter. Together with some other school bandmates, he created the first rock and roll band I was a part of. Lloyd was the lead singer and also played trumpet. Ernie Maynard played trombone. Ray Bayer, who played clarinet in the school band, was on electric guitar. Herbie Purcell played a bass guitar. At some point Tom Kleeb joined us on guitar, too. We mostly just practiced a lot, learning a repertoire of Beatles, Beach Boys, Dave Clark Five, and Ventures tunes, as well as the Kingsmen’s “Louie Louie” and Johnny Rivers’s “Secret Agent Man.” Because we had horns, we could also play hits by Herb Alpert and the Tijuana Brass.
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Family Portrait, 1963.





The band was called the Lost Chords, which I still think is a very cool name. One Sunday summer afternoon, we were rehearsing at my house with the windows open. Nobody had air-conditioning back then. We were playing our thirteen-year-old hearts out when a police car rolled up to our house. The officer said we’d have to stop because he’d had complaints from a neighbor. My mother took control of the situation and told the officer, “You should be ashamed of yourself. These are good boys playing good music. Nobody should be bothered by that on a summer afternoon. Don’t you have anything more important to do?” The chagrined cop said, “Well, don’t play too much longer,” and left. I can only remember playing one show with the Lost Chords. It was a Youth Fellowship Dance at the Fox Chapel Presbyterian Church. How clean cut can you get? Still, the experience of playing rock and roll with those guys sparked a lifetime love of playing live music and for that I’m very grateful.


On a trip with my mother to Kaufman’s Department Store in downtown Pittsburgh, while she was doing some other shopping, I headed for the record department. They had a huge selection, but I already knew what I wanted. It was the Beach Boys’ Surfin’ USA with a colorful picture of a surfer riding a gigantic wave on the cover. I had been listening to the track “Surfin’ USA” for months already on my radio and the DJ said it was from their second album, which had been released in 1963. So, that’s the one I got. To this day, I have never really surfed, although I did try once. But the idea and the theme of surfing had an enormous appeal to me then and still does. There’s just something about sets of curling waves and freedom and girls in bikinis and the music that goes with it that will never go out of style, even if Jimi Hendrix declared that it should.


My other album purchase at Kaufman’s that day was the soundtrack to the film Goldfinger. I hadn’t even seen the movie but the combination of the picture of the nude gold-painted girl on the cover and the amazing title track by Shirley Bassey was enough to entice me to buy it with my hard-earned lawn-mowing money.


Later in life, I had the great pleasure to meet Brian Wilson at a club in Ibiza, of all places, when Tom Tom Club was also on the bill. His Smile concert at Carnegie Hall gave me chills and brought tears of joy to my eyes. In Talking Heads and Tom Tom Club, we worked for years with Jeff Hooper, Shirley Bassey’s favorite Welsh soundman, the only soundman she’ll work with.
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It’s Got to Have Soul


In 1965, when I was about to enter the ninth grade at age fourteen, I left my home in Pittsburgh and traveled to the Northern Neck of Virginia, where I attended Christchurch School on the banks of the Rappahannock River near the Chesapeake Bay. Christchurch was an Episcopal boys’ boarding school where we wore coats and ties every day and observed very traditional Southern values and lifestyle. I liked most aspects of the school and quickly made some good friends. We listened to a lot of popular music in the dormitory. Many of us had portable record players in our rooms, which were more like cubicles without doors. Even the bathroom stalls did not have doors, which took some getting used to. You learned to avert your eyes and, if possible, your nose.


Since I was a drummer without any drums, I really got into my record collection and was excited to share my thoughts and opinions about music with the other guys. I was mainly a Beatles, Rolling Stones, and Beach Boys fan. Some people preferred the Beatles because they were cute and some preferred the Stones because they were the bad boys. I enjoyed both bands and loved the Beach Boys for their positive teenage reinforcement. I was one of the few students at the school from north of the Mason-Dixon line and I guess my record collection reflected this, too, because one of my friends came into my room and said, “Goddamn, man! the Beatles and the Stones are queers! You need to hear some James Brown, Sam and Dave, Otis Redding and the Tams!” Then he added the Four Tops, the Temptations, and Jr. Walker & the All Stars. He was so adamant that I needed to be educated that he brought a stack of those very records into my room and proceeded to play James Brown: Live at the Apollo for me. Even over my tiny speakers, the band and the singer were undeniably immense. I got the message right away: it was a no-brainer. My friend then cued up a Stax record, Otis Blue: Otis Redding Sings Soul. I was amazed to hear “Respect” and “I’ve Been Loving You Too Long,” and especially Otis’s version of the Rolling Stones’ “Satisfaction.” Then he played some Motown Hits for me: “The Way You Do the Things You Do” by the Temptations, and “Shotgun” by Jr. Walker & the All Stars. These Motown hits were pretty pervasive at the time so I had heard them on the radio, but somehow, in my tiny dormitory room, on my little portable record player, they took on a new, more important meaning. I may have been looking for acceptance by my new Southern peer group, but I had no doubt that this black music was beautiful and sexy, and I was hooked. I came to realize that no white man could say “Hunnh!” like James Brown and I was a believer in the awesome power of what had come to be called Soul Music.
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Me at age fourteen.





Something else was happening, too. A folk singer called Bob Dylan was writing big hits like “Blowin’ in the Wind” for Peter, Paul and Mary and “Mr. Tambourine Man” for the Byrds. He was a freaky-looking dude with a whiny singing voice that drove some people nuts. His defenders argued that he elevated the content of the popular song to real poetry. I was in the second group. The breakthrough for me was “Like a Rolling Stone.” When I heard it for the first time, I loved it from start to finish (and it was long, too). My friend and classmate Robert Murphy learned that Dylan was playing The Mosque, in Richmond, Virginia, and bought some tickets. Robert invited me home to the Berkeley Plantation in Charles City for the weekend. Located on the James River, it had been the home of President William Henry Harrison. Robert’s family lived in the guesthouse. His parents drove us to the show along with his neighbor, the adorable Betty Bagby from nearby Westover Plantation.


We had nosebleed seats, but that didn’t matter to us. Betty sat between Robert and me. I think all three of us were terribly horny. Dylan teetered out onstage all dressed in black, wearing pointy Beatle boots and sunglasses. A single spotlight followed him to the center of the stage, where he sat on a tall stool and played a set of his famous folk songs. His music was direct, moving, and for the most part very serious. After playing his original version of “Mr. Tambourine Man,” he teetered back off the stage for an intermission.


When Dylan returned, it was with his full electric band, including Robbie Robertson and some other members of the band. You have probably heard that Dylan was booed and vilified for making his move to electric music at the Newport Folk Festival, but that did not happen the night we saw him. The audience greeted each new song with cheers, and by the time Dylan counted off the intro to “Like a Rolling Stone,” the crowd, ourselves included, were in love with this guy. We were fans forever.


Years later, in 1990, after Roy Orbison died, Roy’s widow, Barbara, asked us to play a fund-raiser at the Universal Amphitheater, in Burbank, California, to help build a homeless shelter in Roy’s name. Tina, Jerry, and I accepted her invitation with pleasure and performed “Sweet Dream Baby” as Shrunken Heads. The headliner was Bob Dylan with the original reunited Byrds. While we were watching their set from the green room on a video monitor, Bob’s big security men came in and said, “Everybody out! Bob’s coming in and doesn’t want to see anybody!” Emmylou Harris, Bonnie Raitt, Wendy & Lisa, Iggy Pop, Patrick Swayze, and a host of other great musicians, including Tina and Jerry, got up and left the room. I decided to stay. I wanted to meet Bob. Because I was wearing a blue blazer, I think Bob’s people thought I worked there and didn’t shoo me out. When Bob strolled in, he asked me casually, “Hey, man! Where did everybody go?” I told him his people had kicked everybody out and Bob said, “Oh, shit. Even Emmylou?” “Yes,” I said. “Even Emmylou.”
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Back to Pittsburgh


After two years at Christchurch School in Virginia, I felt like going home to my family. I had learned valuable lessons about how to be a person of honor who tells the truth, how to be a gentleman, and to not always believe other boys’ tall tales of sexual conquests. Still, I needed to expand my intellectual and artistic horizons. I enrolled as a day student in a boys’ preparatory school called Shady Side Academy in the Pittsburgh suburbs. It had a reputation for creating community leaders and sending its graduates to the better colleges and universities. By this time, I had my driver’s license and my parents bought me a sea-foam-green used Ford Mustang so I could commute back and forth to school. Having my own car was certainly a thrill. This was the autumn of 1967, following the Summer of Love. Culturally, things were heating up, even in Pittsburgh, which had long been conservatively provincial in outlook. Businessmen and professionals still wore gray flannel suits and fedoras to work. Even young married women dressed in matronly outfits. The “swinging sixties” never really reached the adults of Pittsburgh, but there was an awakening among the kids. On any given night, and especially on weekends, the hippest young people would flock to Walnut Street to see and be seen. For those old enough to drink, there was the Fox Café and the Encore Club. For the rest of us, there was Village Pizza and a coffeehouse called the Loaves and Fishes sponsored by the Calvary Episcopal Church. The Loaves and Fishes had open-mike nights and poetry readings that really appealed to me. It was also a center for anti–Vietnam War activism. You could have an espresso or a glass of cider and hang out all night listening to young poets and folk singers. Some nights were truly electrifying. I never read any of my own poetry there, but I tried to look the part wearing my denim jeans and work shirt.


At school I was happy to have some excellent and challenging teachers. Several come to mind, like David Britton, a graduate of Middlebury College, who skied, rode a motorcycle, and taught English, including a course called Adolescent Rebellion. The latter was of great interest to me. We read Aldous Huxley, Ken Kesey, James Baldwin, Tom Wolfe, Allen Ginsberg, John Knowles, J. D. Salinger, Eldridge Cleaver, and Malcolm X. My parents were mystified by some of these selections, especially by a book called Summerhill: A Radical Approach to Child Rearing by A. S. Neill, about a progressive “free” school. But they were pleased with my enthusiasm.


I had a very interesting French teacher named Antoine Cordahi, an Egyptian Jew who had fled Nasser’s regime to come to the USA. Mr. Cordahi was something of a dandy who wore black silk suits with purple shirts and Beatle boots. He also taught Music Appreciation, which I loved. This was the first time I heard Debussy, Satie, Herbie Hancock, and the first rock opera, Tommy by the Who. The course was a real turn-on.


In September of 1968, I signed up for classes in Studio Art. My teacher was a young painter named David Miller. It’s no exaggeration to say that this man changed my life. He taught drawing, painting, and collage. But more importantly, he instilled an appreciation of contemporary art in me. Dada, Abstract Expressionism, Pop Art, Minimalism—he was passionate about all styles of art and his passion was contagious. He was and still is a very humble, friendly, and unpretentious person. He had studied at the Chicago Art Institute and then earned a Master of Fine Arts degree from the University of Wisconsin at Madison. By the time we met, he was already a very accomplished painter.


When I first walked into Miller’s class, which was held in a big studio in the basement of one of the dormitories, he asked me, “Are you the son of Colonel Frantz?” I told him I was and he smiled and said, “Colonel Frantz is a good man.” He told me he was in the Army Reserve and served as an aide to one of my dad’s fellow officers. This was during the height of the Vietnam War. Most of my friends shunned and even disdained the military, so this was a very welcome and bonding connection to make.


Mr. Miller opened my eyes to the idea that anyone can be an artist. He taught us that, if you want to, you can call anything art. Marcel Duchamp’s Fountain was, in fact, a urinal. Robert Rauschenberg’s Erased de Kooning Drawing was just that, a drawing by de Kooning that Rauschenberg spent painstaking days carefully erasing. Then there were Andy Warhol’s soup-can paintings. A single painting of a Campbell’s soup can is one thing, but a wall of thirty such paintings becomes a major statement that art is to be found in our everyday lives. This was a revelation and another great turn-on for me.


Around this time, I read W. Somerset Maugham’s The Moon and Sixpence. The book is very loosely based on the life of painter Paul Gauguin. It’s the story of a London banker who decides to abandon his humdrum existence in business, and also his wife and children, to become a painter, first in Paris and, eventually, in Tahiti. I had been thinking a lot during this time about how to escape the existence that young men in my position were expected to lead. We were being trained to be leaders in business or law or medicine. Neither we nor our parents ever expected that we would lead the life of a full-time artist. As much as I loved rock and roll and playing music, I was not convinced that I had what it takes to be a great rock and roller. Those guys came from London or Liverpool, Memphis or California. I was from Pittsburgh. I did not feel cool at all. But wait, maybe I could be a painter! Andy Warhol was from Pittsburgh and he had become the most famous, coolest artist alive!


So, under David Miller’s immensely talented influence, I became an artist. It was as if a switch flipped in my brain. I would study art and I would live in the art world. No banks or business for me. I would create my own future and damn the consequences! I still remember the day I had this epiphany. I was seventeen years old.


In addition to the theory and philosophy of contemporary art, David Miller taught us basic studio skills, like how to stretch and prime a canvas and how to mix paint so that it doesn’t end up looking like mud. “Never use a color straight out of the tube or jar. Always add a little bit of white or another color to make it your own,” he said. Then he said, “Don’t hesitate to mix media. Like Rauschenberg, make transfers from color magazine images by wetting the paper with turpentine, laying it on the canvas, and rubbing the back of the paper with a blunt stick until that photo of Brigitte Bardot or JFK is transferred onto your canvas, then paint around or on top of that. Have music playing while you work. It will inspire you.”


One assignment Mr. Miller gave us was to copy a famous painter’s masterpiece. Probably because I was a horny teenager, I chose one of Renoir’s voluptuous nudes. I did my best to copy the painting faithfully in oil and spent days working on it. The pinks and yellows and flesh tones were sexy to me, but the image itself was stiff and had none of the breath and life of the original. I expressed my disappointment to Mr. Miller and he came over to my easel, took a look and asked, “Do you mind if I try something?” I told him to please go ahead, and he took my brush and painted two big squiggles across her face. Suddenly, the painting was better and much more interesting. I loved this!
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In my junior year, when it was time to apply to colleges, Mr. Miller floated the idea that I should go to a good art school, or a university with a good art department. This made complete sense to me. But when I told my parents, they spoke to Mr. Miller and begged him, “Please don’t suggest to Chris that he should go to art school. How will he ever support himself?” It was a fair enough question, but Mr. Miller was very persuasive. He told them, “Well, you know, I’m going to recommend that Chris apply to the Rhode Island School of Design. It’s not just any art school. It’s the Harvard of art schools.” Because my father had graduated from Harvard Law School, and because of Harvard’s elite reputation, my parents suddenly thought, “Oh, the Harvard of art schools? Well, that sounds interesting.” That autumn, I visited RISD with my father. I had applied to the early decision review. When it was time for my interview with the director of admissions, a charming baby-faced guy by the name of Bruce Helander, he asked me how I was doing. I told him I loved the school, but that I was a little nervous about whether I would be accepted or not. He looked at me with a big smile, laughed, and said, “Don’t worry, Chris. You’re going to get in.” I later found out that he called Mr. Miller and said, “We’ve accepted more of your students over the past few years than any other school in the country. Not only that, when they arrive here, they are really well prepared. I don’t know how you do it, but you’re doing something right.”


When the letter of acceptance arrived, I felt like I had hit the lottery. When you think about it, in many ways, I had.


I made some great friends at Shady Side Academy. Fritz Shiring was an excellent guitarist and a fun guy who drove a boss red GTO. His father, a doctor, had passed away at a young age and his mother welcomed us kids to hang out at their house listening to records and playing music. John Dixon played bass guitar and styled himself like the White Album–period John Lennon. Together, he and Fritz had a band called the Villagers that I would watch with fascination as they rehearsed in Fritz’s basement. They played early psychedelic hits from bands like Cream, the Jimi Hendrix Experience, and the Rascals. Jake Turner was an aspiring actor, a skier, and a surfer during his summers at Beach Haven, New Jersey. Martin Walrath and I bonded over a mutual love of the blues, which was enjoying a renaissance thanks to British bands like the Rolling Stones and the Animals reintroducing us to the form. I clearly remember listening to James Brown’s “Cold Sweat” for the first time on Martin’s home stereo. Dan Arnheim was a cheeky yet brilliant writer and actor, and Bill Oppenheimer, from Mobile, Alabama, regaled us with stories from the Deep South. Doug Day was a bright and awesomely talented folk singer who never lacked enthusiasm for any form of artistic expression. Pat Hannah was a friend who gave the best parties and possessed a vast secret knowledge of Pittsburgh society. Pat was just beginning what would become a fabulous vintage-car collection.


While Shady Side was an all-boys’ school back then, we did have some really smart and fabulous female friends. Some went to private school and some went to public school. They were mostly brilliant, too. Ellen Dwyer, who died much too young, would go on to study history of art at Yale, then followed up with more study of the decorative arts at the Winterthur Museum, and, finally, the Carnegie Museum, before landing in New York City as a leader in estate sales at Cartier. I first met Ellen in a special coed poetry class our schools had arranged. I wish she had taken better care of herself. Sandy Hazlett was also a poet. Her father was one of the founders of the International Poetry Forum, where she and I heard and met Robert Lowell, Claire Bloom, Anne Sexton, James Dickey, Mark Van Doren, and Judy Collins. Today, Sandy is a published poet herself. Susie Finesman was a fashion-forward young woman who moved to New York, got a great gig at HBO, and later started her own literary agency in Los Angeles. Marina Posvar, whose mother was a Metropolitan Opera star, moved to Pittsburgh when her father, a classmate of my father’s at West Point, became the chancellor of the University of Pittsburgh. Marina became a very fine actress who now does work on behalf of cancer patients and is a two-time survivor herself. Rebecca Litman—whose father, Lenny, was a film and culture critic for the Pittsburgh Press—went to art school in San Francisco and then moved to New York, where she became part of the downtown music scene, and is a longtime right-hand person to composer Phillip Glass. Lisa Dodds was a person that every guy I knew had his eye on. Her own mother told me, “I told her, if you’ve got it, flaunt it!” Lisa was a total rock and roll fan and was the first person to play me a Led Zeppelin album as she danced around the room in hip-hugger jeans. She studied at RISD for a while, too. I don’t mean to imply that they were girlfriends of mine—my girlfriend lived in Kentucky—but they were all good friends who were both interesting and beautiful.


Did I forget to mention drugs? This was the sixties, after all. While I was truly frightened of heroin and downers from what I had heard about them, I had no fear of marijuana, hashish, LSD, mescaline, and speed. I had one friend whose father was a physician and came to school one day with a bag of what he called black beauties. He said he had swiped them from his father’s doctor’s bag. These capsules brought on euphoria and what felt like boundless energy that lasted at least twelve hours. Then came the crash, which was no fun at all. We learned that a couple of Rolling Rock beers would take the edge off of that crash pretty well. Marijuana seemed like a harmless giggle compared to black beauties and sometimes we would try both at the same time. Acid was the king, though.


After reading Aldous Huxley’s The Doors of Perception and various accounts in Life magazine, I couldn’t wait to try LSD. One of the first times I tried it was with a friend who was visiting from out of town. We were enjoying the new feelings we were experiencing and laughing uncontrollably when I realized that it was time for the family dinner. Thanksgiving dinner! My friend and I gathered at the table with my parents, brother, and sister, doing our best to maintain our composure, but when my father began to carve the turkey we both dissolved into giggles. This was not a bad trip—it was a wacky trip! I remember my father looking at us with real curiosity as if to say, “What the hell is so damned funny?” My mother knew something was up, too, but what? We forced ourselves to eat to avoid detection. By the time the pumpkin pie was served, we were fully hallucinating and loving the texture of the pie.


I had a friend who would drive a hundred miles to Kent State University to score the best acid and bring it back to us. Why did we, who had every advantage in life, feel the need to take LSD or any other drug? In my case, it was simply a desire for new and exciting experiences. In spite of my good fortune in life, at the age of seventeen I felt like I was missing out on something—something intangible. I didn’t just want to get high, I wanted to experience the deeper feelings and connections made by the great artists and musicians, and hoped that psychedelics would open my eyes to a secret, more enlightened world. I believe that they did.


Not long before my graduation from Shady Side, I went to a party at an older friend’s apartment in a blue-collar neighborhood called Bloomfield. There were maybe twenty high school kids of both sexes there. We were smoking grass and listening to the new Jimi Hendrix album, Band of Gypsys, when suddenly a team of plainclothes cops crashed the party. They made all of us line up while they proceeded to search our friend’s apartment from top to bottom. I think they patted down and searched every guy there except me. I don’t know why they didn’t search me, but it was a good thing because I had a big lump of hash in my pocket. The cops expressed their disappointment to one another that they didn’t find any “hard stuff.” Then they marched us outside, where two paddy wagons were waiting: one for the boys and one for the girls. We were taken to jail, to individual holding cells. After stewing for a while, we were each allowed one phone call. I called my father and woke him up to tell him the situation. Everyone else’s parents came to get them right away, but my dad said he was going back to sleep and would come and get me sometime the next day. I tried to sleep on the cold steel platform that served as a bed, but I was terrified and sleep did not come. One of the cops said if my father didn’t come soon they would move me to the big jail, put me in a uniform, and shave my head. I also imagined that I would be expelled from school just before graduation. It was a bad night.


The next day, which was Sunday, my father came downtown to get me after church. On the ride home he said that I was lucky that there would be no charges against me but that my friends who hosted the party would be charged with “operating a disorderly house.” This was a charge that was normally issued against houses of prostitution, but had been expanded to include teenage pot parties. If my school ever found out about this, they didn’t say so. My friends and I all graduated as planned. I received an award as the most improved student. The joy and relief I felt standing in my blue blazer and white duck trousers on graduation day was immense. Now came the real test: Could I make it as an artist or would I have to pursue some more traditional profession? I was the first member of my family to make this leap, but I would not be the last.
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Kentucky Love


I have always loved Kentucky. All of my mother’s family lived there and I especially enjoyed visiting my grandparents in Mason County. We would visit them often because my mother remained very close to her parents. They were very sweet and kind to us children. I can remember one Christmas when my grandfather, Pappy, who was the mayor of his tiny hometown of Washington, dressed up as Santa Claus and rode the town’s brand-new fire engine down Main Street in the snow with the siren blaring, before handing out presents to all the little children at the Volunteer Fire Department.


The summers were even better. I helped Pappy by doing house painting on his own house and also on some rental houses he owned. There are few things hotter than painting a tin roof in Kentucky in July except for cutting and housing tobacco and baling hay in August. I did that, too, out at my friend Kippy Parker’s family farm in Mays Lick.


Kentucky people really knew how to live. There was always some kind of party or picnic to go to and there were so many pretty girls. Before I got my driver’s license, my cousin Holton Cartmell would pick me up in his Ford Model A to take me on double dates. We would take our dates to Bisotti’s, the drive-in hamburger joint with curbside service across the river in Ohio. People cruised around and around Bisotti’s until it was time to see the movie at the Drive-In Theater. This is where I learned what “making out” was all about. After a few dates, I thought I knew it all until a cute girl visiting from out of town stuck her tongue in my ear. I hadn’t expected that but I liked it!


Sometimes Holton would pick me up in a different car, take me out onto Route 68, and ask, “You want to catch a quick hundred?” Then he would stomp on the accelerator with all the windows down, and watch the speedometer until we hit a hundred miles per hour. Then he would gradually slow down to the speed limit and light a cigarette.


The first girl I dated in Kentucky was called Annie. She was really pretty and popular and would invite me to go with her to parties and sock hops; the latter took place in the high school gym, and you had to take your shoes off so you wouldn’t scuff up the basketball court. Annie had two sisters, a very sexy older one named Sissy and an adorable younger one called Whoopsie. Whoopsie was an early fan of Cher and wore stylish bell-bottoms just like Cher did. I think she sewed them herself. There were also dances for teenagers at the country club, where we’d get dressed up and do “The Alligator” or “The Dog” after drinking a few illicit beers or shots of bourbon. A band called The Torquays from Lexington performed. They wore uniforms similar to Paul Revere & the Raiders, and they really knew how to put on a show.


Another fun thing we did was to go to the Germantown Fair, where they had a horse show, a mule show, a baby show, and all kinds of livestock on display. There were tractor pulls, pie-eating contests, and freak shows. There was a big tent full of hoochie-coochie girls who would stand in front of the tent and give you a little preview before the show. This was a real honest-to-goodness country fair, not the tamed-down version you’re likely to see today.


The highlight of the fair came just after sunset when “Dick Clark’s Cavalcade of Stars” hit the stage. The band I remember best was called The Yellow Payges.


They were a stylish, long-haired, Beatle-esque rock band. They were excellent, but I wondered what they thought about playing at this little country fair in Germantown, Kentucky. Whatever they thought, they didn’t let it affect their performance. The girls in the audience were wild for them.


When I went back to boarding school, Annie and I wrote letters to each other every week, but eventually she got interested in another guy who lived in the same town. Who could blame her? Long-distance relationships are hard, especially when you’re only fifteen. I was sad but not devastated.


The next time I visited Kentucky, I was introduced to a very petite, stylish, and good-looking girl named Sandi. We hit it off—and I mean really hit it off—right away. We’d go on double dates with my friend Sam Dryden, who’d pick us up in one of his muscle cars. My cousin Holton had enlisted and gone to Vietnam, but his brother David became a good friend. We cruised the drive-in restaurant, went skinny-dipping in ponds and swimming pools, and talked about what we wanted to do with our lives. Sandi introduced me to Lex Browning. Lex played guitar and dug a lot of the same bands that I did. We’d go to his place and play records and smoke joints of wild marijuana we found growing in forgotten corners of farmers’ fields. It wasn’t very strong, but it was plentiful and if you smoked enough of it you felt really nice. Almost everybody smoked cigarettes, too. Kentucky was tobacco country. I remember bumper stickers that said “Smoking Is Good for You!” You could buy a pack of cigarettes at the drive-through window of the Working Man’s Friend Tavern for nineteen cents. They would also sell you a six-pack of beer if you were old enough to drive.


By the time I turned sixteen and got my driver’s license, I would drive from Pittsburgh to Kentucky, a distance of three hundred miles, to visit my grandparents and see Sandi and my other friends. I had the idea to apply for a summer job working at Browning Manufacturing, which was owned by Lex’s family. They were the largest employer in the town of Maysville. Sandi’s father was an executive there, too. Browning’s made electrical transmission parts. I made an appointment with Sandi’s dad for an interview. He gave me an application to fill out and next thing I knew I was working in the factory. There were three eight-hour shifts; I started on the one that began at 7:00 a.m. My grandmother would get up early, make me a hearty breakfast of bacon, eggs, and toasted salt-rising bread, and send me off with a tomato and pimento cheese sandwich in a brown paper bag.


Factory work was like nothing I’d experienced before. It was my first real job. For starters, I’d never heard people use the f-word in every single sentence before. I’d never operated machinery before, either. On this job I was making electrical transmission parts on a huge lathe from iron castings of different dimensions. Some were only a few inches in diameter and some were a couple of feet in diameter and all sizes in between. The lathe would cut and form the casting into something resembling a pulley called a sheave. As the iron casting was cut, the metal was cooled by a stream of water that created a lot of steam. It was like an industrial steambath on the factory floor. After eight hours of this, I would punch the time clock and go home, take a bath, and go visit Sandi and make out. It wasn’t an easy job, in fact it was very hard work, but the pay was good and some of the other workers took a liking to me. They were patient with me, even though I wasn’t able to make as many pieces a day as I was expected to. It’s fair to say that these older guys were amused by me trying to keep up with them.


One weekend, Lex and I drove out to the Blue Licks State Park, where the last battle of the American Revolution was fought, and took some acid. The weather was perfect. We read all of the plaques around the park describing the battle. The battle was fought on August 19, 1782, long after General Cornwallis had surrendered at Yorktown; the news of the British surrender had not reached Kentucky yet. Daniel Boone was among the pioneers fighting the British there; his son Israel was killed along with sixty-five other revolutionaries. As our trip started to peak, we wandered through the ancient forest of tall trees and sparkling streams and fossil-covered limestone boulders. We followed the trails worn down by immense herds of buffalo that traveled here for the natural salt licks. We spent a good deal of time laughing our heads off until our sides hurt. By the time the sun set, we were finally okay to drive home, listening to “Proud Mary,” “Honky Tonk Women,” and “In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida” on the FM radio.


My summers in Kentucky were wonderfully free. My grandparents were happy to look after me and pleased to see that I was making friends and having a good time.


They allowed me to come and go as I pleased. On Sundays, I went with them to the Presbyterian Church next door. Who knew that Tina and I would later be married there?


After church, we would drive out to the Thoroughbred Grill in Mays Lick, where my grandparents would catch up with their friends. It seemed like everybody knew each other. We’d order fried chicken, fresh tomato salad, corn pudding, and tall glasses of sweet tea with a sprig of mint. For dessert we’d have transparent puddings, a local dessert tart made of baked sugar, butter, egg whites, and a little vanilla.


I brought Tina down to Washington to meet my grandmother in the summer of 1973. When we arrived and I introduced Tina to Mammy, I could tell they immediately liked each other. When I gave Mammy a hug and a kiss on the cheek, she said in her lilting Southern accent, “Why Chris, you’re hot as fire! Come on in and have an iced tea and let’s us talk.” Tina loved the sound of her voice and has often reminded me of this and of her first visit to Kentucky. It’s the kind of place you want to come back to, and we did.
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RISD


I was very happy and excited to arrive at the Rhode Island School of Design. I was ready for action. Art! Girls! Parties! Fun! As far as I was concerned, RISD had it all. My parents drove me from Pittsburgh to Providence. After I checked in and registered, my mother and father helped me unpack my clothes and my stereo system from their Ford Country Squire station wagon with the faux wood paneling on the side, and carry them up the stairs to my assigned room in Nickerson Hall. It was a fairly new building, a simple contemporary redbrick design that fit well with the existing historic colonial architecture of what was known as College Hill in Providence. My room was on the fourth floor in the back with a little balcony overlooking a small green tree-lined field. I immediately felt at home and picked one bed for myself on the right-hand side of the room. My roommate, a guy named Hugh Roberts from Pottstown, Pennsylvania, outside of Philadelphia, had not arrived yet.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg19.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		DEDICATION



		TITLE PAGE



		CONTENTS



		ACKNOWLEDGMENTS



		PREFACE



		1. The Best Seat in the House



		2. How Did I Get Here?



		3. It’s Got to Have Soul



		4. Back to Pittsburgh



		5. Kentucky Love



		6. RISD



		7. Martina



		8. Words in Papers, Words in Books



		9. Artistic Days Go By



		10. The Beginning



		11. Free Cocktails!



		12. Summer Again



		13. Life on the Bowery



		14. Early Days in New York



		15. Talking Heads’ First Show



		16. The Record Companies



		17. The Stars of CBGB



		18. Lou Reed



		19. The Artist’s Lunch with Andy Warhol



		20. The Talking Heads Look



		21. Finding Jerry



		22. The Spirit of ’76!



		23. Words of Faith and Tell Me Straight



		24. Sundragon Studio



		25. The Blizzard of ’77



		26. Talking Heads ’77



		27. On Tour with the Ramones



		28. Talking Heads in London



		29. Deeper into the UK



		30. Our Wedding in Washington, Kentucky



		31. Honeymoon Interrupted



		32. The Summer of Sam



		33. Gary



		34. Mini Tours



		35. Let’s Work!



		36. California



		37. From XTC to Dire Straits



		38. Buildings and Food



		39. Planet Claire Has Big Hair



		40. Dick and Phil



		41. Fear of Music



		42. Paris to Japan



		43. Remain in Light



		44. The Big Band



		45. Tom Tom Club



		46. Genius of Love



		47. Burning Down the House



		48. Life at Compass Point



		49. Stop Making Sense, Please



		50. Little Creatures and True Stories



		51. James Brown Comes to Town



		52. Naked in Paris



		53. Lou Reed with Tom Tom Club at CBGB



		54. Happy Mondays



		55. Strangers in Paradise



		56. Without Adventures We Won’t Have Stories



		PHOTO CREDITS



		COPYRIGHT













Guide





		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Start Reading











OEBPS/images/pg22.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg39.jpg
J. Allon Photo

CHRIS FRANTZ
Arts Festival Student Coordinator






OEBPS/images/pg16.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
REMAIN IN LOVE

TALKING HEADS, TOM TOM CLUB, TINA

GHRIS FRANTZ

Wil
Tt

RASBIT





OEBPS/images/pg30.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg33.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg10.jpg





