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To Tina, Trev, Lily and Bodhy – the true loves of my life
(forgive your old man for his crazy antics)




BEFORE YOU START . . .


I was shocked to get asked to do a book. I mean who the fuck am I? I am not a superstar, poseur, pretty-boy musician. A few years back, the Grammy Museum asked me to do a Q&A about my career. I had three-hundred people stuffed into the place, pissing themselves in the aisles, laughing at my stories. My agent said, ‘You MUST write a book.’ My publishers sought me out: I never searched for a deal.


I said no at first, remembering some of the wild, insane things I have said and done. I thought this was a bad idea. Then I thought, ‘No, wait . . . I don’t have to get ugly.’ I can tell my story in my words. And yes, I left some stuff out. I am terribly sorry I can’t ‘name-check’ every person I have ever worked with, or done crazy stuff with, and some of it I just don’t remember.


Oh yeah, I swear a lot too. If you are offended by that, stop reading now. See, I wanted this book to sound like I am telling it, so I didn’t edit the way I speak. I come from a long line of angry men that shout and swear. There was my grandfather, Lee, my dad’s dad, and my dad, an ex-marine. Dad went into showbiz behind the camera just like Grandfather Lee, an assistant director/production manager. They yelled at people all day and my dad was never at a loss for words when pissed off at me or my sister. I believe my oldest son Trev has thankfully broken the chain. He is calm, cool, collected and quiet and does not outwardly let shit and/or haters bother him. I mean, people that hate me will go after him on the internet, but he takes it real cool. He says, ‘Fuck it, Dad, those people are losers and would do anything for your job.’ He has a point. I am proud of him, as I am of all four of my kids. They are the real, true, pure loves in my life.


First off, it was hard enough to make all of this fit into a three-hundred-plus page book – sixty years of life – and a crazy life at that. Many people have also asked me, ‘How did you make this record?’ and, ‘Who came up with what parts?’, so it’s not a book about where I put my dick or what I put up my nose: such a tired old cliché anyway. Yeah, yeah, everyone did it . . . Next! In other words, this is not a manual on excess, nor is it OK that I did some of the insane things that are in the book.


Life is more interesting anyway. I DO throw myself under the bus a few times and got permission from the guilty attendees at some of my less-than-fine moments. And kids, trust me when I tell you: do NOT try ANY of this. Or else!


I tell my story not to brag, not to glamorise the OVER-use of booze or drugs. I stopped all that nonsense many, many years ago. I tell the stories in the book that are just TOO good not to. People won’t believe some of it, but I swear it’s all true. There may be a nice girl who is married now with four kids with a husband who knows nothing about a one-night stand a hundred years ago, and I shall let you live in peace. Other people I do name. I called and read them what I wrote and said to them: ‘Is it cool for me to use this, ’cause if it’s not I won’t put it in the book?’ They said, ‘You gotta tell THAT story’, and here we are.


See, I want to have friends at the end of all this and I could write a really salacious book, name names and fuck people over, but that’s just a mean thing to do. People have written things about me and I was like, ‘WTF, man . . . That was private’, or whatever. But we live in a world now where privacy does not exist. I thought I might as well tell MY side of the story, try to be as honest as I can and show who I am.


Some things I allude to. Use your imagination. That’s why books are better than movies, because YOU can see or dream up a scenario that may be better than what I experienced. A lot of stuff just didn’t fit. I had to edit. Writing this book did dig up a LOT of old memories and I cried a lot – as well as laughed my ass off. Doing this book made me miss a LOT of people, some of who died while I was writing it. Some of my best friends . . .


I turned sixty writing this book. I’ve spent forty-one years of my life making real records and touring. Corporate rock? WTF does that mean? Anyone who ever signed a record deal is corporate rock, and those ‘indie’ labels are still labels. If you sold ONE record, YOU sold out. Sorry. The idea was to be a successful musician and pay for your life by doing so. I did that and I’m an asshole because of it? Yet I still got hired to play on a lot of hit records. I don’t get it.


In Toto, we sold a lot of records, and made hits, and played well. We were first-call studio players and played tight, in the pocket and in tune, and studied our instruments and came up with parts on the spot in no time. Somehow this got to be considered a deficit. I have to put up with a lot of shit: like the internet haters who actually waste hours of their lives setting up accounts just to tell you that you suck, you’re ugly, or I’m wearing a wig, or I’m drunk or high on drugs when I’m none of these things. Or tell me I’m a cunt when they have never even met me. Say it to my face, asshole and see what happens. But I prefer, ‘Hello, how are ya?’, I am a decent guy if you actually know me. Sure, we all have a few people in our lives that we have imagined killing slowly and with great detail spent on pain and torture, but then I end up wasting the time on them and in the exact same way I’ve just bitched about. As I age, I realise you can’t make people like you and you can’t please everyone, so there is no point in trying. You always get disappointed.


I have trusted people who have fucked me and my family over, lied about me . . . all the horrible shit. At some point, you have to let it go or it will eat you alive and THEY win. I let them go. I am free from the haters because I took their power away. I stopped reading about myself because so many fake-named people were trying to click-bait me into a shit-throwing contest. I fell for it a few times. I so dearly wish I had not.


It’s taken a LOT of work for me to get here. I am a highly sensitive person, despite the reputation as a wild man. Yeah, I was ‘that guy’ many times, but not as much as everyone says. Not so as I remember anyway, and like I have said many times. They tell me I had a great time. I admit to being less than wonderful on occasion. I am weak and I will tell people to fuck off when pushed and poked at.


I have no fear of death anymore. I’ve finally realised that we chose everything we experience in this life before we got here. I know . . . ‘There he goes on some wacko rant’. I will spare you. And laugh as you may. I really don’t know and none of us do, but I believe that we choose even the most painful things to experience in flesh and body. People talk of hell. This life is hell. Think about it. If you didn’t know extreme love, pleasure and happiness, how could you know what the opposite of all that is? We live a heaven-hell life. No one gets away without heartbreak, loss, physical pain, relationship pain, etc. But in order to know what both things are, you have to experience both. Think about it, this earth is the hell we read about. Look around. Read stuff, and lots of it, not just jaded versions of the truth. Try and find the actual truth.


So the devil with a hot-poker up your ass for all eternity theory is BS. I have already had that experience. I believe it’s called a lawsuit! And then another, and another . . . There is no red guy waiting for you because you rubbed one out in the shower, or didn’t wear your hat. My opinion . . . God is in the heart and I never have to look for Him. He is always with me, even when I have been awful (and I have). I am of no particular religion. There is much good in religion and also much bullshit. Those televangelists should rot in hell. Seven-hundred-and-fifty bucks a seat to talk to God – tax-free! REALLY? And people believe that shit?


And come the end, God, or whatever you wish to call him, will sit with you and go over your life with you while YOU judge yourself. That’s what I believe. That is the hard part. I know what’s coming! I pray he has a fucking great sense of humour and is the great, all-forgiving God I believe in. Otherwise, uh oh!


Anyway, I may not have gotten it all right. My memory lapses and there is some of my life I simply don’t remember. I have had a great time and now things are better than ever. I am a junkyard dog in every way, but I do have a sweet and gentle side that the people I love know. There are so many untrue rumours about me. I can’t address them all. For example, all the lies about how much blow we all did in the late-seventies and eighties. Look how many records we did. If we were that high how could we have worked with the greats that we did and all the time – sometimes up to twenty-five sessions a week, day and night, five, six days a week – and keep on getting called back for more? If we sucked and were all messed up, would I be here now? Sure, we partied. Everyone did. Fuck, a pool man once asked me if I wanted ‘a bump’ back in the late-seventies. The shit was everywhere. And yes, I overdid it many more times than I wish to admit to, but it was the thing to do. Dropping by someone’s pad at four am was not weird back then.


I wish I could take back some of the awful things I said and did while blazing on day two of a coke-booze bender, but that was another lifetime ago. I am sorry to anyone I hurt, or was an asshole to during that time. I stayed at the party too long, losing myself, my playing and my marriages. I hate myself for it. I did it until it was no longer fun or funny, or anything else good. I fucked myself up bad and it cost me in ways I can’t fix. I can only say I’m sorry – and I am. Many times my humour was not funny to others, and trust me when I tell you that every stupid, ‘holy shit I fucked up’ thing I ever did while I was drunk and high, I wish I could go back in time and re-live and fix what I did to hurt people, but I can’t.


Forty years later, it seems the hard work has now turned things positive towards our band. Boy, I have some wear and tear inside from all the touring and particularly once records stopped paying and selling. It was the road that fed my family and paid the divorce cheques and allowed us to send money to Jeff Porcaro’s wife and kids. Even still, we have quietly sold twenty-million-plus records since Jeff’s death and that is due to the road and hard work.


I watched my older kids grow up on a plastic telephone, cried myself to sleep many a night missing them. I still do. Thank God they now have iPhone, FaceTime, Skype. I can see and talk to them. Shit, now is like out of an old Bond movie, or Star Trek. I never imagined one day I would carry a computer with me everywhere. On one hand, it’s great. On the other, we have lost our humanity.


People think being famous is nothing but great fun. Truth is, even at my level it is scary and mean, and strangers attack me and write shit they would never say to my face – although some of them do even show up at my house. Right now I am finishing building my fortress. It is an angry world that we live in. I miss the old days. I know . . . what an old-guy thing to say, but I guess every generation says the same thing for a reason. Things don’t seem to be getting better right now in the world. I pray that they do for my kids.


I hope you all enjoy this little tome. There are a few that won’t, but they are assholes anyway so . . . fuck off again. Forty years in, I have earned the right to say that now. I took my ass-kickings and so many that I can’t count. There is a price to success. Sometimes it’s a huge price. I don’t recommend this life to many, but I am most blessed. I’m one of the very few people in life who got to write on their tax returns ‘Musician’ under ‘Occupation’, and since 1975, the year that I graduated high school at Grant High in Van Nuys.


I got to be what I dreamed about being – and that was a lofty dream. I pulled it off with a lot of help from my friends! I tell my kids now, ‘When you grow up, be happy and be kind and pick a job that you look forward to doing . . . No matter what it is and don’t take shit from anyone. Fight for what’s right!’


OK . . . on with the show . . .




PROLOGUE


My story is like a gigantic artichoke buried in the dirt. Once you dig it up and start peeling away at it, there are all kinds of different aspects and layers. Very probably, you don’t know even the half of it. You see, our band Toto truly is the redheaded stepchild of rock-and-roll and for forty years now critics have hated and eviscerated us. There was a time when I would cut out and keep some of my favourite bad notices. During the global oil shortage of 1978, one guy wrote that it should be made illegal to press our albums and waste the oil. Another wished in print that each of our parents had been sterilised so that we could never have been born to make music. That was a particularly memorable example of a scathing review, but here’s the thing: we have brought way more to the party than any of these critics have ever realised.


On the wall of his office, a former manager of ours once put together a display that showed off every artist that members of Toto past and present had played with and every recording we had played on. Starting with three of the four Beatles, that chart was like looking at the history of rock-and-roll. Put it this way: how many bands collectively can say that they’ve played on around five-thousand albums, and that have something like two-hundred and twenty-five Grammy nominations and combined sales of something like half a billion? Well, we can. We were sort of the house band on the biggest album in history – Thriller by Michael Jackson. In fact, between us we played on just about every record that came out of our hometown of Los Angeles between 1975 and 1995.


There was a point when I looked at the top one-hundred records in Billboard and was amazed at how many I was on. My new friend, the movie director J. J. Abrams, called me Zelig when we met because he said I’m on so many records that he grew up listening to. I’ve worked with Paul McCartney, George Harrison and someone who has become a very dear friend, Ringo Starr. Elton John, Joni Mitchell and Miles Davis asked me to be in their bands. I don’t think there’s anybody on Planet Earth who was hipper than Miles Davis. We were good enough for Miles, but not for Rolling Stone’s publisher Jann Wenner and his cast of like-minded morons? Give me a fucking break, man.


Right off the bat, some context might be helpful. I knew precisely what I wanted to do with my life as a very young boy. Growing up in the 1960s in North Hollywood, music was my best friend because I sucked at sports. There were, though, very few musicians. It was only later in life, when I met my brother Steve Porcaro and got to know his family, that I discovered what a studio musician was all about. That raised the bar for me from being a rock-and-roll kid to wanting to be a very serious musician.


I found out that I wanted to be like the guys who are now known as the Wrecking Crew and the musicians that followed them. The Wrecking Crew were cats such as Tommy Tedesco and Glen Campbell on guitar, Don Randi and Mike Melvoin on keys, Joe Osborn and Carol Kaye on bass and Hal Blaine on drums. Together, they played on most of Phil Spector’s hits. They were Spector’s Wall of Sound and also the band that Brian Wilson used on Pet Sounds. Just about every record back then enlisted at least one or two of these guys, because the young rock musicians didn’t have their studio skills just yet. I found it fascinating.


Following right on from the Wrecking Crew, the next generation of first-call, A-list session musicians to come out of LA were the guys that made up the Crusaders, the LA Express, the Section and guitarist Lee Ritenour’s band. In the Crusaders you had Larry Carlton on guitar, Joe Sample on keys and drummer John Guerin, and then Robben Ford on guitar and saxophonist Tom Scott among those in the LA Express. The Section, meanwhile, was made up of bassist Leland Sklar, guitarist Danny Kortchmar, drummer Russ Kunkel, keyboardist Craig Doerge and sometimes a second great guitar player, Waddy Wachtel. Those guys were all virtuosos, and altogether defined the classic LA sound of the early seventies and played on records by Joni Mitchell, James Taylor, Linda Ronstadt and Jackson Browne. For all of us budding guitar players in LA, what Carlton did on Steely Dan’s 1976 album The Royal Scam was seminal. It was rock-and-roll being played with alternative jazzier notes and that was a watershed moment for me. I looked up to all the other great guitar players of the era such as my friends Jay Graydon, Lee Ritenour, Dean Parks, Ray Parker Jr. et cetera.


Then through Steve Porcaro, Jeff Porcaro and David Paich took me under their wing and then we all became Toto. We were sort of the rock-and-roll upstarts of what had come before us. Many of the guys immediately before us were pretty much jazz players who could rock, whereas we came at it from being rock-and-roll guys that could play everything else. We co-mingled with all of those other genius players and then went on and became the last generation of the great LA session-musician era. Let me tell you now, it was a magical time. At the height of it, every page of my date book was filled up weeks and months in advance. I spent at least twelve hours a day in a recording studio, six days a week and for years at a time. I had headphones on my head more than I didn’t, but what a life it was. Being with your friends, creating music all day long and with some of the most legendary artists, musicians, producers and engineers that there has ever been. It was beyond a dream come true.


On any given day you didn’t know who or what you were going to be working with. You just had to be ready for anything from 10 a.m. to 2 a.m. That was the only problem – we never slept. What we got paid to do, as studio musicians who made records, was fill in the blanks. We came up with all the hooky little parts and rearranged things in the blink of an eye. If it was a shitty song, we used to call it ‘polishing a turd’. We would rewrite those songs from scratch: change the chords, put together a different way to get to the bridge. What we would end up cutting would be nothing like what we had originally been handed and had been written on just an acoustic guitar or acoustic piano. Essentially, we were intrinsically involved in the production and arrangement of each of the basic tracks that we played on, whether the artists, managers or producers wanted to give us the credit for that or not. There was no law that said they had to and it was the same for all of us. Rarely, if ever, did the Wrecking Crew guys get any credit for the records that they helped to make. Even today, people generally don’t know that Hal Blaine was the drummer for damn near every major American rock band of the sixties. Hal played with the Byrds, Jefferson Airplane, countless others. The man is a beast and that much should be common knowledge.


I came in and followed Larry Carlton, Lee Ritenour and Jay Graydon as a young session musician when they were pursuing the next level of their careers as producers, arrangers and/or artists themselves. This is how it worked for me and so I was told: if you got to have a solo on a hit record, soon enough everybody would go, ‘I want that guy.’ Things really took off for me after I played on Boz Scaggs’s Down Two Then Left record in 1977. There was a song on that record called ‘A Clue’, and the solo I did on that broke me out. After that came out, and with the endorsements and recommendations from all my new friends, my phone started to ring off the hook. Also, a nod from Jeff Porcaro and David Paich meant everything in this town and soon I got called in to play with everybody from Elton, Joni, Stevie Nicks and Don Henley to Quincy Jones, Michael Jackson and Aretha Franklin. I was fortunate to be geographically well placed, because right then Los Angeles was the epicentre of the music business. In that respect, I was very lucky to get my foot in the door of the session scene in LA at a very early age and I owe that to Steve Porcaro and his family. When I met Steve, my life changed. It’s not luck, though, that keeps you in the game for forty years. You had to be able to bring it every time or else you would have got fired, game over.


The guys from Toto got hired because people knew that we would get the job done. We were very creative and also versatile. Not only did we play on a scary number of records, but they were in every style of popular music. We also didn’t sound like anyone else. Like the Crusaders, the LA Express, the Section guys and Steely Dan before us, we too fashioned a signature sound that defined a place and time. It was rock-and-roll with an undercurrent of R & B and funk, with adult chords thrown in and you had multi-part harmonies and hooks for days. All of the records that came out of LA from the late seventies onwards had that sound, and most especially our own.


See, here’s the other thing. We were unique in the sense that we also became hugely successful in our own right. Our band is the biggest part of my story. Toto has sold forty million records, and has over half a billion Spotify plays. Somebody does a version of our most famous record, ‘Africa’, what seems like every other year. It has now become a legit standard in popular music. And we totally get the joke. There was a great one that Jimmy Fallon did with Justin Timberlake on his late-night show back in 2013. That alone has had seven million views on YouTube. I have twice been a character on South Park. We’ve become a part of pop culture and this totally cracks me up. We’re honoured that guys like that would make fun of us and we’d like to think it’s done with affection. There’s even such a thing as a Toto bidet and I just had to have one in my house. Nothing cleans my prune like one of those guys. Press the right button and I’ll sit there all day.


No doubt about it, mine has been an extraordinary life. Yes, there have been hard times and tragedies along the way, and I’ve had to take some really low blows too, but it’s also been the most amazing journey and I wouldn’t change a bit of it for the world. I don’t want to sound weird here, it’s humbling really, but I happen to believe it’s important that those of us who lived through those incredible, heady times should also share our recollections of them.


That golden period of music really needs to be documented and preserved, because it’s gone now, never to be repeated. At this point, there are only a handful of guys still doing sessions on records. Most of them do it from their own home studios. These guys engineer themselves. They’re great, but they themselves admit that they miss the day-to-day things that I got to do, which is showing up not knowing who you were going to play with, or what you were going to do. These days, budgets are gone for studio musicians, or they’ve been cut in half at least. The producer’s maybe on Skype and between them guys share things on files. To me, that’s such a cold, clinical way to make music. All of the craft and spontaneity has gone.


The Wrecking Crew guys would do a take on Friday and it would be on the radio on Monday. That was the record. People just don’t have the chops, desire or the money to do that any more. You have a whole group of young musicians that can’t play a take from top to bottom. Technology is king now. The general rule is, ‘Just Tool [put it on Pro Tools and fix] it.’ That is, instant gratification with no studio chops required. And once a computer can figure out how to write its own music, guys like me will be extinct and perhaps looked back upon with favour historically. The jury is out.


Back when I came up, you had to be thinking on your feet the whole time. Jeff, Steve Porcaro, Paich, David Hungate and me became renowned for being able to get things done in one or two takes. The first couple of times you’re going to get the best stuff anyway, because it’s then that you’re playing by instinct and not over-analysing everything. That is a metaphor for my life. I guess what I’m trying to say is that you can’t think too much about any of this shit. Often times the best thing to do is just sit back and enjoy the ride.




Jay Graydon: A baseball player that hits .300 is doing real well. To be a top session player back in the day you needed to bat a thousand. That was the job. And Luke was an absolutely outstanding musician. He had got down what you strive for as a session guy, which is to say good feel, and good time and pitch. And he’s a pretty good singer, too. The guy had the gift and honed it very well.







CHAPTER ONE


I can tell you the exact date upon which I decided precisely what I wanted to do with my life. It was the evening of 9 February 1964. At the time I was just six years old and that was when I saw the Beatles perform on The Ed Sullivan Show. For me, that experience as a whole was like the point in The Wizard of Oz when everything turns from black-and-white into colour. Seventy-three million Americans watched that show, but there’s no one that could have been more transfixed by it than me. There was just something about it that got down deep under my skin.


By today’s standards, their look seems rather tame. After all, it was just four young men in suits singing incredible songs, but it was a sound that I had never heard before in my life. They had energy for sure and their harmonies were beautiful, but it’s impossible now to overstate the cultural impact of that moment on those of us that were then growing up in America. Put simply, we had absolutely nothing to compare it to. Until that point, we had never seen guys with electric guitars and that played that kind of music. Our world stopped around that television set and I can’t even begin to describe the sense of euphoria that I felt sitting there in our living room, bug-eyed. It was as though aliens had landed in the backyard and handed me the secrets of life.


Afterwards, my parents bought me the first Beatles album. Every song on that record was pure magic, but it was ‘I Saw Her Standing There’ that did it for me and, more specifically, George Harrison’s guitar solo. Hearing that, it was as if something otherworldly was being injected into my very soul. The way that George bent the notes, the sound of what I now know as reverb on the guitar and how the whole thing was recorded blew my mind. It hit me harder than anything in my life to that point. On Ed Sullivan, it was the way that George had his guitar slung over his shoulder. The way each of them looked and moved. Right then, I thought to myself: ‘I have to do that, I want to be George.’ But then, I loved all of the Beatles equally and always thought of them as a group.


Funnily enough, when my mom, Kathy, was nineteen and pregnant with me, she was visited by a psychic friend of my grandmother, Mia. This woman put her hand on my mom’s belly and told her: ‘Well, Mrs Lukather, you’re going to have a baby boy and when he’s six-years-old something is going to happen to him. He will hear music and someday people will know who he is.’ Mom was really bummed out because she was hoping for a doctor or lawyer. This was the late fifties.


The only other passion I had as a small kid was Tonka trucks. They were made out of real steel back then and I used to collect them. I loved to see the garbage men come up our street because of the huge truck that they’d be riding. For much the same reason, I was also enamoured with our gardener’s lawnmower. He would let me push his big, motorised lawnmower. At seven years old, I thought that was the coolest thing in the world. I would tell both of my parents, ‘If I can’t be a musician, I want to be a garbage man.’ To which they would reply, ‘Well, perhaps you should work at this music thing, son.’


Once my parents realised how enraptured I was with the Beatles, they thought it was cute and also encouraged me in my earliest musical endeavours. They bought me my first guitar, a cheap Kay Acoustic from the Thrifty drugstore down the street. Getting that guitar totally changed my life. Mom and Dad knew that was the case, too, and had it made into a lamp for my twenty-first birthday. I still have it now in the guest room of my house.


On my parents’ record player, I wore that Meet the Beatles album out playing ‘I Saw Her Standing There’ over and again. I would keep lifting the needle up and putting it back to the start of the song. I didn’t know how to play a note, but I would mime along to the record. Dad would shout out to me, ‘Do you have to keep playing the same fucking song?’ (Dad had been a Marine at sixteen years old.) I heard that mantra a lot growing up. Mom used to tell me, ‘That’s your father’s work talk,’ and if I ever swore, she’d make me eat from a bar of soap that she used to clean the garage floor. Man, it tasted like shit, or puke almost, but parenting was different when I was a kid.


This is really crazy and even I still find it hard to believe, but one day I was sat out on the porch of our house on Elmer Avenue, North Hollywood, struggling to play my Kay guitar. My hands just fell into the first position chords, like I knew how to play them and even though no one had shown me. It was so weird, I even surprised myself. I was like, ‘How the fuck am I doing this?’ I may not have said those exact words, but in an instant I had gone from having this thing hurt my fingers and not being able to play a single note on it to somehow knowing the first folk guitar chords – E, A, G, C and D. I was excited and scared all at the same time, and I’ve not told anyone that story until now. I know how nuts it sounds, but it was as if somebody had turned an ‘on’ switch inside of me.


It still feels to me now as if I was really born in the moment of that one Ed Sullivan Show. In reality, I came into the world on 21 October 1957. Though of course I didn’t realise as much back then, I was a showbiz kid all along. Both of my dad, Bill, and paternal grandfather, Lee, were in TV and film. Lee Lukather worked as an assistant director or production manager. Mom told me he was on many of John Wayne’s movies and I also heard the legend that he was the Duke’s drinking buddy. He was a macho man of the old school. My dad joined the Marine Corps to get away from a very unhappy home life. By the time I came along, Dad was working as an assistant director as well and on a well-loved TV sitcom, The Adventures of Ozzie and Harriet. Later, he worked on I Dream of Jeannie, Bewitched and Happy Days and also movies such as The Deer Hunter. You still see his name on late-night TV all the time. There are only a few true Lukathers in the world. Anyone born with that name, they’re a relative of mine.


Dad had a brother, Paul, a good man with a kind heart until politics kicked in, and a half-sister, Jane, who got married young to a guy named Ernie. Jane and Ernie lived with us at my parents’ house for a time. They seemed so cool to me because, even though my mom was young, they were even closer to my age and liked the same kind of music. Both of them were good to me, too. When I was fourteen, they took me water-skiing and I remember sneaking off and getting drunk. I used to spend a lot of time with them and their daughters. Sadly, we had a difference in opinion about politics and lost touch, which makes me sad to this day. I will always remember the many good times that we had. They were also so supportive of my dream to be a real guitar player and make a living at it.


Once, Dad took me with him to the set of I Dream of Jeannie. Seeing Jeannie herself in colour was awesome and she was very nice to me. The thing was, though, the crew would spend ages setting up the lights and then have to do take after take. I found it to be the most boring thing imaginable. Dad hadn’t even gone into showbiz on account of any deep-rooted passion; it was just a job to him and one that he was able to get through Lee. Also, it suited him having been a Marine because he got to yell at folks all day long. I inherited my short-fused temper from my dad and perhaps also from my grandfather, who was just the same.


Sometimes this was good, sometimes bad. I got to see some famous actors and my dad would tell me: ‘I work with these people. Some of them are nice, but some of them are assholes.’ Dad wasn’t impressed by fame. He got to see the dark side of it in his job.


The other drawback was that Dad was away from home a lot. Regularly he would be gone for up to six months at a time to work on a film in somewhere far-flung like New Guinea or Guam. If we did get a phone call from him, it was so prohibitively expensive that I would only be allowed to speak with him for a couple of seconds. The sum total of our conversation would be Dad going, ‘Are you doing good at school? Are you being nice to your Mom? OK, I love you and I’ll call you next month.’


I adored my parents and my younger sister by three years, Lora. Looking back, I can’t believe how young my folks were at the time. Mom was still a teenager when she had me and Dad was seven years older. Mom was a beautiful woman and doted on me and my sister. Her mom, Mia, was also an incredible human being and ended up being my spiritual advisor in life until she passed. My Aunt Jean was always there for me, too.


My dad’s mom, Phyllis, was the classic loving, overbearing grandmother. The running joke in the family was that she had worked her way through seven husbands. When I was young, she had a house in the city on Valley Vista Boulevard. Later on, she moved out to a place in Palm Springs where we used to go and see her. She would always greet me by squeezing my cheeks between her thumb and forefinger. Grandma Phyllis was very permissive and adored me. She would let me do all of the things that my parents wouldn’t. She took me to see A Hard Day’s Night what seemed to me like a hundred times and bought me my first pair of Beatles boots. My mom had forbidden me from getting them. She made up some bullshit story that I had flat feet. Both Mom and Dad hit the roof when I came home wearing them. Mom thought my feet would turn into hooves, but I loved those boots!


When Lora was around two years old, she got horribly burned. She somehow pulled a pan of boiling water off the stove and all over herself. Lora scalded most of the skin off one side of her body and damn near died. I don’t have any actual recollection of the incident other than what I have since been told. I might even have witnessed it, but it messed me up so bad that I have erased it from my memory in any detail.


Lora miraculously recovered from her burns, but she had a really rough childhood. Later on, she had to be in leg braces. She also had these horrendous allergies. When she was a teenager she would suffer extreme bronchial attacks, worse than asthma, and have to go into hospital to get adrenalin shot into her heart. That would happen on a weekly basis and scared the shit out me. Ironically, the attacks stopped just as soon as she took up smoking at fourteen. Explain that one to me!


The two of us were pretty close when we were young, but when I got to be a teenager, I drifted a bit. I think Lora believed I was the favourite child and that Mom liked me best, though I never saw it that way. Like any other bratty little kid sister, Lora would also rat me out to Mom and Dad, but now I can honestly tell you that I couldn’t function without her support. If ever something goes wrong for me, I call Lora and we talk. She’s a very wise, spiritual woman and she’s like Grandma Mia on steroids. Lora’s my rock and I love her so much.




Lora Lukather: When I was in single digits, my brother would call me into his bedroom and force me to be in his fake band. My parents would come in with their cigarettes and coffee and sit down to watch us play along to my brother’s Beatles records. I had no musical talent at all, so my brother would set me up behind makeshift drums and have me play the simplest, most repetitive stuff.


My brother was very small and shy and got picked on at school. I would go and stand up for him. One time at kindergarten, this kid was bullying him in the playground. I saw it, and went over and kicked this kid in the shin with my metal corrective shoes. I broke his leg. Mom did everything she could not to laugh when the principal called her about the incident. My brother is still now an insecure person, but he’s just able to hide it. He puts up this protective wall so that people can’t see how sensitive he really is.





As a young kid, I had problems enough of my own. I was very shy, small for my age, horribly insecure and terrible at all sports. The bigger kids didn’t need any more reasons to pick on me and I was never able to stand up for myself. I tried to over-compensate. Lora, God bless her, eventually beat up one of the bullies for me, but it didn’t help my situation that I’d had to depend upon my little sister – quite the opposite in fact. There was this one asshole that lay in wait for me on the school bus. He was relentless, humiliating me on a daily basis so that the other kids would laugh at me. I used to beg Mom not to make me get the bus. In school, there was one time that the teacher wouldn’t let me go to the bathroom and I pissed my pants. Kids don’t forget stuff like that and I got tortured about it, but I had to tough it out. For me, bullying was just a part of growing up.


It’s a cliché, I know, but it truly was music that saved me. By the mid-sixties, every kid in the neighbourhood wanted to be like the Beatles. The older kids could get away with having long hair because they were rebelling, but not us little guys at Rio Vista Elementary School. A bunch of older kids up the street from my parents’ house had a band called the Hedges. They used to rehearse at night in one of their parents’ garages and I would go along and listen. They were teenagers and I was just eight, but they would let me hold their electric guitars. One guy had a Rickenbacker just like George Harrison’s. This guy, Steve, showed me how to play a bit. One of the first songs I learned was ‘Dirty Water’ by the Standells. It was a simple little riff from the time, but it set me going along with everything else I was taking in on a daily basis on guitar.


By then, my parents had got me a shitty mini-electric guitar, which had an amplifier that was about the size of a large walkie-talkie. A childhood friend, Jon Brewer, who lived round the corner from me, had just gotten a drum set. I would take my guitar and amp over to Jon’s house. I could manage a couple of chords and we thought we were the greatest thing in the world. Together with another neighbourhood kid, Dave Gibbs, we even gave ourselves a name, the Nails. Soon, I could play stuff like ‘Gloria’ by Van Morrison’s Them and ‘The House of the Rising Sun’ by the Animals. I was like a sponge. I would listen to the older guys up the street doing all of these songs and learn them right away. Slowly, I was also able to pick things out by ear from off the radio. I would fumble around on my guitar until I could find the right chords. Mind you, the music back then wasn’t so hard.


By the time I was nine, I wanted nothing more than to be in a proper band of my own. The trouble was that I was two-foot tall, weighed twenty pounds wet and nobody my own age was interested. In this regard, my dad inadvertently helped me out. He very much wanted me to be good at baseball, so signed me up for a local Little League team. You can’t make this up, but we were called the Beavers. I got given a team suit with ‘Beavers’ written right across the front of it. I still have a photo. I was so bad I couldn’t manage to throw the ball over the plate. Even my own teammates would make fun of me. The plus point was that our coach’s son, a kid named Jimmy Nestor who was a couple of years older than me, played a little bit of guitar too. Jimmy had a friend, Doug, with a real drum kit. Jimmy’s brother, Jon-Ren, was a really cool guy.


Jimmy’s and Jon’s folks lived just a couple of blocks from my parents. Every chance that I got, I would ride my bike round to their place with my guitar. We would jam together in their apartment. It was a pretty basic set-up. Jimmy had a bass guitar that he would plug in through his parents’ giant record player and TV set in the living room. He also had a small VOX amp, which was the coolest thing I had ever seen. The Beatles had VOX amps. We would do ‘The House of the Rising Sun’, ‘Gloria’ and the couple of Beatles songs that I knew. I managed to work out the solo in ‘Gloria’, which I later found out was played by a young Jimmy Page. Later we became a Grand Funk Railroad tribute band. I did my first gig ever with those guys when I was nine years old. We played at a girl’s birthday party in Jimmy’s apartment building. All the girls screamed and I made one dollar. I was hooked.


My school also had an orchestra that I wanted to get into, but the music teacher didn’t consider the guitar to be a proper instrument. That is unless it was classical guitar, which I could not have cared less about. He ended up giving me a violin and some written music to learn, which I could not figure out at all. The violin felt alien in my hands. My parents, on the other hand, were very excited by the appearance of this violin, at least at first. They just assumed I would grow out of the guitar and become a ‘real’ musician. Anyway, I was hopeless at the violin. If you have ever had the misfortune to hear anybody trying to play violin that doesn’t know how to, you will know that it sounds like two rabid cats fucking. The music teacher called my parents up and told them, ‘Your son has no talent for music whatsoever and you should really discourage him from ever playing an instrument.’


To show you what that guy knew, later on when I was in fifth grade, we got a piano. My mom used to love game shows and got on Hollywood Squares, which was a big deal at the time. Mom won and her prize was a Spinet piano. It was delivered to our house and to begin with Mom tried to get Lora to take lessons, but my sister hated doing them. My grandmother, Mia, used to have a Hammond organ at her house and would let me mess around on it. Just like with the guitar, I found that I could pick things out. I started to fumble around on the Spinet as well, working out simple chords, until I was able to make a nice noise. Since Mom wanted someone to play this piano, she eventually had it moved into my room. These days, it’s in bubble wrap in my garage.


The thing that I most wanted, though, was a real electric guitar. I had outgrown the mini and I literally begged my parents to get me a good one. It wasn’t until the Christmas that I was fourteen that they finally relented. Even then, it was another shitty little thing called an Astrotone that once again they picked out from the local Thrifty drugstore, probably for about five to ten dollars. This thing had four pick-ups and was really hard to play, but today the vintage guitar guys collect these pieces of shit and are able to sell them for big dollars. Why, I have no idea.


In the meantime, I made do with borrowing good guitars off other guys. My other friends had Gibsons and Fenders. On one occasion, I got hold of a really fine Gibson SG from this kid who lived in the same block as Jimmy Nestor and couldn’t play at all. Years later, I found out from Jimmy that the guitar owner was Leif Garrett who went on to become a huge teen idol in the seventies. I haven’t seen him since those early years in the neighbourhood.


Throughout my childhood, there was another familiar refrain in our house. My dad would ask me, ‘So kid, what is it that you’re going to do with your life? What do you want to be when you grow up?’ I would guess that most kids of my age in the late sixties would have said an astronaut and to follow Neil Armstrong to the Moon, but a musician was all that I ever wanted to be. When I told Dad as much, he patted me on the head and said, ‘Kid, you’ve got a billion-to-one chance of making it.’ To which I would reply right away, even at nine, ten and eleven, ‘Yeah, but I’m going to be that one guy.’


From the start, I had tunnel vision. Music was the only thing that I truly cared about. Dad wasn’t about to break my dream for me, but he expected me to snap out of it. Both of my parents thought that I had lost my mind. In those days, if you said you were going to be a musician, it was tantamount to admitting that you intended to be a drunk, womanising bum. All I can tell you is that I never was a bum.




CHAPTER TWO


One of the first real best friends that I can remember was a kid named Bobby Brown that I met in fifth grade at grammar school. I was ten or eleven at the time and Bobby lived just a few blocks from me. There were a couple of other kids in class that were interested in playing music, too. One was a great guitarist, Steve Caton, whose dad, Roy, I later found out, was the contractor horn player and arranger with the Wrecking Crew. The other was a kid named Scott Sublette on drums. Steve was a little more advanced than me and showed me a bunch of stuff. He also taught me ‘Blackbird’ by the Beatles, which I really loved, but mostly I spent my time at Bobby’s house.


Bobby’s mom had a swimming pool, so it was the place to hang out in the neighbourhood. She was also a friend of my mom and would let us have full run of the house, so I may as well have moved in with the Browns. It got so that I would spend the weekends there. I would ride over on Friday after school and on Sunday my mom would call up Audrey and say to her: ‘Would you send my son home? We would like to have dinner with him.’


Bobby and I got up to so much no good together. Audrey would leave money out for us for food. We would order a single pizza and, when the delivery guy turned up, I would distract him at the door while Bobby stole more pizzas from the back of his van. We would do horrible, unthinkable things to these pizzas and then redeliver them to random houses in the neighbourhood. I want to say sorry now to anyone who was one of our victims. We would steal from off the ice-cream man’s van, too. Again, one of us would distract, while the other climbed on the moving van and stole as much ice-cream as possible. We would also set off pipe bombs, and climb up onto the roof and throw lemons or apples at the mailman or the ice-cream man. They were fun, ridiculous times.


There were two other big advantages for me in having Bobby as a best friend. Number one, he was a real tough kid and so became my protector. It turned out at grammar school that I got picked on for sucking at sports and being able to play guitar. One or other of the school bullies would tell me, ‘You think you’re so fucking cool, Lukather. Be at the flagpole at three o’clock and I’m gonna kick your ass.’ I would even show up, but then Bobby would accompany me and stare my tormentors down.


Secondly, Bobby could play the bass guitar and guitar. He and his elder brother, Doug, had a Fender Duo-Sonic guitar and some amplifiers set up at their house. (It turned out that Bobby’s older sister was friends with Jeff Porcaro through her boyfriend Kelly Shanahan.) A guy much older than us, Mark Hollingsworth, would also come over and show us how to play songs, and also taught me my first blues scale. That was a big moment. Mark had a Fender Jaguar guitar, a Fender Twin reverb amp and the first fuzz tone I ever saw, the Fender Boss-tone, which plugged into the guitar, not on the floor. He was my first real guitar teacher.


Eventually, we all hooked up with another local kid, Rudy Battaglia, Tony Rizzo, who played drums, and in fifth grade we formed a band that we called Blueberry Waterfall. No doubt it was a stupid name, but nonetheless we had it written up in bold right across Tony’s bass drum. We also wore these little uniforms that our parents made up for us, pinstriped pants and shirts with a tie. Bobby’s mom would find us places and parties to play at and drive us to and from these weekend gigs. We would get paid five bucks each a pop. I could make ten, twenty bucks over a weekend, which for an eleven-year-old was a small fortune. It was more than enough at least to keep me in candy and strings.


Blueberry Waterfall lasted for around a year and a half. We worked up about forty minutes of music and I sang. It was Beatles and Rolling Stones, and some top-forty tunes, but the first Jimi Hendrix album had also just come out and I was able to play ‘Foxy Lady’. That one had the famous ‘magic raised nine chord’, also known as the Hendrix E chord. The song was actually in F# on the record, but I digress . . .


Wherever it was that we showed up, people would always go on to us about how they couldn’t believe a bunch of kids were able to play this stuff. One of our most memorable shows was at a talent contest called the Teenage Fair, which was staged at the Hollywood Palladium. It wasn’t just that we got an honourable award for being the youngest act of the day, but there was also a wall of amplifiers for us to plug into. That was the first time that I got to play really loud. And I had the shit zapped out of me. The microphone wasn’t grounded right and when I stepped up to sing, I got an electric shock from it right into my lips. I saw God, Jesus, the aliens, all at the same time, and it burned my lip like someone had punched me in the face. Not fun, but we won a special prize because we were so young and so it was worth the pain.


Our most memorable performance was at our school, Rio Vista, in the packed auditorium; and when we played all the girls screamed. I never looked back. There was a second memorable talent show that I played at that same year. That was at summer camp in Mount Shasta and the results for me were much less painful. I did a solo spot and right afterwards the prettiest girl on the camp came up and gave me my first kiss. I think it was just then that I went from being a little kid to a fully fledged adolescent. I started to want to be cool and to do what the older kids were doing, and in the view of my parents it was all downhill for me from there. Bobby and I would throw pool parties at his house. We would have girls come over and admire their bikini bodies in the pool. The change had begun . . .


It wasn’t too long, though, before my folks worked out the best way to keep me in line. Once I got too big to be hit with a belt and could fend off Mom’s hands, they would instead deprive me of my music. Whenever it was that I transgressed, they would remove the guitar and stereo from my room. That would hurt me much worse than a beating.


The hippy movement was also happening in LA just then and the next thing I heard after the Beatles that blew my mind was Eric Clapton and Cream. As I remember, Mark Hollingsworth taught me how to play ‘Sunshine of Your Love’, and that was another significant step up for me. I would spend days in my room listening to Cream and Hendrix’s Are You Experienced. That was also a further bone of contention between Dad and me. He would rush into the room whenever ‘Third Stone from the Sun’ came on, with all the feedback, and shout, ‘Goddamn it, will you turn that noise down!’ One time he snatched the album cover off my bed, looked at that great fish-eye-lens photo of Hendrix and just stared back, open-mouthed at me. Then he threw it back on the bed, shook his head and said, ‘I have no words.’


At the end of the sixties, the first Led Zeppelin record hit and that was yet another game-changer. That was actually my first make-out record. For something like two weeks round about that time, I had this very cute girlfriend, Diane. We would go over to Bobby’s house together and make out in the upstairs room above the garage. When Diane broke up with me, I was a total mess. Many years later, I ran into Robert Plant at some rock festival. We got a bit of a juice buzz going and I told him, over and again, that Led Zeppelin I was my first make-out record. Robert was very patient with me. All that he said was, ‘Yeah, I get that a lot.’ I think I owe him a slight apology for being up in his face, filled with liquid courage and trying to make conversation.


Bobby and I were thought to be such bad influences on each other that in 1970, when it came time for us to go on to junior high, both sets of parents decided it would be for the best to separate us. Bobby went off to the public school, Walter Reed. My mom sent me to a private school, Laurel Hall. It was a Lutheran school and I guess Mom thought I needed some religion in me. In reality, Laurel Hall was a pretty liberal establishment and also not like the public schools I had been at in the sense that I had a fresh start. I thought perhaps this school would be different for me. The sad thing was that Bobby and I ended up drifting apart. He had been like a very dear brother to me and I loved him. Tragically, he died young from liver failure. Far too many times now I have had to endure the pain of losing my dearest friends all too soon.


The other kids at Laurel Hall had grown up together from kindergarten, so I came into the seventh grade as the new kid. Anyone who’s been the ‘new kid’, especially at that age, knows what a traumatic experience it can be. I was also a bit of a troublemaker, as well as something of a smart ass. I was over-compensating for my insecurities. It might sound like a cliché, but my guitar became my closest friend.


I made a couple of friends at Laurel Hall who could also play. One was Ronny Sarian. His parents were very strict. They wanted Ronny to be a lawyer, but had got him a guitar and a bass. His little brother Donny played drums, so he might have played once in a while with us too. When Ronny and I got caught smoking cigarettes by the principal, I think I took the fall.


The other kid was Kevin McCormack. Kevin played drums on a very small kit and it turned out his father was a recording engineer. The three of us would get together at one of our houses and mess around playing Grand Funk Railroad and Creedence Clearwater Revival songs. One afternoon, Kevin’s dad happened to hear us and offered to take us into a recording studio to cut a couple of tracks.


For the occasion, we decided we should write two songs of our own. Ronny, who was a really good guitar player, came up with one I called ‘Grass’, a feeble attempt at writing a ‘weed song’ at twelve years old. I wrote the other, which I titled ‘Leave It’. It was quite raw and basic, nothing earth-shattering, and I made the words up on the spot, 100 per cent live and one take, but as I remember it was pretty good effort for 1970 or early ’71. We also hit upon the next in what was to become a sea of dumbass band names that I’ve had to wallow in – English Muffin (of course that could now mean anything). The big day arrived and it proved to be an amazing experience. My first time in a studio and straightaway it seemed to me an amazing place. It tripped me out just seeing the big mic-stands and the sound board. The control room appeared like a spaceship to me. The studio even smelled good. I wanted to move right in and live in a place like that.


I remember Kevin’s dad had put headphones on us and we set up and played live. In those days I would get uptight about my voice as it hadn’t broken, but I was able to carry a tune and Mr McCormack put a little reverb on it so that it sounded like a professional recording. At the end of the session, he made us up an acetate disc of our two songs and on the Monday morning we took it into school and played it to the class. In my mind, I had a fantasy of fame and fortune, but in reality I was only twelve or just thirteen.


I simply devoured music. Records were relatively cheap back then and when my parents asked me what I wanted for Christmas or my birthday, I would just hand them a list of albums. I wanted to grow my hair long and wear psychedelic clothes and beads like Hendrix, but that wasn’t going to happen for a twelve-year-old at Laurel Hall. If my hair got down close to my eyes, a teacher would assuredly call up Mom and tell her not to send me to school until I got it cut. Out of school it was a different story and right around that time was when the wonders of black-light rooms, booze and weed came into the picture for me.


Even taking into account the fact that English Muffin hadn’t made me an instant star, here I was twelve years old and already playing in bands and making money. I didn’t go anywhere without my guitar. I found it to be the best way to root out people that were as obsessed with music as me. During the next year or two, I got to meet a lot of like-minded kids. Many of these guys have gone on to have real careers in music and remain great friends to this day.


One such guy was John Pierce, who truly was my first friend ever. Our mothers were pregnant at the same time in the same neighbourhood. John now plays bass with Huey Lewis and the News and has done hundreds of recording sessions as well. Another was now-legendary guitarist Mike Landau who has gone on and played with everyone from James Taylor, Joni Mitchell and Pink Floyd to Miles Davis. I thought I was pretty good, but Mike was really good, one of the best players I have ever heard. He was even smaller and younger than me, this teeny little kid, but had a natural gift for the guitar. I became a better player just from hanging out with Mike and seeing what he could do.




John Pierce: The two of us lived three blocks from each other and so I have no recollection of life before Lukather. One memory does stand out. There’s a knock on our back door. It’s Luke and he says to me, ‘I know the chords to “Hey Jude”. He picks up my nylon-string classical guitar and, sure enough, he knows the chords. But this is not the typical eleven-, twelve-year-old kid fidgeting his fingers to accommodate each chord, but a seamless, perfectly in time, ‘correct’ rendition of the song.


Luke got really good, real fast. I’ve never seen a guy improve at the pace that he did in that period. I would go over to his house just to watch him play. I’m sure I was pretty jealous of him, but that didn’t stop me from being totally blown away. It was amazing to see raw talent take flight like that, and in his bedroom no less. Talk about a front-row seat.


Mike Landau: I can remember very vividly the first time that I met Luke. I was twelve years old and one of my buddies told me about his friend that also played the guitar. He went to a different junior high, but lived in the same neighbourhood. One day after school, I walked over to a house nearby where these kids would have a jam in a room out back. As I turned the corner of the street that the house was on, I spotted in the distance this crazy-looking kid on a bicycle and with a big bush of hair. It was trash-collection day in the neighbourhood and this kid was entertaining himself by riding his bike into the trashcans that were neatly lined up all down the street. He knocked every one of them over, made a huge mess, but was laughing his ass off. He also had a T-shirt on that read, ‘Born to Raise Hell’. Needless to say, it was for me love at first sight.


Luke always seemed to me to have complete self-confidence, even at that age. He was quick-witted and charming, so could get away with pretty much anything around the grown-ups at my house. My mother would have guests over and Steve would entertain them for hours by telling these completely foul-mouthed, filthy jokes. He would say things around my mother that I would never dream of, but she would be delighted and yell, ‘Oh, Steven!’ He just had a personality that was infectious and endearing.





Basically everyone that I hung out with could play and jammed with everybody else. And we all wanted to outdo each other. It was healthy competition and we splintered off into a couple of rival bands. In one, there was Mike, John Pierce, drummer Jon Brewer, bass player Chris Cibelli and a great cat named Mark Thornberry. Mark was a really good guitar player and the first of us guitar-heads to really take it seriously in terms of study. His parents were very tolerant people, because we would be round their place all the time. The other was my band, which was made up of Mark’s brother Jerry, who played drums, a real good bass player, Tom Hunt, who could sing too, and me. Later on, we also met a guy named Bob Selvin who had a Hammond organ and so our band was able to play anything by the Doors, Deep Purple and ‘In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida’ by Iron Butterfly. Their band was called Atlantis, ours Prophecy. When one band had a gig, the other would go along to watch and we would all share and borrow each other’s gear and support each other. I played with a lot of people in the neighbourhood, especially Matt Dancy, Phil Young and Eric Waltengren and some of his buddies at Walter Reed Junior High.


All of us would hang at two places on the corner of Moorpark Street and Tujunga Avenue. There was Henry’s Tacos, or else a burger joint called Barnaby’s right across the street. In the back, Barnaby’s had a jukebox, and I figured a way to make that thing work without having to put in any money. There was also a nice girl named Kathleen, who’d give me free food because I was broke most of the time. I would sit in there for hours at a time listening to the Free song, ‘All Right Now’. Those days, all you had to do was hop on your bike, ride down Moorpark and you’d find someone to get up to no good with. What’s so weird to me about kids today is that they’re all stuck in front of their game boxes. Home was the last place we wanted to be.


My friend Tom Hunt’s parents had six kids and he was the youngest, so he had full run of the house. By the time they’d had their sixth child his folks could give a shit what was going on. Tom’s dad had a carpentry workshop out back. The two of them would make incredible stuff together, such as a huge bass cabinet for Chris Cibelli, nicknamed ‘The Log’. Tom also had an entire room in which we could rehearse and leave our gear setup. It was like a fortress in there; you had to squeeze through a crawl space and Tom had turned it into a black-light room. He had hung up all these tie-dyed sheets and posters, and it would be lit by candles. I’d never seen anything like it.


The first time I ever got high, I smoked a lot of joints with Tom, the Thornberry brothers and a bunch of people in that room. Tom also had a killer stereo set up in there and at the time we were listening to James Gang Rides Again. There’s a part on the song ‘Bomber’ where Joe Walsh plays this insane slide solo. When he slowly slid up the neck of the guitar on that solo . . . it was at that exact moment that I got my first weed rush. Not an hour later, I had to go home to dinner with my parents. My eyes were purple-red and I was totally paranoid. I was too high. I told Mom and Dad I had flu and that my eyes were red from swimming, some more BS, and excused myself. I went up to my room, curled into a ball, listened to Hendrix’s The Cry of Love and didn’t smoke pot again until I was like twenty-one. That was when Jeff Porcaro showed me the proper way and not to overdo it.


Instead, I started to drink booze at the weekends with Mike Landau and a bunch of our friends. Everybody else was a reefer-head, but for Mike and me it was beer and Boone’s Farm Strawberry Wine. The latter was this cheap, sweet wine that you could buy a bottle of for eighty-five cents. Even so, Mike, myself or one of the crew we hung out with would get hold of it because we were underage. The bunch of us wore these big pea coats and would go into the liquor store as if to buy candy. While one of us was paying the owner for sweets, the other would be shoving a couple of bottles of Boone’s Farm’s finest inside his coat. We would just get shit-faced. And when you threw up Boone’s Farm, it would look like blood.


LSD was also making its way into the neighbourhood, but I didn’t want to be any part of that scene. From what I saw, it was way too intense. The way kids were on acid freaked me out and no one more so than Jerry Thornberry. At junior high, kids would throw house parties on a Friday or Saturday night. There would be drinking and we could also go along to play as a band and hopefully meet girls. One Saturday, Tom Hunt got us a gig at one of the Walter Reed parties. Tom, Jerry and I showed up as a power trio. There we were, ripping it up, when right in the middle of a song, Jerry lurched up from behind his drum kit and ran out of the house. Turned out somebody had given him a hit of Purple Haze acid and he was tripping out of his mind.
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