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    DEDICATION

~

    

    

    

    For Chris Cornell

    

    A legend, always.

    
    


INTRODUCTION

~

    

    WHEN NEWS BROKE OF THE sudden death of rock music legend Chris Cornell fans were left in shock. Surely it was just another of those cruel celebrity death hoaxes? It couldn’t be true! But as the news persisted and no denials came from official sources, it became apparent that it was real.

    In the waves of shock and grief that followed, his fans from all around the globe began posting tributes, writing poems and blogs, and sharing memories. In these there were beauty and solace. A treasury of emotion and remembrance, but many of these posts were destined to drift away into cyberspace as time passed. Then, the idea for this book was born.

    Within these pages you will find a collection of pieces written by his fans and his friends in the aftermath. Ranging from a few lines through to a number of pages, these paint a picture of the reaction to Chris Cornell’s death. It’s a picture of love and gratitude, as well as the expected deep grief. 

    This is a tribute, a love letter, and a legacy combined. Some pieces have been hand-picked from Facebook and Twitter posts, or blogs, many others were made as a direct submission. 

    All posts and images included in this book have been reprinted with permission from the original creators, and all rights are retained by them.

    
    


ADAM BACZKOWSKI

~

    

    I’LL NEVER FORGET THE TIME Chris Cornell so graciously invited me on stage to play “Spoonman” with him and the rest of the band. Devastated would be a huge understatement to describe my current mindset. Chris’s music has gotten me through many rough periods in my life, as I’m sure the same could apply to many of you, and it’s still been pretty tough to listen to his music these last two days without tearing up. I don’t know when I’ll start to feel more positive, but I’m sure that with such an amazing group of family [his fans], we can all get through this together. I miss ya Chris.

    
    


AKEF HAIDAR

~

    

    Chris Cornell,

    I’ve been watching how people react to what’s happened. Grieving in different ways, but no one less than the next. People lamenting, truly, the loss of a friend, not just the devastating hole left in the music. There’s a lot said about him. The voice, the songs, the good-hearted family man... the struggle to understand how this guy, this elected, eclectic prince, loved by all, really could come to that point. 

    The constant enigma of: Why did it happen? Why are we so personally devastated? It comes down to this... more than the musical talent. More than the voice. Every single person grieving feels like they knew Chris and that, in a way, that he knew them. 

    And even though you knew he was widely loved and immensely popular, it’s almost weird to see grief the same as your own so widespread, because despite him connecting so deeply with millions, his music always felt like it was just you and him, handling the weight of life privately and personally. That’s a rare thing, even amongst the greats.

    My opinion? He was, until his death, the modern king of rock... 

    But more importantly, the thing I haven’t heard said...

    The king of catharsis. 

    His demons were secret to no one, nor were his kindness or his desire to be known as a full and rounded human being, not a rock caricature or a legend. 

    Chris… man... that guy could let go... he let it go on every song and every record... he let it go so masterfully that if you were nearby or heard a recording you let your weight go too. He unloaded your shit for you, just osmotically.

    He guided you through it, by guiding himself through it. He let it go in every shade and color of the spectrum.

    If you were broken and quiet and looking for the pieces of yourself, Chris had let that go on a song somewhere and could help you through it.

    If you were in a fit of manic rage, Chris had let that go in a song somewhere and could help you through it. 

    Ask ten fans what their favorite records are and you’ll get ten different answers. 

    Tributes to him range from Norah Jones to Megadeth, Cat Stevens to Incubus. 

Prolific. Period. That’s the bar for that term. Chris Cornell set it, and probably didn’t even care whether he did or not. 

    Then we got to watch him survive the grunge heyday, beat his addiction, lose his voice, get it back, get centered, become, seemingly, happy, come back stronger than ever. 

    We looked at this guy like, the demons he beat.... that’s hope. That’s inspiration. Maybe, I’ll be okay. 

    He was, by virtue of being himself, our medicine man. Watching him end this way is so hard.

    He was such a role model in so many ways, and I always thought, but yeah “He’s also just a good dude who kept pushing through.” 

    I realize now that I was kidding myself... he was more than human to me, like so many others. It’s easy to see why, but it wasn’t fair to him.

    If his family and bandmates should ever read this: Chris Cornell, and, I think he’d want me to acknowledge that Matt, Kim and Ben also, saved my life over and over again, and I am far from alone. 

    Thank you all for taking care of him. I can’t say or do anything that’ll make it better, but his impact is beyond words or even comprehension. In grief, it’s easy to lose sight of.

    I think I speak for legions when I say, we are thankful to have lives that coincided with his.

    We’re here for you.

#thankyouchriscornell

    
    


ALEXANDRA SALLAN LERENA

~

    

    MY LIFE CHANGED THE DAY I found a magazine in a music store in Barcelona. It was NME, and on the cover was a picture of a film. A film about four young Seattle friends. Probably because at that time I knew that Nirvana were from that city I got obsessed with the magazine. Next to the article were some photos of the movie, and one of the pictures called my attention. One with the director of the film with three guys called, Eddie, Layne and Chris. I felt in love immediately. The article mentioned the soundtrack, and that happened to be my new objective, to convince my mother to buy it for me, and when finally I got it, GOD! I found my new life. 

    From that moment, I did not care about not having friends, or not having anyone to hangout. I just wanted to save money during the week so I could buy a record on Friday, lock myself in my room for two days and devour the CDs from top to bottom. 

    First I got Ultramega OK, later Louder Than Love, Badmotorfinger. In between I found Temple Of The Dog (and Pearl Jam, Alice In Chains). Those records made me felt that I was not alone. That there was someone who understood my despair at not knowing how to fit into society. And the best thing, they were still recording albums and doing tours. 

    In 1994 Superunknown came out, and if the other records had lit the wick, this one caused the explosion. My parents were against my music obsession; they did not understand it, and they did not let me got to the Soundgarden concert on 21st September, 1996 at the Pabelló Oímpic de Vall d´Hebrón in Barcelona. I wanted to die. Neither the cries nor the tears worked. Nothing made them change their opinion. It was horrible but on 25th October, 1999 everything changed, because then I was able to attend the concert that he gave in my city with the Euphoria Morning tour. 

    It was wonderful. He took the stage a little bit drunk but what a show! Amazing. I left the venue with the feeling that everything was possible. Maximum happiness. Life was good. The same day of that show I saw him walking along the ramblas, in Barcelona. He seemed calm and adorable. I looked at him and thought, oh my god! It’s Chris Cornell!,.. but I could not say anything. He passed by my side and, that’s it. I stood there looking at him and thinking what a great opportunity I had just lost. 

    He returned one year ago but, because of damn money, I could not afford the ticket, and to comfort myself I thought, ok!… you will see him next time, he will come back.

    And now he is gone. I will never have the chance to look at him in the eyes and say, “Thank you. Thank you for probably giving me the best youth that nobody has ever had. Thank you for being there when no one else was. Thank you for your friendship.”

    They say we have to try to get the positive side of bad things. From Chris’ death, I’ve learnt, if you can do it, if you want to do it, then DO IT! because life may not give you this chance again.

    
    


ALI KHAN

~

    

    GOODBYE, CELESTIAL BEING. FOREVER MY Rock God, forever my all. I love you. Always will. You’re my everything. Thank you for everything.

    
    
    


ALISON PEREIRA

~

    

    CHRIS, YOUR VOICE HAS BEEN the soundtrack of my life and has helped me through some of the darkest moments of depression. Today my heart is heavy. I hear your voice in my head everyday but it’s my heart you will forever resonate within. Our searchlight soul. Thank you for always being there for me and for reminding me I am not alone.

    

    Alison Pereira - Vancouver, BC. 

    
    
    


ALLISON THERESE

~

    

    DEAR CHRIS, I HAVE TRIED many times to put into writing what is in my heart, but I still cannot express it. Simply put, you have held a special place in my heart for years, and you always will. A piece of me is lost without you in this world. Your passing is tragic on many levels. Thank you for the songs you have given to us.

    
    
    


ANDREA COOK

~

    

    YOUR WORDS GIVE ME STRENGTH. Your voice gives me joy. Your music has shaped my life. You have been the one constant, and for that I thank you.

    
    
    


ANDREW GOLDBERG

~

    

    TO THE REST OF SOUNDGARDEN fans and family, this is from August 14th 2014 in Tampa, Florida.

    This was my first ever concert since originally having my two major open heart surgeries, all artificial heart valves, dialysis and a pacemaker. It was the Dillinger Escape Plan, Soundgarden and Nine Inch Nails. All my doctors, myself, and everyone thought I’d never live to see this concert but God had other plans and I did see it, thankfully.

    Anyway, much of the beginning of the day was horrible and dreadful awful. It was constantly storming, pretty awfully on and off all day and it was outside at the Tampa Amphitheatre. We had second thoughts about actually going because of horrible weather, etc, the whole trip there but we continued to push forward.

    We got there it was cold and wet and windy. During the The Dillinger Escape Plan opening act it wouldn’t stop pouring at all. Then, the news came in that actor comedian Robin Williams had committed suicide by hanging. Everybody there was shocked and devastated by the news. Just as this was happening, Soundgarden was taking the stage. Then, something that I will never forget happened. 

    It still feels like it was just yesterday, as a matter of fact. Until recently, I never put much thought into it or really understood what was going on at that moment in time. Soundgarden started playing the song “Searching With My Good Eye Closed”, and I will never forget during the song all of a sudden it stopped pouring rain and the clouds parted. The sky opened up and it was like heaven itself opened up and these bright beams of golden sunlight were hitting the audience, the stage, and Chris Cornell as well. Chris Cornell took notice and his voice was so powerful and commanding when he kept looking up to the heavens and singing the lyrics “Is it to the sky?” over and over. It was as if he was signing to God Personally Himself. It was such an emotional and intense moment in time that I’ll never forget as long as I’m alive. I hope you enjoyed my personal story of Chris Cornell.

    
    
    
    
    


ANDY HILL

~

    

    I HAD THE PRIVILEGE TO see CC perform seven times. The last was his acoustic solo set at Benaroya Hall in Seattle in October 2013. I was third row back front-and-center, thanks to some jackass next to my ticketed seat up/back in mezzanine, who was drunk during the opening act, making harassing comments to me. I complained to event staff, and they relocated me to an available seat in the third row front and center!!

    The show was unlike any other concert. An intimate fireside where he was kicking back with all the fans.

    Anyone who has been in Benaroya Hall knows about its acoustic design. When it’s quiet, you can hear a pin drop (it was designed for the Seattle symphony). At the show, CC said “this place feels too sacred to play rock”, then yells “Fuck! There, now its been sullied and is ready.”

    Best memory from the show: During one of those periods of sheer silence between songs, someone from the crowd (wish it was me) yells out: “Chris ... Fucking ... Cornell”. Everyone heard it. Perfectly spoken, perfectly timed. Three simple words to define his legendary status. Everyone cheered and screamed. Chris cracked a smile.

    
    


ANGELA J. MAHER

~

    

    Chris meant more to me than even I realised, which is saying something...

    I fell in love with his voice long before I knew his name or even what he really looked like. Then, somewhere along the way, he captured my heart. He became even more after tweeting a picture of a marble wall and asking what could we see? I saw a scene, then a paragraph, then a chapter... In that moment he became my muse. It wasn’t by choice (although who better could I have chosen?). After that everything I wrote had at least a taste of his influence. I wish that he had known that. I wish he’d known his interviews encouraged me as much as his songs gave me solace. I love him with a purity few people ever receive from me.

    My beautiful muse, you have broken my heart. But I gladly feel this pain in payment for the miracle of you having existed at all.

Rest peacefully.

    

    

    



THE WORRIED MOON

    

    The Worried Moon

    Looks down in grief

    A hole in his heart

    For the son he couldn’t keep

    

    Watching from afar

    Guiding with his light

    The world will miss

    A soul so bright

    

    As darkness descended

    The end came too soon

    The son shone no more

    Beneath the worried moon

    
    
    
    


ANITA M

~

    

    Dear Chris,

    This is too surreal! Why? Why are you gone? Why am I grieving so immensely for you? We aren’t family, we’re not friends, we’re not even acquaintances. Is it because depression consumes me too to the point of having dark thoughts almost everyday?  Is it because I feel like an outcast, a loner and a loser? Or is it because the very first time I heard your songs from Superunknown ("Black Hole Sun”, “The Day I Tried To Live”, “Fell On Black Days") that helped me feel I wasn’t alone in my struggles?

    I made mix tapes with these very songs back in 1994/1995 and your voice and lyrics still resonate in my life. Maybe this is why I’m grieving for you. I really wanted to go to your last concert at the Fox Theater on May 17th. It wasn’t too far away! I regret not going! :(

    So many emotions are flowing through me; shock, sorrow, anger, sadness to name a few.  This is where your songs help ease the pain. Unfortunately you are no longer here to sing them in person. 

    But all I can do right now is give much love to you and your family. This sounds so cheesy but you will truly be missed and be in my completely broken heart. Your words will continue to uplift everyone in fact. 

    
    


ANNE KNOX

~

    

    MUSIC IS MY THERAPY SINCE age five when I got my first radio. The first time I saw Soundgarden I believe it was 1990, but not sure. They opened for Faith No More at the Trocadero in Philly. I was there to see SG. 

    I have seen SG and CC solo to many times to count. I wish I could remember all the shows. My late husband had the awesome memory. He passed on 22nd April, 2014 from suicide. So to say the least, I feel the same right now as I did when my husband passed. 

    Over the years I have been lucky enough to see SG and collect some things along the way. I now cherish my setlists, picks, autographs, etc, even more than I did before. A few years back I was looking at chriscornell.com and clicked on one of the Songbook shows I saw in November 2011 in Atlantic City. I was ecstatic when I saw the pictures of Chris Cornell shaking my hand on Chris’s website. I messaged the photographer asking for a copy but never heard back from her. 

    One time I packed a backpack, tickets in hand, and hopped on the Megabus to see Chris Cornell at the Bowery Ballroom (that is where I got my blue CC pick) and the next night was Irving Plaza. What amazing shows and so much fun waiting in line with fellow Knights. When we went to Hammerstein show in NYC, it was freezing. We brought cardboard to sit on, someone brought a kerosene heater that helped. My late husband was offered clothes from people walking by, they thought we were homeless, but no, just waiting to get on the rail for that show. I got some really amazing pictures there. One of my favorites is Chris’s reflection in Matt’s drum. 

    Another awesome memory from NYC. Was waiting for Ben to come out of the venue. Everyone else from the band already left, so being me I walked over to his esclade and started talking to his driver asking when he was coming out. During that time someone came out and asked the driver to drive around the block so they could get a truck up the street. I asked the driver if I could come for the ride He said yes, so I got to sit in Ben’s seat and take a ride. I should have written him a note as I always have a sharpie with me at all concerts I ever go to, and I go to a lot of concerts. 

    I could probably write a book, there are so many more shows I could write about but I don’t want to make this too long. I have always loved TOTD was accepting the fact I would never see that show. Well TOTD decided to tour and they were coming to my hometown Upper Darby PA to the Tower Theater, one of my all time favorite venues. I knew it was going to be impossible to get tickets, I was so nervous. The first show was on my late husband’s birthday so I guess his energy left on earth helped me get my 13th row tickets. But at the Tower I always end up 3rd row right side been the same security guard for years there. When I got to the Tower that night I immediately went to the box office and asked if they had tickets for tomorrow night and they did 5th row on left side. I couldn’t believe it. Dreams do come true. Never thought I would ever see TOTD. That was the last night I saw Chris Cornell.

    
    


ANNETTE MCCLELLAN

~

    

    CHRIS CORNELL, MY MOM, AND ME

    

    This is about my first time to see Chris Cornell live.

His music helped me through a very dark place in my life during late 2015-early 2016. In late February my mom was taken to the ER with what was thought to be another cardiac event. She never recovered.

During those two weeks, Chris announced he’d be playing at Ravinia near Chicago. Mom was teaching me from her hospital bed that life was too short, to go for what I wanted to do. So I told my father that if I had to sleep in my car and eat peanut butter crackers to see him, I was going to.... harrumph!

My mom passed March 5. On March 6 (also my dad’s birthday), Chris announced the entire North American tour. There were three places all within a reasonable distance. I decided I would go for one of those.

March 7 (also the anniversary of my mom’s mom’s passing; freaky, no?) I’m sitting in the mortuary helping finalize Mom’s arrangements. My Ticketmaster app buzzed and only one of my locations was operating through them. I couldn’t stop to call the nearest venue, but I could do this one (next closest). So I got my ticket - don’t laugh, the mortician was running late.

I got home later and looked up the seat on the venue’s website - my mother and grandmother gave me one of the most precious gifts ever. My seat was 5th row, almost exact center stage (#20 on a row of 38). I cried buckets. I could not believe it. It was my first ever Chris Cornell show in any version. It was going to be magical.

And it was.

And Mom continued to work her magic - I got tickets to Temple in NYC; a friend ended up with a spare for Seattle and asked me to join her. I got tickets for Carolina Rebellion and then with days to spare, lucky enough for an opportunity to see them the next night in Tuscaloosa.

This morning in the grey dreary rain, on the way to church, I had a heart-to-heart crying conversation with my mother. I thanked her for all she’d done to help me see my favorite artist so many times in such a short time frame. I also told her to please find him in heaven and to give him a huge hug and thank him for meaning so much to me and countless others. I asked her to keep his sweet family and close friends in her prayers as well.

I don’t always subscribe to a traditional understanding of theology. I honestly don’t know what the afterlife holds... my own thought is that we’re bathed in light and goodness and that love fills every missing piece, all the gaps. And so I pray and hope with all my being that whatever gaps were there have been filled to overflowing with light and love... and that the overspill comes down and makes us better people for it.

Loud love my friends. 

    
    


ARABELLA CORNELL

~

    

    I’M STILL REELING FROM THE loss of Chris Cornell. An awesome voice and handsome face were just the tip of the iceberg. He was a musical genius, an inspiration, a muse to many, and the kindest of hearts. Although I never met him, I will remember him forever, with love. 

    
    
    


ARLETTA PRZYNOGA

~

    

    I ACTUALLY STARTED LISTENING TO Chris Cornell from the Scream album. It was summer and I had to go to hospital, to the dermatological department for two weeks. I was staying in a room with five more ladies: one with serious case of cancer, on top of that with nasty dermatological problems on her face, one which was obese and it caused troubles with her health (and she made so much noise at nights) and a little girl - maybe 10 years old, totally scared. 

    The nights were really tough in this room, with painful moaning, snoring, crying of the people. The second day a friend brought me Scream on CD. And I started to listen to it 24/7. Day and night, especially nights. It really helped me. Then I got Euphoria Morning and Carry On, and then Audioslave, and then Soundgarden albums - so I went sort of backward. 

    After leaving the hospital, I started following Chris Cornell and found out that he was very active on Twitter. I didn’t believe my English was good enough (it was really bad at that time). But I figured, I can sign in to Twitter and just follow him. And then I started tweeting a little. And that’s how I met some of the most wonderful people: Rose, Sabrina, Marlen, Trudy, Shelli, Sarah, Dianne, Mayra, Fabiola, Jo ... and many, many more. His amazing, open family (I so cherish the message from Mrs. Toni Karayiannis when I sent her a photo from my University graduation and she wrote back “we are all proud of you"). 

I really made friendships (even if only online, they are real). I got strength from Chris Cornell’s music and support from the community of people surrounding him, in the time of doubts, in the time of hurting myself and going through my own black days. His music, the lyrics, they were (still are) a vent to let out the bad emotions. They are my musical blocker of demons. Now, writing these words, I feel incredibly selfish and awful that I had that vent in his music, but he seemed to miss his own Chris Cornell vent... 

    I am beyond grateful that a friend of mine from a local University radio station where I worked took me to Soundgarden concert at Zitadelle Spandau in Berlin for my first SG concert. When they played “Drawing Flies” I cried. When they ended with “Beyond The Wheel” I couldn’t catch my breath. Then another friend gave me a ticket to see them again in Berlin at Columbia Halle. I stood in the second row the whole show and was in heaven. The last - and most special concert of Soundgarden to me - was the one and only Polish show. In 2014, at Live Festival Oświęcim. The amazing Polish girls – Kasia and Ismeril - brought a huge Polish flag which we could sign. They were in the first row and threw it to the band. Chris took it and there is a photo of him holding it still after the show. That was as close as I got to Mr. Chris Cornell. My biggest dream was to see his solo show. I didn’t make it. But I am beyond grateful for the three chances to see Soundgarden which I got.

    In the meantime, a group of us - CC friends from Twitter - came up with a birthday gift for his 50th birthday. We got a t-shirt, which we all wanted to sign and in the end figure out a way to deliver to him. It went to Argentina, Honduras, USA, Poland, we signed for a friend in Canada... we got stuck in Italy and have Germany and Netherlands still on our list. Yes, we didn’t finish on time. Any time. But it connected us so much. The magic of his music and his personality. 

    Getting introduced to Chris Cornell’s music changed so much in my life. I got the courage and self-acceptance that I never thought I would be capable of having. Two years ago I got the best gift ever on my birthday - he followed me on Twitter. Small thing, but when you sit on a 12 hours night shift in a crappy hotel and think there is nothing good coming in your life, such thing can really change a lot. I quit that job, got a really good and interesting one, and really thought that things can happen, if you work for them. 

    In between of all that I mentioned above, I kept on coming back to “I am the Highway” - which became my anthem, soundtrack of my life. 

    As tears can’t stop running on my face since yesterday, I am also so happy that I didn’t miss his music, his existence and was able to follow it in a company of wonderful people. I believe we will still follow the music together and that is the most comforting thought right now. You will all stay in my life, as he will stay in our hearts and thoughts. 

    I send one more big virtual hug to everyone who got touched by this death and are trying to cope with it and to say their own goodbye.

    
    


AYNSLEY DICKINSON

~

    

    IT’S NOT LIKE I’VE LOST a family member... It’s deeper than that. I’ve lost part of my musical DNA. Which to me means part of my soul has died. As dramatic as that sounds – it’s true. Most of the bands I’ve been in have a debt to Chris. I’m a drummer and subconsciously I’ve been taking lessons from Matt Cameron... But in turn I think he’s been inspired to play like he does in Soundgarden from Chris. It all ties together. My singer in the band I’m in is influenced by Chris (in reviews he gets compared to Chris, oddly - I don’t see it personally but hey....) And Layne... It’s just that Chris has influenced everyone in the last 30 years whether we consciously know it or not. 
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