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To myselves









February 15th 2022


What the fuck am I doing here? It looks familiar. Did I have a good time? Apparently not. Seems the blood comes from my head. Hurts. Hell? Why not? Could be. But the darker and colder version. Reminds me of when I was arrested in Tijuana. Man! That was a really bad involuntary withdrawal. Cold damp stone walls closing in. Rats and bugs. Porridge. Agony. Little fucking birds chirping outside at the break of dawn. Mocking and laughing at me. Smug fuckers. I have to focus on positive thinking; I’m alive and it’s quiet inside. They’re sleeping.


”Shhh…don’t move…!”


As this is a somewhat unfamiliar environment and I’m nearly naked, I’ve come to the conclusion that I left the institution. Come to think of it, the last recollection of it is the park. The nurse. The radio. And then; epiphany. Waking up to the sweetest rock n’ roll, numbing all other outside impressions. I’m the Superstar and everything is about me. The crowd is going wild. I’m going wild. Scream for me! And they do. And it doesn’t stop. It can’t ever stop.


/Dick









1st Movement – My Head Exploded


Yes, I definitely walked out out that place. Got some smokes, the short, damp second hand kind with lipstick marks. Sweet. Felt my thoughts gathering again after living apart for too long. Like old friends reunited after a painful and forced time apart. I totally forgot all about living life. Suck the marrow out of it and all that shit. And music. This invisible force that may be the only thing coming to my battered and shattered soul’s rescue. Suddenly realizing; I have endless ideas for new songs. I can just pick the cherries out of any reasonably recollected event of this life. I’m gonna tell the world my story and it will sound just as amazing as in my mind. I’m gonna do crazy shit, I guarantee!


Just need to get my hands on a guitar…


/Dick









February 17th 2022, Morning


Found a Les Paul in a dumpster! That’s the sort of advantage you get, hanging out by a landfill. Also gave me the opportunity to suit up like a seventies vacuum cleaner door to door salesman. Made a fabulous one hand lick and was instantly filled with the urge to get a band together. Went to a pub. Immediately noticed people were just waiting for me to show. All in awe. And this is where my luck changed. As an impulse I sat down and bet the only coin in my possession. Formerly in the possession of the last unknown owner of the suit, more exactly. Went pretty well.


Soon enough I found myself throwing a shitload of cash in the air and was even interviewed by a local news crew covering the story on live tv. Drinks were on me. And that means liquor all over me. It’s weird you know; the amount of cash in one’s possession, corresponds like exactly to the level of attention and fame one experiences.


I can’t lose, holy shit, I’m loaded! Is this really happening? Hard to tell since I’ve been told I have an overactive brain. Feels like my head exploded, which is a sensation I get a lot. Now, where is that guitar? Never mind, I can get ten more, easy. And a drum kit. Two drum kits. A whole drum factory, a guitar brand and a French vineyard. Maybe I can have a complete entourage of people following me around, taking care of the press, making hotel bookings and paying off the police. The latter is of course key if I want to be able to travel the world on the proper amount of drugs. And I want that. Or else I need to seriously dig into solving my mental issues, which I don’t really feel like, nor have the time for.


Anyway, as soon as I’m drunk enough I’ll split and get into the adventures I deserve! And you too, for that matter.


”You’re with me?”


”We choose not to answer at this point.”


/Dick









February 17th 2022, Afternoon


Inow feel that I’ve come to a place in my life where I no longer feel the burden of owning properties or any other funds what so ever.


That means I’m broke. I was quite wealthy for a couple of hours. Now I’m not. And the guitar is gone. My luck changed back, I think. I know there isn’t such a thing as luck. Things just happen. Sometimes you can affect events. For example fuck up royally. I do that often, but on the upside I do not get bored and that is of great importance to me. Feeling like shit, sure, but it’s not boring. Not even in my darkest hour. I guess that’s just the way I am. My mind is constantly stirring up the most fabulous forgotten impulses form the repressed depths, melting them together into pure gold. I’m the gold-cooking chef and everything I touch is like blessed by my presence. You might say I think too highly of myself, but what are you gonna do about it? Envious bastards. You can go fuck yourself! And while you do that I will for sure make rock n’ roll history. Win- win.


/Dick









February 17th 2022, Hiding out


If you care a lot about consistency and chronology in a story, you might not come to consider yourself the target audience here, but bare with me. Infinitive, past simple and past participle are in a constant conflict in my head. I’ll try to sort things out best I can, but you have to realize the damage done by the disgustingly large amounts of various central stimulant substances that have passed though my system the past, you know, life. Some health issues regarding my sanity and in particular the absence of impulse control, have not helped either. Life has not been a walk in the park. Gonna tell you all about it if you just hang in there.


So, as you might know, money comes and then you might lose it in a haze of liquor and gambling. I did that. In a top notch mobile casino I found myself going all in. Paper, rock & scissors is a fine game, but here I crashed hard. Not allowing myself to get too disappointed I instantly traded a bottle of whisky for a shotgun and demanded everyone to follow my lead.


”Let’s go trick or treat”, I shouted and was thrown out. Like I said, I went on and…it’s a bit unclear, but it was like a movie and I could see myself from the outside. Entering a store in slow motion. I’m loaded. A hobo zombie with a shotgun looking for the opportunity to get his hands on some free vinyl classics. Feelin’ like a nuclear battle ship. I think I was singing along with the soundtrack as I took an aim, graciously fell over and blasted a hole through the ceiling.


”Holy shit, it’s loaded!”


I’m running. It’s a manhunt, and I’m the man. Helicopter? I must be making the news again. A live covered relevant news story about a handsome, bare breasted dangerous but irresistibly likable hunk and his unequal fight against the injustices he wrongly faces. The average housewife’s wet dream. Daytime television at its peak. They had no chance what so ever. I know these hoods better than anyone. Luring them into the old factory yard and then; gone. The hero vanishes into thin air. I could hear an awesome guitar solo being executed, just flawless. This is the starting point! I’m gonna record a song about this! Gonna use a Gibson for the solo part. Even if I myself mostly use Fender Stratocaster, I think this song has to have a more Les Paul type of sound to it. Maybe I’ll use both. Left speaker – Les Paul. Right speaker – Stratocaster. Yes! That’s it! Page and Hendrix on the same track. Jimmy & Jimi. And me! Have to get to work. Where’s my gear? Not here anyway. I think I’m back where I started, or? Sure is cold and damp and my clothes are missing. They often inexplicably vanish from my body.


What’s up with that?


I’m listening to Bitches Brew. Or, I mean, inside I am. Don’t have the record here, but I’ve memorized it. I can play it back in my head exactly as it is. For sure one of the top ten albums of all time, no doubt. What are the other nine…? Tricky. Sure to be included, in no particular order, are of course; In Rock, Necropolis Transparent, Harvest, Are You Experienced, Moving Pictures, Necroticism – Descanting the Insalubrious, Held High, Human, Lulu… The last one is a joke. Just to make you pay attention. Actually, it’s surprisingly crappy, that one. One of rock history’s worst moments. An utter shit show beyond belief. If it wasn’t for that one, just maybe Transformer would have made the list. Now it’s tainted forever. How many is that? And why just limit the list to ten? Can’t I make the list as long as I want? Yes? No? I’ll have to come back to this. There is one album in particular that for sure is going to make the list complete. An album which hasn’t been made yet. That’s my album. It will be self titled, obviously.


”A little louder…that’s it! Thanks, Miles”


Pure perfection. It reminds me of myself.


/Dick
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