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  Om Swastiastu Ratu Bagus




  Introduction*




  THE WESTERN WORLD PARTIES with no borders or boundaries. We all share similar social experiences of music, fashion, attractions and interactive habits. What I engage in on Saturday night can be ventured in every Western city on the planet by like-minded people aged from about eighteen to forty-plus and the scattered party veterans who look like they haven’t stopped since the ’60s. This global scene is all about drinking, socialising, music, the opposite sex, the same sex — and drugs. All one needs to be part of this global community is a sense of fun and daring nocturnal adventure.




  This book is about what I have experienced, felt, discovered and healed, living the way of my generation by way of the influence of partying and drugs. If you have just begun to explore the world of social freedom and experimentation, it shows you what the party scene may have in store for you if you stay on the circuit. For those who have been there, done that, here lies an exposition to help you understand exactly what the mystery of drugs has done — and possibly is continuing to do — to you.




  Drugs and partying are so entrenched in our society and such an easy trap to fall into, again and again. Experiencing drugs opens a palatable gateway into the unknown, which can start off quite liberating, only to lead down the same sorry path, countless times fatally. Though what exactly is taking place on this journey and its destination? I was led to believe that it’s simply an ingested chemical charge that releases my body’s own chemicals — that elevates me to bliss and then depletes ‘this’ and ‘that’, making me shitty, depressed and at times suicidal. But there is a bigger picture as to why drugs begin with pleasure and end in pain, and it has taken me an incredible journey to uncover the stark reality behind this mystery that plays through druginduced tantalised senses, in a ‘game’ that has been known to wise people for thousands of years. It is a game the doctors never mention.




  The allure is too great. The social scene continually entices the like-minded to ‘taste’ that sublime altered state, while community service warnings alarm us of the dangers and government policy bases itself around a greater police effort to try and inhibit the flow of drugs onto the streets, which bears no results. Drugs are out there in society and are accessible to anyone who wants them — any place, any time. And there are plenty of takers.




  Everything has a price, and the hardened dance party (or rave) revolutionaries know only too well the price we can pay for pushing partying to its limits. To the newcomers, I honestly can’t tell you, ‘Don’t take drugs’, as no matter how strongly I now oppose them or no matter what you are warned or told, we know life doesn’t work that way. You will always want to experience first hand, regardless of what I, parents or the government present to you. With this book you will at least have a bit of credence and forewarning, showing you what to expect, what it all means and how to overcome that potential bump on the path. For many of the tormented lost souls travelling aimlessly day to day at the end of the ride, the only avenue available to rehabilitate is a doctor waiting to prescribe more chemicals.




  To parents and those concerned with the plight of drugs, the information here is exactly the type of help I was once in desperate need of. I could find limited plausible guidance and reference material, especially when drugs were taking their strongest, most destructive, grip on my life. I did not understand the bizarre world they exposed me to. Finding someone who really understood the consequences of the way I lived and played, showing empathy and believing my outlandish experiences was far from easy. Continually reading that ecstasy depletes serotonin — That’s why I’m feeling so shitty — didn’t go far enough for me. I needed cutting-edge answers to the expansive truth within the powerful cycle of drugs. Plus, I tired of buying self-help books by life gurus with million-dollar smiles living in Tinsel Town, with many proclaiming that healing and wellness are such easy and carefree states of achieving and being. Nothing personal against them, but for some reason — I eventually understood why — I felt self-help books never really helped me get to the ultimate source of my experiences and suffering from drugs.




  A drug-induced life can’t be cured in the time it takes you to read this book, or any book proclaiming the words, ‘Wow. That’s it. I get it!’ It takes hard work beyond the confines of the mind and body. It takes soul searching. It’s not overcome with a detox program. It’s an ongoing journey of discovery about the many layers and ‘masks’ of oneself and the dynamics of the world around us, initially littered with a few highs and many lows. It’s a huge test that must be passed. It depends on how much you want to discover the real you. I believed once that I discovered the real me with drugs. But, as time passed, the real me seemed like a fantasy for another life.




  What gives me the right to present this book, setting myself up as an expert on the highs and lows of drugs and the party scene? I’m not a doctor, a psychiatrist or a counsellor. While I cannot lay claim to any medical certificate hanging from my wall, I can share with you more than twenty-five years of knowledge about the topic from a powerful position of first-hand experience and hard-earned understanding. It was an insatiable quest in discovering — in the wrong and right way — myself and the world around me that could never be learnt in a classroom or a clinic. That experience and understanding was like a PhD, with the topic and attainment being life itself.




  I’ve helped create the mind-altering experiences that cliquishly have drawn many to in-vogue clubs and stadiums to get totally wasted. A former international DJ, I mixed the musical pulse that turned music into a cathartic journey. I created a transcendent platform for crowds through DJing and also shared the journey as a face in the crowd on the dance floor — in numerous states of altered mind.




  In the course of growing up and as an adult I have had many challenging and powerful experiences. These were valuable lessons to take heed of, but I showed a total disregard for many things moral or safe, not to mention legal. Sadly, other friends of mine who shared similar experiences never got a chance to amend their past. I did. My second chance allowed me to embark upon a new course, a new learning experience, which presented me with the opportunity to truly understand the most important and challenging topic of them all — my life.




  I’ve not known of, nor heard about, a drug lifestyle leading to a healthy and happy life. Drugs are not designed to provide such gifts. Incredibly, my life was spared the demise experienced by so many drug users. Why? Well, I don’t know, I am not some sort of self-ordained individual who professes to be living an enlightened life.




  The reason you are reading this book is because I was fortunate enough to meet some incredible people who somehow entered my life right on cue. At crucial moments they appeared and provided me with incredible guidance, lifting the veil on my mysterious experiences and my past. Their unorthodox method-ologies helped me to understand what it was I was trying to uncover and paved the way not only for me to heal, but also to open my eyes to the world around me and open my heart — naturally. This book is the story of that journey.




  This book exposes the social drug scene as it really was — and still is. Some may find parts of my story overwhelming, but it’s the way an entire generation has expressed themselves without regard. What I did, so too did many others. Countless sons and daughters, brothers and sisters, neighbours and friends, are living this life right now, with no idea where it is taking them. What I spent years experiencing, searching for and discovering, I share here with you.




  

    Footnotes




    * All the events described in this book are factual. The names of most individuals mentioned have been changed to protect their privacy.


  




  Part One




  1. The opening curtain




  MY FAST-LANE JOURNEY took shape way back when I was a teen in the ’80s and during some of life’s toughest challenges well before that. Home was the Sydney beachside suburb of Maroubra. Its local surfers were renowned for going hard. Today, they are known as the Bra Boys. Back then, we didn’t have the much-publicised reputation the Bra Boys have now, but not too much has changed. Surfing, partying, fighting — you either kept up the pace, and the standard, or you burnt out and faded into obscurity. Many paid for this intense lifestyle with their lives, in all manner of fashion. It was an early exit from a lifestyle we honoured and cherished.




  The only boy, with one younger sister and two older sisters, we seemed a normal suburban family, living in a nice little rented house in Maroubra’s adjoining suburb, Coogee. Mum, tall and blonde, epitomised the beach girl image of her hometown of Bondi beach. Dad, dark in complexion and about half a foot shorter than Mum, was from the country town of Goulburn, and carried that typical Australian bush trait of seeing the funny, and sarcastic, side to everything. Dad spent fourteen years in the navy, and my parents’ affinity with the ocean certainly rubbed off on me. With my sheet white hair that sat on my shoulders and big blue eyes, I was a typical little beach ‘grommet’, as beach kids are affectionately known. Mum cooked beautiful meals every night and made sure we always looked neat and tidy. We were disciplined the old-fashioned way when we got out of hand — mostly by Mum — and attended the local Catholic schools. Mum and Dad were never into getting excited about dreams. They thought it far preferable to have a stable job packing shelves at the supermarket than pursue frivolous entrepreneurial dreams. I had many dreams, but I learnt it was better to keep them to myself.




  I was a bit of a larrikin at school, which often seemed to land me at the vice-principal’s office for four of the best. I never really understood how those patrons of Jesus, all loving and compas-sionate, could suddenly turn into sadists, caning us in a frenzy for acts such as simply laughing in church.




  While us kids received the utmost care and attention, we lived with a dark secret. Mum worked at a club on the other side of the harbour and I remember sitting up with Dad on the weekends watching John Wayne movies and the like and listening to Dad’s navy stories while Mum was at work. But I always feared going to bed because I knew terrible things were certain to happen. From my earliest memories, I recall the countless times of waking and standing behind the lounge room door, hiding, as my parents argued to that point I knew was always coming. Bang! Crash!




  I stood at that door, enduring long and vicious arguments, because I knew that, when the moment arrived, I could be there in an instant — in between Mum and Dad as they punched into one another like a couple of street fighters, both full of Scotch whisky. Crying and screaming in sheer terror for them to stop, I couldn’t understand how they could do that to each other. I couldn’t understand how they could do that to us... again and again. Both of them were as much to blame as the other. The smell of Scotch whisky was a constant reminder. That smell meant trouble was looming and, even today, the aroma of that liquor takes me back to those moments.




  Eventually, the fighting did stop. Mum left Dad for another man and a better life. I was fifteen. My two older sisters had moved out already. Mum thought my younger sister and I would automatically come and live with her, but we both stayed with Dad. I didn’t want to leave home and I had no intention of starting a new life with another man I hadn’t even met. Home was home, and I only wanted one Dad. For the first time in my life, the weekends arrived and I went to bed knowing that I would go to sleep and not wake up to those violent episodes. It was the strangest feeling. But that peace left an empty void in our lives. A broken home is the loneliest place on earth. The smell of fresh baked cake after school drifted off into the past. Dinner time slowly became TV dinner time. Life changed for the better and for the worse. Mum was gone. Life seemed so cruel. We’d get carted across town for nights at Mum’s new place with her new partner, but I held him responsible for breaking up our family. I always thought: How could any man turn up and take a woman away from her family? How could he sit there and talk to me as if that was the way it’s always been — him and us? I couldn’t look him in the eye — ever.




  My traumatic childhood episodes seemed to pass like a series of bad dreams. Our snug suburban life deteriorated and Dad seemed to have given up on life. Discipline went, advice went, and adolescent bonding with my role model never came. He went from caretaking an entire office block in the city to caretaking a water pump at the local hospital, working twenty-four hour shifts, where he just sat alone in the pump house, solving jigsaw puzzles and drinking Scotch whisky. And, at home, he drank more Scotch whisky. Johnny Walker is a name embedded in my mind. Dad would sometimes call Mum when he was drunk to tell her he loved her. It was the only time I heard those words between Mum and Dad. But it was too little too late. Mum was gone.




  Our living standard dropped and we were forced to seek government housing assistance. We were offered a small unit in a complex close to Maroubra beach. It was your typical Housing Commission enclave — grassless lawns, fly screens half hanging from windows, a public phone that was always vandalised, and loud and rough neighbours. We were surrounded by a treasure trove of victims of society — single mums, with up to four kids from as many fathers, who took advantage of generous government allowances for having to endure such harshness, heroin addicts, dealers, drunks, divorcees, immigrants, and the unemployed or the unemployable.




  We were the bane of society thrown together so society would always know where the collective losers were — and we also would know who we were. Here I was, a well-mannered, young private school boy from a very discerning suburb suddenly thrown in with a new, and very different, crowd. Adjusting to a new way of life, I gravitated to the kids in my neighbourhood as young people do. Running undisciplined and unrestrained, the beach, and eventually the local pub, became our home. We became our own family and set the rules accordingly.




  Leaving school, jobs were here and there. I had big aspira-tions at school, but I became a product of my environment and, after moving to the housing estate, I never really strived to achieve anything grand. I never had any resistance to work, as I always seemed to find it, but I could never apply myself to the nine-to-five routine, as I found this suffocated some desire for freedom churning inside. If I found that my freedoms were compromised, I’d leave. Mowing lawns at the local golf club, carting slabs of tobacco at the local cigarette factory, storeman, loading planes at the airport — none of them took me anywhere but back to the unemployment office and then back to the beach. The beach was the magnet for us all and the weekends a cherished moment to let loose with everyone. It was the elements — the beach, the ocean and the sun — which nurtured me, kept me fit and looking healthy, but masking what I had begun to get up to.




  2. Gotcha!




  AH, THAT FIRST INHALATION of marijuana with its aromatic fragrance and the toy-like bubbles as they churn in the bong. Bravado was paramount in the company of my peers. Trying to look every bit the seasoned pro, that explosive cough as the smoke filled my supple lungs could not be fought back and, with every cloudy gasp, ruptures of laughter overcame my mates as they urged me on. Time and practice would condition me to my new social thrill, as I worked in earnest to condition my lungs and keep pace with the others, enjoying the giggles, the munchies and the cool persona I was feeling. That addictive hit of drawing back each burst of smoke on the bong, feeling the charge of the mini-fireworks display of cinders descend down the hose to be extinguished in the rancid water, was what we all seemed to yearn for — that moment of ignition and the smoke to billow. We bestowed the highest honour upon this coolest of plants, treating it like gold, as it began to hold us together, and indiscriminately and passively hold us to it.




  Drugs like pot were everywhere, which made them seem normal — part of how the adult world worked, or at least a part of how our world worked. They were so cool. Aged sixteen, I saw getting stoned as no different from Dad and his mates sneaking a cigarette and a beer behind their fathers’ backs. Everyone was doing it. Plus, Dad now being an alcoholic, and my role model, sent the right messages. It was ‘user, try at your own risk’ and it didn’t matter if you were from government housing or chauf-feured around every day. My generation’s covert vice of pot was a classless domain, which had woven its magic into our corner of suburbia.




  As my head grew accustomed to this daily haze, a new perception of life was emerging. At times, I had to repress weird feelings of paranoia, as it was by no means hip to lose one’s cool and freak out. It was just like drinking too much. Too much alcohol and I’d throw up; too much pot and I’d get paranoid. Anyway, the fragility was rare and to opt out of a session due to weakness was never an option. My world — working, surfing and spending time with the family — had to accept my numbed-out coolness, as I became stoned during the week and hung-over from alcohol on the weekend. Excitement was drawn from my raw youthfulness, bursting with energy and a new pack of mates rough and ready, all hell-bent on pushing our coming-of-age towards anything that would get our adrenaline pumping and our testosterone firing, consuming whatever was the way of the day.




  The guys down the beach were taking it all on — big waves, beers, brawls and bongs, with the latter a passive counterbalance preventing many ending in jail or a wooden box. For now! I went along with the collective way, not thinking of anything other than being one of the boys. Our new weekly hangovers were trophies of a big night out — the sorer the head, the better the night. Come Sunday, friends would gather to exchange bravado stories of who shagged who, who fought who and who felt the worst. Our sullen faces were pasty and gaunt, with a disturbing green tinge. But after a few hours’ surfing, we once again looked like paragons of youth and health.




  Scoring for others and ‘taxing’ a nice bud from the deal, midnight raids on growers’ backyards, and tearing sanctified crops from their secret shelters, were cheap and thrilling ways to keep our bowls full. Soon it was dodgy deals with all sorts of misfits from all corners of town. In the pursuit of our beloved leafy gold, trouble was never far, and we were ready for it.




  ‘Wait here, I can’t let you see where my mate lives,’ ordered some guy who turned up to the beach one day. We had driven in his car to the other side of the city to score. I handed over my money and he told me to wait for him at a nearby bus stop. He then drove off. Two hours passed and the realisation of a deal gone bad had my fury explode. I ran like a marathon man for miles till the anger subsided. Mob rule was always the policy in the lawless domain we began to revolve around. In this game, trust was earned and deceit was neither forgiven nor forgotten.




  On occasion an opportunity would allow me to personally rebalance the scales of karma, though not in a saintly manner, but satisfying nonetheless. As I walked into my local pizza restaurant after a drinking session at the pub, I was puzzled by the hefty man sitting to the side of the counter. The restaurant, with its cheap plastic chairs, cheaper plastic, chequered tablecloths and plastic roses was half full of patrons eating pizza, which only really tasted palatable when drunk because they were either soggy or overcooked and as hard as frisbees.




  I knew his crumpled face, devoid of feeling, but I couldn’t think of where. Then it came flooding back. My heart began to pump feverishly and my instinctive fight or flight impulse made its decision. I casually walked up to the thug-like crook, twice my size, twice my age and twice as ugly. Relaxing ever so casually in his chair, with a smart-ass look on his face, I noticed his hands were draped with ponderous rings that in the street-wise world said, ‘I’m ready!’ But there was no time now for rational thinking. I was there in his space. I’d been close to the action of a few fights in the pub, but I was still that well-mannered private school kid and, to date, hadn’t found the courage to start swinging punches. Enduring violence for so long in the family made me withdraw and get nervous from even a heated argument. I used to change the TV channel when people started arguing in a movie. But there I was, now faced with a true moment of manhood: man versus man. To retreat now and cower away would have made me a wimp, and allowed this guy to hang out on my turf, forever belit-tling me.




  ‘Do you remember me?’ I asked, trying to subdue the fear rippling through my words.




  ‘What!’ his size and age enough to convince him of his superiority, as he eyed me with a look of invincibility. It was a look I projected back, as my eyes widened, the fury inside hardening my stare.




  ‘I’m the sucker you left standing at the bus stop.’




  Before he had the chance to absorb my final word, I landed a crushing blow plumb on his cheekbone, splitting open his acne-scarred face. Blood sprayed instantly all over both of us and I continued with a barrage of lefts and rights, some connecting beautifully as if the debt was being reduced with each infliction of pain. I could hear patrons screaming, but my focus was unmoving — he was mine. There was no fear now, no thoughts and no mercy. I couldn’t believe that he didn’t fight back. He succumbed to the onslaught, curled up on the floor screaming like a child. I began to ridicule his cowardice. With a couple of parting kicks to the body, which were more demoralising for him than vicious from me, I casually walked back to the counter, apologised to Tony the owner, who had seen many a skirmish at his restaurant, ordered a pizza and returned to the pub.




  My five-minute conquest was that of a hero and my blood-stained shirt the nectar of the battlefield. I had entered manhood and my standing among my peers was instantly elevated. Surfing, women and fighting were the benchmarks for status. My girlfriend had tarnished my evolving ego by sleeping with a number of guys behind my back, but fighting restored it. I really was now one of the boys who commanded respect.




  About a month later I entered the same pizza restaurant and to my amazement the guy I left there wailing on the floor was seated with three companions. By the time I noticed them, they were all pointing towards me, their number an obvious advantage. I panicked and thought that this saga is far from over. But it was my hometown and I quickly realised that there were three choices: stay and get beaten up; run if it looks like I’m going to get beaten up; or finish it here. I came to the conclusion that if you want to play with a three-to-one disadvantage, wait one moment. Very casually, I strolled back out and re-entered the smoke-filled pub across the road, full of any number of takers for a good fight, and requested some help. The boys were ready, like racehorses about to explode from the barrier. By the time the group exited the restaurant, about eight of us were waiting outside, the adrenaline swirling among us. Our opponents had looks only their mothers could love. They were covered in tattoos and they were bigger than us, but their size advantage didn’t intimidate us. Like surfing big waves, we were ready for the rush, but nervous at the force moving towards us.




  No words were spoken; it abruptly erupted into street violence. Both sides wanted on! Overwhelmed with the athleticism of hard-core surfers, our opponents scattered and the guy who ripped me off raced down the street and I took chase. He ran like prey on the prairie and, as I was closing in for the kill, he turned suddenly and entered an open front door of someone’s house. We both ran down the hallway and through the lounge room where a couple was seated watching television.




  ‘Call the police. Call the police,’ wailed my combatant, his voice fraught with fear.




  ‘What the fuck are you both doing?’ beckoned the male house owner, while his partner screamed at his side.




  We raced by them and, to my adversary’s misfortune, he entered the bedroom. There was no escape. I flew through the air, tackling him onto the bed. Another pitiful submission followed. Again, he screamed and curled up on the bed. I stood victorious over the top of him and a rush of satisfaction elevated me. I had taken his power, crushed his strength and destroyed his ego. I suddenly realised I was in a stranger’s house, standing on their bed over some guy curled up sobbing and dripping blood over it. Embarrassed, I walked out past my accidental hosts, apologised for the inconvenience and went back outside, by which time our rivals had run off into the night and the fight was over.




  Like dogs who have fought and reclaimed our piece of turf, we all went back to the pub and drank to our success. We were metro-tribal warriors, feasting on the story and collective experience of our social slaying. The camaraderie we solidified was that of a brotherhood, to be continually reinforced through our like-minded antics. Proud of who we were and where we came from, our suburb signified a way of life. Maroubra was a tough part of town and I was now well and truly a local lad. With such a fired-up attitude, it was only a matter of time before the long reach of the law grabbed hold of us. Deciding to move out from home with three close friends — Brian, John and Mark — we rented a cheap unit opposite the beach. Now we had our own pad, which ended up being everyone’s. Every afternoon after work, bodies would stream into our place and it would turn out to be one serious session. We were well catered for. Friends who were selling pot plied their trade at our place. Their fee was to keep our bowls always full.




  It wasn’t long before we were evicted, and so we moved to another cheap, cockroach-infested flat, about a kilometre away. Our previous unit was fully furnished. The new one wasn’t, and so we decided to go and take what was needed. Donning black, we made a 3 a.m. raid on the old unit, using a spare key not returned. Brian, who had a body chiselled from stone — and the way he used to always fight when he was at the pub, I was sure he had rocks in his head — needed a mattress. We placed the double mattress onto the front lawn and stacked it with whatever wasn’t nailed down. Grabbing a corner each, we hauled the mattress through the streets, piled high like a pyramid, at times falling over in stitches of laughter as bits and pieces fell off, echoing into the silence of the night. Next morning we redecorated our new place with curtains, rugs and cutlery — with everything but the kitchen sink, although we did take the plug.




  A couple of days later, John, being twenty-one and the oldest of us all, came rushing into our bedrooms at about six in the morning urgently whispering, ‘The cops are coming into the unit.’ We grabbed all the contraband lying around. Bongs, cones and pot quickly got thrown out the side window. John had started growing a crop in the hallway, taking advantage of the sunlight there. The plants, about a dozen in all, were about a foot tall and looking well loved. John tore the plants from their pots and raced to flush them down the toilet.




  Because I was the one who was the persuasive talker, I was urged to answer the firm knock at the front door. One of the officers said that they were investigating the theft of household items from a unit nearby. With a look of curious innocence, I told the officer that it’s fine, that we have locks on all the doors and windows, but thanks for letting us know. As I was talking, another officer took a peek inside and saw all the empty pots lined up. That was enough for them. Before I knew it, four of them were inside the unit. We were told to stay put while they looked around. One of the officers walked into the bathroom where John was rinsing his hands after sending the contraband down the toilet: ‘Do you mind, mate?’




  The officer apologised and closed the door and told him to hurry up. John came out and said, ‘Thanks. What’s the problem?’




  On closer inspection of the empty pot holders, one of the officers picked up one of the pots where bits of withered marijuana leaves were stuck to the soil. ‘Cultivation of a prohibited item! We have evidence!’ he said, waving the pot holder in our faces.




  We were all standing in the hallway while the officers searched the unit. For a moment we were unsupervised. John made a swoop for the evidence. He scooped up the leaves and ate them. When one of the officers returned, he saw that the evidence was gone and screamed at us, ‘Where’s the evidence?’




  John said, ‘What evidence?’ smiling with bits of marijuana stuck to his teeth like remnants of parsley after dinner.




  The enraged officer took hold of John’s shirt and screamed, ‘You little bastard, you ate the evidence!’




  John grabbed him back and next moment they were both on the ground wrestling. The other officers came to assist, as John was getting the upper hand, and I was starting to really panic. Finally, it took the four of them to subdue John the old-fashioned way, slamming him repeatedly into the floor and a few kicks to the body. He was handcuffed and then a complete search of the unit was undertaken. The police found the items we threw out the window and then allocated something to each of us for the judge — a couple of bongs and cones. Mark worked at the Department of Defence storage depot as a storeman and he had stolen an Australian flag the size of two king-sized beds. One of the officers became quite intrigued by it hanging from the wall and said that it would look good in his son’s bedroom. We were ordered to take it down and carry it to the police car.




  Ironically, we were not charged with taking the furniture, but we were ordered to carry it all back within twenty-four hours. No doubt the police, or the owner of the unit, could see we were young and stupid and in need of a good kick in the rear. Again, we loaded up the mattress and hauled it back through the streets. A week later we were evicted once more and we decided that our stint at independence needed to be put on hold. We all moved back to the ease of home. My first criminal conviction: possession of an implement used in the smoking of a dangerous drug. In other words, I got lumbered with the cone. I had just turned eighteen.




  The stage had been set and the pace too. It was full throttle into adulthood and my friends and I — my entire beach community — lived, not in the moment, but for the moment — any moment that would bring us together to push ourselves to the limit. Surfing, fighting, drinking, drugs — any release would satisfy that thirst for excitement and an escape from boring normality.




  3. Rock rules




  MUSIC WAS ALWAYS a motivating medium and the latest underground bands from around the country and the world continually found their way into our car stereos. It was the ’80s and rock ruled the airways, and the pub band scene was where everyone found a tantalising convergence of raw adrenaline and musical harmony. I learnt acoustic guitar with some mates. It was a mellow way to chill out when stoned, but it wasn’t long before we were jamming a tad more intensely with old, beaten-up electric Fenders, Marshal amps and Tama drums. With an inherent knack for holding a beat, I swapped the guitar for the drums, and with four friends learnt some covers and began playing at the local pub every month.




  We called ourselves ‘Action Incorporated’. For a covers band, we were tight and played hard, although Mark, the front man, couldn’t sing happy birthday in tune, let alone Metallica, AC/DC and the like. But he was one of the boys and what he lacked in talent he made up for in showmanship. He was a classic rebel-type of front man and wouldn’t lift anything other than his mic and a bourbon, while we all lugged our gear week-in, week-out. Ted, his brother, was the rhythm guitarist. Ted was a mad Kiss fan and he and I found a great connection musically. Ray was the lead guitarist and an absolute freak. He could copy the exact leads of any of the greatest lead guitarists in the world, note for note, which would leave us all dumbfounded. And Lee, well, he was the bass player and a bit of a loose cannon. He was one of the easiest guys to get into an argument with, and he was as exciting on and off the stage as a church service. But he knew his stuff and we all used to enjoy taking the piss out of him because he was so easy to rile up. Our monthly gigs continually overstretched the pub’s security as hundreds of people from all corners of Maroubra piled in and let loose. Many times, the unsuspecting from afar would come and try to muscle in, only to be set upon by a horde of crazy locals, never to return.




  In need of a dedicated space to practice, we approached the headmaster from the local high school to ask if we could use the auditorium. He gave us his blessing and the key. Every Saturday afternoon we would thrash out our tunes. It wasn’t long before the beach got a whiff of where we were and, before long, Saturday in the school auditorium was the place to be. One day, we got a rude shock when the headmaster turned up. There were people everywhere — drinking beers and bourbon, and skate-boarding across the hall. The smell of pot filled the air. About ten guys were bouncing on a trampoline like clowns, kung-fu kicking each other off. The headmaster, teetering on heart failure, got the parting kick by kicking us all out. Obviously, we left the key behind and didn’t ask to return. We were that type of band; trouble always followed us.




  The Battle of the Surf Bands was held in conjunction with a major surfing tournament in Sydney and we entered the contest. First prize was $1,000 — not exactly Australian Idol, but we wanted to play anywhere anyone would let us. Each band, six in all, was allowed one song only. Held at a suburban RSL club, the auditorium was packed with major surf dignitaries, industry representatives and guest celebrity judges — and, of course, our ever-present three hundred-plus entourage from the beach, with the guys all dressed in their fish-net slip-on shoes, faded denim pants, brown belts and striped shirts.




  We took to the stage with a hero’s welcome, our beach by far the most represented and the rowdiest. After blasting out our Metallica cover, the adrenaline took hold of us and, with that mad look in our eyes, Ted yelled out a song and I clicked my sticks and we launched into another song. The crowd loved it. The organiser raced onto the stage and was yelling for us to stop and get off, but we rolled our heads to the beat and finished with the sound mixer shutting us down. No matter what or where, we always had to break the rules.




  We left the stage to the crowd chanting, ‘Action. Action.’ When we entered the band room, the organiser was quite perturbed, to say the least.
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