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			This book is dedicated to my family, friends, and fans—
but especially to the one who stole my heart, 
my love, Suzanne.

		

	
		

		
			Author’s Note

			Over the past several years, my family, friends, and fans have been encouraging me to write a book about the bizarre stories I’ve shared with them. I took their advice and began writing single-sentence reminders about my numerous experiences. The more I wrote, the more I remembered. Next thing I knew, I had over two hundred stories. I couldn’t fit them all in one book, so I chose the ones I found to be most entertaining. The stories are laid out chronologically so you can follow them as they unfold.

			Some confessions in this book have never been shared with anyone—until now. Musical experiences, personal growth, strange occurrences, humorous misadventures, mystical encounters, mysterious people, travels—through the good times and bad times, you will hear it all. This is the story of my curiously odd but humorous life. I invite you to join me on this journey. I think you’ll enjoy the ride.

			– Steve Lynch

		

	
		
			

			Introduction

			So here I am. January 18, 1984. It’s my birthday, and I’m standing behind a massive stage with my Autograph bandmates, awaiting the green light to rush onstage and open the tour for the biggest band in the world: Van Halen. It’s a sold-out crowd of 18,500 people in Jacksonville, Florida, and we’ve never played on stage together as a band.

			As we stand at the base of the stairs leading up to the stage, we’re trembling with both excitement and fear. We form a circle and put our hands together as if we were an army brigade preparing to conquer a formidable foe. On the count of three, we simultaneously yell, “Let’s fucking rock!”

			The lighting tech takes our cue and shuts down the auditorium house lights. Immediately, the crowd erupts into a thunderous roar that shakes the entire building as if a battalion of locomotives burst through its walls. In complete and utter darkness, the security personnel shine flashlights on the stairs and shout, “Go!”

			We run up the stairs with an unprecedented burst of energy and get into position. The emcee bellows, “Ladies and Gentlemen, let me introduce to you . . . Autograph!”

			

			With that, the stage lights come on, swirling and flashing chaotically, and bam! We explode into an outburst of thunderous drums, pounding bass, deafening chords, and screaming guitar riffs, leaving the audience in total awe.

			I think, so this is it. The Big Time!

			But how did I get here? What events in my life brought me to this moment? How did this become my reality? Well, to understand how it all happened, let’s start from the beginning . . . 

		

	
		
			

			1

			The Journey from Infancy 
to Delinquency

			I can’t remember a thing. Well, I do remember some things. And here is how it all began: I was born on January 18, 1955, in Williston, North Dakota. In addition to my parents, there were six of us kids. Now, if you think that’s a large family, my paternal grandparents had eighteen kids. Guess there wasn’t much else to do in the Badlands of North Dakota, other than be “bad.”

			At the age of one, I grew a bit bored with life in North Dakota, so I sat down with my parents to discuss the issue. I initiated the conversation by saying, “Let’s move to Seattle. The World’s Fair will open there in about six years, and I think it would be very exciting to attend on opening day.”

			Okay, we did move to Seattle when I was only a year old, but obviously, I never said any of this. I was still drooling and pooping myself—which I’m starting to do again. They say history does repeat itself. (Just kidding. Kinda.)

			During my toddler years, it seemed as though I had some kind of a death wish, like a mini-Charles Bronson—except the vigilante in me was trying to off myself. On one occasion, while my mom was ironing, I crawled up behind her and pulled the iron cord after she set it down. This brought the iron hurtling down toward me, causing the point to strike me just above my right eyebrow. There was so much blood Mom thought I was going to die.

			Many years later, she told me that when this happened, I didn’t cry. In fact, I didn’t even make a sound. I guess I didn’t feel it because it landed on my head. So, to set the record straight, the reason I am the way I am is not because Mom dropped me on my head when I was a baby. I took care of that myself, and still have the scar to prove it.

			Another incident took place while Mom was cleaning dishes in the kitchen after breakfast. I crept out the front door and stealthily crawled behind Dad’s car as he was warming it up. Once warm, he pulled out of the driveway and drove right over me. Mom was standing on the front porch, horrified by what she’d just witnessed! Dad, on the other hand, murmured, “Dammit!” but beyond that, was speechless: he had no idea how every tire managed to miss me. He seemed a bit disappointed by this.

			Meanwhile, I was sitting in the driveway thinking, What’s everyone so freaked out about? I’m just chillin’ here with my dirty diaper and pacifier.

			Then the ’60s arrived. I was filled with awe and wonderment. In 1962, the World’s Fair opened in Seattle, and we attended on opening day, just as I had planned in North Dakota when I was a year old (like that really happened). I thought it was the most amazing place on earth—complete with the Space Needle, the Monorail, the Pacific Science Center, carnival rides, and a massive dome-shaped water fountain for kids to play in. The fountain shot forceful projectiles of water right up your butt that would knock you over if you happened to be standing in the right spot. It was dubbed “The Children’s Enema Fountain.” Adults were there too. Some of them seemed to really enjoy the “water-up-the-butt” feature. They kept doing it over and over. I never quite understood this.

			Everything was going great that day until I wandered off to buy cotton candy with no money and got separated from my parents. My parents were so upset they got the police involved in the search. They eventually found me in front of the cotton candy stand, where I was trying to coerce the vendor into giving me the cotton candy. My parents were not happy about this, and neither were the police. But in the end, I got my cotton candy—free of charge. At the age of seven, I’d figured out how to work the system.

			To top off the day, we went to check out the last section of the fair and visited the Pacific Science Center. Inside, we watched a 3D film screening about an African tribe who’d become infected with elephantiasis, a disease that makes your legs swell up to look like those of an elephant. This freaked me out! For weeks, I had nightmares about contracting this horrific disease and would never be able to play soccer or ride my bike again. Of course, I never caught it. I suppose there was a tad too much real estate between Seattle and Africa.

			The following year, Elvis Presley came here to film It Happened at The World’s Fair. My mom, being a huge Elvis fan, had to go see him. But I didn’t really care about him. My priorities were cotton candy and carnival rides, not Elvis, elephantiasis, or the colon fountain.

			During this time, we lived at Green Lake, an area just north of downtown Seattle and the World’s Fair. Right before moving there, my dad had been bouncing from one job to the next. We were in dire straits and on the brink of becoming homeless. After living in government housing, staying with relatives, and even living in our car briefly, we were rescued by Uncle Leonard, my dad’s brother. He arranged for us to live in a house located next to Blanchet High, a Catholic school where he did administration work.

			It’s important to note that, later in life, I came to realize the hardships Dad went through to keep us fed and a roof over our heads. He worked three jobs at a time to provide for us. He never complained; he just did what needed to be done, no matter how physically or mentally taxing it was. He was our hero. Mom was also our hero. With six kids to care for, she was constantly cleaning the house, doing laundry, getting us off to school, making our meals, and spanking me, which was necessary because I was always doing stupid shit.

			At this time, my childhood was both exciting and adventurous. I rode my bike down to Green Lake and pedaled around the three-mile circumference each and every day, rain or shine (which in Seattle was mostly rain). My friends and I then rode up to Woodland Park Zoo to visit Bobo and Fefe, the inseparable gorilla couple who were the main attraction.

			On the walk to school each day, me and my friends stopped at the local hobby shop and asked the owner if he’d received anything new that morning. My main interest was model cars. Classic, new models, or hot rods—it didn’t matter, I just loved building them. I saved my lunch money to buy the new models that arrived, even if it meant going hungry.

			Riding our bikes around Green Lake, visiting Bobo and Fefe at Woodland Park Zoo, going to school at historic Daniel Bagley Elementary, and stopping by the hobby shop each day created some very pleasant childhood memories. Life was good. To this day, it still warms my heart and makes me smile when I reflect on those innocent times.

			#

			One day, while living next to the Catholic school Blanchet High, I experienced a very disturbing encounter. As I was walking through the school to visit my uncle, a nun caught me in the hall and aggressively demanded an explanation as to why I was there. When I told her that I was simply going to visit my Uncle Leonard, whose office was at the end of the hall, she grabbed my shoulder and squeezed so tight I thought she was going to snap my collarbone. She then shoved me into a large room, which turned out to be the school church.

			“You are trespassing in the House of God. Therefore, you are a sinner,” she angrily scolded. “You must pray for your salvation and redeem yourself in the name of the Lord.”

			I thought, For what? What the hell? Where did that come from? What a bitch!

			While I was in this supposed “House of God,” I felt an eerie presence that scared me out of my wits. The place had a dark, ominous energy which I have never experienced before. I remember thinking, Why am I so frightened? Isn’t Jesus supposed to be here? The Light, The Lamb, the Son of God? I should be surrounded by positive energy and white light.

			But there was no such presence. Instead, it was dark and foreboding. And why was I being put through this torment when I’d done nothing wrong? My understanding was that nuns were servants of God. I had two aunts who were nuns, and they were nothing like this woman. It just didn’t make sense. The experience left me with a very bad impression—not of God, but of religion.

			#

			I told Dad about the incident and pleaded with him to let me stay away from anything involving the Catholic religion. Instead, we continued going to church every Sunday morning. All six of us kids had to get up early and take baths using the same bathwater, starting with the oldest first and on down the line (I’m glad I wasn’t the youngest). Then, we dressed up nice and fancy and drove to church. All the while I’d complain about everything from evil nuns to getting up early when it’s not a school day and swimming in dirty bathwater to missing Sunday cartoons and not understanding anything said in church because it was all in Latin.

			“What was the point? I mean, really?” I asked.

			One Sunday, while I was ranting as usual in the back of the car, Dad did something completely unexpected. He pulled our 1955 Ford Victoria to the side of the road and turned around to face me. I thought for sure he was going to smack me upside the head. But instead, he looked directly at me while pointing his finger.

			“You are right,” he said. “We don’t understand a thing they’re saying, so what is the point? Let’s go to Arctic Circle and get ice cream instead.”

			We were ecstatic! Arctic Circle was the ultimate euphoria to a kid’s taste buds.

			From that day forward, we never went back to church. We did however go back to the Church of Arctic Circle every Sunday. And we no longer had to get up before dawn, swim in each other’s filth, and listen to old men in white robes speak gibberish. My brother and sisters thought I was the shit! As it turned out, we perfectly understood the language at Arctic Circle, and there was no reason to get up early to take a bath because the Church of Arctic Circle was always open, so they didn’t care what time you showed up or what you smelled like. It was heaven.

			During the early ’60s, a tragic incident occurred that caused a sudden darkness to shroud our nation. It happened on November 22, 1963, while sitting in class at my elementary school. The principal walked into the classroom and whispered something in our teacher’s ear. The teacher was so distraught by what was said she broke down uncontrollably. Naturally, the class was confused as to what was taking place.

			The principal then turned to us and asked which student was responsible for the audio-visual equipment. Since this was my job, I raised my hand. After I rolled the TV into the room and adjusted the rabbit-ear antennae, I dialed in reception to the local news. What we watched over the remainder of the day was horrific. President Kennedy had been assassinated. There wasn’t one person in that classroom or the entire school who wasn’t deeply affected, and we all cried.

			Everything had changed. Innocence was lost. Camelot was gone forever.

			#

			To say the ’60s were an incredibly turbulent time in our history would be an understatement. There was the Bay of Pigs, the Cuban Missile Crisis, the assassination of JFK, the Vietnam War, flower power, free love, psychedelics, student protests, the Women’s Liberation Movement, birth control, the Cold War, the Beatles, the British Invasion, the Haight-Ashbury hippie movement, Allen Ginsberg and the Beat Movement, Andy Warhol and Pop Culture, the assassination of Martin Luther King and Robert F. Kennedy, the Charles Manson killings, the space race and the moon landing, Woodstock, Stanley Kubrick’s 2001: A Space Odyssey, and the rise of Eastern philosophies, et cetera et cetera.

			And where was I during all of this?

			I discovered Jimi Hendrix and LSD.

			I became enthralled with Hendrix the first time I heard “Purple Haze” on the radio and rushed out to get his debut album, Are You Experienced. I couldn’t wait to get home from school each day to play it repeatedly until I fell asleep. There was something about his style that I found mesmerizing. His selection of notes and the way he delivered them intoxicated me. I would close my eyes and let his playing take me into a dream world.

			This experience changed my perspective of music, and it changed me.

			Soon after my exposure to Hendrix, I became aware of other guitarists, like David Gilmore of Pink Floyd, Jimmy Page of Led Zepplin, and, last but not least, Jeff Beck of The Yardbirds and the Jeff Beck Group. It was not only their playing that inspired me, but their unprecedented and remarkably brilliant writing. It was magical. I didn’t just listen to the music, I absorbed it. It elevated my consciousness and awoke something within me—and that something is still with me today.

			#

			Around this time, my family moved to Alderwood Manor, an undeveloped area surrounded by wilderness north of Seattle. I was heartbroken to leave the Seattle area I loved so much but, after some adjustment, I realized how much I enjoyed living next to seemingly endless forests. The move played an instrumental role in my love for nature. Johnny, my younger brother, and I built numerous tree camps, blazed trails through the woods, and met new friends. One of them was a kid my age named Jerry.

			Jerry and I ended up being musical compadres. We loved the Beatles and all the British bands that were popular at the time. We were bound and determined to write songs of that genre and become fabulously successful—which is many a kid’s dream, then and now. Jerry already owned a guitar, so he thought it best if I got a bass guitar. That’s how I got started playing bass in 1967, even though my true passion was guitar.

			It was during this time that my friend Jerry and I constructed a tree house so we’d have a place to practice and play records. It had a living room, a kitchen, a bedroom with two cots, and running water and electricity. We also installed a rope swing that would carry us from the deck of the tree house through a ravine to the opposite hillside and back to the deck. But the slippery rope of the swing made it almost impossible to hold on. So, we tied a loop at the end to put a foot in to avoid slipping and falling into the abyss nearly two hundred feet below.

			Shortly thereafter, my dad got another job offer that forced us to move yet again. This time, we relocated about a half-hour further north to a town called Marysville. My best friend and I would be separated, but we arranged it so we could spend weekends together playing and listening to music. I would spend one with him and his family, and he would spend the next with us. Everything seemed to be going quite well . . . until one day, when everything changed dramatically.

			#

			While visiting Jerry one weekend, we decided to take his portable reel-to-reel tape recorder and play a little joke on his parents. After purposely eating a whole can of beans each, we proceeded to record the obnoxious flatulence that resulted. Later that night, we sneaked into his parent’s bedroom while they were sleeping and placed the recorder under their bed. Then Jerry hit the play button and we scurried out as quickly as possible.

			Complete pandemonium ensued. Through the crack of their bedroom door, we saw that the noise had awoken them, and they were blaming each other for the abhorrent farting. Jerry and I laughed so hard that tears streamed down our faces. We had such a hard time catching our breath that our faces turned blue!

			Unfortunately, things took a turn for the worse. Jerry’s parents were extremists when it came to their religious beliefs and were not entertained by our innocent little prank. They immediately took away Jerry’s tape recorder, his records, his guitar, and his amp. Then they told him he would never play music again, and that our friendship was over.

			We were devastated! We only meant it as a harmless joke. But having fun and being happy didn’t quite fit in with their ridiculously strict principles.

			#

			The following week, things took a far more drastic turn. As I returned home from school one day, Dad told me he needed to have a talk with me. I could tell it was going to be a serious discussion by the look on his face.

			As we sat on the sofa, he proceeded to tell me something I never expected nor wanted to hear: “Son, I have some bad news. Your friend Jerry has died in a tragic accident.”

			My world fell apart. I fell to the floor in a crumpled mess. He was my best friend. We were supposed to be the next Beatles. Nothing made sense.

			Dad then informed me that Jerry had died from “accidentally” hanging himself from the loop we had tied in the rope swing for our feet. Guilt swept over me. It had been my idea to tie that loop. The detectives told Dad that Jerry’s foot slipped out while he was swinging, and it caught his neck in the fall. They said it wasn’t anyone’s fault, that it was just a tragic accident. But it didn’t ease my guilt.

			Jerry’s death would haunt me for decades. How could his foot slip out of the loop and just happen to catch his neck at the perfect angle? The odds of this were astronomical! What we had tied was just large enough to hold a single foot. So, how could it catch his neck while he was falling? I ran the scenario over and over in my head for years but could never make sense of it.

			One day, I came to realize I couldn’t make sense of it because that’s NOT what happened. Jerry took his own life. Everything he lived for had been taken away from him—his music and his dreams. I think my dad and the police told me it was accidental because they thought a kid my age wouldn’t understand suicide. But I understand it now. And I believe I’ve finally put the pieces of this complex puzzle together. In fact, I have no doubts whatsoever.

			The experience made me realize there are times you may find answers and times you may not. Sometimes, you may find more questions than answers, and sometimes, you may figure it all out on your own. I believe I did just that. Jerry’s suicide marked the first time in my life I’d ever felt desolate. I had an emptiness that could never be replenished. I withdrew from the life I had once known, never to be quite the same again.
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			From Here to Infirmary

			In the Age of Aquarius, beatniks poured into the coffee houses of Greenwich Village (New York City) while flower children blossomed in Haight-Ashbury (San Francisco). What seemed harmonious was later deemed to be chaotic. Although there was coffee permeating the air to the east and marijuana filling the ether to the west, there was an undeniable stench in the atmosphere that spanned from coast to coast. The Vietnam War.

			Throughout the ’60s, I witnessed the pandemonium ensuring from the draft and the upheaval that followed. I watched footage of the war nightly with Walter Cronkite, Dan Rather, and Huntley-Brinkley. It was not pretty. Nor was it necessary, as I later found out.

			What was I doing while all this havoc occurred? I was creating my own version of mayhem.

			It all started when I met some new friends in Marysville. They weren’t really friends per se. More like acquaintances. Or, more simply put, a gang of juvenile thugs with whom I regrettably got involved. I didn’t like these people. In fact, I despised them. But at that point, I felt it safer to associate with those I didn’t care much about. That way, if something tragic happened, it wouldn’t affect me the way Jerry’s death had. I’d become detached, reckless, and careless, and it resulted in some very reckless behavior.

			The leader of this little gang was a bit older than me and as ruthless as they came. We called him “Chief” because he always had to be in charge. As a Native American from the Tulalip Reservation, he thought the title fitting.

			The reservation was located across the railroad tracks from where we lived. Most referred to it as the wrong side of the tracks. But as I saw it, both sides were on the wrong side. In 1967, the little town of Marysville’s main industry was logging, and being such, its existence was very bleak. There most certainly wasn’t a Ward or June Cleaver anywhere to be found, and the kids at my school were a far cry from Wally and Beaver. Even Eddie Haskell would have been considered a saint in this godforsaken place.

			My first involvement in crime with this so-called puberty-rising gang involved stealing lawnmowers. Now, you may be thinking, Why lawnmowers? The reasoning behind this is we wanted to use the engines to mobilize our go-carts, which worked fabulously! We rode them through the streets day and night like a mini Indy 500. We soon outgrew this adolescent phase and moved on to bigger things. Our glorious leader, Chief, decided we should take it up a notch by breaking into houses. I didn’t like this idea at all; it went against my principles entirely, but he was the boss, so I reluctantly agreed.

			For our first job, we broke into a nearby house late at night. Because I was the smallest and could easily squeeze through the window, I was chosen to go first. Lucky me. As I was trying to jimmy the window open, the front door violently swung open and this burly monstrosity with the stature of the Incredible Hulk stormed out onto the porch. He glared directly at me with the eyes of a pissed-off bull and belted out, “What the FUCK do you think you’re doing!?”

			It took me a split second to notice the shotgun in his hands before I dropped a turd and bolted.

			

			The next thing I remember was hearing the gun go off and the vicious sting of rock salt penetrating my lower back and ass. I know for a fact I’d never howled so loud in my life. The gang and I ran down the street, screaming in unison—but why were they screaming? I’m the one who got shot!

			We never went near that house or even dared walk down that street again for fear of the Hulk’s mighty wrath.

			#

			Our dirty deeds resulted in a total of thirty-eight home break-ins, all of which produced marginal gains. We only absconded with a little cash or jewelry, all of which was returned once we were caught. We didn’t even spend any of the money, except for a few dollars on candy. Although what we’d taken was considered petty, the experience left me with a tremendous sense of guilt. This wasn’t who I was, and I knew better.

			When we finally got busted, I found out the judge who was assigned to our case owned the last house we broke into. Shit! This was especially bad because our tribal leader, Chief, had gotten drunk that night and decided to go on a vandalism spree . . . in the judge’s house! This did not play in our favor. I had to spend two weeks in a juvenile correctional facility. After that, I was supposed to be sent to the Juvenile Diagnostic and Treatment Center in Fort Worden for a year. The institution had a nasty reputation for harboring the worst of the worst inmates as well as the meanest guards. Luckily, I didn’t have to join this fine fraternity. I was released after two weeks because it was my first offense. I was very thankful I wouldn’t be spending a year in a cell with a creature named Bubba.

			The time behind bars made me reflect on my bad decisions and realize this was not the path I wanted to travel. I decided to end my life of crime. It had only lasted six months, but I’d had enough. My philosophy is this: It’s best to make mistakes when you’re young. That way, you learn from them to make better choices in the future.

			

			And perhaps you’ll avoid sharing a cage with “Bubba the Buick” later in life.

			#

			At this point in my story, it was 1968, and I was now thirteen. This next part of my life was really a trip, as in an acid trip. I didn’t have many alternate dimension excursions, but what I experienced was more than enough. Again, I’m not the way I am from Mom dropping me on my head when I was a baby . . . well, you know the rest.

			I had a variety of adventures and misadventures with psychedelics, but I was not alone. Everyone seemed to be taking the psychedelic plunge. I even lost my virginity on acid, which was a strangely euphoric experience. It was with a girl I’d only run into occasionally at parties. On this exceptionally unusual night though, we became a bit more interconnected, in a manner of speaking.

			While sharing the otherworldly mind-bending experience together, we decided to lie on her bed for a while to collect ourselves. After chatting for a bit, one thing sort of led to the next, and voilà! We became entangled in a uniquely blissful psychedelic interlude. It felt as if I was experiencing my first sexual encounter in a Salvadore Dalí painting.

			Afterward, while lying beside her, I began to discuss how intense the experience was, but she didn’t respond. I glanced over and noticed she was lying on her back just staring at the ceiling. I kept repeating her name and asking if she was okay, but I got no response. Then I started to freak out. I thought I had killed her—with my penis! Murder by penis is what I’d be charged with! I couldn’t believe it. I was going to prison because of my penis, and I’d never used it before!

			Then something completely unexpected happened. She moved a little, which made me fly right out of bed. Then I leaned over and nervously shook her gently. She turned her head in my direction with her eyes glaring. “What?” she asked.

			I jumped back again. I was so high I thought she was dead but still communicating with me. Thankfully, she was alive. So, I proceeded to tell her she was staring at the ceiling with her eyes open and wasn’t responding to me. She chuckled. “Oh, I sometimes sleep with my eyes open. I must’ve dozed off.”

			So, that’s how I lost my virginity. I was at a party ripped on acid having sex in a Salvadore Dalí painting with a girl three years older than me who slept with her eyes open. I can’t say I would recommend this method to anyone on a first date or anyone seeking to lose their virginity. Or anyone . . . for any reason at all.

			Another one of the early trips I experienced took place at a friend’s house party where everyone present had dropped acid. I remember when that little orange pill started to kick in—Orange Sunshine, it was called—and it wasn’t a pleasant feeling. As I sat in the living room, I began to experience some freakishly vivid hallucinations. Everyone’s faces started scabbing over, with puss and blood oozing from the scabs. I was so horrified that I immediately ran upstairs and locked myself in the bathroom. I began to sense an uncomfortable feeling in my mid-body. Just as I was growing concerned, I realized I had to pee. Duh! So, I lifted the toilet seat and proceeded to take care of business. Halfway through, the propped-up lid grew eyeballs. The eyeballs fixated on me. Oh, Lord help me! To make things worse, for no apparent reason, the toilet seat slammed down with such force it sounded like a cannon going off—the effect obviously exaggerated by the drug. This scared me so badly that the rest of my urination session landed nowhere near the toilet; in fact, it was anywhere but. Like a firehose without a fireman.

			The seat then began to take on some new characteristics of its own. It rose up and down from the toilet as if it were a mouth trying to form words. Being in an oblivious state, I leaned in closer to try to understand what it was saying. It muttered in a haunting whisper, “Don’t look in the mirror . . . don’t look in the mirror . . .”

			So, what did I do?

			I looked in the mirror.

			Bad idea. I saw my face melting, my eyes falling out of their sockets, and my scalp starting to reveal bone. I ran downstairs and out of that house so fast it seemed as if I was transported to the front yard instantaneously—no doors, no stairs, no people. I just appeared there. I sat in the front yard for quite some time, waiting for the hallucinations to subside, all the while desperately clinging to my sanity or whatever was left of it.

			My friend Jimmy eventually came out of the house with a couple of other friends and noticed me sitting there, staring out into the cosmos. They sat next to me and discussed how powerful the LSD was and what everyone inside was experiencing, which, for most, wasn’t exactly a weekend at Willy Wonka’s.

			After our little chat, we walked up the hill to where construction was underway for the new I-405 freeway. Once we reached the site, to our surprise, lo and behold, what did we find? A steamroller. We hopped aboard and noticed the key was still in the ignition, so we turned it and pressed the start button. Much to our delight, the diesel engine came to life with a plume of black smoke and a roar like a dragon awakened from its slumber. We thought it was the coolest thing ever. For the next couple of hours, we took turns navigating this lovely monster across the freshly laid blacktop. We then looked for things we could press into the soft pavement and found an old doll someone had discarded, which we immediately submerged into the asphalt. I can only imagine what the construction workers must have thought when they showed up the next day.

			WTF?

			After I’d come down to a state of semi-normalcy, I began my trek home. When I arrived, I slowly opened the front door so as not to make any noise and quietly closed it behind me. Then, out of nowhere, wham! Dad’s hand smacked me so forcefully that I went straight to the floor, where I hit my head again with a thud.

			“Don’t you EVER come home this time of night again!” he said angrily.

			As I lay there in la-la land with a multitude of stars revolving around my head, I thought, Wow. You really do see stars if you’re hit in the noggin’ hard enough. I don’t know how long I lay there gazing at the orbiting celestial bodies, but it seemed like an eternity. And even though my head was pounding, I thought it was a beautiful site to behold.

			#

			The most electrifying experience I had while experimenting with psychedelics was on LSD-25, the purest form of acid. It took place on a beautiful sunny day when my friend Dave and I headed into the deep woods. There, we would be completely isolated while searching for the Holy Grail of altered states. Or, to put it simply, we went on a “nature trip.” We each ingested a full cube of LSD-25 and awaited the forthcoming adventure. Obviously, we weren’t exactly entering the Church of Latter Day Saints—or LDS; we were slithering into the Church of LSD.

			As we sat among the trees, we started to home in on the wildlife sounds surrounding us. It was intoxicating. We got into a deep discussion about the euphoric feeling we were each experiencing, not only mentally but physically and spiritually as well. A short time later, we both wandered off in different directions, all the while absorbing everything this magical kingdom had to offer. I no longer felt separate from my natural surroundings; I was part of it. Every faction of life on earth seemed to make perfect sense, and it all fit together masterfully. Nature was a symphony of creations playing together in perfect harmony.

			As I wandered about, I went up to an old maple tree and held one of its leaves next to my hand. While intently observing the leaf, I saw the chlorophyll flowing through its veins, and when I looked at my hand, I could see the blood flowing through my veins. At that very moment, I realized the leaf and my hand were one and the same. Blood and chlorophyll worked off the same principle, pulsating life into existence.

			I walked up to an old Douglas fir and placed my hands on it, closing my eyes as I touched it. I could literally feel the energy from it connect with my own. Wow! What an incredible feeling! I was beyond elated!

			My experience seemed to be that of a grand awakening, an introduction to a deeper meaning, of truth and understanding. The drug caused neurotransmitters to connect to other parts of my brain that usually don’t communicate with one another. As a result, reality felt more defined. I later realized the experience had given me a different perspective on how I viewed life, listened to music, and my approach to guitar. I became more open and more aware. Music and nature had now become an integral part of who I was, and what I would continue to become. And the emotional baggage I carried from the death of my friend Jerry seemed to fade away. I now understood the cycle of life.

			And that’s where my spiritual journey began.

			I was only thirteen when all this took place, but it opened my mind to alternative thought and changed me in ways I never could’ve imagined. After that trip, I never took LSD again. I had no use for it. I’d gained all the insight I needed. My Norman Rockwell view of life had transformed into an abstract Picasso, and it all made sense.

			#

			Entering the year 1969, I was fourteen years old, and my family was on the move. Again. My dad received another job offer to work for Union Pacific Railroad. So, the family packed up and moved to Des Moines, a little coastal town south of Seattle. When I started my eighth-grade school year, my hair was halfway down my back, which was way too long for school regulations. After I enrolled, they demanded I cut it off, but I refused. This refusal soon found its way to the district courthouse. I argued that the last school I attended allowed guys to have long hair and that it was our “right of expression.”

			All the other students were in support of me, but my dad was not happy with my shenanigans. Brandishing a pair of scissors, he sat on top of me, pinned my arms with his knees, and proceeded to cut my hair off. But I put up one hell of a struggle and got away with most of my hair still intact. I never held incidents like these against my dad, as he was only doing what he thought was right. And besides, I really was a little shit! (I know this because I still am.)

			

			After a couple weeks of deliberation, the court ruled in my favor: long hair for guys was now accepted—not only for the junior high school I was attending, but for the entire school district!

			All the students loved me, but the principal, vice-principal, and the entire teaching staff loathed me. Especially the phys ed coaches. To them, all guys were supposed to look like jocks. As a result, the entire staff made me feel quite unwelcome. In response, I basically stopped going to school and only attended fifty-one of the 180 days of school that year. Instead of going to school, I went to my friend’s house to smoke pot and play guitar. Then, I’d promptly return home when school was out, as if that’s where I’d been all day. I found playing guitar and smoking pot to be much more enjoyable than sitting in school.

			The school never reported to my parents that I was missing in action. Because of the hair fiasco, I think they were glad I wasn’t showing up. My parents didn’t find out I hadn’t been attending until the end of the year. By this time, my mom and dad had pretty much given up on me anyway. They knew I had an independent spirit and resisted answering to authority in any form. As far as my dad was concerned, he seemed to be okay with that; he’d been similar at my age. The proverbial apple hadn’t fallen far from the tree.

			Mom didn’t seem that concerned either. She had five other kids to worry about, so I don’t think she even noticed I was absent most of the time. They felt secure in knowing that, even though I was young, I could take care of myself just fine. Which I could . . . most of the time anyway.

			#

			Some of the most memorable moments during this time involved concerts my friends and I attended. I saw Jimi Hendrix twice, Led Zeppelin twice, the Rolling Stones twice, Jethro Tull twice, Deep Purple, Janis Joplin, Jefferson Airplane, Grateful Dead, The Doors, and the list goes on. Seeing all these shows had a huge influence on me musically. And since playing music was my prime directive, it helped tremendously. Unfortunately, this was also a time when my life took an unexpected turn for the worse. It was when I was introduced to the Big H.

			Heroin.

			In the early summer of 1970, I met some hippies who were about four or five years older than me. Right from the start, I noticed there was something different about them. They had a certain darkness, but I couldn’t figure out what it was. They were definitely not the stereotypical peace and love hippie types I was accustomed to. Now, mind you, at this time I was only fifteen, so I was fairly naive and vulnerable when they introduced me to heroin. First, they had me inhale it through my sinuses. Soon after, they injected it directly into my veins. Eventually, I was cooking it up and injecting myself. I did this for a total of four months. But I feel very fortunate that I realized at that young age this was not the direction I wanted my life to go in. So, I decided to get cleaned up. I contacted a friend whose parents owned a cabin in the mountains where we could begin the cleansing. His parents thought we were just going up to hang out at their cabin for a few days, so didn’t suspect anything out of the ordinary. But what happened at that cabin was far from ordinary. It turned out to be the most tortuous experience imaginable.

			We started the detoxifying process by stripping the bedding and laying a plastic shower curtain over the mattress. Next, I took my clothes off, except for my underwear, and lay on the shower curtain. I then instructed my friend to tie my hands to the bedposts and told him under no circumstance should he untie me, no matter how desperately I pleaded.

			Then the fun began.

			In just a few hours, the withdrawal symptoms came on. Sweating, nausea, trembling, agonizing pain, anxiety, and finally, panic took effect. And it only got worse from there. At about 3:00 a.m., I began throwing up profusely, accompanied by severe diarrhea (hence the shower curtain). The pain from the withdrawals came on strong, drenching me in sweat, and I began shaking uncontrollably.

			

			At that point, my friend thought I was going to die and wanted to rush me to the hospital.

			“Absolutely not,” I said. I didn’t want anyone to know about my problem. And, as it turned out, no one did—until now.

			The physical apocalypse lasted another two days before it finally began to subside. My friend had been trying to feed me and give me water the entire time, but nothing would stay in my system for more than a few seconds. I was extremely weak by the time he untied me from the restraints and could barely stand on my own. I later learned I could have easily died from attempting this “cold turkey.” But I didn’t care. I just wanted it to be over. At the age of fifteen, I was done with drugs.

			There was a silver lining to all of this, as I believe there always is. Years later, I felt qualified to educate my students on the subject. I’m sure at some point they’d heard the anti-drug lecture in school or from their parents but hearing it from someone who’d experienced it firsthand may have left a stronger impression. When I discussed the topic, I didn’t go into detail about what I’d gone through, but I’m sure they could tell by the seriousness in my tone and my facial expression that this was not to be taken lightly. I may have convinced them it was not a road they dare travel. I later learned my advice was influential to some, because they revealed to me how they avoided temptation by heeding my advice. I was very happy to hear of this.
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