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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT


PLAY FROM YOUR FUCKING HEART


Jerry Hyde is the magpie of wisdom, delivering it in the way all great tricksters do, ass backwards.


If you are like me and self-help books make you cringe and yet there is a nagging feeling that you’re a bit bored shitless of how you see the world, Jerry is like the crazy man you meet randomly in the pub that makes magical fucked-up sense.


I read this book while travelling to work. Suddenly commuting became a rock and roll journey towards myself. Don’t be a pussy – read it.


Sam Roddick, founder of Coco de Mer and pleasure activist


As a self-confessed ‘artist/rocker’ who likes to live life on the wild-side but then ends up reaching for some self-improvement guide to redeem myself of guilt, this book actually says fuck it… live the life you want to! This is a dangerously insightful and brutally frank glimpse at life through the eyes of Jerry Hyde… Moral depravity and genius clash head on and hand in hand… couldn’t put the fucker down.


Darryl Gates, Diamond Jacks Tattoo, London


Wake up and celebrate – Jerry Hyde writes a mother of a book…


Jonny Phillips, actor and director


I’ve had the privilege of working with Jerry for ten years – if our relationship started as a conventional therapist/client scenario it soon became apparent it wasn’t like what I’d seen in the films. If the initial topic was about being an alcoholic/victim/loser it soon became about so much more. Our work together took me on a journey within. It wasn’t like he was offering me the answers, more he was prompting me to ask the questions. I remember him telling me that a client had left him because he didn’t feel like he was being offered enough advice. Makes you think if there was someone out there with all the answers they’d write a book & everyone in the world would buy it & we’d all be ok … wouldn’t we? So instead READ THIS. Less of a Self Help book more a Help Yourself book. A book where the learnings & quotes of Bill Hicks mean as much as those of Carl Jung. Where a viewing of Apocalypse Now will give you more insight than the collective readings of any organised religion. This book will instill bravery in yourself, your fuck ups will start to have a meaning beyond “I can’t believe I fucked up again”, they will be the source of your wisdom. This book says don’t trust anyone who say’s they’ve got the answer to your problems, just trust yourself.


But be warned, the cult begins here.


Sean Rowley, Guilty Pleasures


Reading Jerry Hyde’s latest book is like having a transcendental late-night chat with the cool big brother you wish you’d had. Unapologetically honest, rebellious and thought-provoking, Jerry’s direct conversational style grabs you hard by the ear from the first page, and keeps yanking until you’re paying attention and sitting right next him on the ‘ledge beyond the ledge’. With your legs dangling precariously over the abyss, you peer down at the mundane life you once led and wonder what the fuck you were doing before you read this book. Jerry Hyde pulls no punches, in fact he’s got a mean left hook, but instead of ‘knocking your lights out’ he turns them on.


Melissa Unger, Creative Consultant & Founder of Seymour Projects


Jerry’s book will ruin your life. And you’ll thank him for it.


John Williams, author of Screw Work Let’s Play


Like many others I first met Jerry Hyde after he was recommended to me as a therapist. Within 30 seconds of meeting him I decided I didn’t like him and wasn’t going to tell him anything personal at all. After 30 minutes I had told him things I hadn’t even told myself! That was in 1998 and I went on to spend the next ten years participating in the first of several ongoing men’s therapy groups that he setup. There were a few constants throughout this time: an exciting, slightly dangerous tension between suspicion and commitment from the members; an increasing understanding that the group thrives on the creative freedom of the individual; and Jerry’s unfailing professionalism, kindness and care.


Jerry has developed a therapeutic style that is truly his own and this book is a provocative, funny and revealing presentation of his ideas. Its rock ’n roll flippancy belies the wisdom amassed from 20 years of experience and while I might retain some suspicion of the language (I don’t know whether to hide it from my kids or not), I felt deeply moved when I completed it. I don’t think Jerry has the slightest desire to be a guru: his work inhabits an almost contradictory world where those who are really inspired by him feel no need to be like him! Enlightenment indeed.


Dominic Murcott, composer and educator


I don’t know anything about Therapy and only slightly more about Rock ’n Roll, but what I do know is that most people in the modern world are definitely not Awake. Sedated by our culture and hiding beneath veils of assumed personality, we are Souls in hiding.


Who can say what it takes to Wake Up? How to be fully conscious in this crazy pulsating mystery that is Life? There is a fine art to surfing the paradox of losing the self and Finding the Self. The way is not what our sleepyheads think it is.


If you really must read another book before surfacing from your slumbers then read this one! Don’t be lulled into thinking that this is just another innocent meandering yarn in the comfy web of your dream, the rude crowing rooster resounds throughout. Refreshingly free from New Age twaddle, uncompromisingly honest and with some genuinely helpful tips, this may be the literary equivalent of a zen alarm clock.


Claire Heron, Enlightenment Intensive Master


Hi Jerry, you may NOT use the title, The Keith Richards Health Plan.


Fran Curtis, Executive Vice President, Rogers & Cowan, PR and Marketing for The Rolling Stones
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This is the rock ‘n’ roll life, and you had to invent it as you went along. There was no textbook to say how you operate this machinery.


Keith Richards


If you’re going to try, go all the way. Otherwise, don’t even start. This could mean losing girlfriends, wives, relatives and maybe even your mind. It could mean not eating for three or four days. It could mean freezing on a park bench. It could mean jail. It could mean derision. It could mean mockery – isolation. Isolation is the gift. All the others are a test of your endurance, of how much you really want to do it. And, you’ll do it, despite rejection and the worst odds. And it will be better than anything else you can imagine. If you’re going to try, go all the way. There is no other feeling like that. You will be alone with the gods, and the nights will flame with fire. You will ride life straight to perfect laughter. It’s the only good fight there is.


Charles Bukowski


Keith went over the edge years ago. He went over the fuckin’ edge and everyone thought that’s it right, that’s Keith gone, and then they looked over the edge and there’s a fuckin’ ledge and he had landed on it. There’s a ledge… beyond the edge.


Bill Hicks


Any spiritual teacher worth their salt has already pressed the self-destruct button.


Claire Heron, Enlightenment Intensive Master








Introduction by Shivam O’Brien


I met Jerry through an email. He sent me a few video samples that were to illustrate his approach to his work, including (a refreshing wild card for a London therapist who might have some sort of reputation to uphold) a definition of enlightenment from a very hard-hitting American standup icon. There was nothing in Jerry’s email to suggest he was a reliable, well-sorted, fully certified, emotionally flat, socially predictable therapist.


I liked him straight away.


And vision quest, no less, was part of the therapy! Impressed that this guy had seemingly retained some natural, trustworthy wildness, I invited him to my fire… that’s a Celtic roundhouse, that used to be a tipi, that became a community in a wild valley in Wales where we all… well Jerry’ll mention that later.


Only when I met twenty-five of his ‘clients’, a couple of years later, did I realise just how much this honest, straight talking, ex-rock and roller therapist meant to so many people. Without voicing one politically or therapeutically correct sentence, without playing any leadership tactic or trip, without throwing out any ideas that might have pulled a ‘wow,’ he commanded utter respect and trust from some pretty world-hardened musicians, edge of the envelope creative types and even a fair proportion of sane friendly professional Londoners.


These people trusted him pretty much for the same reasons I did. He wasn’t ever going to say anything big about who he was, where he’d been or what he knew. Yet he held – without being overly visible. He commanded – without any orders. He nurtured – without intruding.


Jerry doesn’t hold out any ‘fits all’ answers, or policy, or correctness, however, he is humbly real and doesn’t ever give away that behind the dry humour and fain Englishness there is a sharply astute, highly principled adult male, devoted to truth and gentleness and one that can’t be bought at any price.


That’s why I like him. That’s why I am writing this introduction. And that’s why you should read Play From Your Fucking Heart – apart from the fact that he’s a highly entertaining writer.


This book is like sitting in Jerry’s wonderful London pad having a long growling and grinning chat about life, living and learning. He won’t be trying to sell you anything, it’s a real sharing of loves, failures, insights and joys that you can put in your shoes and walk forward with.


Jerry, as usual, is saying what he wants to say in a language anyone can understand and you won’t have to join in with any pseudo-psycho talk or have your intellect bombarded with smart ideas. The smart ideas are there alright, plenty of ’em, but it’s one human to another, speaking easy, heart to heart.


Read on, if you’re in search of satisfaction, Jerry Hyde is plucking some real and raw notes here – a Rolling Stone in the Delta of Healing.


Shivam O’Brien, Galway, Oct 20th, 2013





Chapter 1



The Way of Gonzo




Be daring, be different, be impractical, be anything that will assert integrity of purpose and imaginative vision against the play-it-safers, the creatures of the commonplace, the slaves of the ordinary.


Cecil Beaton said that. Fuck yeah!


Most people go through life dreading they’ll have a traumatic experience. Freaks were born with their trauma. They’ve already passed their test in life. They’re aristocrats.


Diane Arbus said that…


Hunter and I never got proper journalistic accreditation to go anywhere. Nobody was giving us passes to go in here or there. We always had to somehow talk our way in.


Ralph Steadman said that…


Look, you’ve got it all wrong! You don’t need to follow me! You don’t need to follow anybody! You’ve got to think for yourselves! You’re all individuals!


Brian of Nazareth said that…





Beginning a book is like beginning a relationship – you start out full of hope, excitement and expectation, checking out the exterior, the cover, then maybe spending a bit of time flicking through a few pages, testing the water, looking for signs that it has substance and intrigue until slowly you get drawn in and…


Actually, y’know what? Fuck it – stop that train of thought, I’m boring myself already, I’m not kicking this off with an analogy, it’s way too early to go all Forrest Gump on you – there’ll be plenty of time for that later…


The real point is – why should you read beyond the first page?


And perhaps more importantly, why should you trust me?


The simple answer to that is – you shouldn’t. You shouldn’t trust me at all (actually it’s a pretty good rule not to trust anyone who uses the word should or shouldn’t).


That’s what that book If you meet the Buddha on the Road Kill Him was all about – if he says he’s the Buddha then he’s not the Buddha ’cos you are the Buddha. Not that I’ve read it, it’s just one of those great books that you don’t have to read ’cos it’s all in the title, like Feel the Fear and do it Anyway; pick it up, look at the cover, put it back on the shelf, job done.


I’d love to write a book like that.


The original working title of this book was The Keith Richards Health Plan, but Keith’s people thought that it probably wasn’t such a fantastic idea after all and his lawyers are bigger than my lawyers. In fact, I don’t have lawyers. I don’t even have people. But even that title, much as I loved it, didn’t quite have that ‘does what it says on the can’ immediacy.


I’d tweak the Buddha book title a little, something like ‘If You Meet the Buddha on the Road Mug Him’ because:




(a)  I’m against capital punishment and if we kill everyone who goes around claiming to be a messiah there’d be a lot of dead sports presenters lying around.


(b)  It’s a bit of a baby bathwater scenario, a lot of gurus, spiritual teachers and even therapists have some clever things to say, and they’re worth mugging for their wisdom.





One person worth mugging is my friend John Williams, author of the great Screw Work Let’s Play, who taught me this easy little process by which you can find your life’s purpose, your own unique message to the world.


He said – imagine that you have the opportunity to meet yourself as a small child, with all that you know now as an adult. What message would you would want to give to the mini you?


Try it – it’s a killer exercise and might really help


This is what came to me – quick as a flash.




“Don’t trust anyone who tells you that they know what’s right for you. Trust yourself – YOU are the expert.”





And that goes for you too. Trust yourself – you bought, borrowed or stole this book right? Something in YOU knew… You’re the expert, of you, no one else. And anyone who says they’re an expert of anything, let alone you, is to be treated with great suspicion. Expertise is cool, but experts have stopped learning.


My maternal Grandparents, Pete and Alice Muckley, had a big hand in drumming that one into me. “Don’t trust authority,” Pete used to warn me. “Look what happened on the Somme.”


You just can’t argue with stats like that.


And as the not quite as impressive as my Grandfather but nevertheless brilliant controversial Rolls Royce collecting possibly assassinated by the CIA charismatic unblinking contradictory trickster and sex guru Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh, or Osho as he was perhaps better known, put it in the very first of his Ten Commandments:




“Never obey anyone’s command unless it is coming from within you also.”





Or more simply in the words of Bob Dylan, “don’t follow leaders, watch the parkin’ meters”. Then again you’ve got Shakespeare who must have been abducted by aliens for the amount of shit that he really understood; I mean, “to thine own self be true,” how good is that? And then you’ve got the great beast himself, the much maligned bad boy of magic, Aleister Crowley with, “do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law…”


Oh, and Osho’s third Commandment’s pretty cool too:




“Truth is within you, do not search for it elsewhere.”





Which kind of makes this book redundant.


The End







Oh – you’re still there…


Sorry, I was distracted listening to this really rather far out Indian slide guitar player called Debashish Bhattacharya – think Ry Cooder on acid – but given that I haven’t lost you, all we are saaaaaaaying is that this book will offer you absolutely NO NEW WISDOM WHATSOEVER.


Because (drumroll)


You already know it all.


Honest. Trust me. NO! Don’t trust me, trust yourself – oh fuck it…


And so, anyway, what is the promise of Play From Your Fucking Heart? What’s it selling – it must be selling something right? If it’s not new wisdom or happiness, what exactly are you gonna get from investing your precious time in reading this book?


A glimmer. A glimmer that there is something more, perhaps much, much more, to life than you realised. Maybe a flashback, a fleeting memory of a time in your life when you knew that anything was possible, a time before you became cautious and wary. As a culture we have never been more sedated by technology and gadgets and comforting distractions from life – to Play From Your Fucking Heart is to wake up, to go all the way, to be alone with the gods, to live LIFE in perfect laughter free from fear that anaesthetises and deadens, to press the self-destruct button on mundanity and break the chains of the slaves of the ordinary.


In The Top Five Regrets of the Dying: A Life Transformed by the Dearly Departing palliative nurse Bronnie Ware, who counselled the dying in their last days, revealed the most common regret:




“I wish I’d had the courage to live a life true to myself, not the life others expected of me.”





Play From Your Fucking Heart…


Is the antidote.


And in a way you could call this an eco book, as its entire contents have been recycled. Y’see I’m writing with the stated belief that there is NO new wisdom, that in fact the experience that you the reader has whenever you read something and go, ‘oh wow, that is deep’ – is one of already knowing, of a part of yourself that was already there waking up to an eternal collective truth, and that the writer acts as a trigger or stimulant rather than as a wise sage or guru or clever bastard who ‘knows all’.


One clever bastard wise sage guru mad Irish builder stroke shaman I trust – and there are very few that I do – is Shivam O’Brien, introducer of this book and tribal leader at the mighty Spirit Horse Community in Wales, and, more to the point, Gonzo as fuck (more of him later).


Shivam was not only responsible for turning me onto Debashish Bhattacharya but also Sri Nisargadatta Maharaj and his book I Am That. Now there’s a humble and profound tome, and it illustrates my point perfectly because in 1973, forty years before this book, he wrote,




did I ever tell you that you do not know and, therefore, you are inferior? Let those who invented such distinctions prove them. I do not claim to know what you do not. In fact, I know much less than you do.





And I really do know much less than you; about you, and many other things.


And what’s more, the older I get the more I realise how little I know, the wiser I get the more I see my own ignorance. It’s vast…


Of course many ‘self-help’ books are written by self-appointed gurus – some good, some not – and whilst I have at times benefited greatly from these writings, each time I read something and go – oh wow, that’s really clever shit – I then almost immediately read something else and go – hold on you fucker, that stuff I just read that seemed so fresh and exciting and new was just a rehash of what the Vedics/NativeAmericans/Sufis/Aborigines/Pagans/Tibetans/Druids/Buddhists and/or Mayans were saying five/ten/fifteen/twenty thousand years ago…


That in itself is not a criticism but an acknowledgement that the writers that have most impressed me – Osho, George Gurdjieff, Eckhart Tolle, David Deida, Deepak Chopra to name a few – are really just great translators, they have all taken ancient teachings and revamped and repackaged them for a contemporary audience.


And so this is what I’m offering – a collection of all my experiences and learning from over twenty years of psychotherapy practice and participation (with doses of tantra, paganism, shamanism and psychedelic exploration thrown in) presented, I hope, in a fresh and accessible way, avoiding ‘therapy speak’ with the aim being to communicate valuable concepts without intimidating or excluding you, ’cos all too often I’ve read important works that have left me excited but overwhelmed, with a sense of how unattainable the teachings appear to be.


Therapy is no longer taboo – it’s a multi-million pound mainstream industry and people are hungry for change. With Play From Your Fucking Heart I’m attempting to offer a fresh and irreverent perspective to some of the fundamentals of self-help and personal development, taking therapy down to street level, a rock and roll guidebook to the science of the bleedin’ obvious.


I chose to write this book partly in response to people asking ‘when are you going to write a book?’ To be honest, I couldn’t see the point in a market that seemed flooded with self-help books but then it came to me – I know the creative world, not only do I know it but I’ve failed in just about every area from music, theatre, film and writing, I’ve lived the life, taken the drugs, experienced the highs and lows, survived and come out (more or less) intact.


Then, more importantly, the title came to me and I realised that there is a gap in the market for a more ‘twisted’ self-help book, a book for people who wouldn’t normally be seen dead reading a self-help book – fucked up rock’n rollers, scooter riding creatives, left-field crazies, dope fiends, Hoxton untouchables, underground eccentrics, midlife burn-outs and hipsters trapped in mainstream suits and lives wanting an escape plan.


Those of you who, dare I say, it, live on the ledge


… beyond the edge.


My kinda people.


Outsiders.


Now hold your wild horses – don’t feel downhearted…


Look at it like this – in days gone by, the second worst penalty after the death sentence was exile. That’s gotta tell you something about just how much we all fear exclusion from the tribe no matter how many times you ask Marlon what’s he’s rebelling against and he replies “whaddaya-got?”


But I bring good news people – way, way out there, far from the safety of the tribe, deep in the wasteland on the ledge beyond the edge, there is a tribe, another tribe, a tribe of exiles, a tribe of misfits, a tribe of outsiders who await you with open arms saying ‘come brother, come sister, we have a place for you by the fire and food aplenty and dry clothes and shelter’ and you fall to your knees and give thanks crying ‘Lawsy Lawsy, good Lord willin’ an’ the creek don’t rise, I HAVE come home’ or some such authentic Frontier gibberish – I’ll leave that to you to fill in the gaps.


But you get my point right?


You’re not alone.




I get a kick out of being an outsider constantly. It allows me to be creative. I don’t like anything in the mainstream and they don’t like me.


Bill Hicks said that…





I should probably interject at this point and, just in case the title of this book wasn’t enough to give it away, point out that I’m a massive Stones freak. I don’t mean I’m one of those people who sold the house and the kids in order to follow them around the world on tour, but as an entity they had a huge impact on forming my life. The Stones were somehow, inexplicably, my introduction to the esoteric, to the mystic, to the shadow side, to the forbidden, to the exotic, to the unknowable. Whilst The Beatles woke me up and turned me onto music in the first place, The Stones drew my attention to something that I still find hard to put into words, to something sensual and dark and pleasurable and very much alive. When I listened to The Beatles I was intrigued by the complexity and wonder of their accomplished musicianship, when I put a Stones album on I could smell them.


The Stones provided a soundtrack for my entire life.


They changed the way I looked at the world.


They made me feel that I belonged.


I’m dyslexic. That was my ticket to the outer edges. I was one of the early Ritalin kids. I remember when the IQ test results came back from the child psychologist as being in the mid 140s, my Dad’s puzzled response was, “well – if you’re not stupid… you must be lazy.”


The shrink in charge of the fiasco that was my school experience said, “we normally give these pills to fat ladies, but we’re going to try them on you,” and so for the next three years, breakfast became a twenty milligram tablet of methylphenidate marked Ciba on the side. Wikipedia states that the drug:
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