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  Lemmy Kilmister was born in Stoke-on-Trent. Having been a member of the Rocking Vicars, Opal Butterflies and Hawkwind, Lemmy formed his own band,

  Motörhead. The band played together for forty years, until Lemmy’s sudden death on 28 December 2015, from an aggressive form of cancer.




  Since 1987, Janiss Garza has been writing about very loud rock and alternative music. From 1989 to 1996 she was senior editor at RIP, at the time the world’s

  premier hard music magazine. She has also written for Los Angeles Times, Entertainment Weekly and New York Times, Los Angeles.




  





  




  ‘From heaving burning caravans into lakes at 1970s Finnish festivals to passing out in Stafford after three consecutive blowjobs, the Motörhead man proves a mean

  raconteur as he gabbles through his addled heavy metal career résumé’ Guardian




  ‘As a rock autobiography, White Line Fever is a keeper’ Big Issue




  ‘White Line Fever really is the ultimate rock & roll autobiography . . . Turn it up to 11 and read on!’ Skin Deep Magazine
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FOREWORD BY LARS ULRICH





  It’s almost four months since Lemmy’s passing, and I’ve been throwing ideas around in my head for the last week about what to

  write for this introduction. I was fortunate enough to be asked a lot about Lemmy at the time of his passing, about my experiences with him and the important role he played in shaping my life

  … and as of this moment, I’m hard-pressed to come up with anything that seems more cohesive than what I wrote impulsively, and in a very organic, free-flowing form, a few days before

  his memorial, at which I had been asked to speak.




  Upon rereading the thoughts I shared that afternoon, I still feel that those words were as definitive an expression of my respect, admiration and love for Lemmy that I could write. So I asked

  the editor of this-here fine book if it was OK to print those aforementioned words for this introduction, instead of trying to recreate them in another, less potent form. So here goes …




  Thirty-four years ago, in June 1982 in West Hollywood, I threw up all over myself. This is not significant because of the throwing up. In my late teens, I unfortunately

  threw up quite a bit. But it’s significant because of where I threw up. I was in Lemmy’s hotel room at the Sunset Marquis at about four o’clock in the afternoon on the day they

  were playing the biggest show on their Iron Fist headline tour of the US. I was there, drinking and socializing with him, five hours before they were going on stage. An awkward,

  eighteen-year-old, snot-nosed kid, hanging out in Lemmy’s hotel room. That was ‘very’ significant.




  In the late 1970s when I was growing up, I spent a good deal of time outside the Plaza Hotel in Copenhagen waiting to meet my favourite rockers. Over the course of those years I met, among

  others, Ritchie Blackmore, Ronnie Dio, Phil Lynott, Robin Trower and Paul Stanley, and they were all kind enough to sign an autograph, take a picture, and exchange fifteen seconds of mindless

  banter . . . and that was kinda that.




  Subsequently, after moving to America, I was now in Southern California and Motörhead had become the primary musical force in my life. I lived and breathed every note they played, every

  word Lemmy sang and every tall tale he shared in interviews. When they came to the US for the first time in 1981, supporting Ozzy, I was obviously more than thrilled, and I was going to follow them

  all over California for the better part of a week.




  There I was, literally following Motörhead around, gig to gig, up and down Interstate 5, the biggest fanboy on the planet. But this was different. Unlike the rock stars I had met in

  Copenhagen years earlier, Motörhead, and particularly Lemmy, embraced me with open arms. There was no preciousness, no mindless banter; no quick picture and off you go.

  It was a different attitude and a different set of rules. At the first show, I was immediately invited into their inner sanctum, the dressing room, the back lounge on the tour bus, and over the

  course of the following week, the hotels, the bars, the truck stops. There were no limits. I was always welcomed in and I felt like these guys cared about me. Lemmy was so fuckin’ hospitable,

  like the ultimate party host and caregiver, who took me under his wing and made me feel like I belonged to something that was much greater than myself.




  A month later, I was roughing it through England towards my destination of the ‘Heavy Metal Holocaust’ at Port Vale, a stadium gig that Motörhead headlined. That summer their

  album No Sleep ’Til Hammersmith had come out and entered the charts straight at No. 1, and they were the biggest band in Europe. I showed up at the sold-out gig with no ticket and not

  a pot to piss in. But within fifteen minutes I was backstage in the Motörhead compound where Lemmy once again welcomed me with open arms and remembered me from the California shenanigans a

  month earlier. The biggest gig of the summer in England and Lemmy still had time for me.




  Now fast-forward another month to London, to the Nomis Rehearsal Studios where I had gotten wind of the fact that the boys were working, so I headed straight there and once again, much to my

  disbelief, within a few minutes I was sitting in a small rehearsal space watching and listening in, as Lemmy, Fast Eddie and ‘Philthy Animal’ Taylor were writing songs for their Iron

  Fist album, right in front of me. The four of us: in a room together. A total mind fuck.




  These events made a huge, indescribable difference in my life and over the course of that summer in 1981 they made me want to be in a band, form a band, made me want to

  be a musician, be part of a group, part of a collective, part of the craziness of a travelling rock ’n’ roll circus, and one day maybe extend that same open door, that same open embrace

  to other awkward and disenfranchised kids, who hopefully one day would come our way. In the thousands of interviews I’ve done since we started, I have always cited Motörhead and Lemmy as

  the main inspiration and primary reason we exist, both musically and attitude-wise, and as the ones that we’ve moulded our outlook and world view after.




  So thank you, Lemmy, for helping shape who I am today. Thank you for the open door, for the music, for the drinks, for the laughter, for the stories, for never judging me, for always making me

  feel part of something that was so much bigger than myself. And thank you for always mastering the fine balancing act of being just enough of a rock star to be cool, but not too much of one to be

  un-cool.




  And finally, thank you for taking a picture of me with barf all over myself in your hotel room in June 1982 and putting it on the inner sleeve of your next record. That was the ultimate stamp of

  approval you could have given me. I will forever be appreciative and grateful to have known you, and beyond proud to shout from every rooftop how much you have meant to me and how your attitude and

  all-around coolness has inspired me over the last thirty-seven years.




  Lars Ulrich, 25 April 2016




  





  
PROLOGUE





  I was born Ian Fraser Kilmister on Christmas Eve, 1945, some five weeks premature, with beautiful golden hair which, to the delight of my quirky

  mother, fell out five days later. No fingernails, no eyebrows, and I was bright red. My earliest memory is shouting: at what and for what reason, I don’t know. Probably a tantrum; or I may

  have been rehearsing. I was always an early starter.




  My father was not pleased. I suppose you could say me and my father didn’t hit it off – he left three months later. Perhaps it was the hair falling out; perhaps he thought I was

  already taking after him.




  My father had been a padre in the RAF during the war, and my mother was a very pretty young librarian with no idea of the duplicity of the clergy – I mean, you teach people that the

  Messiah was the offspring of a vagabond’s wife (who is a virgin) and a ghost? And this is a basis for a worldwide religion? I’m not so sure. I

  figured if Joseph believed that one, he deserved to sleep in stables!




  So anyway, I didn’t really miss my father, ’cause I didn’t even remember him. And on top of that, my mum and my gran spoiled me rotten.




  I met him twenty-five years later, in a pizza place on Earls Court Road, since he had apparently worked himself into a frenzy of remorse and wanted to ‘help me’. My mum and I

  figured, ‘Maybe we can get some loot out of the son-of-a-bitch!’ So I meandered off up there to meet the sorry blighter – I thought it was iffy, and I was right.




  I recognized him right away – he looked smaller, but I was bigger, right? He was a crouched little wretch with glasses and a bald spot all over his head.




  I suppose it was awkward for him – having walked out on someone for whom you were supposed to be the breadwinner, and then not a word for twenty-five years . . . awkward, sure. But it had

  been bloody awkward for my mum, bringing me up on her own and providing for my gran as well!




  So he said, ‘I’d like to help you in your career, to try and make up for not being a proper father to you.’ Ha!




  I said, ‘Look, I’ll make it easy for you. I’m in a rock ’n’ roll band and I need some equipment’ – amp on the fritz again! – ‘so if you can

  buy me an amplifier and a couple of cabinets we’ll call it quits, okay?’




  There was a pause. ‘Ah,’ he said.




  I could tell he wasn’t a hundred per cent into this scenario.




  ‘The music business is awfully precarious,’ he said. (He’d apparently been an excellent concert pianist in his day. But his day was gone.)




  ‘Yeah,’ I said, ‘I know, but I’m earning my living at it.’ (Lie . . . at least at the time!)




  ‘Well,’ he said, ‘what I had in mind was paying for some lessons – driving lessons, and sales technique. I thought you might become a sales rep or . . .’ He trailed

  off.




  It was my turn to be unenthusiastic.




  ‘Bugger off,’ I said, and rose from the table. He was pretty lucky the vast reunion pizza hadn’t arrived, or it would have become his new hat. I strode back into the fatherless

  street. It was clean out there – and that was the Earls Court Road!




  Talking of two-faced bastards – my band, Motörhead, got nominated for a Grammy in 1991. The music industry doing us yet another favour, you know. So I got on the plane in Los Angeles

  – New York’s a long walk. I had a pint of Jack Daniels in my pocket: I always find it helps with the sobering up. As we taxied elegantly out on to the sun-drenched tarmac, I took a sip

  and mused pleasantly on this and that.




  A voice: ‘Give me that bottle!’




  I looked up; a stewardess with concrete hair and a mouth like an asshole repeated herself, as history will – ‘Give me that bottle!’




  Well, I don’t know what you might have done, honoured reader, but the fucking thing was bought and paid for. No chance. I volunteered this information. The reply: ‘If you don’t

  give me that bottle, I shall put you off the plane!’




  This was becoming interesting; we were about fifth in the queue for take-off, were already late, and this boneheaded bitch was going to take us out of the line for one pint

  of Jack Daniels?




  ‘Fair enough,’ I said. ‘Put my ass off this fucking plane right now,’ or words to that effect. And can you believe it, the stupid cretin did it! AHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!! She

  made all those people late and miss their connections in New York, all for a pint of the amber pick-me-up . . . So what? Fuck her! And the horse she rode in on! Come to think of it, perhaps she

  was the horse she rode in on! I got another flight an hour and a half later.




  It was an inauspicious start to the festivities, and it carried on like it began. When we got to the fabled Radio City (Home of the Stars!), everyone was dressed in hired penguin tuxedos, trying

  to look as much as possible like the motherfuckers who were stealing their money! I don’t wear tuxes – I don’t think it’s really me, you know? And I don’t think the

  ushers liked the Iron Cross.




  Anyway, having been nominated for a Grammy for our first album for Sony, I had foolishly entertained the idea that the company might be pleased. I don’t think they even noticed! I have

  still, to this day, not been lucky enough to gaze, enthralled, upon the splendour that is Tommy Mottola – that night, I think he was probably too busy chasing Mariah Carey around her dressing

  room. I’m not an overly ambitious man: ‘Hello’ or just ‘Glad to have you aboard’ or even ‘Hey, dude’ would have sufficed. Nothing. Nada. Fuck all.

  So I went to Sire’s party. Better. Got laid.




  So fuck ’em. And the horse they rode in on!




  





  
CHAPTER ONE





  capricorn




  I started life in Stoke-on-Trent, in the West Midlands of England. Stoke consists of about six towns clustered together. Burslem was the nastiest,

  so it’s only fitting that I was born there. The area is called the Potteries, and the countryside used to be black with slag from the coal used in the kilns that produced all kinds of

  pottery, including the famous Wedgwood. The ugly slagheaps stretched over the landscape wherever you looked, and the air was dirty with the chimneys’ smoke.




  By the time my wayward father took off, we had moved to Newcastle, my mum, my gran and I – Newcastle-under-Lyme, that is, which is not too far from Stoke. We lived there until I was six

  months old, and then we moved to Madeley, a village nearby that was really nice. We lived opposite a big pond – nearly a lake – where there were swans. It was beautiful, but definitely

  amongst the hoi polloi.




  My mum had it rough, trying to support us on her own. The first job she had was as a TB nurse, which was rotten fucking work, because in those days it was like being on a

  terminal cancer ward – so she was more or less just seeing the patients on their way. And she saw TB babies being born – apparently there were some real horrors. TB does something weird

  to the chromosomes: she saw newborn babies with rudimentary feathers on ’em, and another one born with scales. Eventually she left that job and worked for a time as a librarian but then she

  stopped working for a while. I didn’t quite understand the pressures she was under and I figured we’d be all right. Later on, she was a bartender, but that was after she married my

  stepfather.




  I had problems at school right from the start. The teachers and I didn’t see eye-to-eye: they wanted me to learn, and I didn’t want to. I was always like a fuckin’ black hole

  when it came to maths. You might as well have spoken Swahili to me as try to teach me algebra, so I gave up on it early. I figured I wasn’t going to be a mathematician so I might as well fuck

  off. I played truant constantly, and that was it from day one, really.




  The first episode in my difficult schooling that I remember clearly was at primary school. This stupid woman wanted to teach the boys knitting; she was probably a feminist, right? I must have

  been about seven, so really it was a bit pointless. And this woman was a real brute, too – she quite enjoyed hitting kids. I wouldn’t knit because it was sissy. In those days, we still

  had sissies, see. They weren’t running the country, like they are now. I told her I couldn’t do it, and she hit me. Then I said I couldn’t do it again, and after a while she

  stopped hitting me.




  Honestly though, I think hitting a kid’s good for him if he’s a bad kid – not if he gets hit indiscriminately, but when he does something wrong.

  It’ll stop him from being bad early if he’s fucking terrified of a teacher. I used to get it regular: I got the board rule, the T-square that hung near the blackboard. The teacher would

  stand behind us and he’d whop it in the back of your head. Later on, the physics teacher would hit us with the leg of a chemistry stool. That was a good one but I never got it ’cause I

  was pretty good at physics. That is, until I left school, by mutual agreement.




  If you get a good smack around the ear so it rings and sings for about half an hour, you’re not going to do that shit again in class; you’re going to listen to what you’re

  being told. That’s how it worked, but now it’s gone. It worked for me and it worked for my generation pretty well, because as far as I can see, we’re smarter than this

  generation’s shaping up to be.




  Anyhow, my mum remarried when I was ten. His name was George Willis, and she met him through my Uncle Colin, who was her only brother. I think the two of them were friends in the army (Colin and

  George, that is . . .). He had played professional football for Bolton Wanderers, and as he told it, he was a self-made man with his own factory, which made plastic shoe stands for shop windows.

  That went bust about three months after my mum married him. He was too much. He was fucking funny as shit: he kept getting busted for selling purloined washing machines and fridges off the back of

  lorries, but he wouldn’t tell us about it. He used to say he was off on a business trip; you know, ‘I’ll be gone about a month, darling,’ and

  he’d go and do thirty days in jail. We didn’t find out about this for a while but he turned out all right in the end.




  With him, of course, came his two children from his previous marriage – Patricia and Tony. I was the youngest of the three and was constantly being bullied by these huge, newly acquired

  siblings. And I had a very fraught relationship with my stepfather, because I was an only child, as far as my mother was concerned. She used to fight like a fucking bantam for me, so he’d get

  a terrible hard time. Patricia’s lofty ambition was to work at the Treasury, of all things, and eventually all her dreams came true. Tony lives in Melbourne, Australia, head of some plastics

  division (I didn’t know plastic was hereditary!). He went in the Merchant Navy for about ten years and didn’t write to us for nearly twenty. My stepfather thought he was

  dead.




  When my mum and stepfather married, we moved to his house in Benllech, a seaside resort on Anglesey. It was about this time that I began to be known as Lemmy – it was a Welsh thing, I

  believe. I was in a very bad school, being the only English kid among about seven hundred Welsh – that was made for fun and profit, right? So I’ve been known as Lemmy since I was around

  ten. I didn’t always have the moustache . . . I’ve only had that since I was eleven.




  But I did manage to entertain myself. By stealing some gelignite and rearranging the coastline of Anglesey. There was this construction company redoing all the drains in the village. They could

  only work in the summer because after that the weather got too cold. So they used to pack up around September or October and they would stash all their supplies in these

  PortaKabins. And around the end of October, beginning of November, me and some friends would break into them. I mean, Jesus Christ, if you’re a boy of about ten or eleven, it was like finding

  buried treasure! We found caps and overalls, gelignite and detonators and fuses, all kinds of wonderful shit. We would bite the detonator on to the fuse and shove it into the gelignite. Then

  we’d dig a hole in the sand on the beach, shove the contraption down it, twill the fuse out and cover it up. We’d finish up by putting a big rock on top, lighting the fuse and running

  like bloody fuck. And BOOM! – the stone would fly fifty feet in the air. It was great! Later, I’d find crowds of people standing there in the rain, looking at the damage and muttering,

  ‘What do you think?’, ‘I don’t know – aliens?’ I have no idea what the village copper thought was going on, ’cause he’d hear all these terrifying

  bangs and he’d come out to the beach and half the cliff had slid into the sea. About two miles of coastline was different when we were finished with it. Just innocent fun, right? Schoolkids

  get up to all kinds of shit, and after all, why not? That’s their job, isn’t it – to piss off their elders and give them a cross to bear; otherwise, what use are they?




  Of course, these were mere diversions compared to my growing interest in the opposite sex. You have to realize that in those days, the fifties, there wasn’t Playboy or

  Penthouse. The kicks then were those magazines that featured things like nudists playing tennis – Health and Efficiency and shit. That’s what an awful world the fifties

  were. And people call it the age of innocence. Fuck that – you try living in it!




  My sexual education began when I was very young. My mother brought home about three uncles before we decided on one being Dad. But that was always fine with me – I

  figured she was lonely and she was working all day to feed me and my granny, so I didn’t mind going to bed a bit early. And growing up in a rural area, one would find people goin’ at it

  in the fields. Plus there were always cars, of course, with the windows steamed up – you could always get a good look at a bared leg or breast as the couple crawled from the front into the

  back seat. In those days, the fashion was those skirts with the two petticoats underneath, which you whizzed around dancing the jive – so I used to dance a lot. I gave up dancing when the

  twist came in because it offended me – you couldn’t touch the woman any more! Who wants that when you’ve just discovered adolescent lust? I needed to get close and warm; tactile,

  hands-on, experiencing, giving and receiving and counter-groping and stuff like that, you know!




  But it was when I was fourteen and working at the riding school that I really discovered my lust and desire for women of all shapes, sizes, ages, colours and creeds. And political persuasions.

  The whole of Manchester and Liverpool would come down to our little seaside resort town every summer. College students on holiday would take out the rides at this school. And the Girl Guides would

  come every year, en masse – the whole troupe, with their tents and gear. And there were all of two Guide mistresses to look after them – ha! Who were they kidding? We were going to get

  to those chicks if we had to don wetsuits! And the girls obviously felt the same way. They were eager to learn and we were eager to learn and between us, we learned it.

  Believe me, we learned every fucking note.




  I got a job at the riding school because I loved horses. I still do. We had a good time there because horses make women horny. There’s a sexual power to a horse. Women would rather ride a

  horse bareback, and it’s not for the obvious reasons. I think it’s to feel the animal’s body next to the skin. Through a saddle, you can’t, especially an English saddle. And

  then there’s the fact that they’re fucking strong too. A horse can do anything it wants with you, really, but it doesn’t because, except for a small minority, they aren’t

  temperamental animals. They give in to you. I think that’s what women like about horses – a being so strong that gives in without fighting back, or at least trying to assert its rights.

  It won’t do the washing up, but that’s a small price to pay.




  I was in love with Ann. She was five years older than me, which at that age is an impossible gulf to cross. But I can still recall how she looked – very tall, mostly legs, sort of a broken

  nose on her but she was well attractive. She went out with this really ugly geezer, though. I couldn’t understand that. I caught them fucking once in a barn and I tiptoed out, going,

  ‘Jesus Christ.’ But the funniest story regarding those Girl Guides involved a friend of mine called Tommy Lee.




  Tommy only had one arm – he was an electrician and one time he put his finger on the wrong wire and the shock literally burned his arm off up to the bicep. They had to remove the rest of

  it and stitch up his shoulder. He was never quite the same after that – he used to listen a lot to things that only he could hear. But anyway, he had this false arm

  with a black glove on it, which he would hook on to his belt or put in his pocket. So one night, the two of us sneaked over to the Girl Guides. We crawled under the hedge and through the gorse . .

  . but when you’re fourteen, you don’t care, do you? You’ll do anything for a piece. We finally got there and I went into this one tent with my bird and Tommy went in the other

  tent with his. Then it all went quiet, you know, apart from the sound of bed springs. Afterwards, I dozed off for a bit, like people do, because it all just felt so nice (that’s why I keep

  doing it!). Then I was startled awake.




  ‘[Whack] Ow! [Whack] Ow! [Whack] Ow! [Whack] Ow!’




  So I peeked under the tent-flap and there was Tommy, stark naked with his clothes under his one arm, running like a maniac. Following closely behind was a furious Guide mistress beating him on

  the head with his own arm! I laughed so hard, they caught me! I couldn’t move, I couldn’t run, I was just helpless. That was one of the funniest fucking things I’d ever seen in my

  life.




  My initial discovery of sex came before rock ’n’ roll, because you have to realize that for the first ten years of my life, rock ’n’ roll didn’t even exist. It was

  all Frank Sinatra and Rosemary Clooney, and ‘How Much Is that Doggie in the Window?’ – that one was on the top of the charts for months! I experienced the birth of rock

  ’n’ roll firsthand. I heard Bill Haley first – ‘Razzle Dazzle’ I think it was. Then there was ‘Rock Around the Clock’ and ‘See You Later

  Alligator’. The Comets were a very poor band, actually, but they were the only ones at the time. Plus, it was tough up in Wales – you could get Radio Luxembourg, but that was patchy. It would fade in and out and you had to keep on twiddling the knob to get any kind of reception. Then you’d never find out what they were playing because they

  announced it once at the beginning and if you came in five or eight bars into the song, they’d never mention the guy’s name again. It took me months to find out the name of ‘What

  Do You Want to Make Those Eyes at Me For?’ by Emile Ford and the Checkmates. (There’s a geezer who just vanished. Emile Ford and the Checkmates had five hits in England. He was huge and

  then there was a scandal – he was caught charging a kid money for an autograph, and that’s what killed him. The Checkmates went out on their own for a while after that but it was no

  good.)




  Then if you wanted a record, you had to order it and wait a month for it to arrive. The first 78 I ever bought was by Tommy Steele, the British answer to Elvis Presley, and then I got

  ‘Peggy Sue’ by Buddy Holly. My first full album was The Buddy Holly Story, which I got right after he died. Actually, I saw him perform at New Brighton Tower. See, that

  fuckin’ shows your age – I saw Buddy Holly live! Nevertheless, I must say, my street cred is impeccable!




  It was a long time before I bought an Elvis Presley record – the first I purchased was ‘Don’t Be Cruel’, I believe. His style, his look was great, he really was a

  one-off, but I thought he was inferior to Buddy Holly and Little Richard. The problem was he had really naff B-sides. See, albums in those days were different: an album could be a collection of the

  last six hit singles and the B-sides. So half of Elvis’s albums were crap. He only started making good B-sides when he did ‘I Beg of You’. Buddy Holly never did a bad track, as far as I could hear. Eddie Cochran, too, was an idol of mine. He used to work at a studio in Hollywood and if somebody finished an hour ahead of time, he’d dash

  in and make a record. And he used to write and produce all his own stuff. He was the first one ever to do that – a very inventive guy. I was supposed to see him on the second leg of his tour

  through Britain, but that was when he was in the accident out by Bristol that killed him. I remember being dismayed. That was a great tragedy for rock ’n’ roll. He and Holly were the

  ones who inspired me to play guitar.




  I decided to pick up the guitar partly for the music, but girls were at least sixty per cent of the reason I wanted to play. I discovered what an incredible pussy magnet guitars were at the end

  of the school year. You get shunted in the classroom for a week after the exams with nothing to do, and this one kid brought in a guitar. He couldn’t play it, but he was surrounded by women

  immediately. I thought, ‘Ah, now, that looks like fun!’ My mum had an old Hawaiian guitar hanging on a wall in our house – she used to play it when she was a kid, and her brother

  would play banjo. Hawaiian guitar had been very popular not long before: they were lap steels with a flat neck and upraised frets. Hers was very smart, covered with mother-of-pearl inlay. So that

  was a stroke of luck – not many people had a guitar lying around the house in 1957.




  So I dragged the fuckin’ thing into class. I couldn’t play it, either, but sure enough I was surrounded by women straight away. It actually worked, instantly! That’s the only

  thing that ever worked so immediately in my life. And I never looked back. Eventually, I got the idea that the girls expected me to play the thing, so I taught myself, which

  was pretty excruciating on that Hawaiian guitar with the strings raised up.




  When I was fifteen, we went on a school trip to Paris and I’d learned ‘Rock Around the Clock’. So I played that for three hours one night, even though I’d just nearly cut

  my forefinger off with a flick-knife that refused to do what it was told. I bled on my guitar, and the chicks thought that was absolutely cool. You know – sort of the equivalent of a Sioux

  warrior going out into the tall grass and killing a bear with his own hands, I suppose. Bleeding for ’em!




  Back home my mother and stepdad knew exactly what I was up to. It was quite obvious – they saw the constant procession of chicks. The garage had been converted into living quarters, which

  I had to myself, and I’d take the girls there. My stepfather used to come in and catch me going at it. He caught me so many times, it was fucking silly; I think he was a voyeur.




  ‘Do you know you’re on top of that girl?’ he’d shout.




  ‘Yes, I know I’m on top of the bloody girl!’ I’d say. ‘How do you do it?’




  It wasn’t long after that Paris trip that I was expelled from school. I played truant with two of my friends. We went on a train to the other side of the island for the afternoon and came

  back in time for the bus home. But as luck would have it, some bastards from another class saw us on the platform and turned us in. There’s always a snitch, isn’t there? So I was taken

  up before the headmaster. He was a real moron, a do-nothing. I think he became headmaster because he was too old to be a magistrate. For two fucking weeks, he had me in his

  office every day during break and lunchtime, trying to break me down.




  ‘You were seen by two Holyhead boys, when the train turned around,’ he told me.




  ‘It wasn’t me, sir,’ I’d insist. ‘I was never there.’




  That’s when I learned to lie. Another thing discipline teaches you is lying, because if you don’t lie, you’re in the shit. Anyway, to cut a long story in half the length it

  would have been, he was going to give me the cane, two on each hand. This was right after my accident with the flick-knife in Paris, remember. It had taken ages for that to start healing. I mean,

  you might know how you bleed from a cut like that – every time your heart beats, berdoom, blood straight across the fucking room! I must have lost a pint at the time. So I asked the

  headmaster, ‘Could I have four on one hand because of my finger?’




  But no, that wouldn’t do for him. He stood there impassive, urging my hand up and – whap! Fucking blood all over the place. And as if nothing had happened, he said, ‘Put

  your other hand up.’




  ‘You bastard!’ I thought. So when the cane came down on my hand, I grabbed it from him and whacked him around the head with it.




  ‘I think you’ll find that we don’t need your presence here anymore,’ he glowered.




  ‘I wasn’t coming back anyway,’ I told him, and with that, I was out the door.




  But he was right, I stayed away and they never came after me for truancy. There were only six months left to go anyway. I didn’t tell my parents about it: I would

  leave like I was going to school every morning and then come back every night. I just used to go up to the riding school and work up there on the beach with the horses but eventually I got a couple

  of jobs. One was as a house painter with this gay guy, Mr Brownsword (what a name for a queer, absolutely perfect!). All the same, he never hit on me. He was after my good-looking friend, Colin

  Purvis, which I was quite pleased about. I left him to it, you know – ‘Colin will paint in here, Mr Brownsword. I’ll go upstairs, shall I?’ And Colin would be muttering

  ‘Bastard!’ under his breath.




  Then we moved off the island to a farm in Conwy, along the Wales coast, right up in the mountains. That’s where I learned to be alone and not mind it. I used to wander around the fields

  with the sheepdogs. I really don’t mind being alone now. People think it’s weird, but I think it’s great.




  About that time, my stepfather got me into a factory that made Hotpoint washing machines. Everyone worked on just one piece of them. I was one of the first in line: I had to take four small

  brass nuts and bolt them on this thing and then a machine came down and knocked a ridge across the sides of them. Then you took the pieces off and threw them in a huge box. There were 15,000 of

  them to do, and when you were done with that batch, and really garnered a sense of achievement, they’d come and steal them and give you an empty basket. You can’t be smart and do that

  job, man. It’s impossible because it would fucking drive you out of your mind. I don’t know how those people did it. I suppose they submerged their intelligence

  because they had responsibilities.




  Everybody I knew who left home in search of something better wound up coming back. I had other plans for my life. So I grew my hair till the factory fired me. And I stayed out. I would rather

  fucking starve to death than go back to that. I’m very lucky and privileged that I escaped.




  





  
CHAPTER TWO





  fast and loose




  I needed a companion, and one was right there – a guy called Ming, after the emperor in Flash Gordon. Ming had long hair and that kind

  of a long, droopy moustache. We began to hang out in coffee bars and dancehalls and pull other blokes’ birds and generally appal everybody!




  After a bit of this it seemed to us that we should take drugs (not that we knew what the fuck they were), so we got in touch with a friend of mine from when I lived in Anglesey, Robbie Watson of

  Beaumaris (famous also for its well-preserved castle). Robbie had lived in Manchester and had very long hair, which we thought was a Very Big Thing. We started smoking a bit of dope and then one

  night, in the Venezia Coffee Bar in Llandudno, Rob gave me an ampoule of speed – methyl amphetamine hydrochloride – with a little skull and crossbones on it. You were supposed to shoot

  it into your arm.




  I never fancied fixing anything, and I never have, even to this day. You get into the ritual. I’ve seen people do weird shit around needles: shooting water just to

  have an excuse for getting the needle in their arms. That’s what Rob was doing, and he thoroughly recommended that I should try it, too. But I put it in a cup of something – chocolate,

  I think – and drank it.




  There was a poor little girl behind the counter at this coffee bar, and I talked to her non-stop for about four or five hours. I kept saying to Robbie how it was having no effect on me, and then

  back I went to this poor devil who was in a kind of alphabetic shock from my babbling – but I felt great, you know, King of the World! Trouble is, it wears off. (By the way Robbie Watson, who

  was my best friend for a long time and had a brilliant dry, ironic sense of humour, has been dead these twenty years – one needle too many. Any questions?) But back to me and Ming – or

  the Ming and I!




  I was sixteen when Ming and I left Wales and headed east to Manchester. Actually, we were chasing after a couple of girls, whom we’d met while they were on holiday in Colwyn Bay. We were

  going to marry them and all kinds of shit. But of course, it ended up just being sex, as usual. They are much better off than if we had married them, I assure you of that.




  I don’t remember Ming’s girl’s name, but mine was called Cathy. She was a great girl, all of fifteen years old, and a curious, enthusiastic fifteen at that. So when they went

  back to Stockport, Ming and I followed them. We got a flat in Heaton Moor Road and we kept meeting people, and they would have nowhere to stay, so we’d let them sleep on the floor, or the

  sofa or somewhere, and within a month there were thirty-six of us in one room! The only one I remember was Moses (whom he resembled very closely, if all those Charlton Heston

  films are to be believed).




  Then Cathy got pregnant . . . I mean, she was wonderful, but she was also fifteen – visions of prison bars! Her father was writing letters to my stepfather calling me an exiled Welsh

  beatnik. The two of them worked out one of those ‘convenient’ solutions and the baby, Sean, was adopted at birth. I remember Cathy was taking her O-levels at the maternity home and I

  used to go and visit her. She got really big and I used to fall off the bus, laughing – ‘Hello, porky!’ and she’d crack up laughing, too. She was a great girl, my first

  love. I didn’t see Cathy again, I don’t know why. Funnily enough, she got back in touch with me two or three years ago, just in time for this book . . . She said she’d found Sean,

  but I won’t go into it here – let him have his life.




  As for my living situation, we (the thirty-six roommates) obviously got flung out pretty quick – the landlord probably wondered why the gas bill was for £200,000. Since Ming the

  Fearless Adventurer had gone back to Wales (eventually to become a clerk at a social security office – and you tell me there’s a grand pattern and a meaning to life . . .), I was alone

  again.




  During the time I knew Cathy, and for a couple of years after, I was a ‘dosser’, which then was a particular occupation among kids in the country. We all used to wear US Army

  jackets, the waterproof ones with a double lining. You could get them really cheap secondhand, and the thing was to get everyone that you knew to write their names on your jacket in felt-tip pen,

  so you were covered in these weird autographs. And we’d hitchhike around the country, staying with girls or staying in parked railway carriages or caves or whatever,

  just visiting women of local persuasion. In those days, it was a great thing to be ‘on the road’. It was the time of Bob Dylan, with the guitar on the back and the bedroll. A lot of

  girls like the transient thing. It’s a tradition, if you think about it: the circus, the Army, pirates, rock bands on tour – the girls always find them. I think women see something

  romantic in a geezer’s being here today and gone tomorrow. I like it too – but being a geezer, I would like it, wouldn’t I? Those days in the early sixties were great. We’d

  grow our hair down to our assholes and just bum around and live off women wherever we found ourselves. Chicks used to steal food out of the fridge from their parents to feed us and shit –

  kind of like bringing a meal to the convicted prisoner on the run. They liked the drama of it, and we liked the food.




  It wasn’t all fun and good times, however. Sometimes, when I was hitchhiking, guys would stop their trucks to come and beat me up. Or you would wind up getting a lift with some huge,

  homosexual trucker.




  ‘Hello, son. How far are you going?’




  ‘Manchester.’




  ‘Manchester, right. I’d like to suck your dick.’




  ‘I’ll get out here, then.’




  The flat in Heaton Moor was like a forerunner to the commune, I guess. If one of you had a chick, it was murder. You’d be surrounded by very big eyes in the darkness, and you knew their

  night vision was getting better all the time! Sex was a lot more fun then – there weren’t dire things attached to it like there are now. And sex should be fun,

  instead of all this stigma – ‘Oh, you only want one thing!’ Well, of course I do, don’t you?! When it stops being fun, then don’t do it any more, for Christ’s

  sake.




  All of us used to go out begging on Mersey Square and if you got anything, you’d come back and share it. I think we lived mainly on Ambrosia Creamed Rice. You used to have a beer can

  puncher and you’d sort of suck it out of the can. It was a great delicacy at the time, much better cold. I believe that is when I acquired my taste for cold food, which I have to this day

  – I can eat cold steak, cold spaghetti, even cold french fries, and that takes some doing! But if you’ve got enough salt on them, they’re all right.




  Manchester is not many miles from Liverpool, and there was incredible music coming out of both towns during the early sixties. Through both cities runs the River Mersey and so the music scene of

  that area took the name Merseybeat. There was even a very well-known band from those days called the Merseybeats, as well as the Mersey Squares, named after the place we went begging. There were

  hundreds of bands coming out of Manchester and Liverpool, and they all played the same twenty songs – ‘Some Other Guy’, ‘Fortune Teller’, ‘Ain’t Nothing

  Shaking but the Leaves on the Trees’, ‘Shake Sherry Shake’, ‘Do You Love Me’ . . . All the bands from 1961 to 1963 were cover bands, including the Beatles.




  There was this terrible one-upmanship rivalry going on, concerning whether you knew the original artist or not. Like the support band would say, ‘We’re gonna

  play “Fortune Teller” now by the Merseybeats,’ but then the Merseybeats would come on and say, ‘We’d like to do “Fortune Teller” now by Benny

  Spellman.’ Of course, that never lasted very long, ’cause they just told the whole audience who the original artist was, right? Another thing that bands would do was take an old

  standard and rock it up. Rory Storm and the Hurricanes really did a number on ‘Beautiful Dreamer’, I recall, and the Big Three had a go at ‘Zip-A-Dee-Doo-Dah’!




  It was a unique time with some truly incredible bands. One of them was Johnny Kidd and the Pirates. Johnny Kidd used to wear an eyepatch and a striped shirt and pirate boots. Sometimes

  he’d wear a white shirt with bouffant sleeves – great get-up. The Pirates had the first strobe light I ever saw, created by the simple expedient of the roadie getting his hands on the

  club’s main switches and turning them all on and off very fast. Their guitar player was Mick Green, who was excellent – I used to carry his guitars to get into their shows for free.

  Years later, I made a record with Mick. Loners like him never made a reputation then. Eric Clapton got lucky – being an isolationist worked for him, because people sought him out. All the

  other isolationists, people didn’t bother with ’em!




  Another great band was the Birds – nothing like the American Byrds who were happening around the same time. This Birds had Ronnie Wood, who later joined the Rolling Stones, playing guitar.

  The Birds were magic, fucking excellent, far ahead of their time. They only had three singles and they were gone. I used to follow them all over the place, even slept in

  their van. The band I was in at the time – the Motown Sect, of whom you will hear more in a bit – had the honour of doing a gig with them. I still remember the Birds’ line-up: Ali

  McKenzie singing, Ron and Tony Munroe on guitar, Pete McDaniels on drums and Kim Gardner on bass. Kim now has a pub/restaurant in Hollywood called Cat and the Fiddle. He was a great bassist, but he

  hardly plays any more. A very good-looking band, the Birds were and Ronnie especially in those days was a very charismatic boy. He used to wear a brown herringbone tweed suit, two-tone shoes and he

  had a white Telecaster – that was very cool. They were like Mods with long hair, which I liked, ’cause I would never have my hair cut.




  See, England has always been very fashion-oriented. Fads came and went very fast. The Mods were a very odd sort, as least in my estimation. They had very short hair, combed over to one side

  – kind of like John Kennedy but with a rooster-tail-like swatch at the back. And they wore trousers made of this very thin cord material with these bright print, tropical-style jackets, and

  two-tone shoes. The nearest American equivalent would be the Beach Boys, but we didn’t have the surf thing – it was really more in-town, as far as England was concerned. And the Mods

  used to wear eye make-up too, especially the boys. The crowd of people I was in disliked them, but in retrospect, it was no worse than what we were doing. I mean, we thought they were sissies, and

  they thought we were yobs – and you know, we were both right.




  I got to meet a lot of great musicians at the start of our careers. Jon Lord was one. Jon Lord was, and is, a consummate musician. He later on played with Deep Purple,

  Whitesnake and Rainbow, but when I met him, he was playing for the Artwoods who, funnily enough, were fronted by Art Wood! Even funnier, Art Wood was Ron Wood’s brother, but hold on a

  moment.




  There was this huge, great palace of a boozer called the Washington on the seafront at Llandudno, and they had rock shows in the upstairs ballroom. Then they started having jazz and blues

  nights. They had Graham Bond, with Ginger Baker and Dick Heckstall–Smith; they had the Downliners Sect, jazzman Alan Skidmore and them one night, the Artwoods.




  So I was lounging about the place, staring at the exotic equipment, and I watched them play – pretty good, I thought, from my lofty critic’s perch in north Wales! Anyway, I was

  talking to Jon Lord after the show, and he and the band offered me a lift back to Colwyn Bay. I’m sure Jon’s regretted that ever since! The poor fool gave me his address in West

  Drayton, near London, and about three weeks later, off I went. I mean, this Impossibly Huge Star would probably have a huge mansion, and he would probably let me sleep in the servants’

  quarters and introduce me to other Impossibly Huge Stars with whom I would seek my fortune, etc.




  Alas for dreams. The address turned out to be a house on a council estate. I arrived at about three in the morning and rang the knocker and banged on the bell.




  A sweet little old lady opened the door – ‘Yes, who is it?’




  ‘It’s me,’ I said, ‘er, Lemmy from north Wales.’




  ‘Eh?’




  ‘Jon Lord will remember me. He gave me this address.’




  ‘Oh, no, dear, he’s on tour in Denmark!’




  Why hadn’t I considered this possibility? I was young and dumb, that’s why.




  ‘Ah . . .’ I said.




  She looked at me. I looked at her.




  ‘Er,’ I said. Silence grew between us.




  Then she said something for which I will be eternally grateful, star turn that she was. ‘Oh well, never mind dear, you can sleep on the couch and we’ll see in the morning.’ You

  don’t get much of that in our brave new world!




  So I awoke to find Ron Wood, with three of his mates, hanging over me, going, ‘Oi, wot you a-doing on my mum’s sofa, eh?’ So she was Mrs Wood, mother of Ron and Art, and Jon

  was living there. Coincidence, eh? I got to go to a Birds gig that night, and then I went to Sunbury-on-Thames – but more of that later.




  Back in those days, the most impressive band, hands down, was the Beatles. They were the best band in the world. There will never be anything like the Beatles, and you really

  had to be there to understand what I’ve just said. Nowadays younger people think the Beatles were just a band, but they weren’t. They were a huge phenomenon all over the world.

  Everybody changed because of the Beatles, even politicians. The Daily Mirror in London ran a page every day about what they were doing. Imagine: a big, national fucking newspaper devoting a

  page each day to a band? They were more than huge.




  The Beatles revolutionized rock ’n’ roll, and they also changed the way everyone looked. It seems ludicrous now, but for those days, they had very long hair. I

  remember thinking, ‘Wow! How can any guy have hair that long?’ Really, it was just combed forward, with a slight fringe over the collar. We all had quiffs then – before the

  Beatles, it had been ducktails and Elvis.




  I was lucky enough to see them play the Cavern club in Liverpool, back at the beginning. They were really fun, eating cheese rolls while singing, and they used to tell a lot of jokes. They were

  hilarious. They could have been a comedy team. And they had weird guitars that none of us had ever seen. John had his Rickenbacker and Paul had that violin-shaped bass. All the rest of us had

  Stratocasters; I mean, a Strat was the ultimate you could wish for, Gibsons weren’t even around. And George, I believe, was playing a Hofner Futurama, God help him. Later on, he got a series

  of Gretsch’s. It was like, what? These weird guys with long hair and these funny guitars and they’re posing in their shirt sleeves with their ties pulled out! Everybody else was

  wearing these horrible, rigid suits, encased in these terrible, ten-button, suffocating Italian jackets. So that was quite a revelation.




  And the Beatles were hard men, too. Brian Epstein cleaned them up for mass consumption, but they were anything but sissies. They were from Liverpool, which is like Hamburg or Norfolk,

  Virginia–a hard, sea-farin’ town, all these dockers and sailors around all the time that’d beat the piss out of you if you so much as winked at them. Ringo’s from the

  Dingle, which is like the fucking Bronx. The Rolling Stones were the mummy’s boys – they were all college students from the outskirts of London. They went to

  starve in London, but it was by choice, to give themselves some sort of aura of disrespectability. I did like the Stones, but they were never anywhere near the Beatles – not for humour, not

  for originality, not for songs, not for presentation. All they had was Mick Jagger dancing about. Fair enough, the Stones made great records, but they were always shit on stage, whereas the Beatles

  were the gear.




  I remember one gig the Beatles had at the Cavern. It was just after they got Brian Epstein as their manager. Everyone in Liverpool knew that Epstein was gay, and some kid in the audience

  screamed, ‘John Lennon’s a fucking queer!’ And John – who never wore his glasses on stage – put his guitar down and went into the crowd, shouting, ‘Who said

  that?’ So this kid says, ‘I fucking did.’ John went after him and BAM, gave him the Liverpool kiss, sticking the nut on him – twice! And the kid went down in a mass of

  blood, snot and teeth. Then John got back on the stage.




  ‘Anybody else?’ he asked. Silence. ‘All right then. “Some Other Guy”.’




  The Beatles opened the door for all the bands that came out of that area. It was like Seattle became in the early nineties – the record labels came up and signed everything that moved.

  Oriole Records held an audition session in a ballroom that lasted for three days. They set up some equipment and seventy-something bands went through and played one song each and the label signed

  about half of them.




  Epstein had other bands besides the Beatles. One of the few he had that didn’t make it was called the Big Three. Johnny Gustafson, who later was in Quatermass,

  Andromeda, and then the Merseybeats, played bass. The band had a fantastic guitar player, Brian ‘Griff’ Griffiths who had this old, beat-up Hofner Colorama – a horrible fucking

  guitar with a neck like a tree trunk, but he played unbelievably. And the drummer, Johnny Hutchinson, did all the singing, which was unheard of then – a drummer singing? They were an

  excellent R&B band, but they got emasculated by the business. The band put out one record that they were happy with, but it didn’t make it, so after that they were stuck with two Mitch

  Murray titles – he wrote a lot of those saccharin-sweet pop songs (one of them was ‘How Do You Do It?’ for Gerry and the Pacemakers). Those didn’t go anywhere, either, so

  Epstein dropped them. It was a shame ’cause they were a great band.




  I suppose you could say that these bands were my peer group, a few years older than me, maybe. And I was in bands myself all this time, of course. You were no doubt wondering when I would get

  around to that. I already had been through the usual local band thing back in Wales, but in those days, putting together a group wasn’t easy. You couldn’t get equipment for a start.

  Whether a guy was going to play bass for you rested mainly on if he had a bass or not, not if he was a good player. And if he had an amp you could all plug into, he was definitely in. It was

  primitive shit. I was lucky to have my Hofner Club 50 guitar. I saw it hanging in this music store, Wagstaff’s, in Llandudno. Old man Wagstaff – he was about 107

  and he was an all right guy. He ran an old-fashioned store that would let you take things on spec – put a few quid down and he’d hold it for you for ever. Needless to say, he went out

  of business. His son took over and immediately sold the fucking store! I think it became a ladies’ lingerie shop.




  It was after seeing Oh Boy (possibly the best rock show ever) and 6–5 Special (which wasn’t!) I was driven to be a guitar slinger. There weren’t many players

  around in Wales. You’d hear about somebody three villages up who had a guitar and you’d go and interview him. I met Maldwyn Hughes somewhere in Conwy when I was living there – he

  was a drummer (or, he had a drum kit!). He played in a dance-band style – brushes and riveted cymbal – but he was okay for then. We got a guy he knew, Dave (his last name escapes me,

  but he came to a Motörhead gig last year!), who was a good guitarist, but a horrendous person. He had green teeth, and his father, a failed comedian on the dinner club circuit, was always

  around cracking these rotten jokes. Dave, however, thought his old man was hilarious and would quote him when he wasn’t there. At first we called our band the Sundowners, then our second name

  was the DeeJays.
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