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FOREWORD



A Detailed Review of a Life Well Lived, Thankfully with Notes


THERE’S A HELL OF A LOT I CAN’T REMEMBER, but luckily I have diligently kept a daily diary since 1979. So much has happened during our career that the diaries became my memory or backup data and safeguarded me from losing the minutiae of my life’s most precious memories. I enjoyed writing down the events of our lives as they unfolded, and from the first time I did so, it was my intention that one day there would be a book about the band. It is spooky when I think about how I knew even back then that we would achieve enough to warrant a book that chronicled our history. I had a strong premonition from the first time this band jammed together that one day we were going to “make it big.” And we did. I can’t put my finger on how I knew it would happen, but that premonition was strengthened even further when we changed the name of the band from the Farriss Brothers to INXS and were taken on by our first real manager, Gary Morris. It was our destiny.


That was mid-1979 and up until then, Tim and I were the band’s official manager and treasurer, respectively, for the band’s first three years. We came together, six schoolmates from the northern suburbs of Sydney—and the fact that we stayed together and remain close after so long is a feat in itself. Also the fact that we came from a place as far away from the rest of the world as you can get and have sold over 30 million records is something I still marvel at. We had no idea where it was going back then, but we knew it was going somewhere, because we knew one thing for sure—we had a sound that was different and a very special chemistry.


But we soon learned that talent and drive were not the only ingredients we needed. Behind every successful band there is sharp management, a committed record company, a clever producer, savvy agents, dedicated publicists, a relentless road crew, and a Herculean amount of hard work—and that’s not all. You also need great songs, true belief in yourself, impeccable timing, and a giant chunk of luck. To get a bunch of Top 10 albums around the world, everyone and everything has to be on the same page, working together at exactly the right time.


Take it from me, when it does happen, it happens at the speed of light. All of a sudden, everyone wants a piece of you and everyone tells you how fantastic you are. We’d been together for over ten years by then and had earned our success in increments. We grew popular in steps, winning over listeners territory by territory, country by country, until we had a worldwide web of fans and peers. Then the demands on us skyrocketed higher than we’d ever dreamed of—and nothing could have prepared us for that. It was a head trip that I can’t fully explain, and I don’t think anyone else who has lived through it could either. We did our best to remain sane with our feet on the ground, and for the most part we did. We were aided by our down-to-earth Aussie upbringing, but there were times when we just looked at each other and said “This is insane!!!”


From the outside, hitting the big time looks pretty glamorous, and let me tell you, there were many moments of glamour, but they were truly earned and didn’t happen overnight—it took us ten years, six albums, and over a million miles by road and air to get there. We were reared on travel from the start, from the days we piled ourselves into beat-up cars to traverse enormous distances in Australia, and often all six of us squeezed into the one car. Looking back, we’re lucky we made it at all—our cars were old and worn out, and if we’d been stranded long enough on some of our country’s desert highways, the heat and desolation would have killed us as it had so many Australian explorers on those paths a century or two before. When we hit the peak of our stride, we never forgot where we’d come from—the Aussie pub circuit where we’d learned to play.


The Australian pub scene in the first half of the eighties was a unique culture that will never be equaled—it was a phenomenal, organic meeting of talent, timing, and community. In Melbourne, Sydney, and all across the land we would perform every night, sometimes two or three times in different venues the same night. It was a renaissance of youth, a generational spirit and the birth of a native musical identity. There were venues galore—a band could play nearly every night for a month in Melbourne or Sydney and never play in the same place twice. There were no regulations, so the music went loud and late every night in smoky, sweaty, beer-soaked rooms that got so packed and hot, the condensation dripped from the ceiling like rain. In a scene like that, you very quickly worked out what an audience wanted to hear. If you couldn’t cut it live, you soon knew it. Fire codes and occupancy limits did not exist in those days—people were admitted until the place could hold no more. Naturally, those conditions bred many a fight, even though there was little room to move, let alone throw a punch. It was rough and tough and crazy and loads of fun. How well you packed a pub meant more to a record company interested in signing you than what was on your demo tape.


Those times are done in Australia—in the late eighties and early nineties, the pub scene was slowly shut down. The government eventually crashed the party, passing new licensing laws and strict drunk-driving laws (a good thing), and began ticketing venues that exceeded their occupancy limit, making it virtually impossible for anyone to make a decent buck. At the same time, the DJ culture took hold and the raucous rooms that bred everyone from AC/DC to Midnight Oil to us—as well as other local legends who never fully “cracked it” internationally, like Cold Chisel, the Angels, the Divinyls, Richard Clapton, and countless more—were transformed into lounges and restaurants. Later on, to make matters worse, new regulations allowed pubs to make room for “entertainment” of the most mindless variety—slot machines or Pokies, as we call them.


History does repeat itself, however, and I’m happy to say that the times, they are changing—or returning, as it is. Live music in Australia is making a comeback, and the kids, once again, want to go out to see live bands and be entertained, not just watch DJs playing records. It will never again be as it was, but there’s a great resurgence in the live scene, and a number of pubs are turning back into live band venues.


In 1983, we left our homeland to conquer America and the world. It took time and relentless toil, but we did it, and by the time we returned to Australia we were too popular to play the pubs. I remember that realization, more than any other, made the scope of our growing success hit home to me. I was proud, but I was also sad—it was a classic case of “careful what you wish for….”


Friends always commented on how lucky we were, going to so many places and seeing so many things—and I can’t disagree with them. I’ve always been grateful for all the things this career has brought me, including the travel. But the reality of being on tour nonstop came down to this: we saw airports, highways, hotels, stages, our instruments, the audience, the dressing room, and maybe, if we weren’t driving overnight to the next town, a bar and a succession of nightcaps, then the backs of our eyelids. Then the next day, we would do it all again somewhere else. After we’d “made it,” it remained the same, but with the dizzying addition of lavish record company dinners, a very cool private plane with INXS emblazoned on the tail, the awesome spectacle of sold-out stadiums around the globe, massive stage ramps to rock upon, endless crates of Dom Perignon backstage, a pile of awards and award shows to attend, a heap of accolades in print and otherwise, and more parties thrown in our honor than I’d thought humanly possible. Also, there was a continuous supply of strangers and “new best friends” offering us anything and everything (both chemical and natural), including their own bodies.


That’s many a man’s fantasy, but that, in truth, was our job. We made time for play, of course, but for the most part, it really was hard work. The toughest trial was how long we were away from our families and loved ones—that was the greatest sacrifice. We were on a mission to be the biggest band we could be and we weren’t going to stop short of world domination; we were committed, no matter what the cost. We had our fun, each to our own limits, but none of us ever let the perks outshine the job. I’m proud to say that no one in this band, no matter how far he dove into self-indulgence, ever let the rest of us down. Even in the wildest of times, after the longest of nights, when we felt worse than that first time we’d ever got smashingly “teenage” drunk (and I think many of you know what I mean), we always found the strength to give it our all and keep our performances consistent and strong. I’m glad it took us so long to get to the top, because along the way we learned the most important lesson: the music, the show, and the performance come first. Without them, there would be no audience, and without an audience, a band has no reason to be.


The six of us grew up together. We were family, half of us through blood and the other half through shared spirit and vision. We changed, matured, and evolved together, finding ourselves and reinforcing our connections with one another over thousands of hours of living in tour buses that became more familiar than our homes. Together we watched endless movies on those bus trips, we listened to music, we invented our own language, and we had a lot of fun and laughs just hanging out together. We were a club, a gang, a unit, a brotherhood that stuck together through it all.


A number of books have been written about us over the years, most of them in the wake of Michael’s death, but none of them has been authorized by us or is in any way reflective of our point of view. We’ve always been a tightly knit group, one that would rather say nothing than dignify false allegations with a response. Michael described our point of view perfectly in the chorus of “Dancing on the Jetty”: “Watch the world argue, argue with itself.” We have always chosen to hold our cards close to our chest because we’ve always known who we are. I’m sure it’s hurt us at times, but so be it—we couldn’t have done it any other way.


This book is the band’s history whilst Michael was alive, and the only one we have ever endorsed and been personally involved in. It’s our self-portrait, and to the best of our memories, a true and honest account of our lives as INXS. This book is all of us, united as we’ve always been. It’s a shame that Hutch isn’t here today to add his account of our story, his way. We all miss him greatly. We’ve done our best in these pages to speak for our fallen brother, baring our souls, which, up until now, weren’t ready. We’ve also enlisted those who knew Michael and us best and were also ready and willing to help make our thread of history come alive.


There are so many stories to tell, far more than this collection, for the sake of coherence, can contain. It has been a daunting, revelatory process putting twenty whirlwind years in print. I am so grateful that we found Anthony to piece it all together. All of the many friends, family, and professionals that he interviewed spoke highly of his integrity and sensitivity during the process. It would have been impossible to find and include every single person who played a part in our lives and this band’s history—and, truth be told, some chose not to take part for their own personal reasons. Compiling this book and making sense of our story was a tall task for all of us, and I give thanks to everyone who contributed his or her memories, reflections, and personality to this work. We have done our utmost to do our story justice and I hope you enjoy reading it as much as we have living it, through the best and worst of times.


By my count, I estimate that, personally, I have met well over a million people in the last three decades. Some of them came into our lives and vanished in the blink of an eye. Others remained with us in one way or another, whether I see them every day or pick up where we left off no matter how long it’s been. Every single one of them, in some way, contributed something to the history of INXS—and that is a monumental truth. From my heart, I thank all of you on behalf of all of us. An equally dear thanks goes out to each and every one of our fans—every one of you who bought our records and attended our shows. We’ve played well over three thousand concerts to date, and as I said earlier, what is a band without an audience? Again, all of us thank you.


It’s been quite the life and quite the ride, and I know I speak for my bandmates and brothers when I say that I would change nothing at all—but would give everything to have our soulmate Michael here with us today. He left us too soon, too young, too fast, and it’s too bad, because if there is one thing I’ve learned in the course of reliving our past for all to read, it is that Michael would have loved this. He loved words, he loved feelings, he loved love in all its complexity, he loved being human in all of its extremes—and most of all he loved finding the language to make the intangible universal.


Without further ado, herein lies our story.


—Kirk Pengilly Sydney, Australia, April 2005





1 If Three Were Six: How the Brothers Farriss Doubled Their Numbers



BROTHERHOOD, WHETHER IT IS GENETIC, chemical, or ideological, has long been fuel for rock. There is of course the brotherhood of music, the one that sees no colors or borders; the one that inspired Chuck Berry to turn an old, white, hillbilly folk song called “Ida Red” into “Maybellene” in 1955—essentially the first rock-and-roll song ever recorded. The same color-blind bond drew Sam Phillips to begin recording the godfathers of rock and roll, from B. B. King to Howlin’ Wolf to Carl Perkins and of course Elvis Presley.


There is also the blood brotherhood of familial jammers, a band situation that often yields as much blood as it does beautiful music—sometimes more. Ray and Dave Davies of the Kinks were as much of a concert draw for their onstage brawls as they were for their tunes. The Everly Brothers (Don and Phil) went years without speaking to each other, though every night they harmonized like parakeets in love. The three Wilson brothers in the Beach Boys—Brian, Dennis, and Carl—fought famously from the start over whether they were to be the sonic equivalent of saccharine surf wax or a complex acid-test beach party. In the end they did both, and it wasn’t a smooth ride. More recently, Chris and Rich Robinson of the Black Crowes fought over life-changing topics such as who should put Sharpie to paper and write the night’s set list. But Noel and Liam Gallagher of Oasis truly carried the rock-and-roll bro torch into the new millennium in a sea of name-calling, onstage sabotage, and critically acclaimed prattishness.


In its worst moments, genetic brotherhood has made for great rock drama because it is true life, with a sound track, unfolding before the audience. Regardless, bands with brothers also enjoy balance, an anchor, a constant, that others lack. This fraternal bond, even if it’s blatantly dysfunctional, has helped many a band weather hard times. The brothers Young, Malcolm and Angus of AC/DC, kept the band on track when original singer Bon Scott died. The sisterhood of Ann and Nancy Wilson of Heart steered their band to its highest peaks just after the two brothers they were dating within their circle—Roger and Mike Fisher—left them and the group.


There are three brothers in INXS—keyboardist and guitar player Andrew Farriss, guitarist Tim Farriss, and drummer Jon Farriss—who fall within a niche subset of rock-and-roll brother units: like the Bee Gees, there are three of them and they grew up in Australia. The Farriss brothers weren’t raised to be onstage brawlers, but they certainly have navigated stormy moments in the thirty-odd years they’ve made music together. They’re all very different men whose musical differences became assets in the company of the compatriots they found in their youth: guitar and sax player Kirk Pengilly, bassist Garry Beers, and singer Michael Hutchence.


The Farriss brothers and their younger sister, Alison, were born in Perth, Australia, a conservative beach community on the western edge of the country. Their father, Dennis, was the West Australian manager for a global insurance company. An Englishman by birth and a former navy man, he was, unlike the continent’s original Anglo settlers, sent there for good behavior. He met their mother, Jill (who passed away in 1995), fell in love, married, and set about raising a family. In 1971, Dennis was promoted to assistant manager of the company for all of Australia and relocated the family to Sydney, just as their eldest son, Tim, turned fourteen; the family settled in the leafy suburb of Belrose, a short drive from the inner city.


The story usually goes that parents who produce musicians—let alone three of them—are musicians themselves. Not so here. In this case, two avid music fans appear to have willed musical ability into the DNA of their children. “My wife and I were a sweet team,” Dennis says. “We were huge pop music fans and I had a banjo and a ukulele and was always on to one thing or another, but I was never remarkable. I’d give them to the three boys to perform for us for half an hour before bed. It taught them to make a noise and it was a good way to tire them out.” Dennis’s love for an impromptu jam became a Farriss family institution over the years and continues to this day. “It happens every Christmas dinner” says Tim Farriss. “After everyone has had plenty of wine, my dad puts on some music, usually Sergio Mendes and Brasil ’66, and insists that everyone pick up something and make a noise. People play bottles, spoons, the table, this wash-bucket bass made out of a broomstick and a string. It’s quite hilarious. Last Christmas our sister, Alison, was very seriously playing a rake.”
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Tim Farriss (seven years old), Audrew; Farriss (five years old), and Jon Farriss (three years old) in Perth, 1964.


The Farriss parents were very supportive, allowing their sons to choose whatever instrument they liked, furnishing them with lessons, and exhibiting the saintly degree of patience required to cohabit with three tykes practicing three different instruments. “They were always behind us,” Jon says. “I mean, they just let us play all the time. I was playing drums in my bedroom. We had a very typical, middle-class life, not wanting for anything, but our house was in no way big enough that you would not hear all of it. And for a long time there, I’m sure it was just an awful racket. Coming out of one room, you’d hear a guitar, another, drums, and in the other, piano. And none of them playing together.” By the time he was twelve, Tim, the oldest, was an accomplished guitar player, who learned flamenco stylings under the guidance of his teacher Peter Federicci, who played with the Australian Symphony Orchestra. Middle brother Andrew took to the piano intuitively. At just five years old, Jon began drumming. “I bought him a tambourine drum and screwed it to a stool—that was his first one,” recalls Dennis. “We got him professional lessons later, but he just took to it right away. When we’d go to his school to see him play in the drum-and-fife assembly, we could always pick him out easily—he was the kid drumming away as if his life depended on it.”


Along with their parents’ undying support, one childhood event should be considered when analyzing the Farriss brothers’ musical evolution: the first rock-and-roll band they ever saw was the Beatles—though their memory of it is as hazy as marmalade skies. They were three (Jon), five (Andrew), and seven (Tim) and were in London visiting Dennis’s family, when an old school friend of their mother’s named Rolf Harris, who hosted a TV show on the BBC, gave them tickets to a taping featuring the Fab Four. “I vaguely remember meeting George Harrison backstage,” Andrew says. “But I do remember people screaming their heads off when they played. I think we were too young to know exactly what a rock band was but we were just staring with open mouths—just look at that! And what we did learn is that whatever that was, we wanted to do it.”


Soon enough, long before they developed the musical language to play together, they began to play in the same place. First it was the basement, and then it got serious—they moved into the kind of rock-and-roll womb where legends are born and dreams are made: their parents’ garage. The house where the boys grew up is, from the outside, identical now to the way it was then: modest, two-story, brown with green trim, with a backyard swimming pool that was dug by the boys (under Dad’s dictum) one summer when they were teens. The driveway slopes down to a wide two-car garage door behind which the Farriss boys played their instruments relentlessly. “We’d let it go as long as we could and as loud as they wanted,” Dennis says. “But not always. Jill and I would be sitting in the lounge directly above them and whenever she thought it was coming to a killing crescendo, she’d grab her walking stick and flail the floor with it. That was their warning to turn it down.”


The boys began to form bands on their own at an early age. Jon played drums for his older brother Tim, but as Tim’s musical endeavors moved out of the garage and onto local stages, the fifteen- and sixteen-year-old members of Tim’s early bands weren’t exactly thrilled to have a ten-year-old drummer. “It wasn’t a lot of fun for those guys having a ten-year-old brat hanging out,” Jon says. “I mean, it’s just not that cool to have to get your drummer home before his bedtime.” Jon moved on to a more age-appropriate outlet when he turned eleven, playing drums for a Christian choral group who wanted to jazz up their image by adding drums to the choir. He also began to jam regularly with middle brother Andrew. “Andrew and I would practice and got into it really well. He had this little organ and we learned each other’s style and sensibilities. Early on we learned to feel rhythm and tempo and how to play off each other when one of us would push forward or hold back.”


In 1971, the eldest Farriss, Tim, made a friend at high school who became an honorary Farriss—Kirk Pengilly, with whom he pursued all of his musical endeavors. Kirk and Tim attended the Forest High School, and met one day in science class when Kirk, already an avid bedroom guitar player, noticed that Tim had drawn a guitar on his pencil case. Pengilly was born in Melbourne, Australia, the more urban, edgier, and darker—in both weather and attitude—sister city to Sydney. If Sydney is Australia’s version of Los Angeles, Melbourne is certainly its New York—it is the scene that spawned the literary misanthropy of Nick Cave, and little more explanation should be necessary.


When Kirk, the youngest of three brothers, was eight years old, the Pengilly clan found their future home on the sunny side. During a family holiday spent sailing the Hawkesbury River on a hired thirty-six-foot cruiser, they eyed a unique house for sale in Cottage Point, an isolated weekend destination town nestled in the center of a national park twenty-three miles outside of Sydney. “The house was right on the water with its own mooring, pontoon, and a shark-fenced tidal swimming pool,” Pengilly says. “It was 1966, and back then there were about fifty houses, a general store, a small yacht club, and a boat repair shop. There were only a dozen families living there on a regular basis, two-thirds of which were fishing and drinking their lives away.” Kirk picked up his love of music from his oldest brother, Mark, a guitarist and songwriter in his own right, who eventually left home for London to follow his dream. Tim became Kirk’s partner in music and the two were quickly as inseparable as Vegemite and butter (for the uninitiated, that is how you are supposed to eat Vegemite—with butter, on toast, with much more butter than the salty malt tar that has been a staple of Aussie nutrition for years). Tim and Kirk were so inseparable at school that their math teacher, Mr. Labalestier, seemed convinced that the young lads were what some call “special friends.” “We thought it was hilarious and led him on whenever we could,” Kirk says. “When we knew he could see us, we’d start holding hands and nearly piss ourselves as we watched him nervously look the other way.”


Kirk’s house was so far from school that he was soon spending weekends and school nights chez Farriss. “Jon had a bunk bed, so I’d sleep in the lower one,” he says. “He was such a little kid then. But we’d sit in there and talk about music. Years later, on a few occasions, after a few drinks, Jon has told me how amazing that was for him to be taken seriously that way, to just hang out as an equal, because there’s quite a big difference between a ten-year-old and a fourteen-year-old. That gap matters less the older you get, but when you’re young, it’s huge.” Big brother Tim’s room was downstairs, where, as a teen, he’d created a Greg Brady-style pad by building a wooden partition in what was formerly the brothers’ rumpus room. “Tim had this kind of partitioned office where he slept, which was bizarre,” Kirk says. “He’d play records down there and we spent lots of time there, but I also spent lots of time with Andrew in his room because he was quite private. I always liked to go and jam with Andrew or just chat about music. He and Tim didn’t always get along, as brothers will, so he’d often be up there strumming a guitar and writing songs. He and I had some great times.”


Tim and Kirk put a band together and they were called Guinness, named after their bass player’s dog; in a later incarnation the group featured a thirty-two-year-old American pedal-steel guitar player named David Stewart. They were always something different, and had a very unique blend of influences: Tim’s classical-style guitar and Latin conga playing; Kirk’s Steely Dan rhythms, Hendrix-influenced leads, and Eagles’-style vocals; bass player Steve Spencer’s Yes-meets-Pink-Floyd excursions; plus Malcolm Walker’s jazzy, Buddy Rich-style drumming. By all accounts it was as out there as that last sentence sounds, even by mid-seventies standards.


During the same period, Tim and Kirk joined another group, one which, historically, has changed more lives and converted more souls than rock at its most Satanic—the Born Again Christians. “We were in public school and it’s weird to think about it now, but we used to have a scripture lesson each week—and it was nothing but purely Christian scripture,” Kirk says. “We were fourteen or fifteen and this guy came in for an hour a week. It wasn’t very fair to any of the Muslims, Asians, or other cultures in our school.” The head honcho of the Forest High School Bible sessions was John Kidson, whose task it was to make Christ cool. However he did it, he had a David Koresh-esque effect on Kirk and Tim. “We totally got sucked in to it like people in a cult,” Kirk says. “A group of about a dozen of us would go down and have these in-depth Bible studies once a week after school. We’d go to someone’s house and study a passage for three hours and really get into it.” Kirk and Tim became full-bore Bible pushers who trolled the hallways of their high school, hell-bent on conversion. “Tim was amazing at it. He is the kind of man who goes all the way, all the time, with whatever pursuit he’s chosen, which I’ve always admired him for,” Kirk says. “And he’s such a charmer that he got so many people into being Christies, as we’d call it. He even got this really tough guy, the head of this really tough bunch in school, to start coming down to our meetings. Actually, that guy went on to become a minister.”


Kirk and Tim did what Mr. Kidson couldn’t accomplish alone—they gave Christian scripture street cred. At Bible meetings they did guitar jams while Tim preached the word in their school’s locker-lined trenches. But they also gigged as Guinness and prayed at the altar of rock and roll. And they did so for the same reasons that so many rockers before and since have done: to justify smoking pot and kiss many girls. Miscommunication was afoot and eventually Mr. Kidson held an intervention. “One day he took us aside and told us that we couldn’t go around smoking pot and having sex with girls any more,” Kirk says. “He said we had to decide whether we were going to be Christians, which would not allow for smoking pot and having sex of any kind before marriage, or whether we were going to live like young men who wanted to be rock stars.” The two looked at each other, said, “Okay, then,” and dropped Christianity quicker than a rabbi would a cheeseburger. “We felt bad about it because we’d really converted a lot of people and made the Christian thing in our parish really popular,” Kirk says. “It had become a rather large group of kids who’d just get together and, well, be very Christian. But we left it as quickly as we took it on. It was very bipolar, really.” Ironically, it wasn’t the last time the pair was confronted with a Christian ultimatum—and perhaps if they’d been so inclined in their teens, Kirk and Tim might have led the world’s funkiest Christian rock band.


Kirk and Tim chose to rock, smoke pot, listen to Pink Floyd, Steely Dan, Creedence Clearwater Revival, and gig wherever they could with Guinness. Perhaps their Christian affiliation had protected them before, but once they were openly devoted to being band dudes, their reputation at school took a turn for the worse. “The disciplinary officer at our school was Mr. Mullins and he was just the scariest guy,” Kirk recalls. “I wouldn’t be surprised if he’d been a narcotics officer because there was a period where he focused on ridding our school of anyone who smoked marijuana.” Mr. Mullins led a Tokers’ Inquisition, calling in suspected dealers, those who sat next to suspected dealers, those who might know suspected dealers, and those who were blatant lovers of Mary Jane. Kirk and Tim were no strangers to the mighty Cheeba, but though they might furnish their friends with pot for a fee, they were in no way doobie-dealing kingpins. Regardless, they came under the wily eye of Mr. Mullins. “We were like, ‘Oh, fuck,’” Kirk says. “We were called into his office, sat down, and he just stared at us. He says, ‘I believe you two have been selling marijuana in school. I have a list of names here of the people who have been supplying, and I want you to tell me what you know about them. There are going to be expulsions and much worse.’” Of course Kirk and Tim knew everyone on the list but, like true good fellas, they denied everything and implicated no one. And in the way that yin and yang, light and dark, and hypocrisy and truth do, this worked out against all odds. “He stared at us for a while and then he said, ‘Okay, here’s what we’re going to do,’” Kirk recalls. “‘My wife runs all these charity fetes for the schools and other organizations. If you play all of the dances she asks you to, I’ll turn a blind eye to you guys and take you off this list.’” And so these members of Guinness passed Go and earned their Get Out of Jail Free card.


Unfortunately, when their thirty-two-year-old American pedal steel guitar player decided to return to his homeland to pursue other things, Guinness dissipated like head on a poorly poured lager. It was for the best, because while Tim and Kirk followed their muses—musical and otherwise—Andrew Farriss formed a creative kinship that became the stuff of legend.
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Australian public schools are government regulated and each student is issued a uniform. In the fashion of British schools, said uniform generally consists of white shirts, both short and long pants to abide the change in seasons, a blazer emblazoned with the school’s crest, and given the strength of the Australian sun, a hat.1


When Andrew Farriss was set to enter high school, he was, in the strange way that land zoning, taxation, voting electorates, parking regulations, and so many other bureaucratically controlled facts of life defy logic, enrolled not in the Forest High School, the one his older brother Tim attended, but in Davidson High School, an institution equidistant from the house in which they both lived. The only problem was that Davidson High School did not yet exist—it was under construction until Andrew’s third year. In the interim, those future Davidson graduates were redistributed among several schools in the surrounding area. This system looks vaguely logical on paper until you consider the fact that said students were never issued new uniforms—instead, they wore their Davidson High School colors. High school isn’t easy anywhere, anyhow, even when you’re wearing the right uniform. These Davidson High misfits were fucked. Andrew Farriss was bused to Killarney Heights High School, Davidson High’s rival, where his uniform was akin to wearing a bull’s-eye on his chest and a KICK ME sign on his back. “We had blue shorts, a white shirt, and a bright red jumper [pullover sweater] that was different from everyone else. Plus we had white socks and a tartan tie. And Killarney Heights’ uniform was all gray!” Andrew says. “Some of my friends and I from primary school got served straightaway. We’d be out in the yard and the older boys would brand us with tennis balls. It was target practice for them. They’d just hit us in the head with them nonstop and they used tennis balls because they wouldn’t leave bruises. Some kids were chased, and their heads dunked in toilets. It was horrible.” The school wasn’t much better—in those years the Australian government allowed physical punishment, so those who misbehaved were caned across their hands. “It was a terrible situation. Let me tell you, a cane across your hands really hurts.”


The Davidson outcasts banded together like a rebel army that, as much as they could, held the Imperials at bay. They did have one advantage, one Paul Schofield, who, at nearly 6′1″ was a formidable lad for his age. “I was picked on, but so many others had it worse than me,” Andrew recalls. “But there were days that I would walk the four miles back home because I didn’t want to get beaten up on the bus. In school we stuck together—my very good friend Paul Schofield would always back me up.” One day in their second year, Andrew and his Davidson crew were outside in the school yard when they saw a new kid arrive who was clearly bound for a world of hurt. His name was Michael Hutchence. His family had just moved from Hong Kong and until now, he’d been educated in British schools. To the bullies of the world, particularly the overly hormonal high school wolf-pack variety, there is nothing more irresistible than an alien. Michael not only had an offshore accent to irritate the pubescent boors of Killarney High, he also bore a uniform as inexplicable as scuba gear in the desert. In short, he was doubly fucked.


In a matter of minutes, the bullies were on to him and it looked as if the scene would descend into the type of ridicule and carnage that was considered entertainment in the Middle Ages. “As soon as I saw Michael, I turned to my friend Paul Schofield and said, ‘This guy is going to get so much trouble.’ And then I decided I’d do something about it. I don’t know what came over me because I’ve never been any kind of Robin Hood, but I got my friends and we went over and got in the middle of it and told them all to leave him alone.” It worked and Michael was grateful. But the two didn’t talk again after that for months, aside from occasional hallway salutations. “Then one day, he kind of found me and said, ‘Look, do you want to come over to my house and meet my family?’” Andrew says. “I remember the first time being at their house, and looking at all the art and everything they’d brought from Hong Kong. I’d never seen anything like it.”


The Hutchence family lived a short drive or a very long walk from the Farriss compound, at the end of a cul-de-sac in a house obscured by beautiful old trees. Michael’s father was an importer, and Michael and his younger brother, Rhett, had grown up in Hong Kong, where his father’s business was based. In Hong Kong the family had servants, and the boys attended private schools of a fashion closer to those of the English upper crust than the Australian middle class. As a teen, Michael was worldly, well-read, and interested in Eastern religion and culture. Like Andrew, he wasn’t like his classmates, whose lives revolved around the beach, the opposite sex, and cars. Michael was into motorcycles and the two spent as many hours in the Hutchence family garage working on them as they did in the Farriss family garage while Andrew and Jon played music. “Michael and I would hang out for a while and then not see each other again for ages,” Andrew says. “Isn’t that what you do in high school? Maybe you’re testing each other, but we’d always come around to each other again.”
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Michael’s parents divorced in 1975, when he was fifteen, and his mother, a makeup artist, brought Michael to Los Angeles where he attended Beverly Hills High, an institution known for other rock alums like Slash and Lenny Kravitz. One year later, Michael and his mother returned to Australia, and the poet-in-the-rough that Andrew had known had grown. He’d also moved into a house a very short walk away from the Farriss’s garage—so the two saw much more of each other. “He’d always been into philosophers like Hermann Hesse and he was already writing poetry before he went away,” Andrew says. “But when he came back, we really had so much in common. He’d gotten into so much American music that I’d been listening to as well. We’d get stoned and listen to Eric Burdon and War and Pink Floyd for hours in his room.” Michael and Andrew soon formed a band: Neil Sandon, a surfing buddy, was on drums, Andrew played keyboards and guitar, and a school friend named Kent Kearney played guitar. But the obvious was missing—a bass player. The boys did what they had to do—they placed an ad in the paper, and in so doing, found the final link in the chain that later became INXS.


Garry Beers attended the Forest High School with Tim and Kirk, but he didn’t run with the same crowd. He was a surfer and had played school team rugby. “I was into surfing and still am today, but I wasn’t like all the other surfers down on the beach” Garry says. “I was into music, I was into playing, and I was in a band. And the only reason I learned to play bass was because I lost a bet. We had two guitar players in my band and whoever lost the bet had to learn bass. That was me—and good thing I lost.” Garry knew the Farriss family because he knew Tim and Kirk’s band Guinness. “They were such a weird band. No one liked them at school because they were so different,” he says. “They had that thirty-two-year-old pedal steel player and they did four-part harmonies. They were country music meets Yes—clearly very out there. Everyone at school was confused, but I have to hand it to them, they stuck to their guns, started recording stuff, and went for it until their pedal steel player went back to America.”


According to Andrew, he found an ad that Garry had placed, advertising a bass player who also had a car, which, to a crew of teens, rockers or not, was worth more than musical chops. Garry recalls it differently. “I ran into Andrew at the local surf club and I approached him because I thought he was Tim—it was a very dark room—but we started talking and I told him I played bass and we arranged to jam the next day with Jon, who was eleven at the time. It was great, that was the first time I’d ever played with a drummer. And we played a complete load of crap.” Jon didn’t join the party on an official basis, but with Garry on bass, Andrew playing keyboards and guitar, Michael singing, Neil Sandon on drums, and Kent Kearney on guitar, they carried on, dubbing themselves Dr. Dolphin, learning covers and writing their own material. They intended to form a unit tight enough to play out—though the only venue that had them was Davidson High School.


Internally, it was soon clear, however, that unless Dr. Dolphin intended to jam through their metaphysical third eye, solely in the key of whoa, Neil needed to ease on down the road. “Neil was a very lovely guy, but he was a bit of an acid casualty kind of surfer character,” Garry says. “He was just so mellow. He could only play one beat, which, looking back, was way ahead of its time. It was that loose hip-hop groove thing. But it was all that he could do. I remember one day we actually did get pretty rocking and Neil went into this serious drum roll and I couldn’t believe it. Then he stopped cold, because all of that activity threw him into what looked like an acid flashback! He apologized, because he had to take a rest for a while…. God bless him wherever he is.”


* If you’ve ever seen AC/DC, guitarist Angus Young’s stage attire is a just representation of the average Aussie schoolboy (minus the hat).





2 We Come from Garageland



BY THE END OF THE MID-SEVENTIES, the brothers Farriss and their new musical brothers were in separate bands—until genetics and illness brought them together.


The three Farriss boys had been mucking about in bands of their own design design for a few years before Tim struck upon the notion that they should come together as one; a vision that came to him while laid up. Tim is burdened with a hereditary bone disease called Exostoes, and in 1977, the condition required a very painful surgical procedure to remove two bone spurs in his legs. Tim recuperated at the Farriss family’s Belrose home for weeks, where, confined to his bed, he listened intently to his two brothers playing music, both in the family garage and their respective bedrooms. “I was in so much pain and just looking out the window, watching Andrew and his friends come over to play in the garage,” Tim Farriss recalls. “I recognized Garry from school but I’d never thought he was cool because he hung out with the meat pies—the guys who only care about sports. But I lay there and listened to them play with Jonny on drums and not only did I wish I was well enough to get up and join them, I just thought, Why don’t we just put this all together? I don’t need to find a new band, it’s all right here.”


The others rocked the Farriss garage like never before and became so accomplished that they’d leave the door open so that the neighborhood might dig their jams. The family was blessed with tolerant neighbors, who stopped to look and listen more often than they asked the lads to lower the door. “Our neighbors were brilliant,” father Dennis Farriss says. “In fact, they used to call me to tell me how pleasant it was to hear these kids practicing and going for it with all their lives instead of racing around the neighborhood misbehaving. There was one guy who rang us once, but to this day I think it was a put-on. He complained that his wife was experiencing migraines on a regular basis as a result of the boys’ playing. When I asked him where he lived, he named a street about five miles away. I’m sure it was just one of the families on the street who’d finally had enough.”


The Farriss family garage became a rock-and-roll science lab, home to Dr. Dolphin (Andrew, Michael, Garry, and others), as well as Tim and Kirk’s evolving and revolving bands and a variety of young guns that Jon liked to jam with. There was always someone rocking in that two-car suburban space—and it was time that the local talent was harnessed. Tim had a vision and he knew how and where he could make it real.


While he and Kirk were in Guinness, they’d rented a storefront, formerly occupied by a vegetable vendor, in Avalon Beach, and turned it into a studio. They had built a separate control room and installed a state-of-the-art, four-track tape recorder, as top notch as their budget and the times could provide. It had been Guinness headquarters: they’d recorded, partied, rehearsed, and made that spot something special during the the last year that Guinness was together. When the band broke up, they rented it out to other bands, since that location had the equipment and convenience and the mojo that any local band could want.


Tim arranged for a meeting of the bands at Guinness’s Avalon recording space. It was a fateful day, the first time that every member of what would become INXS ever played together. They just jammed; the song that brought them together, and that they recorded that day, was Bob Marley’s “I Shot the Sheriff,” though their version was closer to Eric Clapton’s take on that classic ditty. They were joined in that endeavor by a piano player who Tim knew possessed more skill than most: he was armless and insanely adept at his instrument. “He was amazing, really amazing,” Tim says. “He played with his feet, he ate with his feet, he did everything with his feet better than a lot of people I know can with their hands.”


After that first session, most of the guys were decided upon keeping on as a band—all but Kirk. He was present for that first, fateful session, but after Guinness had disbanded he’d decided that his gigging days were done. “I was the singer and main songwriter in Guinness, but once David Stewart returned to California, I needed a break,” Kirk says. “I just wasn’t sure that I wanted to do anything musically at all. That day was great fun, but I still wasn’t sure if it was what I wanted to do. But after six more months of constant pressure from Tim, I finally bought a Music Man combo amp and we built a small P.A. setup. And off we went.”


The Guinness studio became the space where the boys played, recorded, and rehearsed until the lease ran out. Today, that space is situated in a quaint country-style, four-store strip mall you might miss if you blinked while driving. It is now Norma Jean’s Hair, Nails, and Beauty, a business managed by a lovely woman named Liz who recalls the days when the veggie peddler was replaced by the studio, and remembers the scraggly boys who spent hours on end making noise in there. Oddly enough, Liz is also the aunt of James Morrison, a gifted trumpet player who recorded with INXS nearly two decades later. According to Aunt Liz, Morrison’s parents did not exhibit the same degree of patience shown the fledgling Farriss boys in the years he honed his craft. When his brass racket became intolerable, his family sent him on an aquatic walkabout: he was exiled to the family dingy, ordered to row into the middle of the harbor that lay before the house, and blow like the wind once he was well out of range.
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For obvious reasons, the band who would be INXS called themselves the Farriss Brothers back then and they soon did gigs, as fledgling musical units do, wherever they could. “I was sixteen at the time and Tim was well out of high school,” Jon Farriss says. “He was working at a Toyota dealership, where Kirk worked too, so we did a gig on the back of a truck in their parking lot as a promotional thing once. I wonder how that affected their sales?”


The band’s first real gig, however, was more like a night drive with Nick Nolte: wild, wasted, and swervy. It took place in a house high above Whale Beach. Though it was only a short distance from the suburbs where the Farriss boys, Garry, and Michael grew up, it was at once half a world away. Sydney’s Northern Beaches are a stretch of white sand, dramatic hills, lush foliage, and water as blue as the sky. The area has the funky 1950s hodgepodge architecture of the Hollywood Hills, the earthy pioneer spirit of the foothills of Vermont, the pristine, wide, surf beaches of Hawaii, and the type of foliage found in all three—all of which, somehow, makes impossible sense. Shadowy, narrow roads wind down the leafy hills, revealing glimpses of the sea every few turns; like small beach towns on the California coastline, the area is one part tree house, two parts beach shack. “In that era, that area was strictly a holiday destination for families or the community you’d retire to,” Andrew says. “It wasn’t at all where people would raise families. So the only other full-time residents who weren’t retired were living what you might call an ‘alternative lifestyle.’”
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A promotional flyer for the newly formed Farriss Brothers band, circa 1977.


The Northern Beaches in the seventies was the kind of place where drugs were plentiful and a friend of Kirk and Tim’s could smuggle primo hash into the country by stuffing it down the center seam of his surfboard. “There were a bunch of surfers who survived by selling pot, rather than go on the dole,” says Kirk. “At one point, this group of guys we knew smuggled in all this Windowpane acid from the late sixties1 that had been on ice for almost a decade. That was the real-deal stuff, it was fucking awesome.” The setting, the drugs, and the residents combined to create a scene where all was permissible, welcomed, and possible. “Everyone would be running around naked all the time,” Kirk says. “Or you’d be hanging out on the veranda, it would be foggy, you’d drop some acid and face northeast to watch the sun. We’d listen to music, or we’d sit around with guitars and practice harmonies. It was real hippie sort of stuff. Really trippy, actually.”


The house where the Farriss Brothers played their first gig was a wee bit weird: a kooky, cozy cottage cut sharply into the tangled jungle hillside. It is still there, around a tight curve, at the bottom of a ski-slope-steep, vertigo-inducing set of stairs. The occasion was Tim Farriss’s twentieth birthday, August 16, 1977, which is the day the band considers the moment their history began—coincidentally it is also the day Elvis died. (Conspiracy theory fans, feel free to start your cycle here.) Tim lived in the house along with a filmmaker and his girlfriend. Apparently said filmmaker had endured many accidents (some of which happened simply negotiating the steep stairs home) and had, along the way, found himself a Dr. Feelgood that prescribed an infinitely refillable prescription for Mandrax, a barbiturate-type sedative that was the mid-seventies Australian party pill du jour. The birthday revelers took advantage of the bottomless prescription, flinging pills hither and thither. “I realized pretty early in the night that I was the only sober person there,” Garry recalls. “I was driving so I had to be. I had loaded all of the gear down these three hundred stairs and just watched as everyone just fell out while we played. I remember thinking, I’m in this pole house, built on a cliff, and there’s four hundred people here completely fucked. It was weird.” Mandrax made its takers silly then quickly turned them to human oatmeal, but before it did, a side-effect occurred: “It made people majorly horny,” Kirk says. “You’d look around a party where everyone was on Mandrax and see people just start this orgy stuff that no one would remember afterward.”


INXS has always been an astonishingly good live band, and though they were young and inexperienced then, there’s a good chance that they rocked that house party. Of course even if they’d been utter crap, it is likely that their audience would have loved it anyway. Their audience that night would have loved anything and they loved what they heard so much that most of them didn’t leave; in fact, most of them couldn’t leave. There were so many Mandrax casualties by the end of the festivities that the living room, driveway, and particularly the steep steps up to the street were littered with bodies until sometime the next afternoon. “Our parents came to that party and I remember talking to my dad the next day” Jon says. “He said, ‘Son, that was a great party. But I think you might want to add some pep to your show. All of you played very well, but I feel sorry, because your band made everyone fall asleep.’”
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The Farriss Brothers were, after that night, officially a band and they began to gig wherever they could whenever they could. They were soon regulars in the beach communities in and around Avalon and Sydney’s Northern Beaches, where the local surf clubs hosted live music each weekend. The surf clubs were much more than a place where lifeguards and wave riders met to discuss breaks and tubes; the clubs were then and are today akin to recreation centers for the whole town. So too were the Returned Services League clubs, government-run facilities for retired military men. The RSL’s American equivalent is the VFW hall, except that the Australian version, on average, is much more fun: it’s more like a well-worn neighborhood pub, a small-time casino, a cafeteria, and a hotel ballroom combined. Both of these outlets were meeting points; they were and are places where locals of all ages meet, greet, and back in the seventies, got down to the sound of bands like the Farriss Brothers. At the time, the boys played covers by the best the seventies had to offer: Steely Dan, Roxy Music, Deep Purple, and Little Feat. They also, always, filled their set with their original compositions, which, in the beginning, ranged from Michael Franks—style jazz to ska.


The Farriss Brothers toured the beach towns, gigging at night and working, in part, by day for Bill Buckle, the proprietor of the Toyota car dealership. Tim, Kirk, Andrew, Garry, and Michael had graduated, while Jon slaved away at the books as a high school sophomore. Tim and Kirk had been employees for several years at Bill (did anyone call him “Seat” behind his back?) Buckle’s and procured a job for Andrew, which he vastly preferred to his post as a cook, if you can call it that, at the local Kentucky Fried Chicken. “We did all sorts of things at the car dealership,” Andrew says. “We were delivery boys, detailers, pretty much whatever needed to be done. The men we worked for were amazing to us. They had a prestige car division where they sold Mercedes-Benz and one of the dealers had his detailed one day. I was backing it up and ran it right into a post and really ruined the side of it. He walked over to me and very calmly said, ‘Get out of the car and go away. I don’t want to see you for the rest of the day. Maybe the rest of your life.’” Andrew’s accidental solo smash-’em-up derby was forgiven and he remained an employee of Bill Buckle’s for years afterward. Clearly the dealership was run by a patient man: as the Farriss Brothers’ reputation grew and their number of gigs increased, so did the band boys’ hours of sleep decrease. “We couldn’t help it, some days we’d just be zombies,” Kirk says. “I don’t know if they thought we were stoned or not, but we weren’t. It was sheer fatigue. One of my duties was starting all the cars in the yard to keep the batteries charged. So I’d start at one end and when all of them were running, I’d go back and start turning them off. A few times I’d be shaken awake by my boss because I’d fallen asleep in the seat of one of the cars with my foot all the way down on the gas.” The staff at Bill Buckle let Kirk’s naps slide because he fulfilled a greater need providing what we earthlings call lunch. “My clearest memory of that job is how important lunch was to the older guys that employed us,” Kirk recalls. “They’d start talking about it first thing in the morning. Sometimes they’d send me miles to pick up their order from some restaurant. And because I could cook, once a week I had to make them a hot lunch—a leg of lamb and vegetables, all on this little electric burner thing. The general manager wasn’t allowed to know about it, so I’d be cooking it up out in the yard, squatting between two rows of cars.”
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The Farriss Brothers band in 1977. Left to right: Garry, Michael, Jon, Andrew, Kirk, Tim.





Bill Buckle and his entire staff from that era should be commended. Let it be known that these men, all of an entirely different generation than the band dudes they employed, were well aware that their young charges did not aspire to a career in automotive salesmanship. They knew that those band boys’ musical ambitions came first and that as soon as they got served a snifter of success they’d fly off the lot faster than next year’s import model, the fully loaded one with the sweet financing package. And yeah, they did fly, but not for success. That came later. They left for nearly a year, convinced that it was all going to happen, and when they returned broke and homeless, God bless Bill Buckle for giving the boys their old jobs back.


* Windowpane acid is legendary in psychedelic lore. It is reputed to be the strongest, most transcendental form of LSD that the counterculture ever knew. It is, scientifically, a reacted solid allowed to crystallize. It was the stuff that Woodstock, Hendrix, the Grateful Dead, Timothy Leary, Aldous Huxley, and all those who were duly dosed in the era were dosed on.





3 How the West Wasn’t Won: To Live and Strive in Perth



IN EARLY 1978, THE FARRISS BROTHERS did something few bands would ever do: they moved approximately 2,500 miles (3,990 kilometers) … for their drummer. Jon Farriss, their youngest member, was still in high school, and was thus obliged to accompany his parents when they retired to Perth. Traditionally, drummers, despite their integral relevance in a musical unit of any genre (what, pray tell, is good music without tight rhythm?), are an afterthought. There is a reason why there are so many drummer jokes—example: What was the last thing the drummer said to the band? “Let’s try one of my songs.”—and that is because most drummers possess a near-autistic ability to be complex human timekeepers and nothing else. You have to hand it to them: each of their four limbs acts independently, holding sticks, striking skins, and pumping pedals in staggered intervals while connected to a larger rhythmic scale. It’s an amazing accomplishment, but like genius-level autism, it’s often the only arena many will ever rule. A technically perfect drummer is, in essence, like the Greenwich Meridian: a steadfast reality to which to set your watch.


The best drummers don’t just keep time—they move it. And a band in their hands is as stable and free as astronauts and scuba divers—as a unit they can go forward, float freely, or pull 360s standing still.


When Jon moved to Perth with Mom and Dad, it wasn’t just family ties that made his brothers, blood and non, follow him. His musical compatriots knew his worth and knew what they had when all of them played together—and there wasn’t a distance they could measure worth letting that slide away. “All of us have made a lot of sacrifices to have done this,” Jon says. “Looking back, even when I recognized things we did, as a band or as individuals, that were selfish, I can see that all of it sort of had to happen, whether we knew it at the time or not.”


Perth is nearly as far from Sydney as New York is from Los Angeles, and between the two lies some of the gnarliest desert Australia—and the world—has to offer. The trek across the continent was the first of many marathons the band would run—and at the time, they were hardly well-equipped. Andrew owned a late sixties VW Bug, which he packed with gear, Garry, and Tim. Garry’s Toyota Hi-Ace van was packed with gear and sent to Perth by train.


Kirk, Michael, and everything else they owned made the journey in Kirk’s van, which was what is known around the world as a Shaggin’ Wagon. “It was a red panel van—the kind without windows, so no one could see what was going on in the back,” Kirk says. “It had no backseats so there was room to pack it with whatever you wanted to. When we moved to Perth, the other guys rode in the Vee-Dub and Michael and I filled the van with all the gear. During my last months at Bill Buckle’s, one of the dealers, who wished that I’d expand my cooking repertoire, took me under his wing and let me attend these Chinese cooking courses he held at his house and I got really good at it.” The drive from Sydney to Perth was a three-day affair, and after a midway stop at Kirk’s grandmother’s place in Adelaide, he put his Chinese know-how to work. With nothing but the stars, the fire, and the beady, glowing eyes of kangaroos and dingoes watching from the edge of the darkness, Kirk fired up a vegetable Szechuan surprise: “After a few bongs, we stopped in the middle of the desert, in the middle of the night, built a fire, and I cooked us a Chinese meal in a wok, with nothing and no one around for miles. It was amazing.”


Perth is situated on the west coast of Australia, which in recent times has become a region known for its wonderful wines and heavenly beaches. It is a small community of middle-class and well-to-do families that prides itself on tradition and generally conservative values. It is a quiet locale that is far from cosmopolitan, which is considered an ideal place to raise a family.


When Dennis and Jill Farriss returned to Perth, all three of their sons, plus Garry, Michael, and Kirk, crashed at their home. Soon, the young musicians, like fungi on a damp log, became a stinky appendage in need of eradication. “Mrs. Farriss was wonderful and turned a blind eye to the fact that all six of us were living there, and allowing her to treat us with the utmost hospitality. She cooked for us, she did our laundry, everything,” Garry says. “We started to realize eventually that she was sick of it. And who could blame her? But she never turned mean, she just told us in the best possible way. She’d take me aside and say, ‘Garry, let me show you, this is how you properly wash clothes. And after they’re dry, I’m going to show you how to iron them.’” Apparently what she didn’t say, yet clearly implied, was that learning to wash and iron his clothes would be Garry’s first lesson—the second he ought to learn was how to find his own apartment. Dennis and Jill Farriss did not retire to Perth solely to nurture their collective sons’ creative endeavors, and so the oldest of the bunch arranged their own lodgings. Kirk, Tim, and Michael rented a house together, while Garry roomed with a guy named Mal Wark, who was a school friend of Andrew and Michael’s. Andrew and Jon lived at home with the folks, taking full advantage of the family ties.


The boys lived there for nearly a year and during that time they accomplished a few things: they led Jon Farriss to complete academic ruin, they forged an everlasting band identity, they blatantly alienated the one and only booking agent in Perth, and as a result, were driven to gig in the nether regions of Australia—and had adventures that proved to be stranger than fiction. They also honed their playing and broadened their sound. “We had been, up to that point, very extreme, experimental, and naive,” Jon says. “We were so eager to keep learning and we really did in Perth. Michael wasn’t really a singer before then, but in those eight months he worked on getting his pitch, his intonation, and his phrasing right. He started to get it, but it wasn’t until a few years later that he really bloomed. Garry and I worked together to tighten up the rhythm section and really give the band a true funk sound. Tim was playing these full-bodied chords, Kirk was noodling on lead guitar, and Andrew was on synth and guitar. Later, we felt there was something soulful missing—saxophone. So Kirk just decided he’d do what it took to learn to play it. And he did.”
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