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			DEDICATED TO:

			The remembrance of my parents;

			the endearment of my wife, kids, and grandkids; 

			the loyalty of my fans.

		

	
		
			perseverance

			/ˌpər-sə-ˈvir-ən(t)s/

			noun

			Continued effort to do or achieve something despite difficulties or delay in achieving success.

		

	
		
			“Let me tell you something you already know: the world ain’t all sunshine and rainbows. It’s a very mean and nasty place, and I don’t care how tough you are, it will beat you to your knees and keep you there permanently if you let it. You, me, or nobody is gonna hit as hard as life. But it ain’t about how hard you hit, it’s about how hard you can get hit, and keep moving forward. How much you can take and keep moving forward. That’s how winning is done!”

			Sylvester Stallone in Rocky Balboa, 2006
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			Introduction 

			A Memo from Paul Miles

			When I first came across the internet here in Australia way back in 1995, the first thing I did was search for information on my favorite band: Mötley Crüe. When I couldn’t find much on them, I decided to create my own website dedicated to the band, with a focus on their crazy, checkered history. At that time, John Corabi was their singer and rhythm guitarist.

			I launched my Chronological Crue history website on the day Vince Neil publicly returned to Mötley on the American Music Awards in January 1997. As I watched it on TV from my lounge in Australia, Corabi watched it on TV from his lounge, too, having declined an invitation to attend in person. 

			Since little about Corabi’s life was known by rock fans at that point, I wanted to interview him to learn some more, which I first did in 1998, via an email exchange, while he was in Union.

			We didn’t meet in person until the Eric Singer Project toured Australia in 2006 and brought Corabi to Melbourne. It was great to finally hear THAT voice in person, and for a laugh, I gave him a souvenir gift of a genuine, fluffy kangaroo scrotum with balls.

			The promoter asked me to drive the band to Melbourne’s airport the following morning. As my hired van left St. Kilda, we soon passed the windows of a women’s gym where some Aussie ladies were seen working out, and Corabi instantly informed us all that when he dies, his wish is to be reincarnated as a towel in that gym. It didn’t take long to realize he was a fun guy to be on the road with.

			It wasn’t just in Australia that we would catch-up, though. We hung out after he supported Cinderella in New York City, and I photographed his solo performance in Hollywood at the Whisky a Go Go in 2014. Needless to say we spent the rest of that night farther down the Sunset Strip at the infamous Rainbow Bar and Grill.

			Mötley Crüe’s autobiography The Dirt exposed the band’s sordid stories to many more people across the world, but while Corabi told a few tales of his time in Mötley in that bestseller, his life’s story has largely remained a mystery. And I always felt he deserved more spotlight to be shone on him.

			So, when a 2019 Australian Tour was announced, where Corabi would play the entire 1994 Mötley Crüe self-titled album from top to bottom, I organized with the promoter to join the tour party for all four shows in four cities in four days. 

			Critically, this allowed me to spend more time around Corabi, to further understand his day-to-day character, and to make the pitch that it was time for us to actually bring this autobiography to fruition. When the promoter dropped us back at the hotel after dinner on the night before the first show, the jet-lagged Corabi and I stood outside yakking on a Sydney street. His sweet, pancake-scented vape smoke wafted over me during the next hour, as we began to hash out a plan.

			Following that tour, I got to know “Crab” more over the course of our countless hours on the phone together—usually me in Melbourne with a cup of tea on a Saturday morning, and him in Nashville with a cocktail in hand on a Friday evening—as he opened up and recounted all these entertaining stories you’re about to read.

			Through the experience, we have become firm friends: he calls me buddy and I call him mate, but that’s just one of the American and Australian differences we joke about from our opposite sides of the world, 10,000 miles away.

		

	
		
			Prologue 

			An Epiphany

			Have you ever had one of those deeply profound moments that just changes your view on your life? 

			Mine was on Christmas Day, 1996. It was like how I imagine Isaac Newton felt when he realized that a falling apple and the orbiting moon are both pulled by the same force—except my scenario was more akin to a rockstar orbiting the world and falling from favor. Gravity can be a bitch.

			I was sitting on a couch with my son, his head in my lap while watching a Disney movie. That’s suddenly when this moment of great realization hit me. I had experienced all the highs of joining one of the world’s biggest rock bands in the years prior and enjoyed all the fruits that went along with it. When you’ve climbed so high, though, the downward spiral can be brutal in all sorts of ways. You see, Mötley Crüe did a 180-degree turn and cut all ties with me; my fiancée had dumped me; my mom had lost her battle with cancer; I had spent the last of my money covering her medical bills; and I was stressing about where the next body blow was going to hit me from. Having experienced so much recent loss, I was naturally feeling like a loser.

			With four simple words, though, my perspective totally shifted. It was four words I had heard before, so they weren’t new to me…it was just the right fucking words at the right fucking time that brought about my epiphany.

			As my nine-year-old son lay in my lap on my first wife’s couch that Christmas Day, he thanked me for coming and hanging out, and simply said to me, “I love you, Dad.”

			It turned my world around. I had been in such a panic with anxiety raging in my head, but it instantly dawned on me to stop worrying about all that shit because I was actually doing what mattered the most.

			It didn’t matter that I was no longer jamming with the singers from AC/DC and Aerosmith. It didn’t matter that I would no longer get an invite to party with Queen. It didn’t matter that I would no longer find myself hanging with and playing on a stage with Robert Plant. It didn’t matter that I’d no longer get to drive around in a US military tank, or the finest European sports cars, and get thank-you blowjobs after concerts.

			In the coming pages, you’ll read that all these things were certainly fun for me, but my epiphany focused me on the importance of taking care of my family and spending time with them. That’s not an easy fucking feat though when playing rock-and-roll is your chosen career…or destiny.

		

	
		
			Truth is Stranger Than Fiction

			Friends, family, and former band members might remember aspects of these occurrences differently than me. This is my side of the stories of my life, as I now recall to you to the best of my ability. It is my honest perspective in all instances. I live by the truth, and just like the song you may or may not have heard, I’ll die by the truth. ’Til death do us part.

		

	
		
			PART I

			THE BEGINNING: PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA

		

	
		
			1 

			Father, Mother, Son

			I was born in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, on Sunday, April 26, 1959. Yeah, that’s right: the fifties. I’m categorized as a Baby Boomer, which essentially means once the explosion of bombs during World War II ended, people happily started fucking more, and there was soon a worldwide explosion of babies instead.

			After a healthy pregnancy, my mom was in labor for more than seventeen hours before I was born late that Sabbath night of April 26 (at 11:06 p.m., to be precise). Delivered by Dr. Capucio, all eight-and-a-half pounds of me came into the world screaming (see what I did there?) in the Albert Einstein Medical Center Southern Division, a hospital in South Philadelphia’s Italian district, where the fast-food Philly Cheesesteak was also born. 

			My Italian dad and Irish mom were married at the time. My twenty-two-year-old dad had married my eighteen-year-old mom during the last week of April 1957, and I was their first-born two years later, so anticipation was high, and it was a big event for the family, of course. As in Italian family tradition, my dad simply named me John Nicholas Corabi in tribute to his dad, and I was christened a few days later in the Roman Catholic Annunciation of Our Lord Church. I don’t have any memories of my grandpop at all, because he died April 5, 1961, just weeks before my second birthday. My dad told me, though, that out of all his grandkids, I was the only one my grandpop came to see in the hospital. 

			My dad’s parents were old school, hardworking first- and second-generation immigrants from the Calabria area of southern Italy. As I recall being told, my grandfather came to the United States with his cousin in the early 1900s. He served overseas in the US military during World War I and was honorably discharged in 1919 at Fort Dix, New Jersey. After the war, he came back to Philadelphia and became a masonry worker. He soon met my grandmother and they began dating, and then realized they were from the same southern region of Italy. They were soon married (I was born on their anniversary), had children, and began their journey searching for the American Dream. It was difficult, but I guess their former life was pretty tough in their hometown of Catanzaro, on the sole of the Italian boot when you look at the country on a map.

			They say Catanzaro is known for its three V’s: 1) Saint Vitalian, the patron saint; 2) Vento, which means wind in Italian, due to the strong breezes blowing in from the Ionian Sea; and 3) Velvet, since it’s been an important silk center since Byzantine times. And the Italian seafood dishes aren’t bad either. 

			The original spelling of my grandparents’ last name wasn’t Corabi though. According to my dad, it was actually Corapi. When their ship came into America, it arrived in the port of Philadelphia instead of New York City’s Ellis Island. My grandfather didn’t understand English, so he copied what his cousin wrote on the immigration forms. They apparently made a mistake writing their surname and misspelled it with a B instead of the P. I’m kind of glad, though, as I’m sure by this time in my life, I would have lost count of the number of times people would have fucking called me Crappy instead of Crabby. I’d much rather have people thinking I’m miserable than thinking I’m a big pile of shit.

			My parents lived in a second-floor apartment during my first year alive, which was right around the corner from my dad’s parents’. They ended up having four kids: me in ’59, my sister Anna in ’61, my sister Janet in ’63, and my brother Nicholas was born in ’65.
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			While it was convenient living so close to my grandparents, apparently it was trying at times. My dad said my grandmom adored me and used to call me Giovanni, the Italian equivalent of John. But after having raised five kids of her own, my grandmother had plenty of parenting suggestions, which weren’t always wanted or appreciated by my first-time mom. One day my mother put her foot down and told her mother-in-law to butt out, as she would be doing things her own way.

			My dad told me that one night I was really suffering with colic as a little baby. I was crying and screaming intensely as my parents paced and tried to figure out what to do for me. An elderly Italian woman living in the apartment downstairs heard all the commotion, so she called her friend—my grandmother—to let her know what was going on and to see if there was anything she could do to help.

			My grandmother soon knocked on our door holding a bottle of olive oil and a stick of fresh parsley. When my dad opened the door, she went directly to my mom and took me from her arms, without saying a word. She set me down on the kitchen table, quickly removed my diaper, and coated my little asshole with olive oil. She then took her stick of Italian parsley and gently shoved it up my ass.1 After a few minutes of lying there skewered, with parsley protruding from my ass, I suddenly let out the loudest, longest, most beastly fart ever, and my crying stopped. I guess that was the strong wind blowing in—vento!

			My grandmom then simply put my diaper back on, handed me over to my startled-but-relieved parents, then curtly said, “He had gas,” and left. 

			I’m not sure what happened with the parsley from there, but the incident helped my mom to appreciate and embrace some of my grandmother’s old-fashioned Italian parenting tips and remedies.
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			After living in their apartment for a year, my parents bought a two-story house in North Philadelphia in 1960 for $8,500 via a Veteran’s home loan. I was raised through my childhood in that Philly row house at 4812 North Franklin Street. When we first moved there, it was kind of a middle class, predominantly Jewish neighborhood in a city of two million people. Several years later, as with many inner-city neighborhoods in the US, as soon as more minority people started moving in, all the white people started to panic and say, “Oh, we’re out—there goes the neighborhood!” The whites started moving to new spacious housing in the suburbs. 

			These days, that neighborhood is barely recognizable. Beirut would be like a resort complex compared to where I grew up. The house has been demolished leaving just a vacant lot, but you can see with online mapping sites that the location is now a very dilapidated, run-down, ghetto neighborhood.

			The house may be gone, but I still have vivid memories of that three-bedroom home. My brother and I slept in one room upstairs once he was old enough to sleep in his own bed, and my sisters slept in another. I remember it had gray carpet over hardwood floors and ornate doorways and stairs throughout. Our front door had a carved symbol of a mezuzah. I never knew what it was until I had a couple of Jewish friends come over to play. Every time they walked through the doorway, they’d kiss their hand and try to touch the mezuzah. They eventually told me it was a Jewish blessing for the house. 

			The front of the house had a giant bay window bookended by two sets of those old sixties-styled slat-glass louver windows, which were also in the front door. I used to just sit on the enclosed patio with its two green wicker chairs and wicker rocking couch, pulling toys from a huge toy box and playing for countless hours daily.

			I also had a hobbyhorse on springs, so I’d put on a little white cowboy hat, strap on my holster, slide my toy cap gun in, and adjust my mask like an outlaw. I never really wanted to be the Lone Ranger, though, because I always thought Tonto was much cooler and more badass. Unfortunately, they didn’t sell his outfit, but I had hours of fun doing such typical kids’ shit.
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			I remember Franklin Street being a friendly neighborhood. Like, if one of your neighbors ran out of sugar, they wouldn’t hesitate to come over and borrow a cup full. Everybody helped everybody, and everybody knew everybody. Kids played stickball, hopscotch, and dodgeball in the streets.

			Our family had four kids and our friends and neighbors, the Miller family, lived across the street. They had three kids and their daughter, Lori, was a bit of a tomboy, so she played baseball with all my friends and me. Their mom, Marilyn, would come over and pop in to check on us at times when my mom was going to be home late from work. 

			There was another girl, Margaret Lacy, who lived across the street and three doors down. If ever my mom and dad wanted to go out for an evening and see Frank Sinatra sing or a movie, she would be our babysitter. It seemed all very community-oriented, very Wonder Years-like. 
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			We had a glass fishbowl on top of a radiator cover, in front of another giant bay window in our living room. One day when I was three or four years old, I decided to try and pet our goldfish. The problem was it would always swim away from my hand in the water. So I went and got a pencil.

			I tried to not hurt the fish as I attempted to just pin it down with the pencil, so I could stroke it. Unfortunately, I left the goldfish with a gaping hole in its side. If the wound didn’t kill it, it probably died from lead poisoning.

			I panicked when it then floated to the surface, gaping-hole-side up. My dad came home from work and saw the fish. He said, “Johnny, what did you do to the fish?” 

			“Nothing,” I said, “I didn’t do anything.” He kept grilling me.

			My parents always told me that my tongue would turn black whenever I was lying. I kept denying any involvement, so my dad asked, “Are you lying?”

			Again, I said, “No, I’m not lying. I didn’t do anything to the fish.”

			That’s when he said the dreaded words, “Okay, well, stick your tongue out then.”

			I had no option but to open my mouth and put my tongue out, the smallest amount I could get away with. Of course, I couldn’t see the color of my own tongue, but my dad said, “Oh, it’s as black as black can be! What did you do to that fish?”

			I showed him how I tried to grab the goldfish and finally fessed up about the pencil. He said, “Why, what were you thinking? Why did you do that?”

			Apparently, according to my parents, I stood there, put my hands on my hips, and looked into his eyes and matter-of-factly said, “Well, Dad, I have to tell you: I don’t think any of us are perfect.”

			He said, “Go to your room,” and the minute I got to the top of the steps and shut the door, he and my mom started pissing themselves laughing. He said to my mom, “You’ve got to be kidding. Did our little boy just say that to me right now?”

			Little moments like this apparently caused my parents to think I was somewhat intellectually bright.
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			We had a black and white TV that had three channels on it: channel three, six, and ten. Then one day we upgraded and got a UHF TV that doubled our viewing capacity with channel seventeen, twenty-nine, and forty-eight. That was a big thing in my world back then. 

			I remember waiting for Saturday afternoons to come around so I could put the TV on one of those channels, sit down in front of it, and watch the boxing. I was into watching sports as a kid, and I was big into boxing—I loved all those old-school boxers like Sonny Liston and Joe Frazier. I remember being on the edge of the couch watching Muhammad Ali fighting Earnie Shavers.

			I also watched old-school wrestling, too, with guys like Andre the Giant, Bruno Sammartino, and Professor Toru Tanaka. It was a crazy, entertaining boyhood thing to watch and get into. I loved that whole era. 

			The next logical step was to try such fighting sports for myself. When I had a buddy over one day, we decided we were going to box, but we only had one set of boxing gloves that I got as a gift for Christmas. Like a dumbass, I shared the fucking boxing gloves, and gave him the right-hand glove. I kept the left-hand glove; I’m right-handed—not a smart move on my part! 

			So, we were standing in my backyard, and we started boxing each other. It was so stupid: we were each holding one hand behind our back, the one that didn’t have the glove on. We started punching the shit out of each other with the gloves, but he was just whooping my ass with his right glove, because he was right-handed, too. He was punching me in the face, and as much as I punched back with my left, there was just no power in it. 

			I started backing off, trying to avoid all his punches. I kept backing up the four wooden steps to our backdoor, and at the moment I reached the top step, he fucking connected. I flew off the top step and landed onto a section of wrought iron fence, which split my head open. My mom came running out, and we were off to the hospital at like ten o’clock in the morning. I got five stitches just under my eyebrow, right above my eye. So much for floating like a butterfly, ’cause the stiches stung like a bee.

			When we got home from the hospital, my sisters were playing in the yard with friends. As I approached my younger sister, she had just found an old-school razorblade and picked it up. I quickly went to grab it off her, scared that she might cut herself. Right when I reached for it, she snapped the single blade in half down the middle and it sliced my fucking left thumb wide open. I went right back to the same hospital, to the same doctor, on the same day, and got five more stitches in my thumb.

			I wasn’t really accident-prone or a clumsy kid, though. I was just somehow often in the wrong place at the wrong time. I guess, in hindsight, I’ve always had a knack for being in the wrong place at the wrong fucking time.

			I remember falling off a back doorstep another time when I was returning a dinner plate to my next-door neighbor. My mother asked me to return the plate, and I obliged, so I left our backyard, crossed the alley behind our house, and entered the neighbors’ yard. As I climbed to the top step and knocked on the door, it opened out toward me, so I moved to my right to get out of the way. My dumb ass didn’t realize there was no more step under my foot. I fell about five feet while still holding the plate and somehow managed to jam the fork deep into the side of my stomach on the landing. I can still hear my mother and the neighbor screaming in shock as I stood up with an eating utensil sticking straight out of me. As much as it fucking hurt, I pulled it out, and I had four holes in the side of my stomach. It was another trip to the hospital to get it cleaned out.

			Another incident was when I got a job as a “hugster,” selling fruit and vegetables door-to-door on a truck with an older guy from New Jersey; I was probably about eight or nine years old. I asked if I could work with him selling his produce, and he happily obliged me after speaking to my mother. He assured her I’d be fine, and he’d bring me home after each day’s work. Off I went selling corn, tomatoes, and peaches from the back of a flatbed truck for about ten bucks a day. He would drive up and down streets in different neighborhoods, ringing his bell, and my job was to load wooden baskets with samples of all the products and go door-to-door asking the women if they needed any fresh produce.

			One day, we got to a street and he stopped and started ringing. I started getting my basket filled and moved to the end of the truck to jump off, and just as I jumped off the truck, he hit the gas pedal, which launched me off the truck. I somehow managed to land on my feet, but the force of my landing caused me to hit the ground so hard that I slammed my face into my knees, which promptly split my lip wide open. I started bleeding all over myself, and I remember to this day the look on the guy’s face when he saw my wound. I thought he was going to pass out.

			Luckily, a woman that had come out of her house to buy some peaches saw what happened and came to my rescue. She cleaned out my wound and gave me a butterfly Band-Aid, and I went back to work for the day, which was, needless to say, my last as a hugster. When I returned home, Mom took me to the hospital again for seven more stitches in my lip. To this day, I still have a nice little scar on my top lip from that ordeal, buried deep beneath my facial hair. 

			After sharing these stories with you, I realize I may have been a bit clumsy, too.
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			As I got older, I wanted to participate in sports more but was smart enough now to steer clear of the fighting ones. I became quite athletic and found I was actually a bit coordinated. I was pretty fast as a kid—the complete antithesis of now—so I tried some track and field at school and the YMCA. I did a lot of swimming, and we were always running around playing tag and dodgeball and all those typical kid games. 

			I’d go to the park with friends and play baseball quite a bit. I was a big baseball fan and loved our home team, the Philadelphia Phillies. I enjoyed batting, but loved fielding in the outfield more where I could run, catch, and get the ball in quickly to base.

			There was a public park near our place, just a few blocks west of our house called Hunting Park, and they had a public swimming pool. My mother would take us there sometimes during the summer. I remember there were “white days” and “Black days” for the pool: there would be times I’d ask, “Why can’t I go swimming today?”

			“Well, it’s Black day,” I’d be told. Us kids would swim on the white days, and we saw all these Black kids just staring at the fence, and vice versa, wanting to swim in the ninety-degree summer weather. 

			Everybody associates that kind of segregated racial behavior with America’s south, but it was definitely prevalent in Philadelphia through the sixties as well. And to think they call Philly “The City of Brotherly Love.”
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			One of my friends was a cool little Jewish kid named Michael Lippman who lived on Eighth Street, directly behind our house. Every chance I got, I would walk out my backdoor, through our back gate, across the little alley, and then go through his gate and in his back door. Our yards essentially backed onto one another.

			We’d hang out all the time, often eating and watching TV at each other’s houses, and he had an old bicycle. As much as I would pester my parents for one, they just couldn’t afford to buy me a bike, so I used to love a ride on his. I would take it for a spin around the block: I would go up his street to Rockland, make a right, go one block to Franklin, turn right down Franklin, past my front door to Louden Street, make a right, and go to Eighth, turn right again, and come back to his house. Then I’d get off and pass the bike back to him and sit on the curb and wait for him to lap the block. We would take turns doing that for hours, and I think his dad was sitting outside watching us one day.

			At Christmas, they bought Michael a brand-new Schwinn Stingray bike, and amazingly, his dad bought one for me, too! I couldn’t believe it. They wheeled the bike over and gave it to my parents and said they wanted to give it to me. 

			So, Michael and I would just go out and fucking tear it up on our cool Stingray bikes, with high handlebars, long banana seats, and sissy bars on the back. We’d build ramps and jumps with bricks and pieces of plywood. We sometimes attached clothespins and baseball cards around the forks of the bike so they would rub against the spokes of the tires for a motorcycle sound as well. Life was good. 

			The Stingray gave me more freedom and the power to explore a bit more of my city. Back then it was nothing for me and a bunch of my friends to get on our bikes and go and play baseball somewhere, or ride for miles to go swimming in Tacony Creek and throw rocks at each other from the creek’s edge, or shoot BB guns at each other—lots of stupid pranks and dumb shit like that. I was definitely into baseball, football, pranks, and riding bikes.

			One day when I was maybe ten or eleven years old, we rode our bikes to the creek and one of my other buddies pulled out a little yellow envelope that had fucking weed in it. He had “borrowed” a pinch from his older brother. I had never smoked marijuana before. For that matter, I don’t think I’d smoked anything at that point, but he also had a little one-hit pipe and we put some weed in there, and we passed it around for shits and giggles.

			We were fucking blown out, man. I was fucking wasted. I sat there completely paranoid and said repeatedly, “Oh my God, did I say that eight times? I just said that eight times. Did I say that, wait, oh fuck his eyes are red, are my eyes red? Yeah. Oh fuck!”

			I was just freaking out with my buddies the whole time. I was young, and it was crazy that first time I “smoked the sky!”
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			My dad Nicholas was a classic, old-school Italian American. He was just this nuts-and-bolts Roman Catholic guy who stood maybe 5’ 9” or 5’ 10”. And like me, in his youth he was skinny and could eat whatever, whenever, and as much as he wanted. As he got older, though, he was a bit heavier and a little paunchier than me, although we have a similar build. Now that I’m in my non-athletic stage of life, I recently told my wife that I should go on a fucking diet because I look exactly like my dad…except for the hair. 

			Younger, he totally looked like he could have been an extra in Goodfellas or The Godfather, or any of those Italian-American mob crime films—he and all my uncles, actually. When he wasn’t wearing a suit and tie for work, he was in a leather jacket, a T-shirt, Vitalis-soaked pompadour, and his always-present gold crucifix necklace, as he smoked his Chesterfield non-filter cigarettes.

			His view on life was basically that you go to school, you study, you get out of school, you get a job, you work hard, you pay your taxes, you save money. That was his thing. He taught me honesty, but typical of males, and even more so back in those times, he was not a hugger; he was not a big affection guy. He was usually mellow, but a sleeping badass. 

			As quiet as he was, he would get to a point where he would just fucking explode with a crazy temper. There were times when I’d be thinking, “Who the fuck are you, and what did you do with my dad?”

			He rarely cursed, and I never heard him drop the f-bomb. He never said it in front of us ever! I’m definitely different than him in that fucking department.

			My dad honorably served in the United States Army from May 1954 through May 1957. We found out after he died when we came across some items at his place, like a marksman/sniper certificate and a marksmanship badge from when he was at a base in Georgia State.

			My dad never talked about the military at all, so I’m not sure if he went to war zones and was a sniper. I know he was stationed in Germany for a while because I remember him telling me that while he was in that country, he took a trip to Italy to visit some cousins. Aside from that, he never said a word about his time or service in the military. I’ve actually tried talking with other people that were snipers in the army, but it seems none of them ever really want to talk about it. 

			My dad played with my friends and me occasionally, as he was never really around much when I was a kid, because he was always working. At one point, he worked three jobs at once. There was a large men’s clothing retailer in Philadelphia called Bond’s Stores, best known for selling two-pant suits, and he was the accountant and bookkeeper in their store. He was also the night manager at a couple of Wawa convenience stores, which are a chain like 7-Eleven all over the Philadelphia, New Jersey, Delaware area. Plus, he had a medical debt collection agency. When people went to the hospital and didn’t pay their bills, he called and harassed them to get the money. 

			I loved throwing a football as a kid; it was a little bit of a passion for me. But I never threw one around with my dad much, due to his schedule. However, there was a flipside when I was a kid: football players didn’t earn the money they do today. Back then, even if they did get a contract with the Philadelphia Eagles, most of the players also had full-time jobs to make ends meet. So, as a perk to signing, our NFL team had a deal with Bond Stores. When players needed a new suit that was mandatory attire for road trips and other events, they always came into my dad’s work to purchase their dress attire.

			Famous Eagles football players like Chuck Bednarik, Tom Brookshier, Norm Snead, and Pete Retzlaff came into Bond’s and got fitted out for say, a new navy-blue suit with a vest, shirts, and ties. My dad kept records of their purchases, and sometimes players came back in to make layaway payments and pick up their new threads. I got to meet quite a lot of these guys when I was a kid, which was fun.

			I’ve always followed the Philadelphia Eagles, because of these experiences with Dad, and it’s so unfortunate to me that he never got to see them win their only Super Bowl early in 2018. Later in the book, I’ll tell you about my family’s tragic circumstances leading into this game that made it such a bittersweet time for me.
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			When my mom Janette (maiden name Hayes) was eighteen, she met my dad and very quickly married him. She was slightly taller than him and did some modeling when she was young. She had piercing blue eyes, but in some ways she was also a bit rough around the edges. Even though she was the kind of pretty woman who looked great on your arm walking into a party, if you looked at her the wrong way, she’d knock your teeth out. She was a feisty Irish woman who did not take any shit from anybody, including my dad. 

			She worked as a telephone operator for the Bell Telephone Company. For all you young smartphone junkies, this was before exchanges were automated; operators connected telephone calls on manual switchboards. Someone would call and say, “Hey, Operator, give me a line,” and she would insert a pair of phone plugs into the appropriate jacks to connect the telephone call. It was the sixties, mind you.

			Once she married my dad, though, she started popping out kids every couple of years, so she stayed home and was a mom and housewife instead.

			I say my mom was Irish, but actually, she and her mother were born in and around Philadelphia. My grandfather was born in Cincinnati, Ohio. It was two generations back that was from Ireland, but there was still strong Irish blood running through her. Maybe that’s why I’ve loved a pint or five of Guinness and the very occasional Jameson at times over the years. Mom used to joke when I got older that, “God invented whiskey to keep the Irish from ruling the world.”

			My mom was the third-eldest child in the Hayes family; she was in the middle of the pack. Jack was the eldest child, and then Mary Anne was her older sister. Her younger sisters were Peggy, Kathleen, and Betty.

			There were still relatives living back overseas, though. I remember coming home from school one day and walking into our backyard from the alley behind our Franklin Street house. There was a young blonde lady sitting in my yard. At that point, I was about ten and getting quite mouthy, so I said, “Who the fuck are you and why are you in my fucking yard?”

			Then this strange accent came out of her mouth when she responded with, “Hello, lad, you must be Johnny. I’m your cousin, Patricia!”

			Basically, she was a cousin from Ireland via England. My family is very extended: I’ve got cousins in Ireland, I’ve got cousins in England, but I’ve also got cousins in Argentina, as well as Italy, of course. All over the world, it seems.
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			When I wasn’t hanging out with my buddies and playing, I went to school. From kindergarten through seventh grade, I went to a place called Incarnation of Our Lord School, which was only a mile or so away from our house, at Fifth and Lindley Avenue.

			It was a Catholic school, so some of the teachers there were nuns, but there were also lay teachers. I had the biggest crush on my second-grade teacher, Miss Kirby. God, she was hot! I would intentionally do shit wrong so she made me sit in front of the class, right in front of her for the rest of the day. She wore short skirts most days, and sat behind a desk with no front to it, so do the math. My little hormones were beginning to blossom. (Little did I know that decades later I would record a version of one of my favorite Van Halen songs “Hot for Teacher.”)

			As I started getting older, though, I found myself doing shit wrong for other reasons. On the one hand, it was awesome going to a Catholic school because I can certainly say I got a good education, but on the other hand it was fucking conformity at its finest. I fucking hated it, and I was constantly fighting it. I remember my mom having to come to the school whenever I got in trouble. 

			A big part of the conformity was I had to wear a uniform of gray or blue pants, a white shirt, a blue tie, and a blue jacket. And I had to have a certain school bag, and I had to have a pencil case, and I had to have my ruler, my protractor, and my eraser; the fucking list went on. 

			“I don’t want to fucking wear this monkey suit,” I would say. “I want a fucking Nehru jacket like Paul McCartney wears on the fucking Sgt. Pepper’s record. Fuck off, I don’t fucking want to wear this tie.”

			I was starting to get such thoughts in my head about the way I dressed, much to the dismay of my dad and school, and to a degree, I think my discovery of The Beatles was totally behind that.

			You see, there was a girl named Arlene who lived behind us and who was around the same age as me, perhaps a little bit older. Her bedroom was up on the second story of their home, and I could see her window from my yard. I always had a bit of a crush on her.

			Arlene had a transistor radio that sat on her windowsill. One day when I was around eight or nine, I heard a song coming from it, and I saw her sitting in the open window. I yelled up to Arlene, “What is that?”

			She said, “It’s The Beatles, dummy.”

			I asked, “Really?” and she told me it was the song “Help.” It sounded awesome to me.

			My mom liked The Beatles to some degree as well, but she liked the mellower stuff like “And I Love Her” and “Michelle.” However, I didn’t realize that the song “Help” I heard from Arlene was the same band that did “Michelle.” I hadn’t put two and two together yet. That didn’t come until I saw them on TV, probably a year later.

			I remember seeing a show on our black-and-white TV one day that was a repeat or replay special compilation of The Beatles performing at different times on The Ed Sullivan Show. It was Ed Sullivan introducing them for their first time in America saying, “Ladies and gentlemen, The Beatles” and they played “All My Loving” and then “She Loves You.” It continued with “I Saw Her Standing There” and finished with the last song they played, “I Want to Hold Your Hand.”

			Then after these Ed Sullivan Show video clips, they played another one where they started getting a little psychedelic; they played “Ticket to Ride.” I said to Mom, “Oh, wait, is that the same band? Look at them there!” 

			Still to this day, I vividly remember how freaked out I was when I heard it. They then played another video, and it was Paul McCartney at a piano with all the other guys sitting around, plus an audience, and they did “Hey Jude.” It was like the beginning, the middle, and the end of The Beatles that I saw in one hit, and it all clicked. I was like, “Wow, this is fucking awesome! Holy shit!”

			Then, on occasional Sundays after church, we would pack into a bus—my parents, siblings, and yours truly—and head down to my cousin Andrew’s house (my aunt Theresa and Uncle George’s son on my dad’s side.) They had a record player downstairs, and Andrew had the 7” single for the song “Hello, Goodbye.”

			I swear to God, we’d get to their house for dinner and Andrew and I would go downstairs into the basement to listen to music. And if we played that song once, we played it a thousand fucking times to the point where I memorized the vocal pattern at the end of the song. 

			I didn’t know if it was Paul, George, Ringo, or John singing at the time, but the vocal pattern at the end of that song caught my ear, where the song repeats “hella, hello.” (Feel free to YouTube it now and listen along.) I still chuckle to myself whenever I hear it, as it takes me right back to sitting down there with Andrew. That’s the power of music. Fucking brilliant.
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			I have to say I’ve always been very inquisitive about things, and I struggle at times with things that make absolutely no sense to me, even to this day. I also remember getting in trouble at my Catholic school for asking a very simple, sensible question…or so I thought. 

			If you’re familiar with the Catholic religion, we’re taught at the start of The Bible that God made the world in six days, then rested on the seventh—the Sabbath. He created Adam, who became lonely, so God took one of his fucking ribs out and created Eve. Then he told them, “Don’t eat the fruit in the Garden of Eden. This is forbidden,” before a fucking talking serpent somehow seduced them into eating the fruit and they got knowledge.

			That’s your beginning of human life in the Book of Genesis. Adam was the first man (molded out of clay by God, mind you) and Eve was the first woman. They started procreating and had two boys, Cain and Abel. After Cain murdered Abel, The Bible says Adam and Eve had sex with demons until they reunited after 130 years and had another son, Seth. They’re the only children the first couple had, three boys.

			So, my question to a school nun was, “Where did we really come from? If we came from Adam and Eve and they only had sons, where did we come from?” Now mind you, I didn’t KNOW about sex at this point, but I KNEW it took a man and a woman to have babies.

			They also tell you in The Ten Commandments that murder, adultery, and all these other things are outlawed. Incest wasn’t specified as one, but I think that comes under the category of adultery in this scenario anyway.

			If Adam and Eve are the father and mother of all, and they had three boys, the bloodline stops, unless one of them starts fucking their mom. I still think that’s a legitimate question. I didn’t get an answer, but I sure got suspended for it. That just made me question things even more.
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			Once I saw The Beatles on TV, it wasn’t long before Mom and Dad bought me my very first guitar—a twenty-five dollar Sears and Roebuck Silvertone acoustic guitar, which was a Christmas gift. I have no idea what possessed my parents to get it though, as I don’t even really remember saying to them that I wanted a guitar, but I’m glad they did. 

			I started playing it, and I fucking hated it. I didn’t know any chords or anything, so I tortured my parents with it because I would go into my room and stand in front of my full-length closet door mirror and just strum the fuck out of it. I realized that if I touched the strings with my other hand, it would mute the sound, so I’d just move my fingers around above the strings like I was playing, but without really touching them. 

			I would stand there doing that and at the top of my lungs, I would “sing” “Hound Dog,” “Johnny B. Goode,” “She Loves You,” “Hey Jude,” whatever. My dad would jokingly say to my mom, “Oh my God, I’m going to kill him, take you to the bedroom, fuck you, and make another kid so we can start all over again. This is brutal!” The language here may have been colored a bit, but you get the point.

			They finally decided to have me take guitar lessons at my Catholic school, where I was first taught how to play the guitar by a nun named “Sister Charles Fucking Bronson”—just a mean, terrorizing, old bitch! The best part was, she didn’t even play guitar. She played piano, but she was teaching me to play the fucking guitar!

			I had to buy a Mel Bay instructional guitar book and bring it to my lessons. We sat there together, and she looked at the photos in the book and had me copy them. She’d say, “Sit up straighter,” and she’d smack me with a pointer or a ruler on the back. “Hold your arm like this. Hold the pick like that. You’re not holding the pick right. It’s not like the photo.”

			And I’d be like, “Okay, Goddammit.” 

			“No, like this!” she’d insist.

			So, I was like, “Fuck it, and oh by the way, you’re teaching me ‘Kumbaya My Lord’? I don’t want to learn that, Motherfucker! I want to learn how to play ‘Hey Jude.’ I want to learn how to play fucking ‘Hello, Goodbye’! Oh, and by the way, if you hit me one more time with that pointer, I’m going to shove it up your penguin-looking ass!”

			I just said fuck this and lost interest. I started going out and playing ball, riding my bike more, and my guitar sat in the corner collecting dust for a while…until my friend, Lori Miller, the girl across the street that I’d hung out with, got a guitar and all of a sudden her mom was telling mine, “Oh God, you should see how good Lori’s getting on the guitar.” 

			After my mom popped over there, she came back saying, “Oh my God, Lori is so good on the guitar.”

			“What do you mean, she’s got a guitar?”

			“Yeah, and she’s taking lessons and oh my gosh, she’s so good.”

			I couldn’t help but run across the street to Lori’s and ask to see her guitar. We sat down, and Lori started playing shit like “Blowing in the Wind” by Bob Dylan and “Scarborough Fair” by Simon and Garfunkel. I just sat there, thinking, “You bitch!” I was pissed. How the fuck did she get that good that quick? 

			Well, her mom told my mom, “We’re getting her lessons at a music store about a mile away from our houses. It’s called Zapf’s Music, and her instructor’s name is Jim Newett.”

			It was expensive, probably five bucks a week or something. It was a struggle for my mom to come up with that kind of money, but to her credit, my mom was like, “All right, if you want to go there and take lessons, you need to promise me to practice.” I swore on a stack of Bibles I would commit, and boom, she put me in there!

			My mom took me to Zapf’s, and I walked in the first day and took up position in the chair, the same stiff upright way that I learned from the nun. First thing Mr. Newett did before I tried to play anything was to ask if I was comfortable.

			When I told him not really, he said, “All right, hold on then, scrap everything, stand up. If you were sitting at home by yourself playing the guitar, how would you sit and hold it?” I just grabbed the guitar, sat down and kind of hunched over a little bit. He then told me to hold the pick however it felt comfortable.

			Now, to this day, I’ve got a little bit of an odd technique with my picking. If you look at how some people hold a guitar pick, they flat pick up and down on the strings. I don’t use the flat face of the pick; I use the edges of it. I actually turn the pick almost sideways. I’ve always done it that way, from that moment.

			So, once he made sure I was comfortable enough with my pick, he started showing me the basics—quarter notes, half notes, whole notes, and chords, like a D chord and A chord, a G chord. Next, he said, “Who’s your favorite band?”

			When I instantly said it was The Beatles, he asked if I knew the song “Hey Jude.”

			“I love ‘Hey Jude’!” I said.

			He took the chords and transposed it, so it was in an easy key for me to learn.

			To help me remember songs, he would then write say a D, and underneath it he’d mark line, line, line, line, and then a new measure. If it was still D, it was line, line, line, line again, then move to say D7, line, line, G…whatever. Each line was a symbol, i.e., one down, one up, one down, one up for strumming. 

			He just basically broke it down to its simplest form to teach me, and we just took it from the bare bones. I swear to God, in about three months, I was playing “Hey Jude” and all these other great songs. I would be at parties, sitting in my aunt’s house with all my cousins, aunts, and uncles around me, and my mom would be yelling out, “Play us a song, Johnny!” My family was the first audience I performed in front of.

			Mr. Newett inspired me, and it was honestly out of sheer jealousy and fuck you-ism that I learned. I was like, “No fucking way that Lori Miller got a guitar after me and is better than me? Fuck that!” I was off to the races at that point, so I guess Lori inspired me, too.

			Eventually, both our families ended up moving out of Franklin Street and I lost touch with the Millers. I wish I could reconnect with Lori and just say hi, and thanks.
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			I was about ten years old when we heard there was going to be some sort of world premiere of a new Beatles song on TV. It was at the end of their career, they were breaking up, and it was said, “This is it: this is the last video you’re ever going to see from this band.”

			Mom and I were on the couch together, and they started playing “Let It Be.” I remember watching the video and being filled with overwhelming sadness.

			When George went into his guitar solo, he never looked up; he was just staring down at his guitar. It was a very somber moment, and I remember looking at my mom, and she was teary-eyed. She just kept saying, “Look up, George, look up!” It was like she just wanted him to look up to the camera, to see his face one last time. And then the song ended and that was it. We were both thinking that was it, we’re never going to hear that band again. They’re done; it’s over! We were both moved to tears. We were both just so sad that The Beatles were breaking up. I could feel the heaviness of the sadness, and I was like, “What, why, how is this happening?”

			Isn’t it amazing how you can hear a song and something happens in your brain that takes you right back to that very moment you heard it? It’s weird, but beautiful. You remember her face when you hear that tune. Maybe you were going through a divorce, or maybe somebody passed away, or you were getting laid in the back of a car, whatever it was. But it gets so intense that you can practically smell that person’s cologne, or you can smell the sex in the back of that car. It’s just so fucking intense; music is so powerful! 

			I’ve been on stage in recent years with The Dead Daisies singing “Let It Be” in front of thousands of people. It’s such a beautiful song, the story behind it, the whole thing, and every time we played it, I would be taken right back to that somber moment on the couch, crying with my mother. To me, that was not only the end of The Beatles, it was like the end of innocence.

			America was in a really dark place with the Kennedy assassination toward the end of 1963. I was only four, but I totally remember sitting in my living room watching TV coverage of it with Walter Cronkite. I remember seeing my mom crying, my neighbors crying, and the newspaper headlines. I vividly remember days later, them escorting Lee Harvey Oswald out, and he was shot and murdered by Jack Ruby while being transported from the jail in Dallas, and I saw the whole fucking thing on live TV and was mesmerized by it. 

			The Beatles came along just at the right moment when America needed something fun-loving, something light, and my generation all kind of grew up with them. They were these happy-go-lucky kids from Liverpool playing this cool little bubblegum pop music. And then they started growing up, and experimenting with drugs, music, and fashion, and we took that journey with them from Rubber Soul to Revolver, from Sgt. Pepper’s, Magical Mystery Tour, and The Beatles white album, to Let It Be and Abbey Road. We just grew with them and then they got to a point where they couldn’t do it anymore. It was over; it was the end of their happiness, glory, and innocence. And right around that time, it was the end of mine as well.
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			Broken Hearts, Broken Dreams

			My mom and dad were not getting along. As much as my dad was a mellow badass, he had that hot temper, which we were seeing way too often. That feisty Irish blood in my mom made her equally hot-tempered, so it was just volatile. There was violent arguing every evening and us kids would just freak out. My brother and sisters would look to me for what to do when all hell broke loose, since I was the oldest. But at that age, I didn’t have a fucking clue what was going on.

			My parents both accused each other of cheating, and it all blew up. Oddly enough, it was Father’s Day when I was ten years old when my dad moved out. Life changed for all of us, and their ugly divorce soon followed. They say life’s not always fair, so we just had to build resilience and learn how to persevere. But, at ages ten, eight, six, and four, it’s easier said than done. Listening to our parents constantly complain to us about each other, or tell us shitty things to sway our view of the other parent was tiring to say the least, and, in hindsight, really fucked.

			Mom could no longer afford to be a stay-at-home mom, so she got a night job working at a place called Fleer’s. Fleer Chewing Gum Company was the first in the world to manufacture bubblegum, and they were best known for their brand of pink-colored bubblegum called Dubble Bubble. Mom worked in their warehouse, packaging thousands of boxes of gum up.

			After about a year at Fleer, she got a better paying daytime job instead, from like six in the morning till four, at a place called Progress Lighting, which specialized in residential lights. After World War II, they grew to become the world’s largest manufacturer of home lighting fixtures, churning out over thirty thousand items a day in the mid-fifties. My mom worked in their Kensington factory on Erie Avenue for almost thirty years, basically until she died. 

			Like my dad, she also had that strong work ethic. To give you an example, it would get fucking cold and it would snow. Back then, there sure were long, cold winters in Philadelphia. My mom drove to and from work in a used Ford Falcon she purchased, but if ever she couldn’t drive the car there because it wasn’t running, which was quite often, or if there was too much snow, she still went to work. There were a couple of times I recall where she actually got up and trudged on foot through the snow over that four-mile walk to be there on time. Brutal. She never missed any time (except when she had to meet with my fucking school principal.) She seriously had to be having brain surgery if she were to have a day off from work.
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			I was probably in fifth grade when my parents divorced, so school became more trying for me. While the Catholic school was providing a good education, on top of the uniform and conformity struggles I was having, I was starting to see things differently and question them more; I thought the priests, nuns, and rules were being very hypocritical about shit. It was like I was being taught that God wants you to love your neighbor, embrace your neighbor, forgive your neighbor, but only if they follow these rules, or else they’ll burn in Hell…blah, blah, blah.

			It sure was tough for my mom, too. It was toward the end of the sixties and my Roman Catholic parents were divorced—my dad was out, my mom had to get a job. She was struggling to keep it together financially with four fucking kids. I think my dad’s alimony or child support payments were like twenty bucks a week per kid—next to nothing! 

			To go to that school, you had to pay an annual tuition fee of say two hundred dollars for the first kid, and then it dropped down slightly per kid after that; you got the “bulk discount.” The church that the school was connected to also sent home a box that had fifty-two envelopes in it. On the envelopes, it said, “Donations,” and then in parentheses it said, “Twenty percent of your annual income.”

			Every Sunday Mass at 9:00 a.m., you would have to write your name and address on the front of the envelope and put the money inside before dropping your envelope in a collection basket. So back then, if my mom was making 150 or 200 bucks a week, she was expected to put like ten more (give or take a few) bucks in their little envelopes each time. They collected the envelopes and applied it to their records. It wasn’t long before they were thinking this Corabi family wasn’t putting their envelopes in the baskets.

			Now on top of the tuition and the church envelopes, every Wednesday in school they also had another envelope where you had to put $1.25 per kid. So that’s four kids and another five bucks per week. 

			Mom was struggling, and she couldn’t fucking pay. We were already somewhat shunned because my parents did the dastardly, unholy act and got a divorce—a big a no-no in the Catholic religion in the sixties—and now she’s wasn’t paying her share. I remember us getting suspended because my mom fell behind on payments and couldn’t afford to pay it all. They literally pulled me and all my siblings out of class and sent us home! It was like, you’re not welcome here until you fucking pay your tuition. At that point with everything going on, I started lashing out saying, “Fuck you, fuck off, and fuck you, too!”

			Mom went into school, and she sat across from the principal and pastor, and she said, “Listen, I’ve got four kids, and I know you guys don’t want to hear this, but look, I’ll give you what I can, but I can’t pay you all this.” My mom worked out some sort of a deal with them, for them to let us back into the school, but it was like dealing with loan sharks, and I know some of those people that are more forgiving!

			I’d no sooner gone back to school when a nun started telling me, “Hey, your hair is touching your collar. You need to get a haircut.” I was like, “Okay, whatever.” I just brushed her off. She warned me a couple times, and as I left on a Friday, the nun said, “When you come back in here Monday, I want to see that hair cut or you’re going to the principal’s office.”

			I said okay, just so I could start my weekend. I never relayed the message to my mom, and I didn’t get a haircut. Fuck that. The Beatles had long hair, right? 

			When I got into my homeroom class on Monday, the nun came up and made me turn around. She looked at my collar, and said, “I told you to get a haircut!” There wasn’t much I could say, since I clearly hadn’t. 

			She then handed me a piece of bubblegum, told me to go back to my seat and chew it. I was perplexed at this point, thinking I didn’t get my haircut and you just gave me a piece of gum? I unwrapped the Dubble Bubble gum, wondering if my mom had packaged this one while working there, and started to enjoy the familiar flavor as I chewed it.

			After about ten minutes, the nun walked up to my seat in the class, put her hand in front of my mouth, and said, “Spit out the gum!” Once it was in her hand, she took her other hand and grabbed my ear, almost ripping it off the side of my fucking head—it literally bled in the crease where my ear connects to my head. She then took her hand with the bubblegum in it and slapped it palm down on the top of my head and just rubbed the pink gum into my hair!

			For the whole day, I had this bad Rod Stewart, Tweety bird thing going on with a big, sticky wad of gum in my hair. I tried to get it out during lunch break but couldn’t. I tried again once I got home after school but couldn’t. My mom walked in from work and said, “What the hell happened to your hair?”

			I told her the story, and she went ballistic! She walked into school early with me the next day and knocked on the classroom door. I can’t remember the name of the nun, but she answered the door, and Mom asked, “Are you Sister Clint Eastwood?”

			She had no sooner said, “Yes, I am, Mrs. Corabi,” and my mom punched her right in the face!

			We then went to the principal’s office, and they suspended me for two weeks. However, my mom told the principal, “I don’t give a shit; I’ll keep him home. You send his homework home with one of the kids from his homeroom class that lives across the street from us. But, you know what? This was completely unnecessary. You can do whatever you want; suspend him. I’m just telling you this right now: if you, or anybody else, embarrasses my son, does what that nun did to him again, or lays a finger on him again, I’m going to come back here, and I’m going to kick all of your asses!”

			I didn’t care that I got suspended. At that point, I was certainly getting out of control. My dad wasn’t around. My mom was getting up and going to work at six o’clock in the morning, so me and my brother and sisters were left to our own devices all day long, much to the usual dismay of our mother. 

			I was beginning to goof off and cut class a lot. I’d wake up and be like fuck it, I’m not going to school today. It would take weeks for my mom to figure that one out, and then even when she did figure it out, what could she do? It’s not like she would take more time off work to go to school and meet with my principal again and again. She couldn’t afford to not go to work.

			I was beginning to hate the Catholic religion and all that it stood for; I thought it was all a crock of shit. Their story/pitch was basically God takes care of those who believe. God takes care of those in need. That God gave us his only son Jesus, who gave his life for us. Jesus fed all these followers with three loaves of bread and all this fish, and never JUDGED anyone for their sins; yet you’re going to fucking send us home because we can’t afford to pay you? Fuck you! You’re going to send me home because I have hair touching my collar? Fuck you! Jesus clearly has long hair in the photo, people! What the fuck? 

			It all turned me into this pissy, spiteful kid with a mouthy, fuck-off attitude. I was just angry with everybody, including my dad who split from us that Father’s Day. After my parents got divorced, my dad took us four kids to the Philadelphia Zoo one Sunday as he had visitation on the weekends, and this lady Carol came with us. Since Dad was pretty cautious about bringing people into our lives, I knew he must have been somewhat serious about her. That got confirmed when they started dating, and he married her soon after that.
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			On one corner of my street, there was a drycleaner, and directly across from that, on my side of Franklin Street, about five doors down from my house, there was a little candy store called Harry’s. He sold newspapers, candy, cigarettes, and he had a pinball machine in there. He also had an old school ice cream soda fountain counter.

			Harry was a little, older Jewish guy, and a great neighborhood character, but every now and then the cops would come and arrest him. Apparently, on the side, he was a bookie, taking bets on horseraces or whatever. But I didn’t care; I liked Harry. 

			I was around ten years old in 1969 and really starting to get into music more, not just The Beatles. I started noticing there was always a crowd of older kids, probably between sixteen to nineteen years old, who would hang out on Harry’s corner. There were the older Getner brothers and sisters, a guy named Crazy Jake, another named Bulgarian Louie, and a few others.

			These teenagers had all grown their hair and were wearing fringe vests and low hip-hugger, bell-bottom jeans. The girls wore embroidered halter-tops with flowers in their hair, feathers, and most of them never wore shoes. They just hung out there, smoked their pot right out in public, and always seemed to be having a carefree time. I don’t know why, but I was drawn to them, like oh my God, they’re so fucking cool. They’re just cool. 

			My dad thought they were a bunch of hippies and drug addicts, and would freak out about me hanging and talking to them.

			Aside from my previous teacher, Miss Kirby, the first crush I can remember having was one of these hippie girls named Mindy. She was Crazy Jake’s girlfriend and a few years older than me but I was beyond infatuated. She had long straight hair, a petite body, and the sweetest face. I had the biggest crush on Mindy and if she even remotely said hi to me, I would lose my breath and turn into a blathering idiot. We never did anything like kiss or even hold hands, as much as I wanted to. I was too petrified and quite a bit younger.

			There was one older guy who they used to call Birdman. He was this tall, lanky cat with really long, dark brown, almost-black hair, and a bit of a moustache and beard, and always wore hip-hugger jeans with a tan suede vest and no shirt. I don’t know how old he was, or if he had a car or lived nearby, but he must have, because he would go get his hollow-body F-hole acoustic guitar from somewhere upon request, and he would sit down on the corner step and play shit like Bob Dylan, The Beatles, and whatever was on the radio. All the girls would gather around him and request songs and sing along with him. Back then it was a lot of Vietnam protest shit, too, like Creedence Clearwater Revival. I would often sit down on the corner curb and just watch him and listen, thinking all the girls love this guy. He was cooler than shit, a rock star, the coolest guy ever!

			One day I went down to Harry’s and put a quarter—probably stolen from my mom’s purse—in a pinball machine. You got five games for a quarter back then, so I was standing there in front of this pinball machine, playing it, when Birdman walked in the front door just to my left. He said to me, “Wassup, little man?” as he walked in, to which I responded with, “Hey, Bird!” Birdman walked around behind me and along the L-shaped soda fountain and sat in the last seat in the corner, somewhat tucked away behind a Tastykake’s display where you couldn’t really see him or what he was doing.

			At one point while I was playing the pinball, I turned around to say something to him, when my glance saw him holding onto a long rubber band. He was tying off to shoot up. I didn’t say anything and just turned back around. I didn’t know exactly what was happening but I felt uncomfortable and knew it didn’t look good.

			A couple of minutes later, I heard a thud. I turned around and saw Bird on the floor, foaming at the mouth. Harry was marching toward me yelling and screaming. He started kicking me out, saying, “Get out, get out, get out! You need to get out of here!” 

			I stood outside the candy store thinking, “What the fuck is going on here? What happened to Birdman?” Harry called the cops and an ambulance came, too. After about thirty minutes, they wheeled out this big black bag on a stretcher, zipped-up. It then dawned on me that, fuck, Birdman died.

			I didn’t realize it until later but witnessing that incident as a young boy had a very strong impact on me. Over the years, there have been a lot of people who have looked at me and said, “Okay dude, so you’re shitting me, right? You were in Mötley Crüe, and you NEVER did heroin? Cocaine? You never did meth? You never…”

			I always reply, “Fuck, no. No, I never did that.” Sure, I’ve smoked weed and popped a few pills, but I’ve never snorted or injected shit into my body. Birdman overdosing stuck with me forever. To watch somebody drop dead right in front of you when you’re ten or so, it was not good. 

			I began smoking with the kids at Harry’s. By eleven or twelve, I was smoking Marlboro Red cigarettes regularly, which also meant I was stealing regularly and doing whatever I had to do to get money for cigarettes. It wasn’t unusual to go into my mom’s refrigerator and steal a beer out of the fucking case when she was out. I’d steal an occasional beer or raid the whiskey decanters my mom had, and at that age, I’d fucking drink a beer and be so blown out, like, fuck, I’m so drunk! At eleven or twelve, it doesn’t take that much.
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			My mom started dating a Puerto Rican guy from work named Tony Gonzalez. I fucking hated him from the get-go. They started hanging out a little bit, and then a little more often. Then soon enough, I felt like this guy was living at our house because he was there all the time. I was resentful, angry, and feeling like, who the fuck are you? This piece of shit also had a bit of a Napoleon complex since he was short, way shorter than my mom.

			We were having dinner at the table one night and my brother Nicky did something that this guy didn’t approve of. He yelled at my brother, who started crying, and this guy just lightly slapped my brother on the back of the head. I knew that was a bad move on his part, right away. I looked at Tony, and he told my brother to get away from the table, but he cursed; he said, “Get the fuck away from the table!” I looked at him again like wait, did you just say fuck in front of my brother and sisters? I was furious!

			My brother ran upstairs into the bathroom next to our bedroom. I then left the table in a huff and followed him up the stairs and went into the bathroom. I sat on the tub, calming my little brother so he would stop crying. I told him, “Don’t worry about it, Nick. You know what? I’m telling Dad. I’m going to go and tell Dad tomorrow!” 

			Well, asshole Tony followed me up the steps and he was standing right outside our bathroom door. When I opened the door, he was standing right there, and he goes, “Oh, you’re going to tell your dad?”

			I said, “Yeah, I am,” and with that, he grabbed me by my neck, and threw me against the wall. I was probably eighty fucking pounds (if that) soaking wet at that age.

			I could feel a rage well up in me, and I let it rip with, “Fuck you, you don’t live here! I don’t like you. I never liked you; I didn’t like you the minute I met you. You have no right to talk to my brother or my sisters or anybody in this house that way. You’re not our father! You don’t rule the roost. Fuck off. Fuck you. I fucking hate you!” And I just started swinging at him. I didn’t give a shit. That was when he threw me down the stairs. 

			My mom freaked out; I could see the panic in her face as I got up after tumbling down the fifteen or so steps to the staircase landing. She told me to go back up to my room and from there I could hear her giving him some shit, saying, “You don’t touch my fucking kids.”

			Later that night, she came up to our bedroom and apologized, saying she was so sorry. I wasn’t fazed, whatever. I didn’t give a shit. I had a mission. 

			I got up the next day and got dressed for school. When we left the house, my brother and sisters went one way and I went the opposite way, to my dad’s. I walked into my dad’s house at nine o’clock in the morning and told his wife Carol what happened. I hung out there all day long, and when my dad got home from work, he sat and listened to me tell him what happened.

			When I told him that this guy slapped Nicky in the back of the head, and said fuck in front of us, I could see my dad’s blood pressure rising. I knew it wasn’t going to be good. Dad asked if anything else happened, and when I told him that I got into a fistfight with the guy and he threw me down our flight of steps, he said, “Get in the car!”

			The whole way home, I said things like, “Dad, I don’t want to go. I don’t want to go. Can’t I just live with you?”

			“No, you cannot live with me. You’re going home.” 

			We pulled up and walked to the door. My mother answered, and Tony was standing behind her like a little bitch when she opened the front door. Dad looked at my mom and said, “I don’t give a shit what you do with your life. I know you’re going to date; you’re going to do whatever you want to do—that’s fine. But I’m telling you, and I’m telling your flunky boyfriend back there: if any of your guy friends touch my kids, or curse in front of my kids, or act inappropriately in front of my kids, I’m going to come back here and there’s going to be hell to pay!”

			Dad then turned around, walked down the front steps and drove off in the car. Mom was mad at me, but I didn’t give a fuck. It had gotten to the point where I fucking hated my mother, too, and it was because of that asshole Tony.
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			With Mom working long days from six in the morning until around four every day, us kids had to be self-sufficient. She’d already be out of the house by the time we got up, so we made breakfast and got ourselves ready for school, before walking there, no matter what the weather.

			Mom always made sure we had food in the house. It was quick food, like mac and cheese, SpaghettiOs, and Mrs. Paul’s frozen fish sticks. We’d have a treat night where mom would go out and get us pizzas on Friday or Saturday, and we would have an ice cream cone, donuts, or something like that on the weekends.

			She did what she could, but us kids were left to our own devices a lot; I was eleven or twelve at this point. Being home alone so much, Mom was pleased when a family member or friend could just swing by and check on us kids from time to time.

			Mom’s brother, John Hayes Jr.—or Jack, as he was known—was a fireman for as long as I could remember and was stationed only about five blocks from our house. If you walked to the corner of our street and took a right, he was just along Louden Street at the Philadelphia Fire Department Squad 72 Headquarters. 

			On occasion, my uncle Jack would swing by in his white Volkswagen bus, and then he started coming by a little more often. One day, he arranged with my mom that while she was busy working, he would pick us four kids up and take us to the park for the afternoon, along with a couple of our cousins, since my mom’s sister Kathleen had moved in just two doors down from us with her new husband Carlos.

			He drove us all in his VW bus to Pennypack Park, which was a twenty-minute drive, seven miles northeast of our house along Roosevelt Boulevard. It was a huge park with a creek, playgrounds, hiking trails, and it was teaming with wildlife—it wasn’t unusual to be walking there and see deer, and lots of other wild animals.

			When we got to the park, Uncle Jack said, “Okay, let’s hike! We’re going to explore. Johnny, you take all the kids that way, and I’m going to take Anna this way.”

			Naïve and not thinking, “This was odd,” I was like, “Oh, okay, whatever.” We split up; he went to the left with my sister, I went to the right with the other kids, and we walked along a hiking trail.

			After we had walked a couple of miles, over what seemed like an hour or so, we were on a path running along the side of the creek underneath a giant bridge where Roosevelt Boulevard passed overhead. That’s when a park patrol car stopped us, and a super nice cop asked us what we were doing. I told him, “Oh, we’re just hiking. Our uncle brought us to the park for the day.”

			He immediately asked, “Well, where’s your uncle?”

			I said, “Oh, he’s hiking in a different direction.” The cops told us to get in their squad car, so we all piled in. 

			They asked me where my uncle would be, but I didn’t know what entrance we came in and where he parked the VW. I said, “Well, we just walked straight down this path, so it’s got to be that way.”

			The cop drove back and pulled up at the VW bus in the parking area, and we sat there, but there was no sign of Uncle Jack or my sister, so we waited.

			When my uncle eventually came out of the woods, this cop laid into him with, “What the fuck are you doing? Goddamn it, you can’t leave these kids like that!” He said that just last week a patient from the nearby Byberry psychiatric hospital escaped and did a swan dive off the overpass bridge into six inches of water, thinking he was Johnny Weissmuller of Tarzan fame or some shit.

			The cop laid into my uncle verbally, but I couldn’t hear the whole conversation. My uncle just kind of backtracked, and we soon left.

			He took us for ice cream on the way home and said, “Okay, kids. Listen: let’s not freak your moms and everybody out. I’ll take you guys out for ice cream, but don’t say anything about the police.” We just kind of kept our mouths shut.

			Maybe a month or two later, I was upstairs in my bedroom, playing guitar. I thought I had heard my uncle come in the house, but he didn’t know I was there. I started to walk down the steps toward the landing, where the stairs then turned and had three more steps that ran off to the right.

			I didn’t see anything as I was coming down the steps, but I heard my sister and I thought I heard my uncle. When I was about halfway down the stairs, I leaned out over the banister railing and looked into the kitchen to my right.

			I saw my younger sister kneeling, doing something to my uncle Jack. I pulled my head back in, and I was like, “Uh, I don’t know what I just saw, but it didn’t look right.” My brain tried to process it but there was vagueness to it. I sat on the steps for a second, and yelled to my sister as I was coming down the stairs, and I could tell my uncle was putting himself back together. Something was really wrong here, and I didn’t know what to make of it, so I stewed on it for some time.

			Eventually, I somehow approached the subject with my sister and talked with her about it. She told me he would come into our home, and she would do things with him, and he would give her like twenty-five cents, fifty cents, or a dollar. He gave her money in exchange for pain. It helped me understand what was happening, but I sat on it again, not knowing what the fuck to do. So, what does a kid trying to make sense of a dark family secret do? 

			REBEL, and get even angrier, of course!

			[image: ]

			It was around this time I had another blow up with my mom, which led to me running away. I was just becoming a teenager, or close to it, and my grades were slipping. I was hanging out with edgy people who were friends of mine, like the Getner brothers, the Elliott brothers, and a guy named Poye. I was starting to get into huffing, which is taking paint thinner and putting it on a rag in a brown paper bag. You then put the bag over your mouth and nose and breathe in deeply, causing a quick five-minute high that goes as quickly as it comes, so rinse and repeat. Stupidity at its finest! I was doing really dumb shit!

			Another morning, Pat Getner and I stole a case of Frank’s root beer and orange soda (a local brand in Philadelphia) from their bottling plant on our way to school. We sat by the railroad tracks and drank almost the entire batch—forty-eight bottles of soda. I was so sick, and I had such a sugar high. We were going to be late to school, so we said fuck it and just didn’t go. I ended up getting busted for cutting class. The thought of all that soda still fucking makes me feel sick.

			There is a huge automotive chain in America that will remain nameless, as I don’t know how the statute of limitations works, and they sold windshield wiper blades, oil for cars, and all this other shit. They also sold and kept bicycles, as well as these little gas-powered minibikes, in their store window. Mom was usually exhausted after work and would fall asleep around 7:00 p.m., so I would sneak out of the house, and my friends and I would have a couple of beers and go to the store a mile or so from my house at nine or ten o’clock at night, after everything was closed and traffic had died down.

			We’d throw cinder blocks or bricks through the windows and just grab all the Stingray bikes and minibikes; we would split with them and chop them up. We would saw the front forks off one of the bicycles, take the front tire off, attach the forks to another bike and drill a hole, put a little screw and a bolt through the forks, and then throw the tire back on. Ta-dah! We now had a chopper!

			We would file all the serial numbers off everything. We’d spray-paint the minibikes a different color and ride them for a couple of days, then just throw them in the high grass on the side of the train tracks. Then it was off for another pillage session, often rotating stores throughout the city.

			One day, I was walking along with the Elliott brothers when one of them said, “Oh, this house is abandoned.” (The house was on Ninth Street, on the same block as the Elliot’s.) “The people moved out, but they left everything in it.” I was a gullible dumbass and bought that story—hook, line, and sinker.

			We broke a window, reached in, unlocked the door (which should’ve been my first clue), and walked right in. I sat in the living room and said, “Fuck, who would move out and not take the TVs, radios, and stereo, and this fucking couch?”

			The guys grabbed shit and walked out. I picked up the fucking TV that was way heavier than I thought it would be. As I struggled out the front door with the thing in broad daylight, somebody came up behind me and threw me to the floor.

			It was the owner of the house, screaming at me, “What the fuck are you doing?” I was freaking out and told him I thought the house was abandoned. He asked me who was with me, but I wasn’t going to tell him anything, so I said I was by myself.

			He called bullshit on me, and then said his next call would be to the cops or my dad. I was hoping for the cops, knowing my dad would fucking kill me! He ended up calling my mom at work, and she unfortunately couldn’t leave work so she called my dad, who showed up at this fucking house, beyond pissed, and apologized to the guy, promising to pay any damages and find out who was with me. I put the TV back and the guy let me go, but my dad whipped my fucking ass all the way home. It still hurts to sit sometimes. 

			By this point, my mom was suspicious of my every move and tired. My aunt Kathleen was fed up with me as well, as she and/or her husband were usually chasing me around the neighborhood and bringing me home to the dismay of my mom. I was coming home high. Mom could smell beer on my breath. I was smoking cigarettes; I was going to school late, and I was failing subjects. I was just rebelling against anything and everything, and I think it was just a culmination of my parents’ divorce, the people I was hanging with, and perhaps to some degree, the weight of the Uncle Jack thing I was carrying around. Evil was still creepin’.
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			The Shoemaker

			After my housebreaking incident, Mom was at her wits’ end, unable to handle me. She felt she couldn’t raise me on her own and that I needed a male influence. She arranged for me to move in and live with my dad and his wife Carol, which is what I wanted—or so I thought, anyway.

			I also moved to a different Catholic school in Dad’s neighborhood called Ascension of Our Lord School, where I was in eighth grade. I’m sure my parents hoped this would have a positive impact on me. My sisters and brother would come and visit on weekends. I don’t think Carol was mentally or emotionally prepared, even just on weekends, to have the four-kid family that came with my dad, so there started to be some tension during their visits almost immediately.

			After I had been living with Dad and Carol for almost a year, my siblings came to visit one weekend. Out of curiosity, I talked with Anna again. I asked her if the stuff was still happening with Uncle Jack, and she said it was. I decided I was going to tell Dad, but she didn’t want me to, like she was afraid she was the one who was going to get into trouble. I told her not to worry.

			That Sunday night while my dad was taking my brother and sisters back home to my mom’s, I sat down at the kitchen table with Carol. I told her that I knew something that my dad was going to be really, really angry about. When she asked me what it was, I told her what I saw and what my sister told me. She said I absolutely needed to tell my dad right away!

			Once he came back home, Carol made my dad sit down at the table, where he poured a cup of coffee and lit a cigarette. I then proceeded to tell him what I saw and what Anna had told me. Needless to say, my dad was beyond fucking furious. He was absolutely beet fucking red.

			He called my mom, who got my sister and asked her about it while my dad was on the phone. Anna started crying and said that it had been going on for a year or two now.

			The next morning, my dad drove my sister to the Sex Crimes Unit of the police department, where she went through an agonizing all-day process of reliving and recounting everything that happened in detail to a bunch of police officers—total strangers. The process was made even longer because Uncle Jack was a uniformed city employee, which invoked more rigorous protocols that had to be followed. To this day, I don’t know how she put up with all that. They arrested my uncle Jack at home that night. The monster was out of the closet and in a cell.
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			My mom’s father was also named John Hayes, except he didn’t go by the nickname of Jack. He was a chief petty officer in the navy, so he worked down at the Philadelphia Navy Yard where the Schuylkill River meets the Delaware River. He passed away of a heart attack in ’65 or ’66 and in time, my uncle Jack had moved home with my grandmother, so she was no longer living there alone.

			The house was a three-story row home at 9 E. Silver Street in the Kensington/Fishtown District of Philly, just three and a half miles south of Mom’s place on Franklin Street. There had been a big fire in the house when I was about four. My grandparents and younger aunts had to climb out of an upper-story window and swing to another window next door to save themselves. They could have easily died in the blaze, as my grandmother passed out from smoke inhalation.

			The house was eventually repaired but the neighborhood was old, made of brick with cobblestone streets and a lot of deserted warehouses and textile mills around. Silver Street was narrow, so while there was some street parking, there were about six garages on both sides, and at both ends of the street, which the residents used.
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			As well as being a fireman, Uncle Jack was also an amateur photographer. When the cops arrested him, they went through all his shit, including one of these garages he used. They went through all his camera equipment, and they found boxes of Polaroid photos. I’m not talking shoeboxes; I’m talking multiple moving boxes, full of them. There were hundreds of old Polaroids of my young brother and sisters, and six or seven other kids in that neighborhood that he had been fucking around with. My siblings weren’t his only victims.

			Things were fucked at that point, but things got even weirder in the family: my mom’s side of the family became very divided as some of them helped Jack with his legal fees. I also remember my mom being devastated when one of her sisters, sarcastically said, “Well, you know, Anna’s always been a bit of a flirt.”

			It was like, wait; you’re justifying STATUATORY RAPE by a forty-year-old man of a fucking ten-year-old girl because she was a flirt? FUCK YOU! You can choose your friends, but not your family. It was certainly a tense time.

			I was living with my dad, and he petitioned the court to take all four kids. He eventually got custody of all of us, so we were all together again. It was a parental role reversal with Mom and Dad.

			It wasn’t long before something happened with our old house on Franklin Street, where my mom wasn’t able to make payments, state taxes, etc., probably due to her divorce’s legal fees to some degree, so she rented our house to a lady named Helen, who originally lived across the street and had recently gone through a divorce. Helen moved out of her house and into ours, and then my mom moved into Silver Street with my grandmother to save money and keep my grandmother company, but she never unpacked a box.

			After being convicted in court for his charges of statutory rape and sexual assault of a bunch of neighborhood children, Uncle Jack went to prison. I thought he’d be locked away for the rest of his life, but while in prison for a couple of months, other inmates harassed him and threatened him. Of course, inmates target pedophiles because it’s probably considered to be the most heinous of crimes. So, what did the fucking authorities do? They RELEASED HIM! They let him out of fucking prison! 

			He was to report to a probation officer for ten years, who had set him up in a one-bedroom apartment. But because he initially couldn’t get a job and afford the room, the city provided him welfare, which in turn entitled him to a medical card and other benefits.

			One of my relatives helped him get a job as a janitor…in a…wait for it…Catholic elementary school after his stint in fucking prison for child molestation! This is the beauty of the Catholic archdiocese. If you’ve read any news in the last twenty years, you’ve probably noticed more than once how fucked they are with this sort of shit.

			To say my dad was pissed about this would be an understatement. And at one point, my uncle John (on my dad’s side) and my father, had to be removed from the trial for threatening to kill Jack. I just despised that “human being,” too. It ripped my heart out to know he was living somewhere amongst us. I would rather see him dead on a floor or in an unmarked grave. I despised him so much because our lives were ruined.

			I say ruined because on Sundays, Dad would drive us kids the ten minutes from his place to go see my mom and my grandmother. It was not pleasant at Silver St. I would look at my mom and know she was mentally and physically defeated by it all. My grandmother had lost her husband, and then her son got convicted for molesting her grandkids, so she had now become a raging alcoholic. She was probably drinking a handle of gin a day, which is like sixty fluid ounces.

			The house made Sanford and Son’s home look like a fucking palace. We would walk in through her front door and have to follow a slim path through all the boxes, piles of clothing, and just shit everywhere. There was a little space where you could see the TV and change the channel, and there were thin walkways left to walk upstairs or right to the kitchen. It was a hoarder’s house, and it was in shambles. It was fucking horrible, but there wasn’t much sunshine living at my dad’s during the week either.
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			Music became an escape for me. I started getting into it more and more and getting into the bands and music that grabbed my attention.

			I had already played in a few bands that played school talent contests at my old school, Incarnation, and actually brought home the gold at one of them! That was a great night; my dad was at that show, and he was shocked when he saw me start playing and singing. I was only meant to play guitar that night but as the curtains opened, our singer Mary got stage fright and froze, so I stepped up to the microphone and sang “House of the Rising Sun” and “(I’m Not Your) Steppin’ Stone.” Dad was so impressed with my achievement that he actually took me out for pizza after, and in later years said that was the moment he realized I had real musical talent.

			He also became a bit more supportive and bought me another guitar from a friend of Carol’s named MaryAnn. It was a used Sears Silvertone electric guitar—a Strat-shaped cherry burst with a mirrored pick guard, and a small Fender amp—he paid a hundred bucks for it in weekly installments of five dollars, and I was off to the races.

			I desperately wanted to play in a cool band and had made several attempts at doing so to no avail at that point. But I accidently found this band called Street People, and they rehearsed right around the corner from my dad’s house. I used to sit outside and listen to them play all these great songs that were on the radio, and I thought they were amazing! I would walk our dog past their house every day just so I could hear them practice in the basement.

			One day, I met the guitar player, and he sat down and chatted with me a while. His name was Jimmy Kaznicky, and when I told him I could play, he grabbed a guitar and let me play him a few things. I played him “Travelin’ Band” by Creedence and “House of the Rising Sun” by The Animals, and he basically offered me a gig playing with the band on the spot. I was much younger than them, and he thought it would be a cool little novelty thing having a pint-sized guitarist/singer. Needless to say, my hiring didn’t go over too well with some of the other guys, but I did get to do a couple of mall openings in front of large audiences, and I made a little money, which really made me want to play music even more! 

			That is, until my dad made me quit.
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			My dad’s wife Carol realized that I was smoking when she caught me stealing one of her cigarettes, so she would let me smoke cigarettes in the house until my dad got home. She even gave me cigarettes of hers occasionally without me asking. As much as I thought that was cool on the one hand, it was odd on another, and I just couldn’t figure her out. Some days she had a volatile temper and was just fucking mean, and at other times, she was as cool as could be—very hot and cold.

			One day my dad and I were coming back from the store, and I heard some commotion coming from our front window. I ran up to the house ahead of Dad, and I saw Carol smacking my sister Anna with a vacuum cleaner pipe. I obviously saw her do it, and I complained to my dad about it, but Carol denied it. Again, I said, “I just saw you doing it. There’s four of us sitting here saying you did it.” She still flat-out denied it and unfortunately my dad sided with her—I was crushed he didn’t stick up for us.

			We were living at Dad’s for the better part of a year and during this time I was experiencing his temper, and Carol’s, go off the charts frequently. I remember I was being grounded for something as a punishment, so I wasn’t permitted to go do a gig with Jimmy and the guys, which was devastating and wound-up costing me the gig, but I was allowed to leave the house to go to the store and get him a newspaper. The store was out of papers when I got there, but they were expecting a delivery, so I waited and read some magazines in the meantime. After perhaps half an hour, a new bundle came in, so I bought one for Dad and took it home. When I walked in, my dad was like, “Where the hell were you?”

			I said, “I was at the store…” and before I could even finish answering, he took a swing at me. I put my hand up to block him, and he broke two of my fingers.

			Dad was angry all the time. Not only was he pissed that they let Uncle Jack out of prison, it was now costing him a lot of money. Every Tuesday or Wednesday, all four of us kids had to go to a therapy session and talk with a psychologist. This was costing about eighty to a hundred bucks a week, which back in the seventies was a lot of money for Mom and Dad to be spending. But what really goaded the shit out of my dad was the fact that, as a parolee, Uncle Jack got his therapy free from the state!
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