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Dedication
 

This book is dedicated to the people that I love most in the world.  M.C.A.Z.L, you make me laugh and I wouldn’t be who I am today without you. 
“We’re an
unusual
family.”

Prologue
 

I was in no fucking mood to perform. 

I was
hung-over, or possibly still drunk, from a weeklong bender.  I woke up this afternoon with three chicks in my hotel bed,
not
a great way to start the day.  I know most people think that sounds like hitting the lottery, and I admit the girls were hot, but the fact is, I hate waking up with people I don’t know.  Combine that dislike with the fact that there were actually
three
people I didn’t know in the bed, my brain felt like it was on fire, I couldn’t remember what fucking city I was in
and
I was starving and you get an idea of why the morning sucked.

On top of all that, my dick felt like it went twenty rounds with a bull
that hadn’t been gentle.  In spite of the fact that I counted seven used condoms on the floor, I knew that I hadn’t come.  That isn’t unusual; I don’t come with groupies, sluts or people I don’t know.  Since I haven’t fucked the same girl two nights in a row in a few years, I’m used to it. As a rule, I survive by making myself come after the girls are gone, but clearly I didn’t take care of business last night and my package was paying the price. 

The day continued to be shit and
I wound up being late to sound check. My limo driver was an annoying prick that had talked about himself the
entire
way to the stadium and I was ready to commit by the time I got there.

Still, I
felt like shit that I was late, so I came in fully prepared to apologize. Fortunately for me, our bassist wasn’t there and since no one knew where he was, my tardiness was overlooked.  Our tour management tried to keep the three of us that were there calm by having an assistant go out to pick up food.  The Philly cheesesteak I was handed was my clue that we were in Philadelphia.  By my calculation, that meant I was three more months away from the end of this tour, and every one of those days seemed like it would stretch out for an eternity.

Our bass player still hadn’t shown by the time we finished eating and our moods weren’t improving.  Sound check was a major bust, but luckily, we had a dressing room filled with booze.  Our tour rider stipulated a fully stocked bar at all of our shows, and this one didn’t disappoint.  With some hair of the dog, I was back to functioning normally in no time at all. 

Unfortunately, I got a little too drunk, and that’s why I was in no fuckin’ mood to perform. It didn’t help that the entire band was pissed at our bass player- now known as ‘the asshole that shows up twenty minutes before a show’.  We were all pretty wasted, but it didn’t escape my notice that he was on something a hell of a lot stronger than alcohol.

The roar of the crowd as the lights went down in the stadium didn’t fill me with joy the way it used to, and that pissed me off too.  Where had I gone wrong?

I took the stage in a rage, mad at the world, mad at our management, mad at my band, but mostly, I was mad at myself.  I wasn’t the man that I wanted to be, and I knew that if I kept going the way that I was, my life wasn’t going to be worth shit.  Life was only getting shorter and I wasn’t happy.  Come to think of it, I hadn’t been in a long time.  Not since our band got sucked into the machine and became a commodity instead of a musical act.

I
grabbed the mic aggressively and gave the appearance of rocking, but I was phoning it in.  I was in no mood to sing and had already mentally given myself a pass to fuck off since I knew it wasn’t going to be a good show.

All that changed about four minutes in when I looked down into the front row and locked on
to a pair of beautiful chocolate brown eyes.  The girl was young, but she was stunning.  She was singing along and smiling, and that made me feel like shit.  She was there to rock, and there I was, phoning in a shit show.

Something about her, I can’t
even explain what, had me sick to my stomach even thinking about letting her down.  She deserved better than whatever pathetic version of myself that I’d become.  I used to really care about the fans and the experience, but for the last few years all I cared about was drinking, fucking and trying to
feel
something.

Staring into those eyes, I pulled my shit together and gave two and a half hours of a performance that was easily my best in years.  I sang almost exclusively to her because I
wanted to bask in whatever the connection between us was. 

Unfortunately, she didn’t get older during the show.  When it was over, it was over.  My
best friend and the guitarist for my band ribbed the fuck out of me as we left the stage after the encore, asking if I was going to give “jailbait” a backstage pass.  I wasn’t that big of an asshole, and I shook my head in the negative.  “Nah man that would be too fucked up, even for me.”

Grinning at me he
said, “Dude, you should have seen yourself.  I think that girl was your fucking Priscilla.”

His yapping was giving me a headache because I didn’t know what the fuck he was talking about. 

“Dude, what does that even mean?”

“You really need to get your rock n’ roll knowledge beefed up be
cause you should know this without asking.  If we’re ever on
Celebrity Jeopardy
and we lose because you don’t know something this obvious, I’m going to kick your ass.  Anyway, I’m talking about Priscilla Presley.  You totally went all Elvis over a teenage girl.”

His words embarrassed me, mostly because they were true.  After telling him to fuck off, I got blackout drunk to forget the impossible connection I’d felt to a fucking teenager
.  I’d guess she was somewhere between sixteen and eighteen, but my brain said eighteen was a real stretch.

The next day I woke up feeling like shit again, only this time, I
took stock of my situation and was honest with myself.  I realized that I had to change the way I was living. I couldn’t remember why, but I
knew,
down to my bones, that I needed to do better, to
be
better.  I hadn’t always been like a drunken robotic dildo.  I wanted to be worthy.  Worthy of what, I couldn’t say, but that was how I felt.

I didn’t remember shit from the night before, but my band was happy to fill me in once I
snapped out and demanded to know why everyone was calling me Elvis.  Nothing they said sparked my memory.  I could just barely remember eyes the color of melting chocolate, but that was all.

The name Elvis stuck for about six months, but I never got my memory
back from the night that changed the path I was on forever.

Chapter One
 

The last ten years
of my life were devoted almost entirely to my band, Renegade Saints.  The four of us together were lightening in a bottle, and that had made us all richer than we ever dreamed.  We were just kids when we got signed, literally, but the trajectory to the top happened at breakneck speed. 

The guitarist of my band, Cole
, has been my best friend for as long as I can remember. In truth he’s a lot more than that. Our parents lived next door to each other, and they had us within two months of each other- Cole being the older of the two of us.  We went to the same daycare and stayed with my grandparents on nights that our parents went out. Cole has always called my grandparents Gram and Pop because they’re the only grandparents he’s ever known.

Cole
's dad was a studio musician who recorded with a ton of big musical acts in the eighties.  It was his influence that had Cole picking up a guitar when we were four.  He could play better than most anyone I'd heard by the time we were ten, and today he's world renowned for a skill that's right up there with the best of the best. 

My dad i
s a voice over guy.  His voice was heard on hundreds of commercials while I was growing up.  To this day, he keeps right on working, even though he doesn't need to.  Where Cole got his musical skills from his dad, I got my vocal abilities from mine.  Little did our parents know that by living next to each other, they were creating a recipe for one of the biggest selling bands of all-time.

Cole is the sibling I never had, and I’m the same person for him.  My mother
was diagnosed with leukemia when I was five and the entire foundation of my life changed.  For two years, she was subjected to one treatment after another as she got weaker and weaker, her body giving up the fight before any of us were near ready to let her go.  At one point when she was hospitalized for twelve weeks, I’d lived with Cole and his parents. It was during that time that I’d started singing along when he played guitar.  At first, it was a lark, but later it became a way of life. 

Making music with Cole gave me something to hold onto when my mother died
and my father got lost in his grief for a while.  Losing my mother changed my life, and I think of her every day.  My father has always been my rock, and other than the few months after her passing where he went off the rails, he’s been the best father I could have ever asked for.  He encouraged all of my musical talent and helped push Cole and me forward.

By the time
we were twelve, Cole and I were writing songs together.  Two years ago, we were stunned when a private collector offered my dad two hundred thousand dollars for the notebook containing the lyrics from our pre-teen writing sessions after a photo of the book was included in an article about us in Rolling Stone.  My dad keeps everything, and the offer didn't even turn his head.  The notebook is still ensconced in his safe.  He swears that he's just keeping it in case he needs "rainy day money."  My dad’s a joker, because there is no way he’s ever letting that book go.

Cole and I met
our drummer, Gavin Wilde, in sixth grade.  The three of us were hell on wheels, and I feel sorry for every teacher we ever had.  In addition to rocking, we excelled in general bad-assery and practical jokes.  Our formative years set a precedent for the debauchery that ensued once we hit the big time, of that there is no doubt.

The final piece
of the Renegade Saints puzzle came together when we met our bassist, Tyson Allen, in ninth grade.  We knew fifteen minutes into our first jam session that we were meant to be a band, and we spent the next three years working on that.  We spent so much time devoted to the band that it's really a wonder that the four of us graduated high school, but by the skin of our teeth, we managed it. 

Our
drive to be heard has become the stuff of legend.  We played anywhere and everywhere that we could, for anyone that was willing to listen… and even some who weren't.  The four of us wrote songs by the dozen, completely devoted to the idea of our band.  During our senior year, we bought a used moving truck for the dual purpose of hauling our gear to shows and hiring ourselves out as movers during the week to earn cash. 

Once we had enough money under
our belts to pay for studio time, we picked what we considered our three tightest songs and went in to record.  What we came out with was something we were all proud of, something we stood behind.  Bands like The Foo Fighters, Alice in Chains, Cheap Trick, The Beatles, Pearl Jam, Soundgarden, and U2 heavily influenced us, and I think our first songs reflect that.  Most people say that our music is unique and doesn't really reflect anyone that came before, but we're all about giving credit where credit is due.  We were influenced for sure, whether people want to acknowledge it or not.
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