
      
         	
         
      

   
      
         
         
         
         
      

      
         
         
            
            Praise for 
When We Were the Boys

            
            
            
               “Stevie Salas has been my rock ’n’ roll buddy for the past twenty-five years. He’s
                  achieved the greatest thing in our game: he lived a life worth living, and then was
                  able to remember it all long enough to write it down!”
               

               
               —Slim Jim Phantom, The Stray Cats

            

            
            
            
               
               “It’s funny but when I met Stevie Salas it was like meeting myself in my younger career.
Having two Scorpios working together meant Fire without the Fear.
               

               

               
               He stepped in loud, dreaming, with his volume turned up.

                  Speaking through his guitar and givin’ up the funk.

                  You see, music speaks the truth, it never lies,

                  it’s like one big soul with nothin’ to hide.
               

               

               
               I named him Stevie-No-Wonder just because you never knew what he was gonna say.

                  I will always be his big brother living a simple life of Plug & Play.
               

               

               
               Thanks, little brother, for always staying true to the passion that you possess.

                  Music & love is that thang that we ‘Self-Express.’

                  Stay funky, my friend!”
               

               
               —Bootsy Collins

            

            
            
            
               “Stevie Salas is the ultimate insider, and When We Were the Boys is your backstage pass. This book is a vibrant, unfiltered collection of stories
                  from a rookie guitarist earning his stripes with rock legends—from hazing to Hooters
                  girls and everything in between.”
               

               
               —Spike Feresten, Emmy Award–winning writer, producer, and comedian whose work includes
                     Seinfeld

            

            

            
            
               “Rock ’n’ roll pirate Stevie Salas spins a captivating yarn about his days aboard
                  the great ship Rock Star. A fast and fun read, full of brass, balls, and bollocks,
                  much like the man himself.”
               

               
               —Sass Jordan, multi-platinum recording artist

            

            
            
            
               “We met Stevie shortly after he left the Rod Stewart Band. Jeff Healey was a funny
                  cat when it came to guitar players. He would interact with very few during our live
                  shows, but he really dug Stevie’s playing from day one and would have him sit in whenever
                  possible. This led to a great friendship and writing partnership—as well as some killer
                  good times.”
               

               
               —Tom Stephen, manager/drummer, The Jeff Healey Band

            

            
            
            
               “Stevie’s expertise and diverse musical abilities were invaluable when we worked with
                  contestants from American Idol. Now, after reading When We Were the Boys, I think that most of his ‘diverse musical abilities’ came on the fly!”
               

               
               —Stirling McIlwaine, music business manager

            

            
            
            
               “Stevie’s one of the busiest people in the biz, but at the end of each day, he’s just
                  a kid who’s a massive fan of music. It’s great to be able to have this book by one
                  of the most sought-after guys in music—and read about ALL of the things he was up
                  to.”
               

               
               —Mike Halloran, legendary alt-rock radio DJ

            

            
            
            
               “I loved When We Were the Boys. . . . The craziness of being on a major rock ’n’ roll tour is all here: the private
                  jets, the trashed hotel rooms, the limousines that Stewart occasionally stole, the
                  booze, the drugs, and the women—lots and lots of women. This book is well-written
                  and contains great photos. You won’t want to put it down!”
               

               
               —Jim McInnes, legendary San Diego radio DJ

            

            
            
            
               “This book isn’t a front row seat—it’s an unlimited access backstage pass to the world
                  of rock ’n’ roll. Two masters of their crafts, Stevie Salas and Bob Yehling, pool
                  their talents to put you onstage with Stevie in what could be described as one of
                  the most amazing true ‘rock ’n’ roll fantasies’ ever. A great, great read.”
               

               
               —Ken Kebow, Emmy Award–winning producer/director
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            This book is dedicated to my amazing Father, 
Hilario Salas, 
because without him nothing would have been possible,
            


            
            and to my dear, sweet Tonjua Twist, 
who knew me like no other. 
            


            
            Also, to all the dreamers in the world . . . never give up, because the day you give
               up might be the day before your dream comes true.
            

            

            
         

         
      

      
         
         
         
            
             It was late 1984 when I looked up at the marquee: ROD STEWART. I wanted to see Rod
                  on his Camouflage tour so badly, but I couldn’t afford a ticket.


            	
             As I drove on the I-5 freeway past the San Diego Sports Arena, I said to myself,
                  “I’m going to play guitar for Rod Stewart, Mick Jagger, and David Bowie.” For some
                  reason, I believed this with all my heart.


            	
             A few short years later, I ran onto a stadium stage, playing the opening chords to
                  “Hot Legs” as Rod Stewart belted out the lyrics.


            	
             Later, I would play with Mick Jagger. As for Bowie, I am still working on that dream.


            	
             This is the story of how it all started, how a young kid got a lucky break that changed
                  his life, and molded him into a musician and a man.


            	
             This is about the year when we were the boys . . .

            	







            	







            
         

         
         
      

   
      About the Photographs

      
      
      1. A Revolution Is Almost Born. Jerry Jones, one of my best friends in tenth grade, and I started a band with dreams
         of playing backyard parties for our friends. We named our band Revolution, but since
         we could only play three songs, we never made it out of the garage . . . but we sure
         had some fun. (L to R: Me, Eddie Binder, Tom Kerr, Jerry Jones; photo: Steve Jones)
      

      
       

      
      2. This Kids. In 1980, I didn’t realize that I had a gift for spotting talent that I would later
         put to use as a record producer and music director for some of the biggest names in
         music and television. I was the youngest in the band and still in high school, but
         when I saw Pat Pinamonti sing at a jam session, I thought, that guy’s a star lead singer. No one believed me at first, but three months after we put This Kids together, we
         were the biggest thing going. (L to R: Paul Martinez, Pat Pinamonti, Greg Hammond,
         Me; photo: Allen Carrasco)
      

      
       

      3. Rock Star in Training. It was so weird. All of a sudden, it was like This Kids was the mini Duran Duran or
         Beatles, with girls screaming and crying at our shows. I was also really into the
         Beatles then (note the hollow guitar played up high like George Harrison). I would
         do a long tour with Duran Duran in 1993, but by that time, their screaming wild girl
         fans had grown into calm cougars. (Photo: Allen Carrasco)
      

      
       

      4. Broke and Homeless at Baby O. I quit This Kids and moved to Hollywood in 1985, where I soon found myself homeless.
         I must have had an angel on my shoulder, because Baby O Recording studio owner Rick
         Perratta and David Pahoa from The Plimsouls offered to let me sleep on the studio
         lounge couch in exchange for looking after their rehearsal room. This photo was shot
         in Studio A, where I would soon meet and record with George Clinton. (Courtesy of
         Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      5. Stand by This Man. In San Diego, my then-girlfriend, Deirdre, was the stepdaughter of legendary country
         singer Tammy Wynette. During my struggles to make it in Hollywood, Tammy and her husband
         George Richey would always encourage me to keep going. People never talk about Tammy’s
         great sense of humor, but the way she signed this photo for me says it all: Stevie, who says it’s over after 40?? Babe it’s what’s up front that counts!! (Courtesy of Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      6. We Want the Funk. Everything happens for a reason. At Baby O Studios during my homeless period, George
         Clinton was working on his R & B album, Skeletons in the Closet, for Capitol Records. He needed a guitar player for a 3:00 a.m. session—and I was
         in the right place at the right time when he woke me up from the studio couch and
         asked me to play. After I recorded with George, people in the music business began
         to take me seriously. (L to R: Gary Shider, Me, George Clinton; courtesy of Stevie
         Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      7. “We’re Hooters Girls!” My first U.S. concert with Rod Stewart at the Big Sombrero, the Tampa Bay Buccaneers’
         football stadium, was a big learning experience. When I saw these funny-dressed gals
         walking around backstage, I didn’t know what to think; after all, they didn’t have
         Hooters girls in California in 1988. I found a golf cart, put a keg of beer on it,
         and spent the afternoon making friends and learning about the perks of being in a
         big rock band. (Courtesy of Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      8. The Wind Cries “Maggie!” While performing “Maggie May” at Miami’s Joe Robbie Stadium, Rod had the stadium in
         the palm of his hand. (Photo: Dale Lawrence)
      

      
       

      9. Madre Mia Maria! I was having some fun with actress Maria Conchita Alonso, who sat on my side of the
         stage during our Miami concert. The next night, she invited me to her yacht to watch
         a private screening of Vampire’s Kiss, a new movie in which she was starring with Nick Cage. (Photo: Dale Lawrence)
      

      
       

      10. Saké Party on Sting’s Private Plane. Our plane wasn’t ready when the tour started, so we borrowed Sting’s plane for the
         South Florida gigs. One night, Rod ordered us a massive spread of sushi and saké.
         After several sakes, he decided to leave a little note for Sting on the plane’s beautiful
         wood table—and used a sharp knife to carve it. Word was, Sting wasn’t too happy about
         it. (L to R: Kelly Emberg, Don Archell, Rod, and Tony Brock; courtesy of Stevie Salas
         Archives)
      

      
       

      11. Our Home Away from Home. Our Rod Stewart tour plane arrived in Atlanta, and we practically lived on the plane
         from this point on. We flew twice per day, four to five times per week. If you were
         a musician with a fear of flying, this wouldn’t be the gig for you. (L to R: Tour
         Manager Henry Newman, me, Carmine Rojas; courtesy of Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      12. Every Picture Tells a Story. Jeff Golub and I shared lead guitar duties, and what a music lesson that was. I stole
         a lot of tricks from Jeff, and I am not ashamed to admit it. In 1990, guitar fans
         in France, Germany, Japan, and the U.S. voted me into several guitar magazine readers’
         polls for best new guitarist. I owe a lot of that to Jeff. (Photo: Bruce Kessler)
      

      
       

      13. Nice Selfie. There is nothing quite like the blend of energy and exhaustion you feel after a great
         two-hour show with twenty thousand screaming fans. To balance this out, we would often
         go straight to the bar on the plane and start hitting the drink. Rod and the boys
         taught me how to be a professional musician, which was great. They also taught me
         how to be a professional drinker, which wasn’t so great . . . but it was fun. (Courtesy
         of Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      14. Once More for Me Ol’ Mucker. Rod and his valet, Don Archell, who was an old-school English singer who knew the
         classics; we lovingly called him “Dad.” We would often tell the girls that he was
         Rod’s father, and would the girls eat Dad up! They didn’t call Don the Silver Fox
         for nothing! (Courtesy of Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      15. Spongy and Me. Singing into the mic with my big brother Carmine was always a mind blower. Only three
         years before that a poster of Carmine hung on my wall at my dad’s house in Oceanside.
         Now we were in a band together! He had many nicknames, but the most popular was “Spongy.”
         I never asked him why, but I figured it was due to the fact that his Afro looked like
         a sponge. (Photo: Bruce Kessler) 
      

      
       

      16. A Rock ’n’ Roll Rite of Passage. I had heard many rock ’n’ roll stories about bands like The Faces, The Who, and Led
         Zeppelin destroying hotel rooms. I got back to my room late one night in Kansas City
         and had a funny feeling something was not right. Rod and some of the boys had given
         me my rock ’n’ roll initiation (yes, it was very expensive). (Courtesy of Stevie Salas
         Archives)
      

      
       

      17. Too Rolling Stoned. One night, legendary Rolling Stone writer Robert Palmer hitched a ride on the RS band plane bound for New Orleans. I
         had never been to New Orleans, so Robert took me on a 3:00 a.m. custom tour to some
         seriously funky spots. He also joined our band ritual: after every show, once we were
         on the plane, we would do a dance and sing a song while Rick or Nick mixed Mudslides.
         (Courtesy of Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      18. The Singer. Words cannot describe the feeling one gets from playing a classic song like “Mandolin
         Wind” with Rod Stewart singing it. (Photo: Bruce Kessler)
      

      
       

      19. King Size Children. This is a rare shot of Jeff Golub on the plane without his Four Seasons robe. When it was too hot, he would just rock the hospital pants.
         Our drummer, the legendary Tony Brock, had an issue with Jeff’s style, but Rod’s co-manager,
         Randy Phillips, didn’t seem to mind. (L to R: Jeff Golub, Tony Brock, Randy Phillips;
         courtesy of Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      20. Arnold, Get to the Chopper! In Las Vegas, we jumped out of our private plane into jet helicopters and then raced
         down the Strip to our concert. Rod’s manager, Arnold Stiefel, was the unlucky one
         stuck with me in my helicopter and was frazzled after the flight. I lost my mind on
         the chopper, bouncing back and forth like a wild man shaking it to and fro while screaming
         like a commando on a raid. When Arnold screamed, “Stop it!” I knew I was in trouble.
         (Courtesy of the Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      21. The Boys Bringin’ It. Once this band came together as brothers, we were the baddest band in the land. We
         could make rock feel huge and funky, and we could make soft folk music fill an arena.
         (L to R: Tony Brock, Jeff Golub, Carmine Rojas, Me, Rod; photo: Allen Carrasco)
      

      
       

      22. Soul Mate. I met Tonjua Twist, an incredible Vogue magazine stylist, when I was with Rod and Carmine in New York City—and something changed
         in me. If she said it was okay to wear something, I felt safe doing it . . . otherwise,
         I never would have worn these crazy gold pants for my video shoot! Since her death,
         I have never been the same. She was indeed the love of my life. (Courtesy of the Stevie
         Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      23. You’re Kidding, Right? After leaving Rod, I made records, toured the world many times, and also was lucky
         to have my pick of projects as a producer, music director, writer, and guitar player.
         When Bill Laswell called in 1991 with a band idea, I couldn’t believe it: Buddy Miles
         from The Jimi Hendrix Band of Gypsies, Bootsy Collins . . . and little ol’ me? I was
         afraid to do it, but Bootsy convinced me that it would put me in a new light as a
         musician. (Courtesy of the Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      24. You Gotta Love Your Friends. In 1993, I wasn’t finished with my second Colorcode record, so I decided to make The Electric Pow Wow, a record that featured a lot of my rock star friends jamming with me. I am truly
         blessed to have so many talented friends. When I saw Cheap Trick open for KISS when
         I was a kid, I could have never imagined they would some day be playing on my record.
         (L to R: Matt Sorum, Tom Peterson, me, Sass Jordan, Brian Tichy, Rick Nielsen; courtesy
         of the Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      25. It’s a Big World. After the mid-1990s, I no longer toured the U.S., but I would spend months in Europe,
         the UK, and Asia. Music has given me a chance to see the world like a VIP. This concert
         photo was shot at a gig in Inchon, Korea a few years back. (Photo: Invisible Hands
         Music UK)
      

      
       

      26. Anything Is Possible! When I was learning how to play guitar, I drove my Mom, Dad, and sisters crazy while
         trying to play Led Zeppelin songs. Here I am in Tokyo with the great Jimmy Page telling
         me a joke while fans take our picture. My bro Zakk Wylde and I both thought this was
         pretty cool. (L to R: Jimmy Page, Me, Zakk Wylde; courtesy of the Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      27. Papa-San. My dad always encouraged me to follow my dreams. He wasn’t sure if I would ever really
         succeed, but he never had a negative thing to say, so when I did make it, I felt like
         we’d both made it. He loved to see my Rod Stewart concerts, and when I went solo, I wrote and
         recorded a song for him, “Indian Chief.” I was doing a big in-store press event in
         Tokyo and the fans loved it when Dad got onstage, chanting, “Hey Chief!” (Courtesy
         of the Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      28. A Little Less Shattered. In 2001, I was doing all I could just to get out of bed. I was suffering from depression
         after the death of Tonjua Twist but trying to keep it hidden from my then-girlfriend,
         Nikita Ager. I couldn’t play guitar, I couldn’t write a song, and my life felt over.
         Out of nowhere, I got a gift from God. The phone rang, and the voice on the other
         end said, “Can I speak to Stevie Salas? This is Mick Jagger calling.” Mick inspired
         me to get it together, starting my healing process. This is a cool photo of me and
         my long time rock ’n’ roll partner Bernard Fowler with Mick and Hugh Jackman after
         playing on Saturday Night Live in New York. (Courtesy of the Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      29. 25 Years Later, and It Still Feels Like a Dream. (Photo: Greg Hackett)
      

      
       

      30. How Did a Native American Guitar Player with a High School Education Get a Job
            at the Smithsonian? I have always been proud of my heritage, but have never thought of myself as a Native
         American guitar player. During a speech I gave at the 6 Nations Indian Reservation
         in Canada for the opening of a great studio, Jukasa, Tim Johnson, Associate Director
         at The Smithsonian’s National Museum of the American Indian, liked what I had to say.
         Before I knew it, Tim and I were working in Washington, D.C., on an exhibit about
         Native American musicians and their role in pop music history. (L to R: Me, Robbie
         Robertson [formerly of The Band], Tim Johnson. Photo: Jefferson Miller)
      

      
       

      31. There Is No Place Like Home. After all these years, I still am the same guy with my same best friends from Oceanside,
         California. It’s a great balance to play a big concert in Germany, then come home
         and surf with one of my best friends, Allen Carrasco. Allen liked to sit in my room
         after school and watch me jam. No matter how bad I sounded, Allen never let on. (Courtesy
         of the Stevie Salas Archives)
      

      
       

      32. I Am Too Young for This! Over the years, I have received some great music awards, including gold and platinum
         discs, but the Native American Lifetime Achievement award feels best. I spent the
         first twenty years of my career focused on me, but in 2008, I decided to focus on
         helping people in Indian country. The things I learned from working with Rod Stewart,
         American Idol, Justin Timberlake, George Clinton, Mick Jagger, The Smithsonian, and all the others
         can’t be learned in a school. (Photo: Kimberlie Acosta) 
      

      
      
   
      Foreword

      
      
      When Stevie Salas called me in spring 2013, we began a writing adventure like no other
         I’ve experienced in my career as an author and journalist.
      

      
       Six months prior, I’d seen Stevie play in his hometown of Oceanside. I wrote a blog
         about the benefit concert for his late cousin’s family. After the blog went viral,
         he thought enough of it to ask me about collaborating with him on a very special memoir.
         He wanted to commemorate the twenty-five-year anniversary of his first professional
         tour, when he played lead guitar on Rod Stewart’s Out of Order Tour. 
      

      
       I was intrigued, for two reasons. First, the Out of Order Tour was one of the last
         wild, uncut tours of a dying era, when musicians carried a larger-than-life aura,
         mystique, and mystery . . . and treated themselves to an endless succession of outrageous
         days and nights. Legend-building nights. You rarely see that anymore. Second, who
         the hell rises from playing backyard parties to center stage with a rock ’n’ roll
         legend in three years? What was the story behind that? Behind Stevie?
      

      
       Stevie and I share history, though amazingly, we’d never worked together before.
         We grew up five miles from each other in North San Diego County. In the late 1970s,
         while he was emerging as the teenage guitar sensation for This Kids, I managed one
         of the area’s other red-hot bands, Seraphim. Stevie spent his teenage years playing
         guitar; I spent mine writing concert reviews and interviewing musicians. Let’s just
         say that when I saw the movie Almost Famous in 2000, it took my breath away, because I was the second teenaged journalist to regularly
         interview big acts at the San Diego Sports Arena. Cameron Crowe, the one-time Rolling Stone wunderkind and eventual writer of Almost Famous and Jerry Maguire, was the first.
      

      
       Fast forward to 2006. Once again, Stevie and I were in the same place without crossing
         paths, working at opposite ends of the American Idol universe. He was the music director and consultant for several of the show’s most
         successful contestants, including Daughtry, Jordin Sparks, and Adam Lambert, while
         I was the editorial director of American Idol Magazine. I spent time with the idols as they rose up the ranks, giving many their first serious
         print media coverage. Once there, Stevie molded them into legitimate professional
         acts.
      

      
       Now, nearly thirty-five years after our parallel journeys began, we finally join
         forces to bring you Stevie’s memoir, When We Were the Boys.
      

      
         Stevie grew up amidst great hardship and personal tragedy in North San Diego County,
         whetted his taste buds to the promise (and allure) of rock ’n’ roll with This Kids,
         and then did what every young person with a burning dream should muscle up and do—whatever
         it takes to make your dream come true. In his case, it meant two-plus years of starving,
         and sleeping on studio couches, closets, and guesthouses in L.A. The experience chiseled
         his ability and toughened him mentally, just in time for funk-rock legend George Clinton
         to discover the young, homeless guitar player sleeping on the couch and invite him
         to play in a wee-hours recording session.
      

      
       You can read what happens next in When We Were the Boys, a memoir that is equal parts touching, hilarious, self-reflective, and . . . well,
         rock ’n’ roll. In a nutshell, Stevie found his way into amazing (and risky) film and
         music projects, including the number-one box-office smash Bill & Ted’s Excellent Adventure and Was (Not Was), which had a number-one hit in “Walk the Dinosaur” in 1987. He
         then pulled off one of the bigger coups in pop music, landing the gig as Rod Stewart’s
         lead guitarist for the Out of Order Tour in 1988. Many were skeptical about Rod’s
         ability to still command audiences (not to mention his hiring an untested twenty-four-year-old
         guitarist). However, when his three-month tour turned into a two-year extravaganza,
         the skeptics were silenced. Much of it was thanks to the youthful, hard-working ball
         of fire to Rod’s left.
      

      
       Stevie minces no words about his time on the Out of Order Tour. He delivers the goods
         hot and raw, combining blunt honesty with a large helping of wonderful tales, told
         by a natural storyteller and filled with juicy backstage and bedroom moments that
         long-time rock ’n’ roll fans love to see. He not only shares stories, but also makes
         us feel part of them. Then he runs deeper. He pokes at his own follies, peels away
         the layers of invincibility with which we anointed our rock stars in the 1970s and
         1980s, and shows us many painful lessons he learned on the road to stardom. He writes
         of how those lessons molded him into a better man, a better musician, and more versatile
         recording artist (selling more than two million solo albums), songwriter, music director,
         and producer on three fronts—music, television, and film. 
      

      
       What impresses me most about Stevie is his commitment to other musicians, his service-oriented
         nature, and his status as a lifelong fan. The title of this book, When We Were the Boys, spells out that quality: he speaks of his brothers in The Rod Stewart Band almost
         as much as himself. Also, Stevie is a walking Rolodex; he knows everyone. All you
         have to do is visit his Facebook fan page and hop onto the story train to realize
         that. He’s played with seemingly everyone, too, from Rod Stewart, Mick Jagger, and
         P. Funk’s George Clinton and Bootsy Collins to Sananda Maitreya (the artist formerly
         known as Terence Trent D’Arby) and The Jeff Healey Band. (Healey was the legendary
         blind guitarist in the Patrick Swayze film, Road House.) He recently cut the song “Dead and Gone” with Justin Timberlake and hip-hop star
         T.I. He’s the executive producer and star of Arbor Live, the Canadian comedy-music TV series, and recently completed a two-year consultancy
         as the Advisor to Contemporary Music at the Smithsonian Institution. 
      

      
       I love talking with Stevie about music, because unlike so many of today’s packaged
         stars, who can’t see their way out of their own illusory boxes, he holds a lifelong
         love and admiration for the works of many. Plus, he’s a veritable encyclopedia of
         pop and rock music knowledge, much of which he experienced directly. He has worked
         with the biggest rock star in history, Mick Jagger; American Idol, one of the highest-rated television series in U.S. history; and with the biggest
         museum in the world, the Smithsonian Institution. When he paints his memoir with refreshing
         brushstrokes of incisive musical perspective, you know it is borne of his vast experience.
      

      
       How does a kid rise from backyard parties to center stage in seventy-thousand-seat
         stadiums in three years—and use that experience to launch such a diverse and successful
         career on four continents, for which he continues to log 150,000 air miles per year?
      

      
       By getting to the show on time, and playing his heart out, night after day after
         night. 
      

      
       Enjoy.

      
      —Robert Yehling, coauthor

      
      
   
      Chapter 1

      Call to Audition

      
         
         
         
         
      

      
      I took a deep breath and walked into Audible. This huge Burbank, California, rehearsal
         studio was a very intimidating place for any young musician. Only the biggest acts
         could afford to rehearse at Audible, but I knew where to go, because I had jammed
         and auditioned there for alt keyboard legend Thomas Dolby several months before. 
      

      
       Now, on March 29, 1988, I found myself in Audible for a gig that seemed beyond my
         wildest dreams. Actually, it was my wildest dream, laid down in San Diego a few years before: to play with Rod Stewart.
      

      
       When I arrived, a person working for Rod told me to hang out for a minute and they
         would call me when it came my turn to audition. I was really confident, because it
         felt like everything was going my way. I was twenty-four years old and enjoying great
         success on many fronts, in large part because of my management: the Bill Graham Management
         Group. Bill was the greatest rock ’n’ roll promoter who ever lived, and the man who
         single-handedly turned the San Francisco psychedelic music scene into a global phenomenon
         in the late 1960s. That happened partially through his twin venues—the Fillmore West
         in San Francisco and Fillmore East in New York. He also was a tough-as-nails manager
         who, along with his staff, worked his ass off to succeed. Plus, Bill and his company
         really believed in me.
      

      
       So yes, as I stood in Audible, I had the buzz. The music gods were working in my
         favor. What other reason could explain the audition with Rod? I was at least ten years
         younger than any of the other musicians, and I had zero touring experience—unless
         you want to count my van tours with This Kids, my band from San Diego. We cut two
         EPs and played in Southern California, Arizona, and the Southwest. I really was underqualified
         for a gig like this, but none of it mattered, because when you get a buzz in Hollywood,
         you can ride it to the bank, if you’re lucky. 
      

      
       While waiting for my audition, I walked into the kitchen looking for a bottle of
         water. As I turned the corner to enter the kitchen—boom—right there, leaning against the refrigerator, was Rod Stewart! 
      

      
       I stopped dead in my tracks. Rod was one of my favorites, an idol to me, whose concert
         I had badly wanted to see in San Diego but couldn’t afford. He was one of the three
         British legends with whom I wanted to play someday, an artist whose Gasoline Alley and Atlantic Crossing albums helped to light a fire inside this kid from Oceanside. But right now, I couldn’t
         let him see the wide-eyed fan jumping up and down inside me. I had to play it cool.
      

      
       I quickly scanned the room for water, as if running into him wasn’t a big deal. I
         glanced side to side near the cupboards, but I could feel him staring at me, his eyes
         burning a hole in the side of my face. 
      

      
       When I finally met him eye to eye, he looked me up and down. “Hey,” he said, nodding
         his head.
      

      
       “Hey,” I said, trying my best to be cool. You know how hard it is to keep cool while
         freaking out?
      

      
       Rod walked back into the music room and auditioned another guitar player while I
         grabbed my water and waited in the hall.
      

      
       After a short bit, the auditioning guitarist walked out of the studio, instrument
         in hand. I thought to myself, Man, that guy does not look like a rock star. He was dressed like a plumber. Then I thought, Hmm, did I overdress? I don’t want them to think I’m a showboat. I am looking cool
            . . . aren’t I?

      
         That made me nervous. I was wearing black Let It Rock jeans with Mexican conchas
         down the legs tied with black leather, along with custom-made short black suede and
         python cowboy boots with chains around them and some kind of cool T-shirt. I know
         it sounds lame now, but that shit was hella cool in trashy L.A. in the late 1980s.
         That was the music scene, and you both played and dressed the part. Especially when
         auditioning for a stadium rocker like Rod Stewart. Oh man, hopefully Rod doesn’t think I’m a joke for dressing like a rock star when
            I’m not quite there yet!  
      

      
       I took a breath and calmed down, and then said to myself, “This is who I am and this is my gig.”
      

      
       A man called me over and walked me into the room. “Hey, I am Tony Thompson,” he said.
         “I’m music director for the tour.”
      

      
       Tony Thompson? As in, my favorite drummer in the world? I grew up listening to his records with Chic,
         not to mention his studio work with Madonna, The Power Station, David Bowie, and countless
         others. Tony then introduced me to bass guitarist Carmine Rojas. “Hey man, nice to
         meet ya,” I said. Then I slowed my voice down, real cool and easy, and said, “Loved
         that bass track you did on ‘Let’s Dance.’” Inside, my music fan’s voice screamed inside
         my head: “Ahhhhhh! Carmine Rojas from David Bowie!”
      

      
       After that, I met the New York guitar legend Eddie Martinez. I had once talked with
         Eddie on the phone when he was hanging out in an office at EMI. A girl I knew from
         a band I was producing, The Pandoras, worked at EMI. She called me and put me on the
         phone with Eddie. He was the king of rap-rock guitar, creating the signature backing
         sound for the group Run-DMC. In L.A., I was playing a lot of rap rock as well, and
         some people were calling me the young Eddie Martinez.
      

      
       Eddie remembered our talk, and that made me feel cool because I saw that the New
         York musicians in the room—Tony, Eddie, and Carmine—thought I was OK. The New York
         session guys had a harder vibe than the Los Angeles musicians when it came to recording
         in the studio. Their approaches were as different as the two coasts they came from,
         and these guys were street-hard New Yorkers. (More on them later.)
      

      
       I wasn’t from New York; actually, the furthest thing from it. I grew up surfing in
         North San Diego County. However, I felt and related to their New York ways and sound
         more than the L.A. guys.
      

      
       As I looked around, the pedigree of these musicians raced through my head. Besides
         playing with Bowie, Tony Thompson had filled in on drums for Led Zeppelin at Live
         Aid, their first appearance since John Bonham died a few years before. Tony also played
         on hybrid funk-rock tracks like “Some Like It Hot” by The Power Station and “Upside
         Down,” Diana Ross’s number-one hit. Eddie Martinez performed on “The King of Rock”
         with Run-DMC and “Addicted To Love” by Robert Palmer. Then there was the bass line
         Carmine Rojas played on “Let’s Dance” . . . like nothing I had ever heard before.
         You didn’t hear playing like that on a Don Henley or Toto record!
      

      
       I knew their music and found it pretty amazing to be in the same room with them.
         One thing about me: I’m as much a fan of music as I am a guitarist, songwriter, producer,
         or performer. I always was and always will be a fan. I never lose sight of that, which
         is why I’m probably a lot more approachable and into hanging out and jumping in on
         club gigs when my friends ask.
      

      
       I plugged in my guitar. Next thing I knew, Tony kicked into a beat on the kick and
         snare—plap plap plap boom—and we all just started rockin’. I was in heaven! We jammed for quite a while, playing
         my favorite style, a combination of funk and rock, along the thematic lines of Rod’s
         new record Out of Order. We also studied each other, figuring out how we meshed . . . or, should I say, Tony
         Thompson, Carmine Rojas, and Rod studied me to see if I meshed with them. I wasn’t thinking anymore; I was lost in the moment,
         jamming with a few of my musical heroes. I hoped the audition would go on. Rod started
         ad libbing, coming up with one-liners out of nowhere, definitely not from any of his
         songs. Holy shit! First things first: I kept cool. 
      

       

      The appearance of cool is everything with the big boys, and luckily, I had that instinct.
         Here’s an example of how it pays to be cool . . . or else. In 1993, I walked into
         a New York City restaurant late one night with my dear friend, Canadian rocker Sass
         Jordan, whose work I produced and played on. If you don’t know Sass’s music, get to
         know it. She’s awesome. If you’ve watched the movie The Bodyguard with Kevin Costner and the late Whitney Houston, then you’ve heard Sass’s powerful
         voice; she accompanied Joe Cocker on the title song.
      

      
       When we arrived, the doorman stopped me. “Sorry, sir, it is a private party,” he
         said.
      

      
       “I know. I am Stevie Salas and I am here for Keith Richards’s fiftieth birthday.”
         Only one problem: I wasn’t on the list.
      

      
       Just then, Keith’s assistant, Tony Russell, came up to me. “I am here to meet Bernard
         Fowler,” I said. (Bernard has toured with The Rolling Stones as a backup singer for
         the past twenty-five years. In addition, I’ve played and recorded with him many times.)
         
      

      
       “Hmm, I heard of you,” Tony said. “Come on in.”

      
       Now here is when you really gotta be cool. Except that it almost became uncool right
         out of the box. I bumped hard into a table where supermodel Naomi Campbell and Eric
         Clapton were sitting . . . Keep cool . . . keep cooooool . . . I didn’t make a big deal about it, but just nodded my head and kept walking.
         It was almost uncool, but no harm, no foul. Then I spotted the guys I knew were the
         coolest of the cool, Bernard Fowler and Ivan Neville. We hugged each other and talked.
      

      
       All this time, Keith Richards was checking it out from afar. He walked up to Sass
         and me. “Happy birthday,” I said. “Nice to meet you.”
      

      
       We engaged in a little small talk, then Keith, being the King of Cool, hugged me
         and walked off. As he walked away, I smiled inside and out and thought, I did it; I’m on the inside.

      
       What I didn’t know was that Keith walked up to Bernard and asked, “Who the fuck is
         Salas? Is he cool?”
      

      
       “Yeah, he’s cool,” Bernard replied in his calm, collected way.

      
       Later, Keith walked up to Ivan and asked, “Who the fuck is Salas? Is he cool?”

      
       “Yeah man, he’s cool.”

      
       Only then was I invited to sit at Keith’s table to indulge in vodka and conversation
         while a very lovely Kate Moss sat next to me . . . Now that’s cool!
      

       

      As we continued jamming, all seemed good at the studio. Even though I was auditioning
         to join a band of veteran musicians, it felt a lot more like friends cutting loose
         than me nervously gutting it out under the watchful eye of the bandleader. We really
         had fun playing together.
      

      
       Towards the end, Rod said, “Let’s try ‘Hot Legs.’” It was the only Rod Stewart song
         I played during that audition. I strapped on the Stratocaster that had served me well
         since my teen years playing for This Kids, hit the opening chords, and joined the
         band to play one of the signature anthems of Rod’s career. What a rush to see him
         next to me, singing as I played! Even though we never covered “Hot Legs” with This
         Kids, I knew it enough by ear to get through it.
      

      
       After a bit of small talk, I said my good-byes to Rod and the boys, feeling really
         good about the past hour. 
      

      
       The next day, I headed to San Francisco for two days to produce another eclectic
         band, The Tubes, for Columbia Records. I got a call from Randy Phillips, who later
         became the president of AEG. “Stevie, you did it! You got the gig!”
      

      
       “What?” I made him tell me again, because I didn’t believe my ears.

      
       I couldn’t get Randy off the phone fast enough. I went bananas, calling my San Diego
         pals Allen Carrasco and Dale Lawrence. It had only been three years since I left my
         high school pals, This Kids, and the comforts of my parents’ Oceanside home. It had
         only been three years since I drove past the San Diego Sports Arena and vowed I would
         play with Rod Stewart, Mick Jagger, and David Bowie. Even in the 1980s, you just didn’t
         get from there to here in three years.
      

      
       Randy told me to block out April 13 on my calendar, the date full rehearsals would
         begin. 
      

      
       As it turned out, I learned a valuable lesson: Don’t tell anyone anything until you sign the contract. 

      
       I didn’t have the gig, after all. The guys all loved me and Rod said I had it. Then,
         reality hit them and they realized that I was almost a clone of Eddie Martinez. Furthermore,
         I sucked at slide guitar and had no acoustic guitar experience, which is vital for
         songs like the all-time classic “Maggie May,” which lives or dies by acoustic guitar.
      

      
       They decided to look for a seasoned musician that possessed the skills I lacked.
         That turned out to be Jeff Golub. How could I blame them? The Out of Order Tour would
         be a giant stadium and arena tour, Rod’s biggest in years, with millions of dollars
         at stake. Your bandmates can cover missed notes and minor mistakes in concert, especially
         with guys as seasoned as those in Rod’s band, but they can’t cover someone who barely
         knows how to play a particular instrument. That’s where I was with acoustic guitar.
         I was a turtle on its back.
      

      
       I was pretty bummed out. Scratch that: I was really bummed out. However, thanks to Bill Graham Management and my other recording work
         and credits, I was close to getting my own recording contract and still working like
         crazy. Time to move on . . . 
      

      
       Except, I couldn’t. Weeks went by, but I couldn’t shake it. I couldn’t get the Rod
         tour out of my head. It was all I could think about. I wouldn’t just say I was focused
         on this gig—I was obsessed with this gig.
      

      
       I am a Native American, and I experience precognition. Sometimes, I know things that
         are going to happen before they do. It kind of freaks me out, but it’s true. I didn’t
         consciously use visualization then, but it still seemed to happen. I had no choice.
         And I didn’t have a choice in what I visualized this time, either: something kept
         telling me the Out of Order Tour was my gig.
      

      
       Every week, I left phone messages with Rod’s assistant, Malcolm Cullimore, and Tony
         Thompson. I let them know that if they needed me, I was there. Of course, they never
         returned my calls.
      

      
       I carried a lot of confidence and a healthy ego, two very big assets when you work
         in the entertainment business. Normally, I wouldn’t keep calling and leaving messages
         with people who don’t return my calls, but still I called because I felt that the
         outcome was eventually beyond my control. I never stopped visualizing myself playing
         those killer Faces songs, the music of a generation, onstage with Rod and Carmine
         at Madison Square Garden. 
      

      
       Meanwhile, I was dating Christina Whitaker, an actress and friend of actress Maria
         Conchita Alonso, who was managed by . . . Randy Phillips. One day, Christina wanted
         to take a trip. “I can’t leave town, because Rod’s tour starts soon, and I need to
         be here in case they call me,” I said.
      

      
       Christina had had enough. She knew from Maria that the band was well into rehearsals
         with new guitar player Jeff Golub, and that I was not part of any conversation at
         Randy’s office. She laid into me. “Forget this tour,” she said. “It isn’t going to
         happen. You need to wake up!”
      

      
       Right then, I stopped seeing her. I had to. She never knew why I ended our relationship
         so abruptly, but that was why. I believed I would find my way onto the tour. She did
         not. I didn’t feel like she had my back, or the confidence that I would make it. The
         likelihood seemed impossible to her. It certainly looked like it—unreturned calls,
         no Stevie Salas in the studio conversation, two great guitarists flanking Rod . .
         . but deep inside, I knew better. 
      

      
       At night, I tossed around to vivid dreams with Rod in them (not in his leopard-print
         underwear!). In one, I was at a cabin in the woods hanging out with a girl. A red
         Lamborghini drove up the road and stopped in front of my cabin. It was Rod. We talked
         about things as if we were old pals, and then he drove off . . .
      

      
       I woke up thinking, This is weird! Remembering my dreams and looking for messages and direction from them came to me
         naturally. This vision and tour consumed me, so I didn’t know if the dream was a message
         or part of my obsession that crept into the night. I was certain of my destiny, but
         . . . I was also secretly afraid about how I would recover if it didn’t happen.
      

      
       Then on June 15, less than three weeks before the Out of Order Tour’s opening stop
         in San Juan, Puerto Rico, the phone rang. I noticed the English accent immediately.
         “Stevie, this is Malcolm. Can you please come to Audible Studio? Rod would like you
         to come and play again.”
      

      
      
   
      Chapter 2

      You Got the Gig—This Time, I Mean It

      
         
         
         
         
      

      
      I will never forget the words as long as I live. It was about 6:00 p.m. on June 16
         when Rod looked me in the eye and said those words into his rehearsal room mic, loud
         enough for everyone in the room to hear. I could have died. I knew that my life was
         about to change and would never be the same again. 
      

      
       I had only ten days to rehearse and learn the whole set list of songs, a set list millions of people love and cherish. To a lot of people,
         these songs are the soundtracks of their lives, so the pressure was on! I had to play
         all the acoustic guitar parts, too, and let me tell you: I sucked at playing acoustic
         guitar. 
      

      
       After Malcolm Cullimore asked me to see Rod for this second-chance audition, I bought
         up Rod’s records and spent the day before learning everything I could. I knew their
         big concern was whether or not I could handle the subtleties of playing acoustic guitar.
         Everyone knew I could bring some heat to the songs on the new Out of Order album, which Rod was about to tour. Since I loved the old Rod Stewart and Faces songs,
         I had a vibe on those, too. The Faces’ sloppy party style helped me, since my lack
         of experience made it look like I was playing with that funky swing. Or perhaps just
         playing drunk. But here’s the thing: with acoustic guitar, there is no faking it.
         When you play that acoustic guitar in a sports arena or stadium and clam it up . .
         . God help you.
      

      
       I spent all morning running over the songs, so I could ace this God-given second
         chance. When I showed up at Audible Rehearsal Studio at 1:30 p.m., I was ready.
      

      
       So I thought.

      
       When I got there, Carmine Rojas greeted me and pulled me aside. Since my last audition
         and jam, they had made some big changes. Eddie Martinez had left the band to return
         to his original gig with Robert Palmer. Robert had a tour and follow-up record to
         produce after the success of the Riptide album and its huge hit “Addicted to Love,” so Eddie took off and left an opening
         for lil’ ol’ me. Superstar drummer Tony Thompson had also left the band. His music
         director duties fell to Carmine Rojas. 
      

      
       After Carmine explained this to me, he sat me down and said, “I need to talk to you.”
         He looked me in the eye. “I feel like you need to do this gig.” 
      

      
      I nervously said, “Uhh cool uhh me too and uh . . . ” 

      
       “Stop! Listen to what I am telling you.”
      

      
       Carmine said something that blew my mind: when I walked into the room on the first
         audition, I reminded him of his little brother, Rafael. He had carried Rafael to the
         hospital when they were both very young, and Rafael died in his arms of spinal meningitis.
         
      

      
       I was frozen. He then added, “Something keeps telling me that you need to get this
         gig, I just feel it in my heart, so don’t blow it!” 
      

      
       “I won’t, Carmine . . . I promise. Thank you.”

      
       I walked into the rehearsal room and met all the new guys: Nick Lane on trombone,
         Rick Braun on trumpet, Jimmy Roberts on sax, Chuck Kentis on keyboards, Jeff Golub
         on guitar, and . . . Oh my God, that’s Tony Brock from The Babys!  
      

      
       When I was in sixth grade, a dozen years before, I had an older friend named Roy
         Tuck. He and my brother-in-law, Steve Cottrell (who built my first electric guitar),
         liked to go fishing, race motocross, and listen to cool music. We all loved The Babys.
         Their two big hits, “Head First” and “Midnight Rendezvous,” were showstoppers for
         This Kids. In fact, we used to talk about how great the drummer was. 
      

      
         This is nuts. I’m gonna be in the same band with him? 
      

      
       It gets deeper. My San Luis Rey school buddy, Jeff Smith, and I spent a lot of our
         year rocking out to Rod Stewart’s Atlantic Crossing album. So now I had a lump in my throat because I was going to be playing Rod Stewart
         songs with Rod singing and Tony on the drums . . . what the fuck? 

      
       I gathered myself and plugged my guitar into the wall of amps that were brought down
         for me to use. Were those the same white Ampeg amps I used to see on the Faces
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