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Chapter
1

 *Introduction*

 


 


In 1978, I lucked my way into a staff job
on the rock weekly Sounds. It was a
magical time for popular music. Punk rock had kicked open the door
for wave after wave of new musical movements. There was streetpunk,
2-Tone, New Mod, Oi, synthesiser bands…The old restrictions had
been smashed; old rules were broken and the new rules were yet to
be written. It felt like anything could happen. Even a New Wave of
British Heavy Metal.

Writing about
bands like Iron Maiden and Def Leppard led to me going on the road
with the likes of Ozzy Osbourne, Noddy Holder and Ritchie Blackmore
– who were all my idols when I was fifteen – and other genuine rock
gods such as Phil Lynott, the Quo boys and Lemmy…I was the first to
interview the likes of Twisted Sister and Rose Tattoo in the UK
too.

My years on Sounds were some of the happiest of my life. At the time, our
great rival the NME was quite
po-faced about all of this. They pronounced punk “dead” as early as
1977, and dismissed hard rock and metal out of hand. As I hope
these memories illustrate, it was their loss.

 


 


.

 


 



Chapter
2

 *Blizzard of Oz
– Ozzy Osbourne*

 


 


When Ozzy Osbourne asked me to write his
autobiography in 1984 I was flattered. Of course I would, what an
honour. So why didn’t it happen? Consider our first day of
interviews for the book: 12noon. We meet in a West End pub, drink beer and brandy for three
hours. 3pm. Back to
their rented gaff near Grosvenor Square. Ozzy supplies two bottles
of wine, I chop out two fat lines of sulphate. An interview of
sorts takes place. 5.30pm back to
the pub. 8pm. Chinese
meal, cocaine, more beer, brandy and banter. 10.30pm back to pub for last orders and Ozzy’s
favourite tipple: a pint glass filled with a shot from every spirit
on the optic, ordered with a cheery “Once round the wall of death,
please guv’nor.” 11.20pm. Back to
his place. 12 midnight. The
telly’s on and I pass out. 12.08 am I wake up. There’s a stab of pain over my right eye. I
assume Ozzy has thrown an empty can at me. I growl at him and
stagger up to bed.

Thirty-two
hours later I take my kids to primary school, think the Mums are
looking at me strangely but put it down to post-speed paranoia.

At 10.30am,
Steve Kent, the guitarist in my band, knocks at my front door. He
takes one look at me and says “Gal, where are your eyebrows? Ozzy
had shaved them off! When I looked in the mirror and realised, I
was startled …but you couldn’t tell.

I’m not sure
what disturbs me most about this story – that Ozzy Osbourne had
been that close to my eyes with a razor blade in the state he was
in, or that I’d been so out of it the following day I hadn’t even
noticed...I was lucky. Oz once shaved off his keyboard player’s
entire head of hair. He has been known to set fire to roadies, or
pass around a hip-flask full of aftershave. I once saw him piss in
the jacket pocket of unsuspecting rock photographer Ross Halfin,
which absolutely shocked me. I wouldn’t have pissed on Ross if he
were on fire.

Careless
urination was always a feature of Ozzy’s life-style. He got
arrested for it in Texas, when he pissed on the ruins of the Alamo
- but this wasn’t a mark of disrespect to the people of Texas, he’d
had a skin-full and it was just a handy wall for a leak. He’d
previously been arrested for peeing on the hood of a parked car in
Memphis. The police report said he was “staggeringly drunk”. No
change there then. He also fell out with Don who caught him
piddling in the sink of the bar in his living room. It got worse.
We were checking it to a Marriott Hotel in Florida once when Ozzy
felt the need for a crap. Anyone else would have asked for the
restroom. Ozzy merely dropped his trousers and defecated in an
ashtray in the lobby. We were understandably asked to leave.

I was out in Florida with him once in 1981
when one of his roadies came up to him with a problem. It was the
last day of the tour and he’d caught something unmentionable. Ozzy
thought for a moment, stroked his chin sagely, and then advised the
poor gullible fellow to bathe his bits in Domestos. “Really Oz?”
said the bloke, yes Ozzy replied because Domestos kills 99 per cent
of all known germs. “Isn’t that right Garry?” he asked. “Mmm,” I
said. Well the roadie went away happy and we all knew he did what
Ozzy had advised because half an hour later we heard the agonised
screams...from the floor below. And don’t forget ladies and
gentlemen that Ozzy Osbourne now writes a medical advice column in
the Sunday
Times!

That tour was
absolutely bonkers. It ended with a sell-out show at Daytona Beach
in Florida. Naturally there was an end of tour party afterwards.
But because I had an early start, I’d turned in at around 2am. 90
minutes later I awoke to what sounded like a guerrilla attack on
the plush hotel masonry. Was that machine gun fire? What the heck….
Gingerly I crawled to the window, and looked out expecting to see
an invading Cuban army. Instead I saw Oz celebrating the end of 93
gruelling dates by showering the hotel exterior with massive great
stage fire-crackers. Two squad cars full of angry, armed cops drew
up outside and Oz led his entourage inside. Like a Carry On farce,
lights went on and off all over the hotel as they moved from room
to room avoiding their pursuers long enough to let off a round of
firecrackers before escaping to the next safe haven. Eventually
Ozzy led his party onto the tour bus, which of course was private
property, and told the cops to go away, but no so politely, until
they could come back with a warrant...

 


Here are some
of my favourite Osbourne experiences...

 


 


Leicester,
November, 1981

 


I’m on the
road with Ozzy Osbourne. He’s due to play Leicester tonight, only
he’s doubled up in pain in the foyer of the Holiday Inn. “I ate a
dodgy hamburger,” he moans.

“It was cordon
bleu,” manager/girl-friend Sharon Arden – the future Mrs. O - tells
him.

“It should be
fuckin’ cordoned off!” Ozzy retorts. “It was made of rancid cat
meat. I can’t go on, Sharon. I’ve got food-poisoning. I’m in
agony.”

Reluctantly, Sharon cancels the gig. Ozzy
requests a “medicinal” brandy, we hit the bar for a large one and
his stomach ache is rapidly forgotten. But not by the promoter, who
is Sharon’s father, Don Arden, otherwise known as rock’s answer to
Don Corleone – a man who much feared in music press circles after
he responded to a bad review of ELO by sending two of his heavies
to hang an NME hack out of
a third storey window by his ankles. You felt he might rip off a
head as casually as he ripped off his acts. (The only rock manager
with a heavier reputation was the great but ruthless South Londoner
Peter Grant, who Arden had originally hired to work for him as a
tour manager.)

Within minutes
of the show being pulled, Don starts to page the pair of them. But
we’re all having too much of a good time to take his call. Around
8pm we realize that the paging has stopped and assume the old devil
has given up. Result! Unfortunately, we’re wrong. Don has only
stopped calling because he has made his son David drive him up from
London.

Shortly after
9.30pm, I go to order a round just as a squat raging bull of a man
in state somewhat beyond apoplexy materializes in the hotel bar.
The crowd of nervous drinkers part before him like the Red Sea
parting for Moses. Shaking with rage, Don roars up to our table,
jabs a stubby finger at an unfortunate lighting man and tells him
“You – fuck off!” He complies. I stay at the bar and witness a
master-class of insults and invective couched in language that
would have made Gordon Ramsay blush. Don rants, he raves, he
seethes; he practically emits steam. Sharon and Ozzy return the
tirade. For a good twenty minutes the air is as blue as Dot
Cotton’s varicose veins, and then, Sharon says something that
changes her father’s mood in an instant.

“Dad,” she
says in that little girl lost voice. “We’re getting married.”

And that was
it. The swearing and threats stop immediately. They’re hugging and
kissing, Don’s ordering champagne. I get called over from the bar.
Don hugs and kisses me. We have a right old time. But to this day
I’m unsure whether the Osbournes’ marriage was actually planned, or
whether it was an inspired spur of the moment invention to deflect
Don’s not inconsiderable wrath.

At around
10.30pm the now teary-eyed promoter decides it’s bed time leaving
Ozzy to go back on the brandies. The rock star’s eyes fill with
mischief. There are Japanese businessmen on the next table, and
bread rolls within the rock star’s reach. The pelting commences.
Sharon and I manage to restrain him. “Come on Oz,” I say. “Let’s
hit the sack. You’ve got an early start.” He rises unsteadily to
his feet, and glances out towards the hotel lobby.

Suddenly his
mood changes. “What the fuck...,” Ozzy says. “What?” asks Sharon.
“Fucking filth!” Ozzy roars. We look over. Two uniformed policemen
are in the lobby. Ozzy is outraged. “I’m going to do the bastards,”
he says and starts to stagger towards them. Sharon looks at me.
“Stop him, Garry,” she pleads. Gulp. I’ll try. I run after Ozzy and
grab him by the shoulders. He’s stronger than I am. The cops are
leaving but are still in the hotel. If Oz reaches them, or they see
the commotion they’ve inadvertently caused, he will be nicked.
Sharon runs to join me. I have one arm, she has the other. Together
we manage to keep Oz in the bar until the police have gone. “Bye
cunt-stables,” Ozzy slurs as Sharon steers him towards the lift.
“Bye orifacers.”

It was, we
agree over breakfast in the morning, a relatively uneventful
night…

 


***

 



Birmingham-born Ozzy was always one of my favourite rock stars.
I’ve known him since 1979 and he’s always been as funny as he is
crazy. Once he casually let slip that he’d bedded ALL of his first
wife Thelma’s girl friends. When I asked if his missus had minded,
Oz replied: “Why should she? I fuck her as well.”

But Sharon is
most definitely the power behind the throne. She may seem like
sweetness and light on TV but the former Sharon Arden is every bit
as tough and shrewd as her notorious father. Back in 1981 we
arrived at a concert in the US. Ozzy was supposed to be topping the
bill but wasn’t. Sharon asked the Yank promoter why. He started to
reply, saying “Listen little lady…” He was a big guy, about 6ft 5
and at least 16 stone but he didn’t get any further. She knocked
him out with one punch. “Patronizing git,” she said.

When Sharon
threatened that she would cut off someone’s dick and ram it down
his throat nobody doubted she was capable of doing it.

I always laugh
whenever I see her on TV these days putting on that lickle girl
voice and claiming to love even the naffest wannabe singer because
inside she’s as soft as an iron bar. It was Sharon who saved Ozzy
from drug-raddled obscurity after he was sacked by Black Sabbath.
She lured him away from Don, who promptly sent her to Coventry for
19 years, uttering such paternal pleasantries as “When my daughter
dies I’ll be at the funeral, pissing on her grave.” Sharon
mortgaged their home to put Oz back on the road and give him the
space and the support he needed to make it all over again in the
USA. I was lucky enough to be there at the very start of that
come-back.

Between 1980 and ‘85 I toured the world
with Ozzy. We were so close he even asked me to ghost write his
autobiography (see previous story, although it never quite
happened), as did Don. He was
never one for unwinding by sunbathing or reading a good book. One
time in Seattle to combat the boredom, Oz dropped a fishing line out of his hotel window
and landed four baby sharks. He gutted two and laid them out in his
bed like the horse’s head in The Godfather, and left the other two
swimming in his bath. Then he called room service and set off for
the night’s gig.

MTV didn’t show things like
that
on The Osbourne’s…

Of course the
funniest Oz story was when he was on tour in Japan. Steaming drunk,
Oz pulled a geisha girl and took her back to his hotel room
completely forgetting that Sharon was on tour with him. Sharon took
one look at the girl, snatched a painting off the wall and smashed
it right over his head. Halfin found him the next morning lying
prostrate in the hotel corridor, his head still inside the picture
frame.

He wasn’t much
of one for groupies when I knew him, although he was nearly at the
centre of a sex scandal when his new bass player started choking
while they were in the shower after a gig. The naked Ozzy started
giving him the Heimlich Manoeuvre which is when the bass player’s
girlfriend walked in and got entirely the wrong impression.

Booze was
Ozzy’s mistress back then. He thought nothing of breakfasting on an
entire hotel mini-bar – and yet he’d still perform in the evening.
At his worst he would consume FOUR litre bottles of brandy a day.
One night drinking with him after a show in Sheffield, Ozzy asked
what I wanted as a short to finish the night off. I said a
Hennessey brandy. Oz replied: “Great idea” and ordered us a bottle
each.

He told me
that he’d got drunk for the first time at 14 and in the next 22
years was hardly ever sober. Sharon initially tried to stop him
boozing by hiding all his clothes. Famously, Ozzy just dressed up
in her clothes and went down the pub anyway.

He freely
admits that if it wasn’t for Sharon, he’d be dead. Yet even before
he tried to kill her, Ozzy and Sharon would row constantly.

We nearly
ploughed into the central reservation when they started screaming
at each other, with Sharon at the wheel, on the road in the
Midlands. It was like a high-speed version of the Jerry Springer
Show. And half an hour later, it was all forgotten.

 


***

 


OZZY was
always open about his drug consumption. As long ago as 1982, he
asked me to warn kids that heroin was “shit”, and that LSD was
“crap, not worth taking.”

I asked how
often he’d dropped acid when he was in Black Sabbath. Ozzy replied:
“Only about 900 times. I used to swallow handfuls at a time. The
worst trip I ever had was after I took four tabs of acid and two
tabs of mescaline. I wandered into this field totally out of it and
started talking to his horse. I talked to this bloody horse for
hours and in the end the horse told me to fuck off – that’s when I
knew things were getting out of hand.”

He was always
great copy, and I naturally loved provoking him into saying
something outrageous. I was with him shortly after he’d bit the
head off a dove while being introduced to CBS executives in Los
Angeles. Ozzy was amazed by the outcry, and then outraged by it.
“What’s the difference between a dove and a chicken?” he protested
to me. “No one gives Colonel Sanders the stick I’ve had and he
murders about nine million chickens a day.”

What did it
taste like? I asked innocently. “Warm,” he said. “Like tomato
sauce.” So have you got a taste for uncooked fowl? “Oh yes,” he
said. And to prove it he bit the wings off a pigeon.

I was with
Ozzy in New York in 1981 when someone threw a live bat at him on
stage. Thinking it was a toy, Ozzy bit its head off too – but not
before the bat bit him. “What a horrible dumb animal,” said the
bat.

Oz was rushed
to hospital for rabies injections. When he arrived he told shocked
nurses: “I’ve got rabies” and started barking. He howled at the
moon when the mood took him for days on end. Later he said that the
bat reminded him of Sharon’s cooking and claimed that it was rushed
to hospital “to get Ozzy Osbourne shots.”

An anti-Ozzy
backlash kicked off as Christian campaigners perhaps understandably
objected to his unholy presence on their shores. The crazies in his
audience responded by bringing dead animal “tributes” to his shows.
The macabre menagerie that got past security included: a dead dog
carcass, white rats, a snake, a severed cow’s heads, pigs heads, an
ox’s head and in Des Moines a skinned 18inch Louisiana bullfrog.
One kid killed a cat outside a gig and tried to get in with it tied
round his waist like a belt. At another show, someone threw a dildo
with a live bullet attached to it with a note saying ‘now bite the
head off that.’

I was in
Providence with Oz when some nut-case hurled a cherry bomb on stage
just as the band were about to come on. It exploded knocking Sharon
unconscious. She was rushed to hospital but wasn’t seriously hurt.
I pity that kid if she ever finds him. I fell out with Sharon,
briefly, when I was half-writing Ozzy’s book. It wasn’t a pleasant
experience. But she is capable of much kindness too. When I wasted
a day of my holiday in 2001 due to a misunderstanding once, Sharon
flew my wife and kids from Vegas to LA and treated them to a great
day out at Universal Studios.

In all the
years I’ve known Ozzy he has never failed to make me laugh. He
never minds being the butt of the story himself and although he
loves to play up to his satanic image, he has no time for the black
arts. When an earnest US fan once asked Ozzy about black magic he
replied deadpan: “I prefer Milk Tray.” But to wind people up,
Sabbath did record a backwards message that when deciphered said:
“Your mother sells whelks in Hull.”

The only band
to ever out-do him were the Cockney Rejects who while recording at
Rockfield studios, in South Wales, decided to pay Oz a visit at the
mansion he was renting a few miles away. Tanked up on lager and Bob
Hope, they turned up at his place with 12 bore shotguns. Wearing
sheets over their heads, they started chanting odes. Vince the
bassist fired off a round and the top window flew open. It was
Ozzy, looking as if they’d interrupted him in the middle of a bad
acid trip. Clearly freaked out by the robed figures in the front
garden, he insulted them in pure Anglo-Saxon and then started to
intone Latin Church verses as if trying to exorcise evil spirits.
The lads fired off a couple more rounds and legged it before the
police turned up. Jeff said it may even be their fault that Ozzy
started shaking.

When he
discovered his tormentors’ identity (from Halfin, the grass) Oz was
initially outraged but after a while he congratulated them on the
wind-up branding the band “men after my own heart.”

 


***

 


I met up with Ozzy again in New York in
1999, a year before The Osbournes TV
show propelled him to a whole new level of global fame. Proudly,
Ozzy boasted he hadn’t touched a drop for seven years. And yet when
I caught up with him in LA three years later, he admitted he’d been
burying vodka in his back garden and sneaking out to “walk the dog”
behind Sharon’s back. He told me: “Remember I got in trouble with
the council for installing floodlights in the garden of our place
in Buckinghamshire? I said I wanted them for late night gardening
but I was really digging holes to hide the vodka.”

He doesn’t do
hard drugs any more though – just tranquillizers and pain killers.
And he isn’t unfaithful to Sharon any more either – it’s far too
risky. The woman is madder than a wet hen.

So what’s my
take on Ozzy? That he is one of the real people in rock ‘n’ roll.
What you see is what you get with him. The Ozzy you see on screen
is the Ozzy I’ve known for half of my life. His only weakness is
hypochondria and his most endearing quality is his constant air of
wounded innocence. No matter what befalls him, Ozzy believes it is
never his fault.

I’ll end with
my favourite Ozzy story. Back in the late ‘70s, before the dove
incident, Ozzy got back from touring with Black Sabbath to discover
that his first wife Thelma had bought some chickens. Within a day
the noise from the clucking was driving him nuts, so Ozzy took his
shotgun and started blasting them. “The last one wouldn’t die,” he
told me. “So I took a sword and started chasing it. Suddenly I was
stopped by the sight of my very respectable neighbour looking at me
over the fence. ‘Unwinding again, John?’ she said. Classic.

 


 


.

 


 



Chapter
3

 *Ozzy Takes
Manhatten – Ozzy Osbourne*

 


 


June, 1981

 


NEW YORK’S
Plaza Hotel is so posh you wouldn’t be at all surprised to turn
round and catch the Queen Mum sliding down the banisters between
courses, or James Cagney in a top-hat and tails tap-dancing down
the stairs singing ‘Yankee Doodle Dandy’ at any given moment.

Myself, I enjoy being here immensely, not
least because I know the likes of me shouldn’t be here, and
they
know the likes of me shouldn’t
be here, but there’s sod all they can do about it.

Ozzy Osbourne doesn't seem anywhere near
as chuffed. In front of him is a month old copy of
Sounds
open at a Letters Page
criminally stuffed with anti-Osbourne propaganda viciously
asserting that recently published pictures of him sensitively
biting off a dove’s head amounted to ‘an over the top macho
display’, ‘a sickening obscene act’, ‘a vile abuse of publicity’,
and, most outrageously, ‘a has-been engaged in a cheap publicity
stunt.’ To say Oz is a little miffed would be like comparing a leg amputation to a neatly
clipped toe-nail. “They're all hypocrites,” the Brummie rock god
snarls. “Anyone who complains, just ask the arseholes do they eat
meat, and if they do they're worse than me cos they’re lazy
bastards. They’re so dumb they believe in the system, they believe
it’s alright to go to the butchers and see a dead cow hanging up as
long as they don’t have to kill it.

“Y’know what
I'd like to do?” he demands rhetorically, tattooed pinkies closing
menacingly round the neck of Sharon's pet pooch, “I’d like to open
up a restaurant and every time someone ordered a steak I’d bring a
live cow in and slaughter it in front of them. Every time people
eat meat they should think of me. I’m a great advert for the
vegetarian society.”

He should know
what he's on about – Ozzy started work at 16 as a slaughter-man in
an abattoir shooting 200 head of cattle a day for a meagre 17 notes
a week.

Tell us how
the dove incident came about, Oz.

He shakes his
shaggy head and sighs. “If people would only look at the
situation...I’ve been in this business 15 years and if they
realised the shit I have to go through for my name to be
remembered...I was at a CBS Convention, right. All the old codgers
are there and they don’t give a fuck about you, it’s just a sham.
They play your album while you’re there then forget you. Well, I
wanted to make a real impression. The scam is the bird was dead. We
were planning to release it there, but it died beforehand. So
rather than waste it I bit its head off. You should have seen their
faces. They all went white. They were speechless. That girl in the
pictures was screaming. Eventually a bloke came up and said ‘You
better go’.”

What did it
taste like?

“It tasted
warm, like tomato sauce. Next time it’ll be a piranha fish.”

I heard you bit a pigeon's head
off the next day too.

“No, no,
no...yes. That was dead too. I bit the wings off it. I’m not really
sick, I’m just deranged.”

I mention an old rat-catcher in Custom
House who for the price of a pint would bung a hankie over a rat’s
head and bite it off to much general amusement. Oz grunts in
acknowledgement of a kindred spirit, but he is preoccupied with his
lily-livered critics. “What's the difference between a dove and a
chicken anyway? One poxy bird. They wanna see me when I start on
cats. I shot a cat once for shitting on my car. The cat cost 35p
and the car cost six grand – no contest. I had to shoot it seven
times. The bastard wouldn't die, it haunted me. This cat was wild
living in my garage and it kept having kittens and shitting
everywhere. So I said to my old lady it's either me or the cat. So
after many attempts to kick it out me bed I shot it. I shot it in
the eye first with a 22 bullet. Next morning it came crawling back
to eat our food, and it shat on the car again. So I loaded up and
shot it straight through the neck. Three days later it hobbled back
and shat on the bonnet with its one eye all white and glazed like
something out of that film Zombies. So I shot it again. A couple of weeks later I came back
from Australia and there was this cat back – it had so much lead in
it I could’ve sold it for scrap metal. I took a double barrel and
shot it clean over the fence. God’s honest truth, three days later
it was back again, so it had to be the water treatment. But y’know,
live and let die.”

Kids, don’t
try that at home. No, seriously, please don’t.

The Ozzy
experience is total, more over-the-top than the first day of The
Somme. For the sensitive, to know him is to loathe him. Example:
first thing we have to do is visit a quack’s, Oz, a notorious
hypochondriac, having apparently cracked his ribs the night before.
Had he been hauled into the audience, I wondered? “Nah, I fell over
while I was pissing on Lyndsay on the bus.” That’s off-stage organ
player Lyndsay ‘Gladys’ Bridgewater from Ipswich, who's the butt of
some cruel practical jokes. The night before Oz had shaved off his
eyebrows and cut off half his hair Phil Oakey-style while Gladys
was steamed out of his box. In the morning he convinced him he’d
done it himself. The next night the roadies told him there was an
electrical fault so that he couldn’t put both feet on the floor at
the same time while he was played. The poor sod spent the whole gig
hopping from one foot to the other.

Pissing on
people is a fave Oz pre-occupation, and he’s truly outraged to
recall how a few nights back the bus driver had pulled up and come
back yelling at him for pissing over some unfortunate. “Of course I
sacked him there and then,” Oz froths, fully indignant. “The cheek
of the bastard.”

The quack
reckons Oz has just got some bad bruises so we have a beer and
shoot off to tonight’s gig at the Palladium. Up in the dressing
room Oz strips off with gay abandon, revealing more tattoos, a
dagger on his leg and two smiling faces on his knees. Like a lot of
his arm tats these are homemade, done while he was doing time in
Brum’s Winson Green Prison. “My job was to scour corridor floors
with graphite,” he says. “So I used a pin to prick designs on my
skin then I rubbed graphite in to make them tattoos. I was in for
burglary. I used to work with this Irish guy called Pascal Donegal.
He used to go and clock houses, find out when people went to work,
and then we’d burgle them. This time the idiot didn’t realise the
house he was watching was a boarding house. People had gone to work
but the owner was on night shift and he was still in bed. When we
broke in he beat seven shades of shit out of us. I got three months
– it was burglary, larceny, assault, ABH and possessing dope all in
one thing. Mind you, I quite liked the nick – free food, free
tobacco. It was heaven to me cos I’d had no dough. I shared a cell
with a murderer. He used to tell me about all the ways he’d killed
people. I quite got into it at the time.”

Nice. Out in
the Palladium, the crowd are going ape-shit like I’ve never seen
yanks go ape-shit before. Chants of “Uz-zy! Uz-zy!” fill the air.
Space is vyed for between home-made banners, make-shift crosses and
placards that proudly proclaim ‘Ozzy rules, Dio drools’. The
atmosphere is like a Cup final.

Suddenly it’s
show time. Evil smoke billows everywhere. The crowd temperature
rises 200 degrees. And the vampire Son Of Brum stands stage centre,
peace signs puncturing the mists. “I’m back with a fuckin’
vengeance,” he roars. “Are you ready to rock 'n' roll? It’s been a
long time but I’m back!”

Powerful operatic build-up music – Carl
Orff’s Carmina Burana, long before it became a TV cliché - brings
the atmosphere to fever pitch: ‘O Fortuna, velut luna, statu variabilis,
simper crescus, aut decrescis...’

“Oh shit,” a
kid behind me says in rapture. ‘Crazy Train’ powers out of the
sinister mix of mist and classics, and Oz catapults into the air,
his silly frilly shirt swirling like ten plates of spaghetti tossed
at the ceiling in an Eyetie nosherie. This is the first time I’ve
clocked the new Blizzard Of Ozz line-up – it was only finalised
five weeks ago. New drummer Tommy Aldridge, is a huge-conked
half-Native American from Littlerock, Arkansas with an emaciated
frame and a face more weathered than a North Sea oil-rig. He’s a
mighty meaty beat-keeper. Drum solos as a rule bore me shitless but
this former Black Oaker’s human rhythm machine work-out is
hypnotic. Drum sticks twirl with the grace of a trained juggler
whirling skittles, and when he carries on the solo with his
hands.... All I can do is re-iterate Oz’s definitive “flash
American bastard.”

Frail Randy
Rhodes, ex-Quiet Riot, is an exceptional rock guitarist, fluid and
versatile. He makes his Gibson soar and roar producing screams more
gruesome than the squeals of a thousand chickens getting their legs
broken simultaneously. Bassist Rudy Sarzo, also from Quiet Riot,
plays his instrument at a weird and wonderful array of angles – a
predilection he acquired to relieve the boredom of playing the same
set seven nights a week in a Florida bar band. While fifth man
Gladys stands in the wings, out of sight but in full stage make-up
(?!?!), supplying competent keyboard frills.

Master showman Ozzy leads his motley crew
through a procession of crowd-pleasers, his voice ranging from a
cacophonic cackle to a blood-curdling scream. The set features the
best of the first Blizz disc, two tantalising tasters from the
newly completed second album (to be called Diary Of A Madman, oh trembling unbelievers) and naturally
the set-ending/encore succession of Sabbath faithfuls, ‘Iron Man’,
‘Children Of The Grave’ and ‘Paranoid’, that timeless tasty
sounding as magnificently mindless as the first time I heard it
on Top Of
The Pops way back when,
and was instantly plunged into teenage HMery (see also Dick Emery).
Just don’t play it too close to ‘Communication
Breakdown’.

Jet-lag kicks in so I cab it back to the
hotel; but Ozzy doesn’t get any kip at all however, getting
outrageously rat-arsed instead. The next morning I’m up early
soaking up the grandeur of this great city, the huge triumphant
buildings standing proud against the heraldic blue of the sky. When
it’s cold in New York, like it is now, the air is as sharp as a
guillotine blade. I’m about to risk a stroll through Central Park
when I spot Ozzy coming out of it. He’s been up all night drinking
and had hit the park at the crack of dawn, doubtless looking for
stray sparrows and other helpless examples of edible wildlife. “Oi
Garry,” he shouts. “Breakfast!” Outside the Plaza we chance upon
three young hairy fans who'd spent the night in the brass-monkeys
cold just to glimpse their hero in the morning. Ozzy invites them
in with us only to discover to his disgust that the Plaza won't
serve alcohol at the breakfast table. Oz leaves the kids to tuck in
on him, and retires to his room for a proper beery brekkers on room
service. Preferring sight-seeing to fright-seeing, I make like
a News Of
The Screws hack in a
brothel and make my excuses and leave.

Early that
afternoon we leave town on the luxury tour bus, and Oz immediately
begins to amuse himself by insulting passers-by (on “Is your face
hurting you, cos it’s killing me” lines) and bemoaning his
stupidity at getting just two hours' sleep. “I’ve got a head like a
bag full of toss,” he announces. "Still there's (singing) NO
BUSINESS like SHOWBUSINESS!”

“Can we go up
the top of the World Trade Centre for some pictures?” whines my
blob-like sidekick fatso Ratso Halfin. “Fuck off,” yells Oz. “I get
vertigo when I put platform boots on.”

The good
humour of the trip is defused as the bus passes a demonstration of
New York IRA supporters marching for Bobby Sands. Oz explodes.
“What the fuck to these bastards know about it? Look at them,
having a lovely stroll through New York on a Sunday afternoon. What
do they know about kids getting blown up and mutilated? Where were
these bastards when the IRA blew up that pub in Birmingham and
killed 22 innocent people?” No one has an answer.

Half an hour
later the bus runs out of beer. Oz instantly orders the driver to
stop, unaware that we're in the heart of
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