




ME AND

A GUY NAMED ELVIS

ME AND A GUY NAMED ELVIS
MY LIFELONG FRIENDSHIP

WITH ELVIS PRESLEY
JERRY SCHILLING
WITH

CHUCK CRISAFULLI
[image: ]

GOTHAM BOOKS
Published by Penguin Group (USA) Inc.
375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014, U.S.A.
Penguin Group (Canada), 90 Eglinton Avenue East, Suite 700, Toronto, Ontario M4P 2Y3, Canada
(a division of Pearson Penguin Canada Inc.); Penguin Books Ltd, 80 Strand, London
WC2R 0RL, England; Penguin Ireland, 25 St Stephen’s Green, Dublin 2, Ireland
(a division of Penguin Books Ltd); Penguin Group (Australia), 250 Camberwell Road,
Camberwell, Victoria 3124, Australia (a division of Pearson Australia Group Pty Ltd);
Penguin Books India Pvt Ltd, 11 Community Centre, Panchsheel Park,
New Delhi–110 017, India; Penguin Group (NZ), cnr Airborne and Rosedale Roads,
Albany, Auckland 1310, New Zealand (a division of Pearson New Zealand Ltd);
Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty) Ltd,
24 Sturdee Avenue, Rosebank, Johannesburg 2196, South Africa

Penguin Books Ltd, Registered Offices: 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

Published by Gotham Books, a member of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

Copyright © 2006 by Jerry Schilling
All rights reserved

Gotham Books and the skyscraper logo are trademarks of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

LIBRARY OF CONGRESS CATALOGING-IN-PUBLICATION DATA
Schilling, Jerry.
Me and a guy named Elvis : my lifelong friendship with Elvis Presley / by Jerry Schilling with
Chuck Crisafulli.—1st ed.
p. cm.
ISBN 978-1-1012-1681-1
1. Presley, Elvis, 1935–1977. 2. Schilling, Jerry. 3. Rock musicians—United States—
Biography. I. Crisafulli, Chuck. II. Title.
ML420.P96S33 2006
782.42166092—dc22
[B] 2006014507

Photo credits appear at the end.

Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise), without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

While the author has made every effort to provide accurate telephone numbers and Internet addresses at the time of publication, neither the publisher nor the author assumes any responsibility for errors, or for changes that occur after publication. Further, the publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party Web sites or their content.

Dedicated to the one I love…Cindy

CONTENTS
Foreword by Peter Guralnick

Author’s Note

1 If I Can Dream

2 I Was the One

3 Midnight Rambles

4 Welcome to My World

5 Tales of Two Cities

6 Paradise Found

7 A Mile in My Shoes

8 Rising Sun

9 A Little More Action

10 All the Way from Memphis

11 Promised Land Callin’

12 Black-Belt Blues

13 Becket

14 Good Luck Emerald

15 Bells

Epilogue

Acknowledgments

Index


FOREWORD
BY

PETER GURALNICK

I don’t have any trouble recalling my impressions of Jerry Schilling when we first met in 1989. He was hard at work on the set of the thirteen-episode Young Elvis television series that he was coproducing for ABC. This particular set was located at the Vapors, a club out by the Memphis airport, and I was interviewing Jerry for the first time for the biography of Elvis on which I had recently embarked. It turned out to be unlike any interview I had ever done—or any interview I have done since. Here we were in a room needing very little in the way of transformation to approximate the setting for one of Elvis’s earliest public appearances. And here was Jerry, with a roomful of people (actors, camera operators, writers, researchers, technicians) hanging on his every word—unquestionably giving them his full attention but at the same time doing all he could to turn some of that attention to the importunate interviewer. He thought long and hard about every question I asked, his answers were complex, coherent, the furthest thing from glib, but as often as not they were interrupted by the need to excuse himself politely. “I’m sorry, Peter,” he would say, “can you hold on a second,” as he went off to attend to a problem on the set. It might be a matter of historic verisimilitude, it could be a question of dramatic motivation or the eruption of some minor conflict that needed to be addressed. Whatever it was, Jerry was determined to deal with it on the spot, to do all in his power to get it right. And when he returned to our perch at the edge of the action—the time elapsed might have been anywhere from five minutes to half an hour—he always picked up his answer just where he had left off.
That’s the picture of Jerry that remains indelibly imprinted on my memory. As long as I’ve now known him, that’s how I continue to see him: thoughtful, gracious, quietly in charge; a born diplomat, but one who takes his mission far too seriously to be thought of as, simply, the most relaxed person in the room.
Maybe that’s why it worried me a little when Jerry told me he was finally planning to write his own book. Not because I doubted that Jerry would work hard to tell his story, or because there was any question in my mind that he had a story to tell. From the friendship that had grown out of our initial interviews, I had come to know Jerry as a man with his own carefully thought-out insights and perspectives on everything from film, music, politics, and the music business to the vagaries of memory, history, and wishful historical thinking. No, what worried me about Jerry writing a book on a subject he knew so well, and one about which he had thought so long and so hard, was not that he wouldn’t take it seriously enough but that he would take it too seriously, that it might place too much of a burden on him to confront hard truths not so much about others as about himself.
I shouldn’t have worried. What Jerry has written in Me and a Guy Named Elvis is an account of one man’s experience, a personal memoir that, while it places its narrator squarely in the midst of historic events, never claims credit for those events in the way that so many self-serving memoirs are inclined to do. It is a balanced treatment of a complex subject, the story of a lonely boy who struggles with the contradictions in his own life and the society in which he grows up. It’s a Memphis story, a book about race and rock and roll told, to begin with, through the eyes of a child. Most of all, though, it’s a story of friendship and growth, one that focuses on the demands and rewards of love, and, ultimately, the necessity of forging an independent identity of one’s own.
At the center of it, of course, is the figure of Elvis Presley, whom Jerry met at twelve when the nineteen-year-old singer, with one record on the radio, welcomed him into a Sunday-afternoon touch-football game. There are any number of surprising behind-the-scenes glimpses of this Elvis, the off-stage Elvis whom Jerry would come to know over the next twenty-three years, an Elvis whom readers will certainly recognize from the celebrated public image but will rarely have seen in such relaxed and unposed settings. It is a nuanced portrait, sharply drawn, closely observed, but never presented with anything less than heartfelt feeling. There are illuminating insights into such frequently misunderstood figures as Vernon Presley and Colonel Parker, and telling individual portraits of each of the guys around Elvis, so often lumped together as a cartoon collective. What I think distinguishes the book most of all, though, is its emotional honesty, the generosity of spirit with which Jerry seeks to emulate his friend and mentor. Things are rarely all one way or another in Jerry’s account, but at its heart is the simple declaration, “I think of Elvis every day.” After reading this book, there can be no doubt of the truth of that statement.


AUTHOR’S NOTE





I wouldn’t want to speak for Elvis Presley and tell you that I was his best friend. But I can tell you this: He was my best friend.
I met Elvis when I was just a boy and he was a teenager. I met him on one of the last weekends before he became “Elvis,” when he was simply a truck driver who did some singing on the side.
I knew him for twenty-three years, and in those years I grew up with him, lived with him, worked for him, learned from him, laughed with him, and shared one amazing experience after another with him.
Elvis was the first rock-and-roll superstar. And he became one of the world’s biggest movie stars. But I didn’t know him as a star; I knew him as a friend. In writing this book my hope has been to present Elvis not as the larger-than-life figure known around the globe, but as, simply, a very real and quite remarkable human. That’s important to me because as Elvis has become an icon and a figure of legend, I think an appreciation of his humanity has been lost. Viewing Elvis as some kind of rock-and-roll superhero doesn’t do justice to his very human struggle, his talent, his life, or his legacy.
He was my friend, and this book is, above all, a story of friendship. The book is also a personal history, and, as such, it’s a work of memory. Sifting through six decades’ worth of memories has been no easy task, but wherever possible, efforts have been made to ensure that the “history” part of the personal history is accurate. My life’s history is very much interwoven with Elvis’s, and much of his life has been extensively documented. So, if it was possible to look up or double-check a who, what, when, or where, I’ve done it.
Documents don’t often capture the more personal moments of life, though, and that’s where memories must be sorted out. In thinking back on my life and experiences, I’ve tried to balance the way I remember things now with the way I might have experienced them at the time. I’ve tried to be as honest as possible about how and why things happened, and have tried to resist the temptation to describe a past I might wish for rather than the one I experienced.
The places, people, and events of the book are real—as I remember them. No scenes have been invented, no characters made up, and the timeline of events reflects a real chronology. The dialogue people speak in these pages may not be a verbatim transcription, but always reflects the words I remember hearing. In just a couple of cases, when it wasn’t possible to contact someone from my past, I’ve changed a name in deference to the sensitivity of the situation described.
People have been making up all kinds of stories about Elvis since his first record came out, and in the years since his death the stories have become so big that my friend’s very real life has often been obscured, or ignored. In putting this book together, I’ve discovered again and again that, with Elvis, the truth is the best story of all.


ME AND

A GUY NAMED ELVIS

1
IF I CAN DREAM

July 11, 1954 began as a hot, lazy Sunday, just another sticky summer day in North Memphis. And I was a scrawny twelve-year-old kid, living at the little brick duplex my father rented on Breedlove Street, looking for some way to fight off the boredom of one more stretch of sweltering afternoon.
My father worked long shifts at the Firestone factory, and that Sunday, his day off, he was sleeping in. My closest friend—the kid next door, Wayne Martin—was off somewhere on an outing with his family. It looked like I was going to be on my own for the day, so I decided to kill some time by wandering over to Guthrie Park.
The park was maybe a half-mile from my daddy’s place, down Chelsea Avenue, an open field of scraggly grass and dusty patches laid out in front of an elementary school and a community center. Close to the street was a kiddie wading pool, and a little farther back was a playground, some basketball hoops, and a horseshoe pitch—where I’d learned to enjoy the satisfying clang of a shoe hitting the iron post.
As I arrived at the park, the heat of the day was broken by just a hint of breeze drifting over from the Mississippi River. There were a few moms watching their splashing toddlers at the wading pool, and a bunch of older kids out on the grass. I figured I’d walk around to the community center to see if anything half-interesting was going on inside. The sky was a hazy, summer gray, and I guess I was lost in a bit of haze of my own. It took me a moment to realize that my name was being called out from across the park.
“Jerry! Hey, Jerry. C’mere!”
It was one of the older kids out on the grass. I recognized him as a local boy named Red West, one of the toughest guys I knew of in North Memphis. Red had been a ferocious All-Memphis football player at Humes High School, and he and his family lived over in a low-income housing project that had the very fitting name Hurt Village. Just knowing a guy was from Hurt gave him a kind of battlefield credibility around North Memphis. Kids in my neighborhood whispered stories about the rough gangs that lurked around Hurt, and how you’d be lucky to get out of there alive if you were ever foolish enough to walk through the projects alone at night.
I wasn’t sure how Red knew my name, but I figured he might know my older brother, Billy Ray, who’d been a pretty strong football player at the private high school he’d attended across town. Maybe Red had heard that I was turning out to be a decent wide receiver on the team from my Catholic grade school, Holy Names. Football was the one thing I felt good at. My grades were lousy, I didn’t have a lot of friends, but on the Holy Names football field I was having my first taste of personal success. It didn’t really matter how Red knew me, though—I wasn’t going to ignore the call. I started over to the group of older boys, trying to throw just a touch of Brando from The Wild One into my walk.
“Hi, Red,” I said when I got to them, immediately hating the fact that my voice sounded so little, so young. So not Brando.
I didn’t know the other guys, and I didn’t pay too much attention to them. I assumed they were either from Hurt or Humes.
Red looked me over hard for a moment.
“Jerry, we’re a player short of a six-man game here. You want to play ball?”
Of all the things I thought Red might ask me, I hadn’t seen this one coming. A chance to play football with Red West and some older kids? Of course I was in.
“Sure, Red. I’ll play.”
“All right, then,” he growled. “We got a game. Full blocking. Two-hand touch. Let’s mark out a field.”
Red and a couple of the guys walked off to figure out the out-of-bounds and goal lines. The other two players started warming up by throwing long passes to each other. I kept my eyes on Red, who wasn’t a real big guy but a commanding figure anyway. I had a feeling that with him, even a touch football game was going to be played hard and rough.
With the field set, the guys regrouped.
“Our ball,” said Red. “We’ll take Jerry. The rest of y’all get back on some defense.”
Three of the guys broke away and took positions down the field. I followed Red and another boy and we leaned together in a tight huddle behind our starting line of scrimmage. Red handed the ball to the other boy.
“What’s the play, man?” Red asked him.
I looked to this guy who Red had just made our quarterback—really looked at him for the first time—and felt a jolt.
It was him.
There wasn’t any one thing about this other guy that hit you right away. He was wearing plain work pants and a white T-shirt. He had blotches of acne on his face and neck. He was kind of on the skinny side. He certainly didn’t look any tougher than Red West.
But he had a cool I’d never seen before in person. His hair was greased and swept up and back into some very impressive ducktails, the kind of look I wanted as soon as I could get away from the disapproving nuns at Holy Names. You had to put some work into hair like that, and you had to know that it marked you as a probable juvenile delinquent in the eyes of grown-up North Memphis.
There was something about the way this guy stood and leaned into the huddle—nonchalant, but no-nonsense. Something a little loose, but cocky, too. It looked like he was pulling off the Brando thing without even trying.
It had to be him.
A couple of nights before I’d heard a brand-new song on the radio—so new the record wasn’t even out yet—and had been amazed to learn that the singer was a boy from Humes High in North Memphis. This had seemed astonishing to me—how could a guy from my neighborhood have a song on the radio? And a great song at that—a song that really stood out among all the hot R & B records I’d heard on the show that night. For the last two days I’d been wondering—what guy in North Memphis could make a record like that and get it on the radio? This guy across from me in the huddle looked like he could.
“All right, now—what’s your name? Jerry?” asked the quarterback.
“Yeah.”
“You can catch a football?”
“Yeah.”
“You know how to run a slant?”
“Sure.”
He held his hand out, palm up, and sketched out a play. “You run down the sidelines about ten yards—run it easy, not full speed. Red, you go up the middle and buttonhook. Jerry, when you see Red make his turn, you hit the gas, man, and run your slant. If you get past whoever’s covering you, the ball’s coming to you.”
“Yes, sir.”
The quarterback’s serious expression shifted a bit. He looked at me dead-on. He had ice-blue eyes, and when he looked straight at you, you felt it. A little twist of half-smile showed up on his face.
“‘Sir?’ Hey, Red, I like this kid’s attitude,” said the quarterback.
“He’s all right,” said Red, giving me a clap on the back that just about knocked the breath out of me.
Red didn’t introduce us. I didn’t hear his name spoken by any of the other guys. But I didn’t have to hear it. I knew who he was.
This was the boy from Humes High named Elvis Presley.
 
My mother, Dorothy Schilling, died when I was a little over a year old. She contracted rheumatic fever shortly after I was born, and spent most of a year in bed, wasting away. The disease was close to a death sentence back then, but it wasn’t always quick. From what I was told later by my grandmother and my aunts, my mother held me as much as she could for as long as she could. But eventually her skin was so sensitive that even the weight of the sheets was painful, and I can only imagine the heartache she must have felt not being able to hold her new baby to her.
My mother’s dying request to her mother, my Mamaw Gilkey, was to secure a promise that my brother and I would be loved and taken care of when she was gone. Mamaw delivered wonderfully on that sad promise. I grew up with a fair amount of confusion about how exactly I fit into my family, but I never doubted for a moment that my Mamaw loved me with all of her heart.
From bits of conversations—little hushed pieces of grown-up talk I’d occasionally catch as a kid, I got the impression that my mom had been happy, pretty, and the kind of person who took care of everybody else first. The peacemaker and pep-talker who made everybody around her feel special. She was one of seven children and my father was one of four children, and growing up I heard plenty of grumbling and complaining from and about each side of the family. But I never heard anybody say anything mean about my mother. And I don’t think that was just because she was gone—I think it was because she was considered a truly special person by everyone who knew her.
My father, Bill, grew up in Memphis, and from what I know of my dad’s early years he didn’t have much of a childhood at all. He was the oldest son, and when his father abandoned the family, he had to drop out of middle school and start working to help put food on the table. He started at a grocery store and, as soon as he could drive, moved on to a better-paying job as a truck driver. Before he got married, he’d landed his job over at the Firestone factory.
I think my dad may have spotted my mother on a dance floor at some local Memphis event. Both of them loved to dance, and both of them got into contests when they could, so it makes sense that that’s where they crossed paths. I do know that my mother and father got married when he was twenty-one and she was nineteen. Within a year they had a baby boy—my older brother, Billy Ray. My mom had me when she was twenty-six, and at twenty-seven she was gone.
My dad had been living a humble workingman’s dream—a steady job with a few benefits, a beautiful wife, and a couple of baby boys. Suddenly that dream was smashed to pieces. I think that the only thing he could think to do was to keep working as hard as he could to provide for his kids. That meant taking extra shifts at the factory, which meant he couldn’t raise us on his own. My brother got sent off to a boarding school a couple hours away in Searcy, Arkansas—maybe my father figured it would be easier for him to be away from everything that might remind him of our mother. I was moved into my Mamaw and Papaw’s house on Leath Street in North Memphis, a neat little white clapboard home in a poor but well-kept neighborhood. For quite a while as a kid, I assumed I was an only child. I remember telling Mamaw that I wished I had a brother and she said, “Why, Jerry—you do. Billy Ray.” I hadn’t realized that the older kid who showed up for a week at Christmas was actually related to me.
Mamaw and Papaw, who made his living as a housepainter, opened up their home to me as warmly and as lovingly as they knew how. Sometimes they barely had enough money to put any dinner on the table—white bread and sorghum molasses wasn’t an uncommon supper. But they let me, their little grandson, feast on all the donuts and sugared-up cinnamon toast my belly could hold.
The people around us in the neighborhood were just as poor, and some of the homes weren’t much more than the classic Southern shotgun shack. But everybody seemed to take pride in the little bit that they did have. Pride in holding a job. Pride in having made it through to the other side of a depression and a war. Lawns were well tended, cars were washed and gleaming—nobody let their little house go too long without a fresh coat of paint. People on Leath Street didn’t have much, and knew they probably weren’t ever going to get much, but they tried to carry themselves with some dignity.
I don’t ever remember thinking that I was particularly poor when I was little. I just felt out of place. Other kids lived with a mom and dad. I didn’t. I learned to make do with that feeling, though, because it just so happened that every single day, I had a looming vision of just how much worse things could be. At the end of Leath, just a stone’s throw from my Mamaw’s house, was the chain-link fence that marked off the grounds of the Porter-Leath orphanage. Across a wide field on the other side of that fence, I could see the big old, Southern Gothic orphanage building itself—looking like the kind of place Dr. Frankenstein might use to hide his laboratory. Way off in the distance you could see a bit of playground that the orphans used, and once in a while you might see a few of them out there. But in all the years I lived on Leath I never saw those kids playing out on the open field. An uncle would occasionally tease me, “Better behave yourself, Jerry, or we’ll send you over to Porter-Leath.” Other kids might have known that wasn’t a real possibility, but I always felt way too close to the edge of those grounds. I walked a couple blocks out of my way to get to Holy Names—avoiding Porter-Leath completely—so as not to take any chances.
Mamaw and Papaw’s place on Leath Street was the closest I had to a steady home, but I also spent a lot of time bouncing around the homes of all my aunts and uncles—from little houses scattered through North Memphis, to an apartment over a bar and grill near downtown Memphis, to Aunt Jinky and Uncle Bernard’s place on Jackson Avenue, the busy thoroughfare that marked the beginning of the North Memphis neighborhoods.
Attached to Jinky and Bernard’s house was one of my favorite places in the world—John’s Little Kitchen. John was Uncle John Gilkey, my mom’s brother, and his place was the finest hamburger joint in North Memphis, popular as an after-school hangout for the kids from Humes. The Little Kitchen was a tiny structure, with just a few tables and a counter inside. It had twinkling lights and a great jukebox, and always smelled of a heady mix of sizzling grease, the sour tang of empty beer glasses, and the whiff of Clorox off the well-scrubbed floor. John himself had tattoos up and down his arms and a great sense of humor, and when he had time out of the little kitchen area, he’d sit me on his lap by one of the few tables, sometimes drawing a tattoo or two on my arm with one of his pens. He’d also sneak me an occasional sip of beer along with my burger.
John’s Kitchen was a place where I felt comfortable, even special. But there was one thing about the place that puzzled me: All his customers seemed to enjoy the hamburgers just as much, but the white ones got to come inside through the front door and eat at a counter or at tables, while the darker customers had to come through a side door labeled COLORED and could only eat standing up at their own little bit of counter. And for some reason, my fun-loving, good-natured Uncle John just always sounded impatient and irritated when he had to deal with those “colored” customers.
The Gilkeys had a great sense of family, and a lot of the aunts and uncles would often get together at the end of the workweek to enjoy a dinner of Uncle John’s burgers and then watch the Friday-night fights on Bernard and Jinky’s TV. I spent less time with my dad’s side of the family, and was a little less comfortable in those homes. Looking back, I realize that both sides of the family lived within a couple miles of each other, and everybody was working hard to make ends meet. But the Schillings had made it up to solid little brick houses with the fancy three-pillar porches, while the Gilkeys lived in little wood houses with cement slab porches. To my eyes, that seemed like the difference between mansions and shacks.
I was generally treated well throughout my childhood, but I think I also knew that all that shuffling from home to home wasn’t quite right, and I could sense that I didn’t really belong in any one place. I was always sharing someone else’s room and someone else’s toys. I remember one night, as I was falling asleep at Mamaw’s house, I heard her out in the kitchen talking to one of my aunts.
“I love Jerry like he was one of my own,” she said.
I felt a shiver go through me, and I curled up a little tighter in the blankets. I’d thought I was one of her own.
My insecurities weren’t helped by the fact that I was a sickly little kid. Maybe it was all those donuts and cinnamon toast, but I just never seemed to be healthy for any decent stretch of time. I had headaches, earaches, and stomachaches so bad that there were weeks when I just didn’t get out of bed. My dad had signed me up to start first grade at Holy Names after I turned five (there wasn’t any kindergarten back then). But I was so sick and missed so much school that first year that I ended up having to do the grade again. I was little, but not so little that I didn’t understand that I had flunked first grade. My first experience with academics was an experience of failure, and that didn’t do anything to boost my low levels of self-confidence.
So, on Leath Street, I spent a lot of time by myself, listening to Mamaw’s great big Zenith floor-model radio. I couldn’t get enough of The Lone Ranger. But unlike a lot of kids who listened, I didn’t imagine myself to be the one with the silver bullets. When the show was over, I’d go out in Mamaw’s backyard, draped in ceremonial battle washrags, pretending to be Tonto. I’d climb up in the big apple tree there and sit for hours, staring out at North Memphis and wondering which direction the Lone Ranger was going to ride in from.
 
Throughout my childhood, I sometimes stayed with my father on weekends and through the summers, but in that summer of 1954, I moved in with him for good. It wasn’t an easy transition. At my grandparents’ and aunts and uncles’ houses I’d been allowed to do as I pleased, but Daddy had rules he expected me to follow. Chores had to get done and vegetables had to be eaten. My father wanted to do everything in his power to get me strong enough and smart enough to make something of myself but, at the time, I didn’t appreciate that kind of concern at all. I was angry that my dad was the sort of guy who would waste my Saturday morning to take me to the dentist. Years later it dawned on me that, in a part of town where there were plenty of crooked, toothless smiles, he was the sort of guy who would give up his own day off to get his kid’s teeth taken care of.
My father worked at the nearby Firestone factory, a place with smokestacks that towered over that part of town. He worked a lot of double shifts, but off the factory clock and on his own time, he was a sharp dresser and a great dancer, and being able to get out on the town on Fridays and Saturdays was a big deal for him. On weekends, he and his younger brother, my Uncle Joe, headed out to the local nightclubs, where they might find some pretty girls to dance away their worries with for a while. So, when I’d stayed at my father’s house in the past, I’d often ended up with the house to myself. Back then, in that part of town, hiring a babysitter for a boy my age would have been an unthinkable waste of money—the kind of thing rich people did. After I turned nine, my father had considered me old enough to be left alone while he went out. I liked being given that responsibility, but the truth was that, at nine, it didn’t take much to put me in a state of fear.
There’d be strange creaks in the floorboards, loud knocks from the pipes, and shadows in the hallway, all of which could get the worst parts of my imagination working. Even the breeze rustling the bushes and trees outside could start to sound a little spooky. With a few rumbles from the occasional thunderhead rolling up the Mississippi River, and a flash of lightning or two, I would end up just plain terrified. Deep down, I always knew that if there were any kind of real emergency, help was close by. Wayne Martin, his mother, and his Aunt Bea lived right next door, and I had relatives a few blocks away in almost every direction. And no matter how loud the floor creaked, and how hard the pipes knocked, I always eventually fell asleep and lived through the night.
At age twelve, living at my daddy’s house full-time, I wasn’t so easy to scare anymore, and I’d discovered something that made my nights alone in that little house something I looked forward to. In my bedroom, on the dusty chest of drawers, right by the side of the heavy wooden bed, was the one thing in that plain little room that really sparkled—the only thing that hinted at a world of excitement outside: my bright white, plastic, battery-powered Silvertone radio.
It was a beauty, with a molded grille over its speaker, two great big knobs for the tuning and the volume, and a giant slash of a red needle to tune in your station. Sometimes, in the afternoons and evenings, I moved the needle around to pull in broadcasts of The Shadow, The Lone Ranger, or The Fibber McGee and Molly Show. But six nights a week, from nine to midnight, that needle was locked into place at the far left side of the dial at 560, WHBQ. Dewey’s station.
Dewey Phillips was a half-crazed, speed-talking wildman of a disc jockey who had become the hottest thing on late-night radio in Memphis. His show Red, Hot & Blue, played an inspired mix of R & B records, country boogie, hard-core blues, pure gospel, and a few love songs from the silkiest of harmony groups. For good measure, he might toss in a lesser-known tune from a big pop act of the day. Spend a night with Dewey and you might hear Ruth Brown’s “Mama He Treats Your Daughter Mean,” a new cut by the Clovers, then Johnny Ace singing “Pledging My Love,” followed by Hank Ballard and the Midnighters knocking out “Work with Me Annie.” You might even get a Dean Martin B-side followed by Sister Rosetta Tharpe’s “Strange Things Happening Every Day.”
“Heeeee gaw!” Dewey would holler. “You just roll a wheelbarrow full of—full of—full of mad dogs, just wheel it right up through the big front doors over there; you get down on the floor and kick your legs up in the air—AND TELL ’EM PHILLIPS SENT YA!! You hearin’ me out there? Ahh—I know you are. Just ain’t no three ways about it—ain’t that right, Myrtle?”
Myrtle, an imaginary cow who served as Dewey’s sometime side-kick, would respond with a low, forlorn “Mooo.”
Wayne next door had tipped me off about Dewey’s show, but when I first started listening to him I could barely understand a thing he was saying—unlike other radio guys, he didn’t seem to be trying at all to smooth out his backwoods Tennessee twang. But when he played the Dominoes’ “Sixty Minute Man,” I was hooked. Neither Wayne or I knew precisely what the man of the title was doing for sixty minutes, but the song had such a feel of crazy fun and happy secrets, and the way the guy with the low voice sang “Fifteen minutes of blowing my top” was such a kick, that I couldn’t wait to hear it again.
By that summer of 1954, whenever I had the house on Breedlove to myself, I was listening to Red, Hot & Blue. Slowly, I got a little better at figuring out what Dewey was talking about. And man, did he talk. He talked right through some of the songs, fumbled his way through adlibbed advertisements, shouted out updates on local concerts, and dispensed a constant stream of cracked, countrified wisdom (“Hey, good people—Saturday’s just around the corner and don’t you forget now—that’s payday AND bath day!”). On the regular popular music radio shows, the DJs sounded so smooth, so calm, so dull. Dewey got all worked up and banged his equipment—you could almost hear him breaking a sweat. He was a grown-up, but he was just barely under control. Dewey, and his music, seemed fun and dangerous at the same time. And if a kid wanted to hear something other than the unexciting flow of hits like those on the Your Hit Parade TV show—if you wanted to hear LaVern Baker, the Drifters, Big Joe Turner, Howlin’ Wolf, and laugh all the way through, Dewey’s show was the show you tuned in to. That is, it was the show you tuned in to if you were a white kid.
Memphis was also home to WDIA, the first station in the whole country to have a black on-air staff (though the station itself was white-owned). You could also hear some of the same songs Dewey played on some of WDIA’s shows, which were jockeyed by the likes of a very young guitar player named B. B. King, and bluesman Rufus Thomas. But that was a black station meant for black listeners, and for a white kid—for any white person—to turn that radio needle to 1070 would be doing the unthinkable. In the unquestioningly segregated South, you were never, ever supposed to step over the very clear lines of color. And I knew color was serious business. As a little kid, I’d been spanked for drinking from COLOREDS ONLY water fountains, and had been punished for making the mistake of shooting marbles with some black kids during an outing to Moon Lake.
That didn’t stop me from listening to WDIA—a lot of the songs were just as great as what was on Red, Hot & Blue, and you could hear them in the afternoon, well before Dewey was on. But even as a kid I could sense there was something very different around the music—a language I didn’t quite understand describing a world I didn’t quite recognize. It was, I know now, simply black voices talking about black Memphis—discussing church events, employment opportunities, or putting out “calls for action” that helped people in trouble find the groups or agencies that could help them. You might even hear a DJ like the Reverend “Gatemouth” Moore talk about how crazy it was that the local ambulance companies were separated by race: He’d seen a white lady die because the black-run ambulance that got to her first wasn’t allowed to handle her. Listening to WDIA, I didn’t understand the logic behind the color lines in my town any better, but I couldn’t help but be aware of them.
Dewey didn’t seem to care about black music or white music—he liked music that was honest and energetic; unpolished stuff that grabbed and shook you in some indefinable way. And he wasn’t sending that music out to white people or black people—he was always calling us “good people.” Dewey didn’t make a listener think about the world this music was pulled from—a hard, tense world of separate drinking fountains and lunch counters, streets that couldn’t be crossed, and a whole tangled mix of official laws and accepted habits that kept people fearful and apart. Listening to Dewey, you didn’t hear black and white. You just heard excitement. Good music for us good people.
That music was intoxicating stuff to a kid like me. All the other grown-ups around town seemed so steadily in control. People went to work. Kids went to school. Families went to church. The days moved along at the same slow, predictable rhythm. A holiday or a community event might break things up a little, but, to me anyway, there was always something a little sad even about the supposed good times.
At twelve, I didn’t have any real overview of the world beyond my few blocks of North Memphis, just a vague, achy feeling that sometimes the grown-up world didn’t make a lot of sense, and I wasn’t sure how I was ever going to fit into it. And while I didn’t know it that summer, I wasn’t the only kid starting to sense that joyless sameness around us, and, as it turned out, there were more than a few of us who desperately wanted to believe that there was something else out there—something that moved a little faster and wilder. When we found Dewey, we felt like we’d found somebody who understood what we were after. Some of us even took the bolder step of walking down to Home of the Blues, a record store on Beale Street—downtown Memphis’s historic strip of neon-lit shops, jazz joints, and nightclubs for an all-black clientele—to buy the music we heard Dewey play. Or we’d head over to Poplar Tunes, a record shop at the edge of the white part of North Memphis, to get the songs we wanted. I didn’t even have a record player, but I’d gone out and bought a few 78s, feeling like a secret agent on an extremely perilous mission. I was earning pocket change that summer delivering circulars for a little market down the street from my dad’s house, and just about every cent I earned eventually got spent at Home of the Blues or Poplar Tunes.
Shortly after I started listening to Dewey Phillips, and right after I’d bought my own first few records, I learned that the music he played could have a very frightening effect on people. I’d become friendly with a couple of boys on the Holy Names football team, a pair of brothers named Doolittle, and was impressed to hear that they had their own record player. Their mother was a nice lady who was very involved with the school’s PTA, and who was always willing to carpool us football players around between games and practices. One day, after a practice, the Doolittle boys asked me if I’d like to spend a weekend at their house. The way I lived, I was excited about spending a weekend with anybody outside of the family loop. I said a quick yes, and went home to pack up. There wasn’t much to pack, but, thinking about a weekend of unlimited access to the Doolittle boys’ turntable, I made sure to bring my stack of four or five precious 78s.
Mrs. Doolittle came by to pick me up, and before long I was settling in over at the Doolittle home. In the boys’ bedroom, I showed them my records and asked if they wanted to hear some music. They did. I think I may have had the McGuire Sisters’ “Sincerely” and maybe “Till I Waltz Again with You” by Teresa Brewer—both acts were pre-Dewey favorites of mine. But I also had a couple of things I’d bought down on Beale Street: songs by LaVern Baker and Ruth Brown, and, most prized of all, my copy of “Sixty Minute Man.”
If we’d stuck with the McGuire Sisters, things might have turned out differently, but I put “Sixty Minute Man” on the record player and turned it up about as loud as it would go (which on the players back then was not all that loud). The Doolittle boys started smiling and nodding along, and I was feeling pretty big—those trips to Beale Street had paid off.
I’ll rock’em, roll’em all night long, I’m a sixty minute man.
This time, though, the sixty-minute man lasted only about thirty seconds. Mrs. Doolittle stormed into the room, went straight for the record player, dragged the needle off the disc and picked the record up.
She wheeled around and I saw a fury in this lady’s eyes unlike anything I’d ever seen before. The nice, sweet, carpooling PTA mom was replaced by a woman almost trembling with rage. In a voice harder and harsher than anything I’d ever heard come out of Mrs. Doolittle, she said, “You’re not going to play that nigger music in my house.”
Then, with a bit of effort, she cracked the record she was holding in half, and proceeded to pick up the rest of the collection and break those, too. Even the McGuire Sisters.
“Pack your things back up,” said Mrs. Doolittle.
Within minutes, I was sitting back at home, with no more special weekend plans, no chance for a pair of new friends, and no more record collection. From then on, I realized that music had a great, deep, and sometimes unpredictable power. And I realized that the R & B records I was beginning to love so much weren’t just songs—they were something bigger. They were statements. Statements of what, I wasn’t quite sure yet. But as soon as I could save up enough money—mowing lawns, delivering circulars for the local market—I was heading down to Beale Street to buy more records.
I never did get invited back to the Doolittle house.
 
In that summer of 1954, I’d been living at my father’s place for about a month or so when, one weeknight in early July, Daddy headed out with Uncle Joe, and I had the house to myself again. The thunder rumbled outside a couple of times—I couldn’t tell if it was getting closer or not. A little after nine I folded myself up on the big bed and clicked on the Silvertone’s volume knob. I put my head back on my pillow and listened as Roy “Good Rockin’” Brown’s “Hurry Hurry Baby” came to an end.
“Ahh, that’s a good old one—take it from your Daddy-O Dewey,” said the DJ. There were some sounds of fumbling and crashing, like Dewey had banged into his microphone. “Shoo—somebody give me a hand with this pea-pickin’ thing.”
My mind started to drift a bit, and I was vaguely aware of Dewey doing one of his improvised ads for Champagne Velvet Beer and then playing a couple more songs. I may have been thinking about how I was going to fill the long stretch of summer days ahead of me. Then, something caught my ear.
“Look out, good people,” Dewey said. “I got something here that’s so good, when I heard this one I almost swallowed my gold tooth. We got a new record here that ain’t even dry yet, and this little number is sung by a fine young man who just one year ago received his dee-ploma from Humes High School right up there in North Memphis…how ’bout that?”
My head shot up off the pillow. Humes High School was just blocks away from my Mamaw and Papaw’s house. From the back of the Holy Names elementary school playground you could look right through a vacant lot to the grounds of Humes. My mother and my Aunt Jinky had gone to Humes. My cousin Teddy had just finished his freshman year there. I had it in my head that one day I’d be one of those grown-up-looking kids over at Humes.
Before that moment, to me, the music you heard on the radio didn’t seem connected to the real world around us—it existed only as stuff that came out of your radio speaker or that you could buy in the record stores. Once in a while Dewey might mention that a particular musician was from Memphis, but Memphis was a huge place in my mind. I guess I had some idea that there were musicians in Memphis, but I really had no idea where those people lived and less idea how they wrote their songs, made their records, and got them to people like Dewey. It was a mystery I really hadn’t had much reason to ponder. You simply turned a radio on and you heard music.
But now Dewey was saying that a boy who had to live just blocks away from me had actually made his own record. Dewey intro’d the song, saying he himself had heard it for the first time just the day before, courtesy of Mr. Sam Phillips—no relation, I’d learn—over at Memphis Recording Service. It was a cover of an old Arthur “Big Boy” Crudup tune. I didn’t catch the name of the boy from Humes at first; it was something kind of old-fashioned.
The record started playing, and the boy from Humes High started singing. He sounded great. The music was simple, just a couple guitars and a plunking bass, but it sounded unlike anything else I’d ever heard. The rhythm was easygoing and driving at the same time—not quite blues, not quite country. The boy from Humes High had a voice that was strong but gentle, too. Right away, he was soaring up to sweet high notes, sounding like it didn’t take him any effort at all to get there.
That’s all right now Mama, anyway you do…
He sounded tough at times, and sang with unbelievable confidence, but there was also a little tremble in his voice that kind of pulled you in. The way he sang, you could feel both a little smile and an ache. Whatever secret world of excitement was out there beneath the boring surface of grown-up, day-to-day life, it sounded like this guy from Humes High had found it.
The song was over too fast, and the voice was gone. The voice of a boy from Humes High.
Elvis Presley. That’s what Dewey said the singer’s name was. I was wide awake now. And I wanted to hear that song again. Dewey must have known there would be some other listeners feeling the way I did, because after a station break Dewey played the song again. And again. And again. Dewey did that sometimes when he really liked a record, and he clearly liked this one. I think I got to hear that brand-new song six or seven times. And it sounded just as fine every time Dewey played it.
That’s all right, that’s all right…
Already, I liked it even better than “Sixty Minute Man.”
But the new record turned out to be only half the thrill of that night’s show. After some more fumbling with the mikes, Dewey let us know that the boy from Humes High was sitting right there next to him, “right here in the magazine level of the beeeyoootiful Chisca Hotel” (for some reason “mezzanine” was always “magazine” to Dewey). The boy’s song was getting such an enthusiastic response from around town that Dewey had called to get him down to the studio. His mom and dad had gone out looking for him, had finally found him hunched down in a seat in the back of the Suzore #2 movie theater, and had brought him straight over to the Chisca to go live on the air with Dewey.
I’d be lying if I said I remembered exactly what was said that night by this new singer. But I do remember that hearing Elvis Presley talk had me just as excited as hearing him sing. His speaking voice was kind of high and soft, like his singing voice, but, in conversation, he wasn’t so smooth—you could hear that he was nervous. He was perfectly polite with Dewey, calling him “Sir,” and thanking him for playing the record. He sounded like a nice guy, even a little shy maybe, but always cool. He even sounded good when he stuttered and stammered his way through most of his answers. Kind of made me want to stammer, too.
Dewey thanked him for being there, played “That’s All Right” one more time, and then worked his way toward his sign-off. I finally clicked off the Silvertone and lay back down. Maybe Dewey would play the song again tomorrow night. I hoped so, because I wanted to hear it again. And I wanted to hear Elvis Presley talk some more.
Most of all, I wanted to meet this boy from Humes High.
I’d had the importance of prayer pretty well drummed into me in my years at Holy Names, but as far as I could tell, it hadn’t done me any good. At first I figured maybe I was just praying wrong, then I figured maybe I wasn’t important enough to have my prayers heard. Finally, somewhere around third or fourth grade, I began to have the sneaking suspicion that the whole system was just another thing the grown-ups said was good for you that didn’t really have any discernible upside. Like eating your vegetables.
This night, though, I decided to give it another shot. I didn’t kneel by the bed. I didn’t fold my hands or squinch up my eyes. I just lay in bed and stared up at the ceiling. I thought about that boy from Humes High. As much as I’d heard the song that night, I couldn’t quite hum the melody he’d sung—it was already slipping away. But the feeling that song gave me didn’t go away. It took me a while to figure out what that feeling was, because it was a feeling I wasn’t used to.
It was hope.
So I threw together a bit of improvised prayer, just for the heck of it. Staring up at the ceiling, hands at my side, I prayed: Look, the neighborhood’s not that big. Just let me meet this guy. Please.
I already knew that hope was a dangerous thing in North Memphis—it usually just led to more disappointment than if you went through life without it. And I didn’t expect that my prayer now—simple as it was—had any better chance of being answered than any previous prayer. But on this sticky summer night, when the sound of the pipes and the floorboards and the thunder had been drowned out by one strong voice from Humes High, it didn’t seem like a little hope and a little prayer could hurt.
 
The breeze had died off in Guthrie Park, and the afternoon air started to feel a little hotter and heavier. We broke from the huddle and got set for the play. As I toed up to the line of scrimmage, I felt pumped and couldn’t wait for that ball to come my way. Maybe I should have been nervous playing with older kids, but I knew what I was doing playing football. If I’d come across these guys singing or playing guitars and been asked to join in, I wouldn’t have been able to step up. But running a slant and catching a pass—I felt like all those long, hard practices in full pads at Holy Names had prepared me for this particular moment.
“Hike!” shouted Elvis Presley.
I took off down the sideline, a little above half-speed, and when I saw Red begin to turn I ran as hard as I could up and across the field. Elvis pumped the ball to Red, and when the guys in the backfield stepped toward him, I flew right past them. The quarterback broke to his right and threw.
He had an awkward kind of sidearm style, but the ball came my way hard and fast—a spiraled bullet aimed just ahead of where I was running. I got my hands up and out and reeled it in, feeling like there was nothing more natural in the world than to receive a perfect pass from a quarterback who’d had his record played on the radio. There wasn’t a chance the defenders could catch me, but I kept up the run full speed to the end zone.
When I got back to my teammates, I felt the urge to smile—but smiling seemed like something a little kid would do. I kept my game face on.
“Nice hands, little man,” said Red. He gave me a congratulatory shove.
“He’s got something,” said the quarterback. “We got a game going.”
 
I caught a lot more passes on the Guthrie field that Sunday. Made a couple of interceptions, too. And got knocked on my ass at least a dozen times. I don’t know how long we played, but I would have kept going all night.
I didn’t have to ask Red—and I didn’t hear anybody else say his name, but I knew that in some unfigurable way, my little North Memphis radio prayer had been answered. I’d met the guy from Humes High. I wasn’t sure if I should thank God or Dewey Phillips, but here I was in Guthrie Park with Elvis Presley.
Outside of listeners to Red, Hot & Blue, that name wouldn’t have meant anything to anybody in North Memphis on this particular Sunday. Elvis Presley, on that day, was still a nineteen-year-old truck driver for the Crown Electric Company—a year out of high school and less than a week into a recording career that carried no guarantee of turning into steady work. There wasn’t anything about him you could point to that day that really made him look like a star. His hair, though impressively combed, was an average-looking sandy brown—not the dyed, jet black that would become so familiar later on. In most ways he was just another poor North Memphis kid from the government projects over at Lauderdale Courts.
But even as he scrapped and blocked and fell and played just as hard as the rest of us, there was something else there. He didn’t so much stand out as stand apart. He wasn’t just another older kid, not just another tough guy. And not your typical full-of-himself quarterback. It was like he was already the star of his own movie, but he wasn’t playing it up.
There was only one way in which Elvis’s cool looked a little more like comedy. He had grit and determination, and could throw a ball, but he was not a natural athlete—not the way Red was. This became very clear whenever Elvis broke into an open-field run. Those loose legs of his seemed to shoot out in every direction at once, like Crazy Legs Hirsch, and it seemed to take him an extra effort just to keep himself moving forward.
It occurred to me toward the end of the game that Red and Elvis and the three other older guys didn’t really talk to each other like they were any kind of familiar, best buddies—they were just getting to know each other that day, too. I don’t think anybody said anything about Elvis having been on the radio, but I’d guess that was the icebreaker that had pulled these guys together. I’d later learn that Elvis had been something of a misfit and an outsider during his high school days, and now, with the cachet of a song that had been played on Dewey Phillips’s show, he’d finally found some guys to hang out with. Elvis’s musical talents would eventually bring him just about everything he wanted in his life, but on that weekend all he wanted was to play football with a bunch of guys, and having his first record out helped make that happen. In fact, I happened to show up at Guthrie Park on probably the last weekend of Elvis Presley’s life in which he would have any trouble finding a sixth man for a three-on-three football game.
At some point the gray skies got dark enough that the guys just stopped playing. A couple of them gave me a nod, and a “Good game.” Elvis and Red started to shuffle toward the community center.
I was wondering whether I should seize the moment and blurt out “I like your song,” when Elvis turned back to the rest of us and said, “We’ll meet again here next Sunday.”
The guys nodded and mumbled, “Yes.” I nodded, too.
A couple of days ago I’d been a lonely kid without much more than a radio to get me through the summer. Now I was standing here in Guthrie Park, feeling like I’d become part of something exciting. There’d be another game next Sunday, and there wasn’t any question that I would be there.
I’d be ready to play football on Elvis Presley’s team.


2
I WAS THE ONE

Music has always had a magic for me. One of my very earliest memories is of the sound of the radio broadcasts of the Grand Ole Opry, coming over the set at Mamaw’s house. When I was probably just three or four, it occurred to me that in between the talking parts of the show, the people on the radio were doing something very unusual with their voices. When I asked Mamaw what it was, she told me, “That’s singing, Jerry—the people are singing.” From my small perspective, the talking didn’t make much sense, but that singing stuff was clear and powerful.
I saw that music had a certain power over the adults around me, too. Before I was staying alone at my dad’s house, he’d sometimes just take me with him when he went out at night, a deal that saved him the hassle of finding another place to drop me off, and gave me a peek at that secret world of grown-ups having fun. One of my dad’s favorite spots was up at the top of the Peabody Hotel, where there was a large ballroom with panoramic views of Memphis and the Mississippi River. The bands up there played the kind of swinging, jitterbug dance music my dad loved, and occasionally a top national act like Harry James or Tommy Dorsey would have an engagement there. The walls of the ballroom were black, with tiny lights set up in the ceiling



		
			
			[image: ]

			Elvis plays to the crowd at one of his legendary performances on The Ed Sullivan Show in 1956.
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			There I am on the Holy Names football team.
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			Me in high school, about the time I started hanging out at Graceland.
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			Elvis, throwing a pass in one of our games. I’m in the black shirt.
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			Elvis and me on the set of Paradise, Hawaiian Style.
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			Elvis with Hawaiian dancers on the set. Sandy is to his right.
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			Elvis, Priscilla, me, and Sandy in the Graceland Meditation Garden.
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			Elvis, Alan Fortas, Billy Smith, and me eating ice cream made from snow outside Graceland.
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			Elvis posing in his best motorcycle outfit in Beverly Hills.
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			Elvis and me preparing to cruise the PCH. I’m on a Triumph Bonneville, which Elvis bought for me.
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			The Tree of Life pendant the Memphis Mafia gave Elvis on his thirtieth birthday.
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			Elvis’s wedding, 1967. I’m second from the left.
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			Elvis riding a fake bull on the set of Stay Away, Joe as I look on.
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			Elvis punching Red West in Paradise, Hawaiian Style. I’m in the background in the Hawaiian shirt, and Richard Davis is to my left.
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			Elvis and me in Frankie and Johnny.
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			Elvis as the real Charro.
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			Me posing as Elvis’s photo double in Charro!
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			Elvis and Priscilla leaving the hospital with a newborn Lisa Marie. I’m on the far left.
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			Elvis riding down the Graceland lawn to greet fans at the gate.
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			Helping Elvis with a necklace.
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			President Nixon, Delbert West, me, and Elvis at the White House.
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			The Memphis Mafia, with badges. Standing, left to right, are Billy Smith, Bill Morris, Lamar Fike, me, Roy Nixon, Vernon Presley, Charlie Hodge, Sonny West, George Klein, and Marty Lacker. Kneeling are Dr. Nichopoulos, Elvis, and Red West.

			[image: ]

			Colonel Parker with Elvis. I’m in the background.
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			Elvis in his karate uniform, about to board the Lisa Marie. Dick Grob is in the foreground.
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			The Lisa Marie, a Boeing 707 which Elvis completely gutted and rebuilt to his liking. Note the TCB logo on the tail.
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			Elvis and me leaving a private jet while on tour.
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			Elvis and me leaving the stage.
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			Elvis performing as I attempt to hold back the crowd.
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			Handwritten notes from Elvis.
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			Me working for Elvis, wearing my TCB necklace.
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			Linda Thompson, Elvis, and me on tour.
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			Our trip to Vail, Colorado, in 1976 for Elvis’s forty-first birthday.
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			Me with the Beach Boys on tour in 1977.
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			Me with Lisa Marie, age twelve.
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			Me with Joe Esposito at Graceland. In the foreground is the eternal flame monument.
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			Me and Bono working on Elvis from the Waist Up.
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			At Graceland in 2006.
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