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LICENSE
NOTES

This eBook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return
to the vendor of your choice and purchase your own copy. Thank you
for respecting the hard work of this author.

 



Publisher's
Note

First, I'd like to note that I am thrilled to
be publishing the digital edition of Rough Mix. I am a very
long-time fan of Johnette's music, and it's been amazing to meet
her and help get this work out to more of her fans.

What we've done here, is to use the original
pages from the printed edition of this book and insert them as
graphics in the eBook. They were carefully created by the author,
and I think the "feel" of the book would be lost without recreating
them here exactly as they are in print. In addition to the page
images though, knowing that not all eReading devices are created
equal, I have retyped every word from the imaged pages and inserted
the text directly after each image. This ensures that everyone
purchasing the book will get the story…and the art.

The art, after all, is
what it's all about.

David Niall Wilson

7-19-2013 – Hertford, NC
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I've been asked over the years to write a
book and have long wondered how to go about it. I don't have the
attention span to either conceive or execute a full-blown novel or
a heavy self-important autobiography although common sense told me
the older I was the more stories I would have to tell, and it would
be a good thing to do when I was too old to hold a guitar or jump
up on a stage. I could have and originally intended to stick to
lyrics, a book of lyrics. That's been hard to do for a couple of
reasons: I write a lot and can't keep up with it, and every time I
sit down to this project and get through proofing a few songs from
20 years ago I get too depressed to finish. I'd blow the whole idea
off, again and again, stopping at the same place every time. Not
all of the memories are good from those times.
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MY CAT IS EMBARASSED.

RHYTHMICALLY PUMPING OUT

SHIT INTO HIS BOX UNDER MY KITCHEN TABLE

WHILE I WATCH.

HE DOES HAVE DIGNITY, YOU KNOW.

EVEN THE DOG IS WATCHING.

AS HE FINISHED HE TURNS AROUND AND

METICULOUSLY WITH LITTLE FINGERS

BURIES IT OUT OF SIGHT &

LOOKS UP, SHEEPISHLY

YOU WON'T TELL ANYONE, WILL YOU?

AND HE HURRIES AWAY.
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Then something happened in the middle of this
whole thing: my Dad got cancer. He has since passed away and it's
as if a sun has gone down and shadows will forever be cast from a
light from a different angle. So I revisit this whole endeavor
through re-shaped eyes and heart and now, indeed, I am all the way
back to the beginning.

I've always maintained song lyrics are not
poetry, or certainly don't have to be, and formal poetry not meant
to be song. At least not since the invention of the written
word.

Great rock and roll does not demand literary
genius. "Tutti Frutti" may not be poetry to everyone, but it's
definitely rock and roll.

I've tried to choose lyrics that I can still
stand to read after all these years and some things that aren't
published or recorded yet.
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When we made the first record I was working a
day job, and took the Santa Monica Boulevard bus all the way into
Century City at 7:00 a.m. in the morning. Every morning I'd get
into my steel-toed French army boots and grab my notebooks and hike
the 40 or so blocks to the bus stop, past the Jewish cemetery by
the TV studios, up to Santa Monica. I'd write a lot in my head on
those mornings, and on the mornings when the bus, packed to the
gills with morning commuters, would blow right by me and I was
screwed and resigned to wait for the next one I'd scribble away,
leaned against the cinderblock wall of the carwash behind me. I
wanted to, and I knew I would, see more of the world I'd always
known was out there. I was on the streets all the time since I was
a kid, and the people on the street fascinated me. Everybody had a
story. Everybody was a character in a crazy scene, always verging
on or often completely spinning wildly out of control.
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11/13/08

Bianco's Apt.

Santa Monica &Vine
.

....I'm subletting my friend Jim Bianco's 3rd
floor walkup (I ain't gettin' in that elevator) above the surplus
store at Santa Monica & Vine, right across the street from
where Gold Star used to be. There's a mini-mall there now, and on
this side of the Boulevard is Paramount studios, where we recorded
the Pretty and Twisted album, and down a bit on this side there is
now a little theatre where there was once a record pressing
plant.

In between was a place called G&M Record
labels, run by Max and his wife, a sweet German couple. We'd send
out the lacquer masters from the studio, huge slabs of smelly
plastic, carefully and freshly packed in between blocks of
Styrofoam and duct taped together like a time-sensitive musical
hamburger. You have to get the slabs into the 'bath' soon, or the
lacquer deteriorates, so it was a very big deal to maintain
temperature and timely delivery to the plant, who sent their runner
to Gold Star every day around 4:00.
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STILL IN HOLLYWOOD

(Concrete Blonde,
Concrete Blonde)

I was walking down the
street early this morning

Past the graveyard,
voices singin' to me.

I was walking down the
street, early this morning

And the silver drops
of rain hung from the leaves

And I swear I heard
the voices singing to me…

Singing to the rhythm
of the beat of my feet,

I swear I heard the
voices singing to me –

Keep on, keep on, keep
on.

Still in
Hollywood!

Oh WOW! Thought I'd be
out of here by now.

Still in
Hollywood!

My, my I'm running on
a wheel and I don't know why

I don't know why.

And on the bus today,
I met the queen of L.A. –

At least she said she
was and who am I to say?

She was sixty-five and
full of life,

She had purple-painted
cheeks

And glitter on her
eyes

And the troll on the
corner, I flipped him a quarter

And he looked at me
and smiled.

He wasn't abused, he
wasn’t confused,

He had nothing to gain
and less to lose.

Still in
Hollywood!

Oh WOW! Thought I'd be
out of here by now.

Still in
Hollywood!

My, my I'm running on
a wheel and I don't know why

And so it's three
A.M., I'm out walking again.

I'm just a spot on the
sidewalk in the city of sin.

He doesn't give a
fuck, he's living under a truck

You know it coulda
been me, guess it's just my luck.

But I swear I hear the
voices singing to me –

Keep on, keep on, keep
on.

Still in
Hollywood…

tmp_3322e20d4b22832a69b08b7adf77dad8_TXM4qy_html_237e8019.jpg
361 we made the first rocord 1 was working a day job,

20 btke the 40160 blooks 1o the bus stop, past the Jewish cemetary

1Y U0 TV shudios, up to Sania onTSa. ;Td wette alatin my head on those
N, and on the mornings whon ihe s, packed to

o gt i moraingcomnters, ot viow it s

e

81 was sorowed and osined | 1o watt forthe.

leahed aganetthe einderblosk wall ot e

ou = of o worid 1d aiways

_iown s ol e, e o ot l e iy e s i,
i tho peoDlo o0 i i tfesclnated me. Bverybody had astory.
Berybody was agharacter n 2 crazy_sdene






tmp_3322e20d4b22832a69b08b7adf77dad8_TXM4qy_html_3b9aea.jpg
11/18/08
‘Bianco’s Apt.
Banta Monica & Vine

.I'm fubletting my friend Jim Bianco's
Brd fioor walkup (T ain't getiin'in tht.
elevator) above the surplus store at
‘Santa Monica & Vine, right across the
stret from where Gold Star used to be.
There's a mini-mall there now, and on
this slde of the Boulevard is Paramount
studios, where we recorded the Pretty &
Taristed album, and down a bit on this
side there is now alittle theatre where
there was once a record pressing plant.

In between was & place called GeM
Record labels, run by Max and his wife, a
.+ ;swoot German couple. We'd gend out the
“Iacquer masters from the studio; huge
slabs of smelly plastic, carefully and
freshly packed in between blocks of
styrofoam and duct taped together like &
’ time-sensitive musical hamburger. You
‘have to get the slabs into the bath' soon,

or the lacquer deteriorates, so it
very big deal to maintain' ;;apex:::z:
and‘himskv delivery {0 the plant, who
sent their runner to Gold St

| Seouna 2100, ety






tmp_3322e20d4b22832a69b08b7adf77dad8_TXM4qy_html_m15e624ac.jpg
fm our

SHIT INTO HIS
WHILE I WATCH.






tmp_3322e20d4b22832a69b08b7adf77dad8_TXM4qy_html_43f04bf3.jpg
Then something happened in the middle
of this whole thing: my Dad got cancer.

e cast from a different angle. So
' I revigip this whole endeavor through re-
| shaped eyes and heart and now, indeed, T

song. Atleastgine th th
written word.

reat rock and Toll dues not demand
literary genius. "Tutti Frutti" may not be

'poetry to everyone, bus it's definitely
rock and roll.

I&(’jed to choose Iyrics that I can still
stand to read after all these years and
some things thataren't  published

orreccrdedye% E : % 4;






tmp_3322e20d4b22832a69b08b7adf77dad8_TXM4qy_html_mbb608d5.jpg
P.o. box 1053
Jjoshua tree ca
92353





tmp_3322e20d4b22832a69b08b7adf77dad8_TXM4qy_html_m4b80e3a0.jpg
I've been asked over the years to write a
book and have long wondered how to go
about it. T don't have the attention span
to either conceive or execute a full-blown.
paovel . X
or a heavy selfimportant autobiography
2lhough common sense told me the

il Older I was ghe more stories I would

il have to tell, and it would be a, good thing
o do when I was t00 old to hold a guitar
OF jump up on a stage. I could have/and
had originally hag.intended to stick to
Iyrics, a book offjTics. That's been hard
to do for a couple of reasons: I write a
lot and can't keep up with it, and every
time I sit down to this project and get.
through proofing a few songs from 20
years ago I get too depressed to finish,
I'd blow the whole idea off, agai
i again, stopping at the same pléée i

j ©very time. Not all of the memories are
good from those times. -






tmp_3322e20d4b22832a69b08b7adf77dad8_TXM4qy_html_m7ad3763f.jpg
s diknd
Reph M





tmp_3322e20d4b22832a69b08b7adf77dad8_TXM4qy_html_m18f3e62d.jpg





tmp_3322e20d4b22832a69b08b7adf77dad8_TXM4qy_html_28326da7.jpg
STILL IN HOLLYW0OD
(Goncrete Blonde, Gonrete Blonde)

1 was walking down the street early this morning
‘Past the graveyard, voices singin' to me.

1 was walking down the strest, early this morning
‘And the silver drops of rain hung from the leaves ~
Ana X swear I heard the voices singing to me
‘Singing to the rhythm of the beat of my feet, -
1 swear I heard the voloes singing to me -
Keepon, keep on, keep on.

Still in Hollywooa!
Oh WOW! Thought T'a be out of here by now.

Still in Hollywooa!

My, my I'm running on a wheel and I don't know why.
T don't know why.

And on the bus today, I met the queen of L.A. -
At least she sid she was and who am 1 to say? -
She was sixty-five and full of life,

She had purple-painted cheeks ~
And gutter on her eyes

‘And the troll on the corner, I flipped him a quarter -

And e looked at me and smiled.

e wasn't abused, he wasn't confused, %

He had nothing to gain and less to lose

St in Hollywood,
Oh WOW! Thought T be out of here by now.

Still in Hollywood!

My, my I'm running like a rat and I don't know why

_ o . i &

And 50 it's three A.M., I'm out walking again.

T'm just a spot on the sidewalk in the city of sin.
‘He doesn't give a fuck, he's iving under a truck.
‘¥ou know it coulda been me, guess it's just my Jucik.
‘But I'swear I hear the voices singing tome -

Xeep on, keep on, keep on.

Still in Hollywood...
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