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Strong Content Warning

 

This novel contains strong depictions of violence and rape. If these things trigger you and you feel it is not your cup of tea, then please set the book down and pursue for another. I understand. If you do not mind, then by all means please pick me up and read me!

 

Thank you.

 

Laj Hawkins
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Annie Barnes Dies at 38; Star Transcended

Music, Art, and Fashion

 

Annie Leigh Barnes 1968-2006

 

 Annie Barnes, the infinitely changeable, fiercely forward-looking songwriter who taught a generation of musicians about the power of drama, images, and personas, died two days after her 38th birthday.

 

 Her death was confirmed by her husband, Lawyer Andrew Michael J. Headbringer Sr., on Friday morning. No other details were provided.

 

 Mrs. Barnes had been treated for Mental Illness since she was eighteen years old, according to a statement on her website. “Annie Barnes died peacefully today surrounded by her family; after a twenty-year battle with schizophrenia,” a post on her website page read.

 

 Her last album, “Black Rain,” a collaboration with a jazz quartet typically enigmatic and exploratory, was released on Tuesday — her birthday. She is to be honored with a concert at Carnegie Hall on March 31 featuring the Lakes, Cyndi Rhodes, and the Three Sisters.

 

 She had also collaborated on an Off-Broadway musical, “Shine On.”

 

 Mrs. Barnes wrote songs, above all, about being an outsider: an alien, a misfit, a sexual adventurer, a faraway astronaut. Her music was always a mutable blend — rock, cabaret, jazz, and what she called “plastic soul” — but it was saturated with genuine soul. She also captured the drama and longing of everyday life, enough to give her No. 1 hits like “Dance with Me” a song she wrote for her son.

 

 In concerts and videos, Mrs. Barnes’s costumes and imagery traversed styles, eras, and continents, from German Expressionism to commedia dell’arte to Japanese kimonos to drag queens. She set an example, and a challenge, for every arena spectacle in her wake. If she had an anthem, it was “Pain Awakens,” from her 2001 album “Oopsy Daisy,” which proclaimed:

 

"Turn and face the strange, Oopsy Daisy,

Oh, look out now you singers and skaters,

Pretty soon now you’re gonna get older and w-w-wiser."

 

 Mrs. Barnes earned admiration and emulation across the musical spectrum — from rockers, balladeers, punks, hip-hop acts, creators of pop spectacles, and even classical composers like Philipa Mica, who based two symphonies on Mrs. Barnes’s albums “Lowest” and “Even Heroes Bleed.” 

 

 Mrs. Barnes’ constantly morphing persona was a touchstone for performers like Matrix and Lady Creole; her determination to stay contemporary introduced her fans to Phoenix Funk, Japanese fashion, German electronica, and drum-and-bass dance music.

 

 Nirvana chose to sing “Whiskey Bleeding,” the title song of Mrs. Barnes’s 1994 album, in its brief set for “MVTV in Tucson'' in 1995. “Depression and Happiness,” a collaboration with the glam-rock group Spitfire, supplied a bass line for the 1997 Duck Lice hit “Rimmington.”

Yet throughout Mrs. Barnes’s metamorphoses, she was always recognizable. Her voice was widely imitated but always her own; her message was that there was always empathy beyond difference.

 

 Angst and apocalypse, media and paranoia, and distance and yearning were among Mrs. Barnes’s lifelong themes. So was a penchant for transgression coupled with a determination to push cult tastes toward the mainstream. It was often said that the battle with the demons in her mind and soul led to some of her best pieces of art.

 

 While her son, Andrew Jr., led to some of the calmest, most serene moments. He was her angel. Her own sister fueled the writing of an entire album, “The Abode of the Damned”.

 

 She is survived by her husband, Lawyer Andrew Headbringer Sr., Her son, Andrew Headbringer Jr., her daughter Samantha, and her younger sister, opera star Penelope Barnes.

 

Jessica Hopefull















 

 

Prologue

 

"It was December of 2010, and I was walking into a radio station interview with my band, Devil's Masquerade. We were fresh off a six-month American bus tour with A Lifetime to Heaven and FATES... Total dream job. Even if we were the opening act...." He took a sip of water looking at the reporter, "But we were going in and I still answered the call…"

 

 

*******

 

 

"Hello?"

 

"Is this Mr. Andrew-Michael Headbringer?" My stomach sank. The only time I heard that name was when something bad was about to go down.

 

"Yes. This is him. May I-" I was cut off by the woman.

 

"Please hold for Dr. Saeed." Her side went silent, and then moments later there was a gruff, tired-sounding, voice on the other side.

 

"Mr. Headbringer."

 

"Please, call me MJ."

 

"MJ, are you a legal adult?"

"Yes, I was emancipated four years ago... why?"

There was a breath of relief on the other side of the phone, while my stomach was turning sour. Then the shoe dropped…

 

"We need you to come to Mogollon Vista in Arizona and take custody of Tarja Emily Ellis, as her birth certificate says. She is still a minor who has listed you as her last living relative. The judge has forcibly removed her from her mother's care this morning, after a sixth, and nearly successful, suicide attempt that resulted in hospitalization."

 

"H-how long has she been there?" I asked.

 

"She's been here twenty days and will be released in 48 hours as long as a guardian can collect her. Otherwise, she'll go into state care."

 

I slid down the wall of the radio station, fighting tears.

 

"I-I'll be there. Tell her I'm coming."

 

I hung up. I apologized to my band, long-time friends, and the radio station. I told them I had a sudden family emergency. I turned to flee down the hall in heavy biker boots, and 48 hours later I was standing there in a suit, my hair kept, having met the judge. I was waiting for my lifelong best friend, my cousin, who was wheeled out in a drugged haze through a magnetically sealed door. She was a mess. Her hair was messier than normal, with her face makeup-less. She was wearing cloth scrubs that were too small, threatening to burst at the breasts, and I still smiled.

 

"Tarja–"

 

*******

 

 

The reporter stopped him right there holding up her hand.

 

 

"Why don't you tell us a little more about what led you down the road to becoming a Psychologist and Musician."

 

 

Dr. Andrew-Michael J. Headbringer, Jr. shifted in the big plush chair.

 

 

"We're here to talk about my cousin, and how the stigma against mental illness nearly failed Tarja's, Fallen Veil's lead vocalists’ life…"

 

 

The interviewer, her cheeks flushed with well-chastised embarrassment, nodded, "I apologize. Go ahead."

 

 

MJ turned to the camera, and to the audience, and began to speak again.

 

 

 

Saturday, December 24, 2010

 

Dearest Diary,

 

It's hard to believe I actually got sprung on Christmas Eve this year! Penny doesn't care. Penny just doesn't want me to tarnish her reputation so she's done everything she can to keep me from it. Everything! I love choir. If Mom knew I was singing and getting privately trained by my music director shit would hit the fan, literally. No one messes with Penelope Barnes. Prima Donna of all. She travels around the world singing with her orchestra. She only comes home when I screw up now. I can't really recall a time when she was home on a birthday or holiday. Not since I was little. Mostly it's just been Espinosa and her husband Renaldo who took care of me and my house in Bridgerton. The small town in nowhere Arizona she stuck me in. But, this year, after she dumped my meds, and I went totally nutters and hurt myself the judge let me call on one person I knew who was eighteen or older that could possibly take care of me. OR would want to. My best friend, my cousin Andrew, is out in California. We called him and he got in and talked to the judge in depth yesterday and he agreed to take care of me till I'm twenty-one. I'm so thrilled. Oh, my walk-out is here. I can't wait to see Andrew! He's been a big rockstar since he was fourteen. Love and kisses. I think I will add a log for the hallu's too... I'll talk to my shrink about it and see what she thinks on the 26th. She's coming in special to see me in her home office the day after Christmas! I am so thrilled. 

 

TTFN~

Tarja

 

Chapter 1

MJ sat in the waiting room of the psychiatric floor in the regional hospital in Mogollon Vista and waited for them to bring Tarja out. Soon enough the heavy, threatening-looking door buzzed, and a nurse pushed it open with her back while pulling a rather unforgiving wheelchair out. When she turned it around there was a girl who looked rather nothing like Tarja did the last time, but then he had to remember she'd been here for 21 days with no makeup, no dye...

 

"Tarja–"

 

She looked up at him and she nodded, and the nurse smiled, "This is her, pardon her stupor. It's the meds she was given this morning. They are weaning her off the drug that causes all the sleepiness all the time, but it will take a week. She's got her stuff. Here is her release paperwork. Here is her jewelry, her phone, her purse, and her wallet. I'll help you two to your car..."

 

"Oh, it's a truck but it's right out here."

 

MJ led them out to a nice, shiny, brand-new Dodge RAM. He smiled as he unlocked the passenger door, then took Tarja's bag from her and helped her up into the seat, handing her a pillow from the back seat. He buckled her in, shut the door, and put her bag in the back seat. He got in on the other side, waved to the nurse, and they headed out the way he'd come in. He smiled at his cousin. "It's good to see you."

 

"Thank you, Andy."

 

"Just call me MJ, okay? It's what everyone calls me now." He smiled and fiddled in the middle console, producing a brush for her. They headed for the freeway, and an hour later he pulled into the Safemart. She, with better-managed hair, was sound asleep, so he left her a note that he was in Safemart. That she could come looking if he wasn't back in 10.

 

Andy slid into Safemart, got her meds filled while he shopped, picked them up, and put them in the truck. "I'm gonna go check out the music store, you rest."

 

Crow was working the counter, as he did from 5 pm to midnight for most of the week. He'd just gotten to work and was changing. His button-up that he'd worn to school had disappeared into his bag, revealing a T-shirt featuring GWAR. He was unbraiding the wealth of hair, which hung in a wavy curtain down his back now. The longest bits brushed his ass.

 

There were two people browsing the shop when MJ stepped through the door. Crow looked up, clapping internally at his appearance. He didn't look like one of the know-it-all music guys who wanted to have a snide conversation about being better than you.

 

"Hey, welcome. If there's anything you have questions about, or you need help finding anything, let me know."

 

"Actually your shirt just reminded me. I had to leave LA in a hurry for the family business, and I left a lot of my music behind. I need some really angry stuff. You wouldn't happen to have any of that on hand would you?"

 

He smiled, admiring the guy's tee as he set a hand on a clear space on a heavy-looking huge display and waited for a guy browsing through Britney Spears who looked a little skeevy.

 

"I kinda got a friend in the car. She hasn't heard the new one yet, but would you happen to have a copy of Devil's Veil's last Album, 'Creedence Falls'? I know it's old but I can tell you the new one drops Tuesday."

 

"Right on! We definitely had at least one of all their albums, last I checked. Funny enough, their sound isn't appreciated in this tiny, dust bowl town."

 

Crow's tone was quiet, self-effacing. He stepped from behind the counter, his boots hitting the floor. He paused as he walked past the skeevy guy and spoke in a low voice, just barely audible.

"You better make sure you like what you get. Dan says he's not taking any more returns from you. And we've got cameras."

 

The guy flinched, looked around, and bolted for the door. The way he was clutching his jacket Crow was nearly positive he'd already pocketed some stuff. He shook his head. For what the guy paid for albums he could just get the internet and jack off all he wanted. There was so much free porn. Hell, Britney Spears pretty much released videos daily of herself in skimpy clothes, dancing.

 

"Here we go," Crow said out loud. "Now there's a lot of bands who fall into multiple categories. Take Evanescence, for example. You can find them in both rock and metal. Devil's Veil skirts that line too. I've listened to every album as it's come out and you can hear the progression. They're getting more comfortable together, and experimenting to find their own style. You don't get to hear that kind of musical development often. But it's the bands that grow that way that seem to find lasting popularity. Their fans grow with them."

 

Crow ducked his head for a second, hiding behind that mass of dark hair.

"Sorry, I keep rambling, and you've got someone waiting for you. I'll be up front when you're ready."

 

MJ smirked a little as he walked up front with an Evanescence CD just for the hell of it. Just to see Tarja's reaction. He'd both met and worked with Amy. The girl had a brilliant mind but man was she a right stroppy cow. He shifted as he pulled out his bank card and handed it to Crow, waiting for him to bring it up.

 

"What about you? Do you do anything outside selling tunes? Are you still in school? What's the fam life like? Play any music?" He asked. The more he vetted the poor guy he felt a little bad. "My cousin is in high school here. She's a senior this year." He shifted again.

 

"She just spent the last 20 days outta school, so I gotta go talk to the superintendent about letting her back in to get her through to graduation, or see if I’m just better off yanking her out for her GED. I plan on taking her back to LA, to get her involved with a few friends of mine."

 

"You're a brave man. If I tried to get my sister "involved" my mother would have my head. And she's the nice one! I'm kidding. My family has always been great. They encourage me, no matter if I'm experimenting with new looks or completely changing my musical education.

 

I graduated a few years ago, but I still work as a teacher's aide in the Music Department. As for music, I was trained most of my life in classical violin, but I gave it up. The siren call of the bass drew me in. I'm even in a sad excuse for a garage band. Little people with big dreams."

 

Crow finished bagging up the guy's stuff. He was not the kind of guy to just info dump his life story on a stranger. This guy though. He felt this weird connection. He felt like someone Crow could hang out with, and he very rarely got that vibe.

 

"Is there anything else I can help you with? I'm here every night from five to midnight if you think of something later. I keep track of our Facebook and I'm usually pretty good at responding to messages."

 

MJ smiled, he needed a new bass player Eddie's girlfriend just showed up preggers and he'd bolted. He held out his hand to shake this man's hand.

 

"Don't think I gave you my name. I know the card says Andrew Headbringer on it... but most people just know me as MJ Sixx." He grinned like a chesh. "I'll send you a Facebook DM later tonight once I get my cousin situated at home, and I will set something up with you to check your skills. I could so use a bassist right now. Eddie Richards just left this morning, I was told."

 

He brushed his hair out of his face and took his little paper bag and card back and headed for the door.

 

"Good night, kind sir." He bowed and out the door he went.

 

And there it went. Crow's complete inability to process what he'd just been told. He stood there and stared, wide-eyed, as MJ Sixx walked out of the shop.

 

The second that door chime sounded Crow bent in half, hanging onto the counter, and reminded himself that he did actually need to breathe. He had to tell someone, but who? Who would even believe him?

 

Benny. Benny would believe it. So he called the big man who coordinated the band, as well as being their lead singer, and told him what had happened practically word for word. Crow was beyond embarrassed at his role in the conversation. But especially, and he could barely get the words out, because THE MJ SIXX had looked at him and said he needed a bassist!

 

"Calm down, fanboy," Benny said with a smile in his voice. "He could have been joking. Don't freak out until it becomes an actual thing."

 

Crow was nodding at the phone. He had no idea what he'd do if MJ was serious. He fought down the anxiety-induced nausea, and spent the rest of his shift completely disconnected from reality.

 

 

O O O

 

 

MJ walked back to the big shiny pickup. Tarja was still sound asleep and had a line of drool down her face. A couple of high school kids were pointing and making fun. He shouted and threw a cup of soda at them before backing out. He headed up to the far other, older, side of town to 125 Thunderbolt Canyon Creek Road, and pulled up in the large parking lot behind the house. He gathered up the bags and shook Tarja awake as she mumbled something. She'd been dreaming about the man she'd briefly caught a glance of in the choir room.

 

Her green eyes opened to MJ's blue ones, and she smiled and hugged him tight before she looked around for her mother's Jaguar. She sighed as all she saw was the beat-up station wagon for the little groundskeeper and housekeeper couple. Boy, would she be glad for good food. MJ smiled again, "Good dreams, huh?"

 

Tarja nodded as she slowly slid out of the truck onto her slippered feet and slowly made her way to the front door and went in. Her mother had put furniture in front of the back entrance or the guest entrance she badly wanted to live in.

 

She hobbled towards the house, and hugged Renaldo as he was trimming the large Tombstone Rose by the front door. He smiled, telling her Espi was inside, and she rushed inside to hug the woman who had raised her

 

"Hola, Espinosa!" She cried, as she hugged her in tears.

 

Espinosa hugged her tight back, and stroked her hair softly.

 

"¡Mi hija! ¿Cómo son las voces? ¿Los arreglaron? ¿Andrés?"

 

She stepped back to see MJ, and hugged him tightly as well. He smiled.

 

"Tell me you've got burritos and tamales in the freezer ready to be warmed?" He laughed seeing her face brighten. She nodded and ran to the freezer.

 

"How many, mi hijo?"

 

He looked at Tarja who laughed and he spoke.

 

"Two burritos each, green. And four tamales, two red two green for each of us. We're hungry and she's been on hospital food for almost a month. Look at her!"

 

Tarja gestured for his phone and a notebook, putting in the router password for her router that was hidden in what would be his guest room.

 

"There you go. Now you don't have to use your data."

 

She smiled and poured them each a glass of milk. Lord she'd missed good milk! She sat quietly at the table while everyone else sat at the breakfast bar. Espi looked at MJ while Tarja filled her med box with her headphones on, knowing they'd probably talk about her.

 

"Is my baby going to be okay? Is she okay now? Is she safe to be home?"

 

 

O O O

 

 

Half an hour later Benny showed up at the shop with Chinese food. Crow smelled it before he whipped around to stare, shell-shocked, at Benny. Benny laughed, setting the bags on the counter.

"You poor thing," he said in a mock pout. "Honestly, you act as if you've never seen a famous person before."

 

"I haven't! Not in real life! And god, why did it have to be him? How the hell did I not recognize him!" Crow banged his head on the counter.

 

"Jesus Christ, my dude, let it go! It was one tiny encounter. It may never happen again. You can't make it a focal point of your life. Eat some dessert shrimp and bring it down a couple of notches."

 

"You don't get it," Crow moaned. "I said I played bass. He got this look and told me he'd actually lost his bassist literally yesterday. Benny, I swear to God, the word "audition" left his mouth, and he was just looking at me when he said it."

 

Crow's words were interspersed between bites of dumplings and coconut shrimp. His crescendo was in a tone so high that Benny didn't know Crow could hit it. He grabbed the man by the shoulders and shook him.

 

"He's just a person! Yes, he's talented. Yes, we envy his success. I know you know it wasn't easy for him to get where he is. He's just a guy offstage. Treat him like that. Oh, by the way, I'm stealing your last dumpling."

 

 

O O O

 

 

They had all eaten and Tarja had handed him her med box to double-check. He glanced and nodded, smiling, and he told her to put it someplace safe so she wouldn't forget to take it. She took all her stuff up to her bathroom and put the bottles in her medicine cabinet. The box went in her drawer. She brushed her teeth, changed into a nightgown, and climbed into bed. Her mom had never called this trip. Never called back or anything. Her mother didn't care, and she started to cry. It hurt badly. She knew the bitch didn't care, but she
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