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Black Sabbath bench in Birmingham festooned with tributes to Ozzy (including Amber’s).
 







Introduction No More Tears

I first heard of Ozzy Osbourne’s existence in 1982, when I was 11. I know it was that year as Motörhead’s ‘Iron Fist’ single had just come out. Prior to that, I hadn’t much liked the band: Lemmy’s warts, husky voice and all-round roughness intimidated my sensitive soul. But I’d heard a snippet of the song on the BBC children’s TV programme Cheggers Plays Pop, and it sounded good to me. So next day in school I excitedly approached my classmate Aaron, who loved Motörhead and whom I was desperate to impress: ‘Hi! This will please you: I like Iron Fist!’ Deeply unimpressed by my sycophancy, Aaron countered: ‘Hi! This will please you: There’s a heavy metal singer called Ozzy Osbourne and he bites the heads off pigeons and spits them into the audience.’ Factually, that wasn’t entirely correct, but I had no way of knowing that, and so I was duly warned off: Ozzy wasn’t for the likes of me. The singer seemed to be the real deal – an uncontrolled wild man. When I started to see pictures of him in Kerrang! – the metal magazine I had begun to save up my pocket money to buy – his maniacal smile highlighted the danger he represented. He scared me, but that fear was alluring and exciting.

It didn’t take long for my fear of Ozzy to evolve into something approaching fandom. When I began to explore Black Sabbath’s back catalogue via records borrowed from the local library, I discovered a vocalist who had a degree of range and even subtlety, just as the band had. When I eventually encountered his 80s solo work, I discovered supremely catchy metal sung by a pudgy guy in a bouffant hairdo. Ozzy, it became clear, was a showman, a performer who occasionally did wild things but who sought to entertain first and foremost.

While my own view of Ozzy evolved as I encountered more of his work, others seemed stubbornly fixated on the terrifying figure of evil. In the 1980s, he was one of the main targets of moral panics from the American Christian right and campaigns from groups like the Parents Music Resource Center. Ozzy seemed to be the embodiment of obscenity and degeneracy – and Satanic obscenity and degeneracy to boot. He was definitely not someone suitable for children and definitely worthy of a warning sticker on his albums. At the other end of the spectrum, liberal-left opinion generally dismissed Ozzy and metal in general as ridiculous, musically crude and politically incoherent.

Fast forward over 40 years from my first encounter with Ozzy, and I found myself at Birmingham’s Black Sabbath Bench, on the Black Sabbath Bridge, one early September afternoon in 2025. Erected in 2019 as part of regeneration efforts to spruce up Birmingham’s derelict canalsides, the bench became the focus of public mourning after Ozzy died on 22 July 2025. The bench was where the Osbourne family, led by the weeping matriarch Sharon, came to acknowledge the mourners a couple of weeks after Ozzy’s death; the funeral cortege also passed this way.

I wasn’t the only visitor that day – a Brazilian couple and I took each other’s pictures – but it was clear that the initial phase of mourning was coming to a close. Many of the floral tributes, messages and other gifts were starting to fade. One tribute still looked fresh. It had been left in a clear plastic folder by a child called Amber. It was titled ‘No More Tears’ (the title of Ozzy’s 1991 album and single) and pictured Ozzy against a backdrop of tears falling like rain. The caption – prefixed by what looked like an inverted cross but may just have been a wonky attempt to draw a normal cross – read as follows:

RIP Ozzy Thank you for inspiring me. There is one reason why I would like to be on stage. The reason is because of Ozzy. Thank you – from Amber.

From her handwriting, I guessed that Amber was likely to be a bit younger than I was when I first heard about Ozzy and his reputation. I could never have imagined doing something similar. Amber seems to have possessed none of the visceral mixture of fear and attraction that Aaron and I felt when we encountered Ozzy. In later life, Ozzy had become almost a grandfatherly figure. As well as the many photos of him with his actual grandchildren that circulate on social media, there are heartwarming videos of him meeting kids and delighting them with his avuncular warmth.

I am a little envious of Amber’s uncomplicated affection for Ozzy. For a child in the early 1980s to publicly declare that Ozzy was an inspiration would have been a more daring statement and one that I was incapable of making; and in any case, I found him too frightening to be an inspiration. In the 2020s, a parent will support a child in their grief for Ozzy, find a clear plastic folder and take them to publicly mourn for him. Maybe this was Amber’s first experience of loss; perhaps her parents saw this as an opportunity for some real-world education. They in turn will have seen in the media many other adults and children offering tributes to Ozzy and, if they are from Birmingham, cannot have failed to notice his near-canonisation as a symbol of proud Brummie heritage.*

The mourning rites for Ozzy Osbourne saw events that would have been barely conceivable to the Ozzy of old, to his fans of old, and to my childhood self. But then, the twenty-first century had already seen a sea change in Ozzy’s public image. It was pretty extraordinary when the band of the Coldstream Guards played ‘Paranoid’ outside Buckingham Palace on the day of his funeral. It’s even more mind-boggling to consider that Ozzy himself had played ‘Paranoid’ at Buckingham Palace in 2002, as part of the celebratory concert for Queen Elizabeth II’s Golden Jubilee.

So what happened? What changed?

You might simply put it down to The Osbournes. The pioneering docu-soap transformed Ozzy’s public image into that of an innocuous and lovable aged rocker. Ozzy’s music alone was never likely to have transformed his image. While he remained incredibly popular in the metal world right up until his death and beyond, his solo work has never fully crossed over. Though Black Sabbath’s critical reputation has soared in recent decades, that alone does not account for Ozzy’s popular appeal.

Did Ozzy die a much-loved figure simply because the media made him into one? That was part of the story but not the whole story. Because it wasn’t just Ozzy’s image that changed; perceptions of heavy metal have been shifting too. Just as Ozzy playing at Buckingham Palace was inconceivable in the 1970s and 1980s, so there was no precedent for a metal band to play the Olympics opening ceremony, as Gojira did in Paris in 2024. Nor would it have been imaginable even as recently as the 1990s that a metal band could win the Eurovision song contest, as Lordi did in 2006.

It’s not that metal is necessarily more popular these days. What has happened is that metal has become a cultural constant, an inevitable part of life that is acknowledged like other enduring cultures. When the band of the Coldstream Guards at Buckingham Palace played a tribute to Ozzy, it was no different from their marking the death of any other significant British celebrity; one who not everyone liked, but who was a taken-for-granted part of the cultural landscape.

Metal is beginning to take its place in the diverse firmament of established human cultures with longstanding traditions. To ignore it, to treat it as ephemeral, increasingly means to be blind to the existence of part of the cultural foundation of modern life. To acknowledge this reality doesn’t mean you have to like metal. Just as we can admire aspects of any other culture without necessarily wanting to join it, so we can recognise that, sometimes and for some people, metal can say something important about what it is to be human. A French person with a lactose intolerance is perfectly capable of celebrating the glorious heritage of French cheese-making.

While this book will not try to tell the reader that everyone should like metal and love Ozzy, I will argue that metal deserves to be seen, to be recognised for what it is. Metal has become a culture that, at its best, embodies some much-needed values: loyalty, resilience, community and a sense of history. Metal is creating a story, and a mythology, that provides meaning, ritual and rootedness in a chaotic, alienating world. Without anyone quite noticing, metal as a scene, a genre and a culture, is becoming more than ‘just another’ style of music. As this book will show, metal is digging deep roots into the foundations of human existence – and that means that metal is engaging with what it is to live and what it means to die.

***

This isn’t a book I ever thought I would write.

I’ve written about metal before, including my 2007 academic monograph Extreme Metal, a number of co-edited collections, plus a whole lot of journalism and criticism. But a book about Ozzy? That I never expected.

That you are reading this now is down to one extraordinary day. Back to the Beginning, which took place on 5 July 2025, was more than simply Ozzy Osbourne’s and Black Sabbath’s farewell appearances, backed up by some of the biggest names in metal. Ozzy’s brave performance – sitting in a bat-shaped throne, battling Parkinson’s symptoms and a host of other ailments – took place only 17 days before he died. It was one of the most moving, heartbreaking, powerful things I have ever witnessed. It shattered every preconception of what I thought Ozzy could be as an artist. It was unprecedented and it was beautiful.

Hyperbole? I don’t think I am the only one who experienced what I experienced. In fact, I know I wasn’t. When you take the concert together with the death and mourning, you have a moment – a metal moment. Metal showed off its best side, the side that is generous, musically vital, rooted in history while telling stories about what it is to be in the world. Ozzy’s death became the point where metal converged to become something more than itself – and for someone who had repeatedly been dismissed throughout his life, what could have been more beautiful?

Part of the purpose of this book is to help us retain that beauty and to prevent something precious from being lost. I don’t believe in utopias, but I do believe that, for short periods at least, humans can become more than isolated individuals: our cultures can temporarily embody the fundamental needs and wants that we all share. The beauty of Ozzy’s death was fragile and is gradually dissipating. Ozzy is in danger of becoming like any other dead rock star: someone memorialised and exploited for his image and intellectual property. The narrative around him is solidifying into a collection of endlessly recirculated anecdotes that smooth the rough edges of Ozzy’s story, the bits that do not fit. What is also being lost is a sense of how the beautiful death of Ozzy Osbourne was a moment in which the metal grassroots and the metal elite came together. At its best, metal is something that no one owns, and we are in danger of losing that collective ownership.

This book will attempt to redress the balance; it will make the story of the death of Ozzy Osbourne a story about us. Which ‘us’ is that? It’s an us that includes Ozzy himself, along with his family. Certainly, it’s the metal us; it’s also the larger us that was touched by Ozzy’s death, and it’s the us that could learn something from the metal way of dying and living. It is, above all, a human us. It’s about the human need to find meaning, comfort and community in the face of our inevitable sickening and dying. It’s about life and how we live it, as death always is.

The moment of Ozzy’s beautiful death is receding in time; this book will make it live again, expanding it, following the myriad tendrils rooted in Ozzy’s last rites. This is a journey to unexpected places, just like Ozzy’s own life led him from humble beginnings in industrial Birmingham to places of which he could never have conceived. One of those places was metal, the genre he helped create without ever meaning to. Metal itself has also gone on an unexpected journey. It’s a form of music that can do things no one ever expected it to, and the culture and scenes that formed around it have a value that no one ever imagined they could have.

It’s time to follow Ozzy from death, to life, to hope and to the unexpected.
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Ozzy’s death certificate.








1 Death

On the morning of 22 July 2025, a 76-year-old male experienced catastrophic thrombus formation, causing arterial occlusion and the prevention of blood flowing to the heart. This myocardial infarction had been precipitated by a variety of factors, including coronary artery disease aggravated by Parkinson’s disease and autonomic dysfunction. Due to the myocardial infarction, the body of the 76-year-old male underwent an irreversible cessation of circulation, respiration and brain activity. Deprived of oxygen, the body’s cells accumulated acidic by-products and progressively shut down.


One hour later, the body had begun to cool, and livor mortis and rigor mortis began to set in;

24 hours later, internal autolysis had progressed as cellular enzymes began to self-digest. The body began to bloat as bacterial activity in the gut produced gases.

One week later, decomposition had begun (albeit slowed by the cool of the storage location to which the body had been relocated) as microbial activity flourished.

One month later, soft tissue was progressing towards liquefaction, and adipocere had begun to form in moister regions of the body.



One year later, soft tissues had mostly completed decomposition or conversion to dry remains or adipocere; bones showed initial signs of mineral leaching.

***

Death doesn’t actually exist. When a body dies, it is only the beginning of a transition to a new form of existence. More accurately, it is the start of a transition to multiple new existences, as the body’s constituent entities disaggregate and become something else. Even if we pretend that death exists, it is an existence without awareness. Death doesn’t know it exists and how significant it is to human beings. Death certainly has no aesthetics; it is beyond beauty or ugliness. Death just is.

It is humans who give death meaning. Death is a social act. Ozzy’s decomposing body was indifferent to the death certificate that formally recognised it had expired. Even for humans, different sorts of people process death differently. The distinction between the immediate cause of death – a heart attack – and the multiple factors that led to it was of immediate relevance to the bureaucrats who wrote the death certificate and to journalists covering the death, but it was, we can guess, of far less importance to the grieving Osbourne family, for whom the fact of death was, at least initially, presumably the overwhelming concern. Conversely, the grief of Ozzy’s family was of no concern to the bureaucratic state and only of concern to journalists insofar as it was newsworthy.

A beautiful death – or a death that is tragic, terrible, horrific or any other adjective you care to apply to it – is a human creation too. Our species lives through stories, some of which allow us to make sense of death as part of a narrative. And what a death story Ozzy had! It doesn’t matter how you tell it: it will always have everything a good story requires, an irresistible narrative drive that beguiles and satisfies. Here are some bullet points from which you can assemble the story as you see fit:


	•Boy from humble working-class provincial origins dies a wealthy and famous star.

	•Man who had been either feared or treated as a laughing stock for decades dies adored and respected.

	•Man who had suffered appalling health problems for years somehow manages one final performance.

	•Man with a long history of addiction and erratic behaviour manages to stay sober and serious in order to do the thing that gave his life meaning one more time.

	•A love between a man and a woman that is strong enough to withstand almost anything.

	•Man dies once his work on earth is done.



A good story doesn’t have to have a perfect protagonist. Whatever story you tell, the beauty of Ozzy’s story will always be a flawed kind of beauty. This, of course, is the only kind of beauty that humanity can produce. And maybe the deeper the flaws – and Ozzy was deeply flawed to the point of doing things that tested his family’s and our own capacity for forgiveness – the greater the beauty seems.

For his family and for others who knew and loved him, for the paramedics who worked on his body, for the functionaries that process death, this beauty may or may not be visible. There are other narratives that find only unbearable loss and the visceral horror at Ozzy’s irreversible decay. A beautiful death isn’t necessarily the same as a ‘good death’. Ozzy’s last years were full of pain and misery, and who knows how he might have suffered as his body shut down on 22 July 2025? There is no consensus in the medical profession as to what constitutes a good death, nor should there ever be: our deaths are as individual as our lives, good or otherwise.

I’m not suggesting that finding beauty in Ozzy’s death is the only way to understand it. However, there is a bigger picture that needs to be considered. As mentioned, death is a highly social thing; it only becomes humanly comprehensible in context. Part of that context is the metal context. That means that the story of Ozzy’s death is also a metal story.

What stories does metal tell us about death? Perhaps the most basic story is that death is actually a thing. In other rock and pop genres, death is a minor theme or even totally taboo. In contrast, metal is founded on an engagement with the darker aspects of existence, of which death is a fundamental part, perhaps the fundamental part. You only need look at Black Sabbath’s and Ozzy’s back catalogues to find death cropping up repeatedly: ‘Behind the Wall of Sleep’, ‘Electric Funeral’, ‘Killing Yourself to Live’, ‘Suicide Solution’ and so on. There is also death metal, band names like Napalm Death, Death Angel and Death (the latter pioneered the genre of death metal, and its co-founder, Chuck Schuldiner, died tragically young).

When I say that metal tells stories about death, I am not just talking about song lyrics, band names or genre names. To a degree unusual in popular culture, metal mourns and venerates its dead. As I will show later in this book, metal does not confine its fascination with history to myths and legends in antiquity; it is also fascinated by its own history. Ozzy himself played a role in this. It was impossible to have even a casual interest in him and not be aware of his ongoing grief for Randy Rhoads, the brilliant young guitarist who played on his early solo albums before his death in 1982. Indeed, at Back to the Beginning, a tribute to Randy was screened, including a pre-recorded message from his sister and archival footage of his extraordinary fretwork.

The death of Lemmy in 2015 might have been a kind of dress rehearsal for the death of Ozzy. While there was no public mourning of the kind we saw after Ozzy died, a bronze-cast statue of Lemmy was erected in May 2025 in his hometown of Burslem, near Stoke-on-Trent in the north-west of England (Stoke was also the birthplace of Slash, guitarist of Guns N’ Roses). In 2022, my family and I made our own little pilgrimage to Lemmy’s other ‘home’, the Rainbow Bar & Grill in Los Angeles, where there is another statue and a giant mural. Lemmy and Ozzy have also been memorialised together in countless social media images, two metal gods who have ascended into the afterlife.

Metal goes further than honouring the dead. Some metal artists seek to harness the power of death itself. I’m not talking about the small number of metal figures who have actually committed murder but those who invoke death’s name and metal’s name in the same breath. While I was writing this book, I came across the work of the American retro-thrash band Interceptor and their splendid 2025 album Metal Death. In the title track, Interceptor draw on the power of metal death as a Promethean force:


A thousand Degrees of burning hot steel

Flowing fast into your veins

Sonic injection of the Metal Death

Directly into your brain

Faster than light and louder than hell

Raging on violent night

The final command to bang all our heads

It’s not just fun, it’s our right




(Chorus)

Stand in our way,

and you’ll burn from our heat

Cowards our prey, so get on to your knees

(for the) Metal Death, Metal Death1



Interceptor are pretty tongue-in-cheek, but their influences – Venom and Motörhead – were too, and that doesn’t necessarily mean they were only joking. Often, death in metal is treated as almost its opposite – as the essence of metal’s primal life force. Metal’s culture of death is also a culture of life, a story about existence and how to live with it. There was something about the public mourning for Ozzy that seemed vital, alive and life-affirming. It’s as if the acceptance of death makes metal feel alive, like a living thing.

The power of death is not harnessed without struggle. It demands endurance and commitment. Metal has a strong ethic of resilience that venerates those who keep going despite everything. Ozzy’s excruciating travails as he attempted to ensure he was fit for his final performance were, in their own way, the embodiment of metallic resilience. Lemmy also, while he is remembered for his Herculean appetite for drinking, smoking and snorting, is venerated because he carried on seemingly unaffected for so long; endless tours that were never cancelled, endless albums that were made even when inspiration seemed missing. And in the more underground corners of metal culture, resilience is even more praiseworthy as an underground career proceeds with little hope of remuneration

Death can be gut-wrenchingly sad. Metal death may also be sad, but a sadness tinged with triumph, pride and beauty. I felt none of the latter consolations when Amy Winehouse died in 2011 (not a metal artist, but an artist whose death caused shockwaves at the time and continues to reverberate). Her death wasn’t beautiful in any way. Her final gig, in Belgrade five weeks before her death, looked to be an alcohol-fuelled disaster: she slurred, forgot the words to her songs and was booed. Her story was just sad. Amy is memorialised to this day, particularly in her haunts around Camden Town in north London. But there is no way of celebrating her legendary status without grief at a life that had so much more to offer. There have been deaths of metal musicians that were as sad as Amy’s (Randy Rhoads was only 25 when he was killed by a joyriding pilot crashing the plane in which he was a passenger; Metallica bassist Cliff Burton, killed when the band’s tour bus crashed, didn’t even make 25), but Ozzy’s was not one of them. He died in a narratively perfect way. His body didn’t just expire; it produced meaning as well as loss.

Most of us will not have deaths like Ozzy’s. It’s unlikely that everyone I loved, everyone I influenced and everyone I admired will fill a stadium (or even a modest-sized auditorium) to watch me do what I do best (whatever that actually is) just a couple of weeks before I die. The best I can do – and the best that most of humanity can do – is to endure, to struggle as Ozzy did to wrest some kind of meaning, some kind of narrative, in the time I have available. A metal death doesn’t just happen. It requires work.
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Children Of The Grave: A 1972 poster for a Black Sabbath gig in Hololulu.








2 Earth

Ozzy lies in the earth, decomposing inside a coffin whose destiny is to become part of the soil.

Is it too clunky to point out that Black Sabbath were called Earth before changing their name? After all, billions lie in the earth who were never in a band called Earth. And Black Sabbath were called Polka Tulk Blues Band before they were called Earth, after a brand of talcum powder, and there isn’t going to be a chapter in this book called Talcum Powder.

Clunky or not, earth provides perfect metaphors and adjectives for Ozzy, Sabbath and metal in general. Ozzy was certainly ‘earthy’. He was a creature of appetites and excess. His speech was foul. The term ‘low culture’ has fallen out of style in recent times, but if anyone was ever a low-culture icon it was Ozzy.

If you read either of his memoirs, one phrase that keeps coming up is ‘I nearly shat myself’ or ‘I shat myself’ and variants thereof. It wasn’t always a metaphor. Sharon, in her first memoir, recalls Ozzy shitting in shoes left to be cleaned outside a hotel room in Kent. This could be seen as an altruistic gesture: shit is our contribution to the earth; something so disgusting that we must expel it and yet so valuable that it is essential to the soil that feeds us. That said, I doubt the owner of the shoes experienced it that way.

Earth is the site of growth and of putrefaction, both inseparable from each other. Earth is the direction humans are condemned to travel in; downwards towards the place to which all life eventually returns. Earthiness is obscene in its truthfulness. And so was Ozzy. Metal’s roots germinated from Ozzy, and Ozzy nourished those roots in life-giving dirt.

In his book Heavy: How Metal Changes How We See the World, Dan Franklin treats metal’s ‘heaviness’ quite literally: he depicts metal as a music and a culture that deals with ‘weighty’ matters of life, death and the roots of existence. For Franklin, ‘heaviness connects us to the centre of the Earth and our real and imagined ancestors’.1 Indeed, metal points downwards like the inverted Satanic cross points notionally towards hell but actually towards life and death in this world, the only world there is. The paradox is that this downward mobility takes us towards the place in which we will rot as well as the place from which we emerged. ‘Primal’ is an overused term, yet what could be more primitive than art that invokes the fundamental reality of life and death?

Dan Franklin shows how metal is obsessed with ‘falling’, just as Lucifer falls. This isn’t just a metaphor or lyrical theme; metal can often literally sound like it’s descending. Consider Black Sabbath’s ‘Iron Man’, the embodiment of primal primitive metal. It begins (after a few bass drum kicks from Bill Ward) with a guitar chord from Tony Iommi that seems to sink right down to the ground. The technique – known as ‘pre-nut bend’ – involves pressing down on the strings just above the top fret. This is similar to the ‘dive bomb’ sound beloved of Jimi Hendrix, produced using a tremolo arm to bend the note or the chord downwards. ‘Iron Man’ literally gives you ‘that sinking feeling’. An eerie yet thrilling sensation of sinking into the earth pervades early Sabbath and is magnified by the band’s frequent use of ‘down-tuning’, where the guitar is tuned half a step or more downwards. As well as enabling instruments to reach lower frequencies, this loosens the strings, making bending easier and producing a disconcerting sense that the note is about to collapse. That sound – which you can hear on songs like ‘Sabbath Bloody Sabbath’ – is now common in many metal sub-genres. Metal sounds like falling down.

So metal doesn’t just cause us to fall to the earth’s surface; it takes us further, digging deeper, down into the roots of existence. Again, that isn’t just a metaphor; metal is a kind of sonic burrowing too. One of the most distinctive characteristics of metal guitar riffs is how frequently they are anchored in the root note of the scale, returning there obsessively and incessantly within even the most complex of sequences. In a later chapter, I will show how this obsession with the root grounds metal in what I call The Riff. The root is inescapable in metal and also in life.

Some of us adore metal’s sensation of gravitational pull. However often we hear metal riffs that fail to escape the bounds of the earth, we are still addicted. Black Sabbath are literally at the root of metal, and while there are other artists who were also fundamental to the genre, none embodies metal’s downward, earthbound trajectory quite like them. That’s why the name Earth was snapped up in the early 90s by Dylan Carlson, a musician whose work at the time extended Sabbathean riffs lower and longer than anyone had done before. One of metal’s most fanatical Sabbath fans, Phil Anselmo, vocalist of Pantera, chose the name Down for his Sabbath-worshipping supergroup side project.

Perhaps the reason why metal’s descent into the earth is so alluring is that it mines some of the richest seams in the cultural bedrock. It’s not a coincidence that the Christian hell is ‘below’, a place to which one ‘falls’. While hell as Christians understand it is far from a cultural universal, the idea of the afterlife as somewhere beneath us and that our earthly misdeeds can cause us to descend to it can also be found in Islam, in ancient Egypt and Mesopotamia, in Buddhism and in many other traditions. It makes sense that death points downwards. Even in cultures where the dead are not buried in the ground, it’s ultimately where most of us end up, whether as a putrefying corpse, as ashes or (for Zoroastrians) as earthy carrion for vultures.

Humans are haunted by this inevitable descent into the earth. It is no coincidence that in many cultures, it is the lowest parts of the body – from genitals to feet – that are the sites of taboo, pollution and uncleanliness. However much we might seek purity, we are still fated to ‘fall’ asleep night after night. Sleep is a foretaste of death. One of the greatest Sabbathean metal bands is actually called Sleep.

Metal would be intolerably depressing if it only pointed downwards (or maybe just intolerably boring). Metal also looks upward to the realm of God, gods, heroes and legends. Downward only takes on meaning in relation to its lofty opposite. The Greek gods live high on Mount Olympus. Popular retellings of Old Norse mythology often locate Asgard somewhere above, even if the original myths are less certain about its location. Metal loves mythological worlds where giants tower over us and legendary figures transcend the mortal world. Bands like Sweden’s Viking metallers Amon Amarth have made entire careers out of exulting in the transcendent gleam of the hero’s sword.

Metal’s sound also points upwards as well as downwards. As much as metal riffs might root us, the guitar solo seems to escape the earth, at least for a time. Musicologist Robert Walser has called this ‘the dialectic of freedom and control’, which basically means that metal is about both tightly constrained riffing and its escape into liberating virtuosity.2 Metal vocals reflect this too, at least in some sub-genres. Ozzy usually sung at the upper end of the register, which made for an effective contrast with the downward pull of Iommi, Butler and Ward. Judas Priest’s Rob Halford has, from the 1970s, been one of the great exponents of the metal scream that makes a song lift up to the heavens. Metal virtuosity, whether it be vocal or instrumental, looks towards the stars even as it is relentlessly dragged into the gutter.

One of metal’s great insights – and Black Sabbath’s – is that even in the supposedly enlightened modern world, human beings are still creatures drawn towards the upper and the lower realms. It’s a delicate balance. If we are only in the muck, we lose ourselves completely. If we confine our gaze to the upper realms, we lose touch with our humanity in a different way. Ozzy repeatedly risked both fates …

Ozzy was a debauched, self-destructive addict with limited ability to exist within the everyday world before he became famous and absolutely none after it. He was a man-child unable or unwilling to escape his own degradation. He hurt and harmed those who loved him and had almost nothing to give anyone else other than love and art. Ozzy was a creature of the swamp, and it still seems extraordinary that he didn’t die decades before 2025.

In the aftermath of his death, no one exactly denied that this earthy, fallen Ozzy had existed. But it became a problem to fit earthbound
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OF AN ENTRY

Deaths Registration Act 1953

CERTIFIED COPY
Pursuant to the Births and

Registration district  Hillingdon

Sub-district . Hillingdon London Borough of Hillingdon

1. Date and place of death G e s EE
Twenty-second July 2025
Harefield Hospital Hill End Road Harefield, Uxbridge

Name and surname

John Michael OSBOURNE otherwise Ozzy OSBOURNE

4. Maiden surname
of woman who
has marri

Date and place of birth e
Third December 1948

Birmingham West Midlands

Occupation and usual address

Songwriter, Performer and Rock Legend

Husband of Sharon Rachel OSBOURNE Music Artist Manager
Welders House Welders Lane Chalfont St. Peter Gerrards Cross Buckinghamshire

7.(a) Nam surname of informant -~ ~ | ) Qualification
Aimée Rachel OSBOURNE 1 Daughter

() Usual address
Welders House Welders Lane Chalfont St. Peter Gerrards Cross Buckinghamshire

T certify that the particulars g ‘me above are true to the best of my knowledge and beliel

Signature
Aimée Rachel Osbourne of informant

Cause of death
T (a) Out of hospital cardiac arrest
(b) Acute myocardial infarction
(c) Coronary artery disease and Parkinson's discase with autonomic dysfunction
(Joint Causes)

Established by Hatem Abdullah Soliman Aboumarie CESR Consultant intensive care medicine
Scrutinised and confirmed by Dr Sarah Trenfield MBchB Medical Examiner

(e of registration 11, Signature of registrar
Twenty-fourth July 2025 S A Miles
Deputy Registrar

(0 a register in my custody.

{ *Superintendent Registrar pae Voot ( S
*Registrar

*Strike out whichever does not apply

ﬁ: lmicopy of an entij

System Na G HIBN THERE ARE OFFENCES RELATING TO FALSIFYING OR ALTERING A CERTIFICATE AND USING
OR POSSESSING A FALSE CERTIFICATE. °CROWN COPYRIGHT

'WARNING: A CERTIFICATE IS NOT EVIDENCE OF IDENTITY.
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