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Overture


Without my brother, I would not be. We fight, argue—we even argue about agreeing on things—but there is a bond and unconditional love that very few people ever experience in their lifetime. We’re not a rock band. We’re a rock ’n’ roll band. Alex is the rock. I’m the roll.

—EDWARD VAN HALEN (1955–2020)

Music was our heart and soul. That’s what we did. That’s what we loved. That’s what we enjoyed and what we were good at. It was also the thing that made us as close as two brothers can be. We were connected in every way—genetically, artistically, financially, emotionally, and though neither of us stuck with Catholicism, I’m going to go ahead and say spiritually. It’s very difficult to unwind that. It’s been almost four years since you passed, Ed, but sometimes it feels like it just happened this morning.

One of my earliest memories—I couldn’t have been more than two—is of our mother telling me to be quiet so I wouldn’t wake you, my new baby brother. You weren’t just younger. You were more introverted, more impressionable, and more sensitive than I was, always. “Wear a suit!” Mom would shout, no matter how successful we got. I didn’t care; it would just roll off me. I guess I’m tough? “You make a living beating things with a stick, what do you expect?” That’s what you said, and I guess you were right.

You couldn’t filter out criticism—or adulation, for that matter; everything just got right to you. People always talk about that smile of yours, the smile of a little kid … open. It wasn’t just the way you looked. That was you.

That sensitivity is part of what made you a brilliant musician. “The world’s greatest guitarist” is what everyone says, but it’s kind of a dicey title—you never liked it. I can tell you this much: saying you’re the “greatest” implies there were many more like you. But there was only one Edward Van Halen.

You could play just a single note and it sounded different, distinct. Miles Davis said it’s not the notes, it’s the intent … it’s that intangible essence that makes the difference between one sound and another. From the first time you picked up a guitar—my guitar, actually—the resonance and intonation were unique. Long before people were going crazy for your finger tapping, the talent was already there, even when you just played a chord. You always said you didn’t know where it came from.

People tell me, “You’ll always have the music.” And the best tribute anyone can give you is to listen to our songs. (I’m listening to “Loss of Control” as I write this.) It’s the stuff in between the licks that gets me—it’s so particular, such a distinctive way of playing you had … and then within seconds you’ve already changed the lick! You’ve let it evolve, ever so slightly, in the most interesting way. And you weren’t even aware of it half the time. Music just came through you.

But I watched you take your last breath. In that moment, all the stuff that you did or made in this world … you can’t take it with you.

Since you’ve been gone, I catch myself talking to you (yelling at you) in my head, or sometimes out loud. I still have trouble believing you’re gone—and probably for me, you never will be. Outliving my little brother? This just wasn’t the plan. As the older brother, I was supposed to die first. Same as always, Ed: butting in line!

I’ve watched—sometimes with anger, sometimes with grief, and other times with pride—as the world has mourned your passing and other people have claimed to tell your story. But I was with you from day one. We shared the experience of coming to this country and figuring out how to fit in. We shared a record player, an eight-hundred-square-foot house, a mom and dad, and a work ethic. Later, we shared the back of a tour bus, the experience of becoming successful, of becoming fathers and uncles, of alcoholism, and of spending more hours in the studio than I’ve spent doing anything else in this life. We shared a depth of understanding that most people can only hope to achieve.

We shared a last name. And we shared a band.

And here’s what I have to say.









One

In the beginning, God created Van Halen with a little help from Ed and Al. And the people saw that it was good! A celebration of life and everything it means to be human. Now that I’ve got your attention …

However you start our story, it starts with music. Even if you start before we were born. Our father, Jan Van Halen, was a Dutch musician who’d played all over Europe in orchestras and jazz groups. When World War II broke out, he joined the Dutch air force and they had him play in the marching band. He was proud of that, as he should have been. He never talked about what came next: The Germans invaded Holland in 1940 and conscripted the entire Dutch army. If you refused, they shot you dead on the spot. So the next thing he knows, my father is being forced to play German oompah music and propaganda songs, more or less with a gun to his head.

When the war was over, Dad went to Indonesia for a six-week gig at a radio station on the island of Java. That’s where he met our mother, Ottie. He ended up staying six years.

Mom—whose proper name was Eugenia—was an Indonesian girl who grew up with a dozen siblings and almost as many maids in a big house. They were wealthy because my grandfather had invested in the railroad, but it was still seen as a move up the ladder to marry a white guy. Usually.

You have to understand, our dad wasn’t a regular white guy. First, he was a musician, so already that’s not so good. Plus, he and his buddies drank a lot, so that’s strike two. He drove a Norton motorcycle, and the first time he put our mother on the back of it, she was so little and light that she flew right off. Dad was fun and he was handsome, and women loved him. Mom married him on August 11, 1950.

Now, this was just a year after Indonesia gave its colonizer, Holland, the finger and said, “Hey! We’re grown-ass men and women, and we don’t want you around here anymore telling us what to do!” Consequently, white Dutch guys like my dad weren’t particularly popular or welcome, and he was having a hard time getting any work. So, not long after they married, Mom left her homeland to go and live in Dad’s.

IF YOU START OUR STORY with our childhood in Holland, you’re still starting with music.

I remember the boom boom boom of the pile drivers—that was like the soundtrack of my early childhood. They’re always trying to claim back land from the water in the Netherlands, so that percussive sound was ever-present. I can still hear it in my head. Maybe that’s why I became a drummer.

When I came along on May 8, 1953, and Ed joined the party twenty months later, my mother was determined to make us respectable in all the ways her husband wasn’t. A big piece of her plan was classical music: that’s why my brother’s name was Edward Lodewijk Van Halen. (That’s Dutch for Ludwig, as in Beethoven—whose real last name was van Beethoven, just by the way.) We had a Rippen upright piano, and Mom made us take lessons and—this became a sore spot—we weren’t allowed to leave the house unless we’d practiced.

Ed and I were both good at it, and my mother was very proud of our ability, and very intense in her ambitions for us. She really wanted us to be well educated and white-collar someday: she was hoping for concert pianists playing Carnegie Hall, not Van Halen with the Monsters of Rock.

“My dad, who was a musician, didn’t push us at all. My mom was the one pushing us,” Ed once told a journalist. “You know the father in the movie Shine? That’s what my mom was like.” Shine is a biopic about the Australian pianist David Helfgott, whose father teaches him to play and then rides his ass mercilessly over the slightest error or sign of disobedience. The dad is the villain of the film, totally abusive. Helfgott eventually went nuts. It’s a pretty harsh comparison.

The Rippen piano is parked in my hallway now. I see it every time I leave the kitchen and I think of my mother—tiny but tough. There was a little room under the stairs in our flat in Holland and there was always the threat that if you were bad, she’d send you there, put you in solitary. It was dark in there and it smelled bad. Completely freaked me out.

Dad played clarinet and saxophone, but he could play any woodwind instrument, and he was always touring around Northern Europe to gigs. His band, the Ton Wijkamp Quintet, headlined the annual Loosdrecht Jazz Festival—it’s like the Dutch version of our Jazz Fest in New Orleans; it’s still going on.

When Ed and I were little there was no television, so you lived in your imagination—that and roughhousing kept us busy. We lived in Nijmegen, a town near the German border that the United States had bombed the hell out of while the Nazis occupied Holland. Dad used to play us these recordings he’d made with the Dutch air force band during the first year of the war, and Ed and I would march around the table listening to them, for literally hours on end. It taught us early the power of music, how it can entrain you.

WE LIVED IN A FLAT in a block of six apartment buildings and one of my mom’s sisters lived next door. That was our world: the flats, the church, the school. The rest didn’t exist. It was always cold in the flat; for a while the only heat came from a little hot water boiler in the kitchen. Once, when I was a baby, my mother put me in my bassinet right next to it to keep me warm, and then went to do something. When she came back in I’d turned blue. The pilot light had blown out and, basically, I’d been gassed. I probably lost half my brain cells that morning … been looking for them ever since.

Ed and I were baptized and raised Catholic to satisfy our mother, and back then, you didn’t go over to the Protestant side of town. Our dad didn’t care for organized religion. He didn’t like to talk about the war much, but one thing he told us many times was that when he was stationed in London and the bombs started falling, people didn’t pray: they went to the basement to party like there was no tomorrow. That’s always stuck with me. And it tells you a lot about his view of what’s holy, what matters. “My father, two things he always says are: ‘You only live once,’” said my brother, “and ‘There’s nothing better than a good life.’”

He knew how to have fun, how to lead the charge. Now that Mom’s gone I can admit my dad was … let’s call it an “incurable romantic.” He had a way with women. I tried not to see this growing up, but it’s something that Ed and I both knew.

My parents were old-world and old-school. They didn’t baby us. Dad had a footlocker in which he kept his air force uniform and a twenty-five-clip submachine gun. We played with both. It’s one of my earliest memories, fiddling with that gun, so I would have been only five or six.

In Holland, the men we knew did two things: work and drink. Other musicians would come by our flat, or my father’s two brothers and their wives, and things would get rowdy from time to time. My dad was a very gentle, tender, soft-spoken guy, until he drank. Then he was the life of the party. My mom, on the other hand, never touched alcohol. Sometimes, when he came home from a long day—or night—of work, wanted to blow off steam, and had a few too many, she would start in on him: why don’t you do this or that and wear a suit and be an upstanding member of society? That’s all she wanted.

Three of my mother’s sisters had moved to Holland, and I think there was always a little competition over who married best. My aunt Deedee in the flat next door thought she was the big cheese because her husband was an executive at Coca-Cola, and he was always bringing home bottles of the stuff. Pretty soon my cousins had rotten Coca-Cola teeth. (Not like we had anything to brag about in that department: Ed and I didn’t see a dentist until we were sixteen; our parents couldn’t afford it. So how are my teeth? Perfect. They’ve all been replaced!)

My cousins didn’t like us because Ed and I were lucky enough to be born with a talent, and they weren’t. My mom had us play at every possible opportunity—which made us the center of attention at family gatherings, and the objects of envy. I didn’t want to hang out with them anyway: if I was going to hang around with girls, I didn’t want them to be blood relations. We had some kind of skirmish with them at some point. Plus my dad came home drunk one night and their father knocked my old man down the steps. We didn’t see them anymore after that.

My mom had yet another sister, living just outside of Los Angeles, who kept writing us letters about how beautiful it was—just like Java, she said. The weather was incredible; oranges were only a penny. It sounded good to my mom, and to tell you the truth it sounded pretty good to me: I hated the cold. Still do.

I don’t know how much this played into it, but my mom felt like people looked down on us in Holland because she was Indonesian. Don’t forget: she was dying to be respectable. Well, that’s never happening if everybody around you thinks you don’t deserve any respect because you’re a foreigner. She thought we’d have a better life in California, a shot at the American Dream. It was a “nation of immigrants,” so how could anybody be racist, right? Theoretically, anyway, everybody was equal.

And my dad? He was adaptable. He was up for anything. The guy had been through the Second World War and seen the camps. Nothing fazed him.

IF YOU START OUR STORY in 1962 with the two-week boat ride from Holland to America, you can probably guess what I remember about it: music.

I was eight and Ed was six, and our father got us a gig. We were the freak show piano-playing little kids who got to sit at the captain’s table after we performed—my dad had negotiated it as a form of payment. My attitude was, I’m taking over here. (I was overly confident as a kid … and maybe as a young man.) We’d been in the bowels of the boat, in third class, and two days later we were up in first, sitting with the captain, making it our regular place to hang out. It was just our nature, the way we did things: always looking for an angle.

There was a little girl on that boat, dark haired, cute, and man, I was smitten. It’s my first memory of being overtaken by that feeling—you don’t know why, or where it comes from, but suddenly there it is. I thought I had two weeks to convince her that I was her knight. Then she got off the boat in London. I was devastated. That was the biggest disappointment of that trip.

The other thing I remember is the smell on that boat—not fishy, not like a hotel or a house, a distinctive boat smell. That’s the only way I can describe it, and it’ll be with me my whole life. Two weeks is a long time for kids out in the middle of the ocean.

When we got to New York, they figured out that our piano had somehow been lost from the cargo hold. My dad said, “Let’s just stay here, we can live in New York.” But my mom was determined: we have a sponsor and a place to stay in Pasadena, and besides, oranges are a cent apiece. She was from the tropics—those oranges loomed large.

So we took a train across the country. It was called the Dreamliner, and the car in the middle had a big skylight—“the Great Dome,” where you could watch the trees and the buildings going by. I remember Ed telling me, “You missed the Indians, man!” when I woke up from a rest. Apparently, when we pulled into Phoenix or some town out west, they had guys dressed up in feathers get on top of the train. (It was a different time.) I couldn’t believe Ed hadn’t woken me up for it. I was probably pissed at him all the way through Nevada.

It was a four-day trip and the main topic of discussion for a lot of it was whether we should get off in Chicago. My dad was for it, but my mother held firm: “No, no, no, we’re going to LA because that’s where my family is.” When we finally got there—still in our big-ass winter coats from Holland—it was blazing hot. And my uncle came to pick us up in a baby-blue ’56 Ford convertible. Ed and I were looking at that car thinking, We’ve arrived! You don’t have cars like that in Holland. You don’t have weather like that in Holland. Northern Europe is relentlessly, aggressively gray. In Southern California, everything was bright as hell. It was spectacular, overwhelming, like we’d come to a totally different universe—like Dorothy waking up in Oz instead of Kansas, taking in the Technicolor. I thought, This is the shit. I’m never leaving. And I never have.

Ed and I were mesmerized. At first, we stayed in a triplex with my uncle, a good piano player and a really sweet guy, who was married to my mother’s loosest sister—every family has one of those. There was only one bathroom for the three apartments and in my infinite wisdom I hung a sign on it that said “Out of Order,” thinking then everyone would have to go find another one and I’d always have it to myself.

American culture was brain-bending and completely absorbing. We couldn’t believe the cartoons! In Holland you only got TV for like twenty minutes, once a week, back then. It seemed like Felix the Cat was on the black-and-white TV all the time in California. We couldn’t get enough of it … which was a good thing because while everyone else was at work—or, in my parents’ case, looking for it—Ed and I were alone with the cartoons. They’d leave at seven in the morning and tell us, “Just keep the TV on this channel and we’ll see you at four.” Okay. We can do that.

For a while, my mom got a job working as a domestic, and my dad was doing shifts as a janitor. Not exactly the California Dream. Dad started working at a machine shop, too, a job a cousin of ours got for him. Unfortunately, he also got thrown in jail after we’d been in California for only two weeks.

He was working the swing shift—from four in the afternoon until about two in the morning—and he got a ride home with some co-workers. They were pulled over for a broken taillight. My father used to roll his own cigarettes, and he was in the middle of doing that when the officer put his head in the window. The cop saw the rolling papers and the loose tobacco on my father’s lap and asked if it was marijuana. My dad didn’t speak any English so he just nodded his head. And of course they took him in.

We had no idea where he was at first, and even once we knew he was in jail, we didn’t understand that someone was supposed to go and bail him out. That’s not how it works in Holland—where we were familiar with the system. My dad had been thrown in the can there from time to time, for drunk and disorderly conduct, stuff like that.

Nobody in the family explained bail to us in California. (Don’t forget: my mom had married a white guy.) After fifteen days, we finally figured it out and went and got my dad. If my mom was irritated with her sister for being less than forthcoming, she hid it. The fact was that it was my aunt’s support that got us out here to California, and she had two sons not that far in age from me and Ed. But we never really played much, and after the first month or two, we went our own way.

IF YOU START OUR STORY when Ed and I were two little Dutch kids who didn’t speak a word of English and had to find a way to fit into elementary school in Pasadena, our new home, you know we did that with music.

One of the first things I remember about our new school is that all the Black kids—maybe thirty—were in one class. I couldn’t figure out why that was. I didn’t ask, though. At that age, you take for granted that whatever you see is just the way it is. Plus, we had just come to a new country; I didn’t know what the rules were here. Well, the rules in the early sixties in Pasadena were still de facto segregation.

That entry into an alien, unfamiliar life together sealed the bond between me and Ed. “We were two outcasts that didn’t speak the language and didn’t know what was going on,” Ed has said. “So we became best friends and learned to stick together.” The intimacy was permanent. But we weren’t outcasts for long.

Fortunately for us, the schools in Europe were much more advanced than the schools in the United States, so we started with an academic advantage. (And I was exaggerating—we did know one word in English: “accident.” It was the first word in the alphabetized “how to learn English” book my mom had brought on the boat.) The other thing we had going for us was that Ed and I were both athletic. Baseball, basketball—as you might imagine, Ed had amazing hand-eye coordination; he was second to none in that regard. But he was fast, too, did really well in track and field. His best event was the fifty-yard dash, sprinting. I was the miler, the long-distance guy. (Representative of our different personalities: I’m the rock, he’s the roll. Ed could never sit still. He was always wolfing down breakfast, for instance. What’s the hurry? We’ve got a long day ahead of us. Let’s not use up all our energy before we leave the house!) Eventually we became “squad leaders,” which basically meant you got to wear a red bandana around your waist and tell people what to do. But that was later. When we first got to America, socially, music smoothed it all over for us.

After my parents were able to get us our own place, Ed and I made friends with a pair of brothers who lived up the block—Brian and Kevin. Everywhere we went, we made friends with guys who were brothers: Greg and David; Ross and Bill; Brian and Kevin. They came in pairs. Ed would befriend the younger one, and I would befriend the older one. Brian and Kevin knew nothing about music, but they had a plastic Emenee guitar and that was a big attraction for us. We’d been playing drums on empty Baskin-Robbins ice cream containers and using a shoebox with a paper towel roll taped to its ass for a guitar. A plastic toy was a step up. What was even better was that Brian and Kevin had an older brother with an actual drum set, and sometimes we’d get our hands on it.

That’s what I remember about our early days in Pasadena. Ed saw it differently. “It was beyond frightening,” he once told a journalist. “We had to go to school and Al and I didn’t know anything about anything.” (Like I said, Ed was more sensitive than I am.) “Our struggle to make it in America made us stronger, because you had to be.”

My dad started playing with a bunch of other Dutch guys he met in the area. (It’s a funny thing about humans: we move halfway around the world just to surround ourselves with other people from where we started out.) They were all excellent musicians and true professionals individually, but together, as a band, they were smoking. Even so, they had a hard time finding work, and they often ended up just playing at the local Dutch club. I’m not saying it was an embarrassment, but it was way below their level.

Our mother may have forced us to learn piano, but our father taught us about musicianship by example. I remember sitting in the room with him watching him make his own reeds. To get the proper tone and feel and fit for his mouthpiece, he would shave them with a plane and then smooth them with sandpaper. Then he would just sit there in a room playing the same note for an hour to get it exactly right. Woodwind instruments are affected by humidity, temperature, all kinds of things. Most clarinet players have a really glassy sound, but our father had a woody sound—a richer, earthier tone—and that didn’t happen by accident. (Later, this would influence what Ed and I called the “brown sound” that we were going for.) My father would sit there, totally absorbed in what he was doing. His whole world became the reed in his mouth.

What I learned from that is focus on what you’re doing right now, even if it doesn’t look important, because it all affects your sound. And as a musician, your sound is your identity. It was sort of indirectly hammered into us from the very beginning: when you play, it needs to sound like you, because that’s your voice.

For three years in a row, Ed and I won first place in our respective age categories at the Long Beach City College classical piano contest, beating out thousands of other little contestants. “There’s always a difference between a person who has the feel and those who don’t. The difference is the amount of emotion expressed in your playing,” Ed said. “I listened to Debussy by two different pianists and it was like day and night.” Obviously, all this winning, this acclaim, thrilled my mom. Our teacher was a brilliant man who’d studied at the Imperial Conservatory in Saint Petersburg, Russia, and used to whack our hands with his ruler if we made a mistake. “The funny thing is, I never learned how to read music—I fooled the teacher,” Ed said once. “I was just blessed with good ears; I’d watch his fingers and emulate what he did. He didn’t find out till much later that I couldn’t read, one time when he was playing a new piece of music and he asked me to turn the page for him. This was after like five years of lessons with the guy that he finally found out, which he wasn’t too happy about.”

The real issue was that classical piano never felt like Ed’s voice, and it didn’t feel like mine, either. “We had to learn to play piano because that was the ‘respectable’ instrument,” as Ed put it. “It was my mom’s dream.” But it wasn’t ours. The last thing we wanted to sound was respectable. “When we came to the US, I heard Jimi Hendrix and Cream, and I said, ‘Forget the piano. I don’t want to sit down. I want to stand up and be crazy!’”

Naturally, Van Halen’s two biggest hits ended up being keyboard tunes: “Jump” and “Right Now.” You try everything and then in the end you listen to your mother! She gave us guilt about it for years, but Ed and I both drifted away from the Rippen upright. This was some pretty conspicuous neglect, because the Rippen—which was destroyed when it finally arrived in Pasadena, had to be completely put back together—was the centerpiece of our eight-hundred-square-foot household.

It was tight at our place. I can picture every inch of it: In the living room, you had the piano and the TV, and years later my drum kit and Ed’s amps. Eventually, there was also this massive organ with a rhythm box in it that my mom would play—on holidays, she’d pound out the oldies with my dad accompanying her on sax. Next was the kitchen, and then Ed’s “bedroom,” which was really just a foyer to the back door. He had absolutely no privacy—if you wanted to enter or leave our house, you did it through Ed’s room. The next door over was our folks’ bedroom, and then if you walked a little farther, you got to my space: an add-on to the house made of plywood so flimsy it was more like cardboard; you could put your foot through it without even trying. It was on a concrete slab and it had no heat, nothing. Both Ed’s room and my room had distinct disadvantages—I got to choose mine first because I was older, and I wanted the one far enough away from everybody that I could get a moment to myself once in a while.

My dad used to practice with his band at our house, and I would pick up their instruments when they were taking breaks. I learned to play the saxophone that way. The drummer for my dad’s band was a guy named Max—typical drummer, always a glint in his eye, everything done a little tongue in cheek. I guess he noticed that I liked what he was doing. He gave me my first drum, a marching snare. He showed me the ropes. One day he taught me this thing called pannenkoeken, which is just Dutch for “pancakes”: a double-stroke roll. And I’m watching him and he goes into this buzz roll and it’s amazing how he did it. I can’t figure it out. “How did you get to that from pannenkoeken?” I asked him.

“Practice,” he told me.

I was so taken by his vibe. He taught me that drums are the pulse of the music. Indispensable! We stayed in touch until about three years ago, when he finally passed away.

My dad would take us with him to his gigs sometimes. It was my introduction to the ambiance of a dark club—very sexy, very seductive. The women have on all this perfume, and I see the way they’re dancing. It’s not a mystery, what you’re all there for. Even a kid can figure that one out. The music is the background for the romance of the evening. And I was very drawn to that from an early age. When I was eleven I had my first erotic encounter, with an older woman backstage. (Keep in mind: when you’re eleven, everyone is older.) There was so much commotion and carousing; it just kind of happened. It was over sixty years ago, so I don’t remember much … it’s like a vague vision of a doctor’s appointment. A very pleasant one.

My dad used to say that as a musician, you can play on anything—you can make music with a chair. It’s about communicating a feeling. “It was my mom who really cracked the whip and wanted us to be proper musicians; she didn’t want us to struggle playing nightclubs like our dad,” as Ed once told the guitar journalists Brad Tolinski and Chris Gill. My mom got us into violin next, when I was in fourth grade and Ed was in second, and this became the object of fistfights: guys walking around with little violin cases might as well have been wearing targets. (We gave as good as we got.) Ed and I played violin for about five years, and both of us eventually got into the All City Orchestra, for Pasadena’s elite young musicians. That meant we took a bus after school every day to go rehearse. The first of many bus rides to come.

For us, it seemed natural to learn how to play whatever was around. “If you have enough dexterity in your fingers to play keyboards and drums, you can play anything,” as my brother put it. We became fluent in a lot of different instruments. After I gave up piano and violin, my mother convinced me to take flamenco guitar lessons. I played saxophone at the first gig Ed and I booked in America, and we decided that Ed would play piano, either Brian or Kevin would be behind their older brother’s drum kit, and another guy named Don Ferris would play second sax. It was for our elementary school graduation.

Now, once you make a commitment to playing a venue, you don’t play elsewhere in the area for a certain amount of time before the gig, or you lose your draw, right? You get overexposed. But after we signed up to play the graduation, I thought, Hey, it might be good to have a couple of practice rounds. So we took another gig and—I couldn’t believe it—the school heard about it, came to us, and said, “What are you guys doing? You can’t perform somewhere else—you’re taking away from the school!”

They took it very seriously. And actually, I was impressed by that professionalism—flattered, even! But we still played both shows; I talked them into it. Because we were not prepared. The difference between playing at home for yourselves and playing in front of your entire school, it’s not really a scalable leap. We needed that rehearsal gig. By the time we performed at graduation, we were confident … for one thing, having the drum kit onstage made us look real. My dad always told us, people don’t come to hear the band, they come to see the band. I guess we were fun to watch
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