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The year that I got married was the first year since 1995 that I would be without one of my best friends, David Fitzgerald Reilly. My emotions were pulled back and forth, right and left, as I realized that David wouldn’t be at my wedding. David always had a talent for making our friendship so trying, tribulating, and rewarding all at the same time.

June 21, 1995, was probably the date when our story started, even though I didn’t meet David until the next night on June 22. It’s funny how almost every major life-changing moment never really just happens; it develops. I often try to trace why and how David and I met in the first place. To bring it to the absolute moment that would allow me to know that he even existed.

I have to take it all the way back to the third concert I ever attended. Lollapalooza ’92 at Great Woods in Mansfield, Massachusetts, with my high school friend Bill. He eventually became very fundamental in shaping the music I listened to in my mid-to-late teens.

When I entered Bishop Fenwick High School in Peabody, Massachusetts, back in 1990, I was listening to what would be considered classic rock: Pink Floyd, Electric Light Orchestra, Genesis, The Who, Queen, Yes, Rush, Jethro Tull, The Monkees, Private Lightning, Cat Stevens, and Neil Diamond.

My first concert ever was Yes in the summer of 1989. They were touring on the Anderson Bruford Wakeman Howe album. My second concert was Jethro Tull in the fall of 1989. They were touring on the Rock Island album.

By the time 1992 had rolled around, I had also gotten into a diversity of modern artists like REM, Depeche Mode, Jesus Jones, EMF, Big Audio Dynamite, Tesla, Midnight Oil, INXS, Ned’s Atomic Dustbin, Edie Brickell & New Bohemians, Duran Duran, Public Enemy, Digital Underground, 3rd Bass, Faith No More, Nirvana, Live, and Guns N’ Roses.

Even though I somehow completely skipped over the 1980s’ hair band movement, my guilty pleasure had quickly included some of those producer-based bands, such as The KLF, Enigma, C+C Music Factory, Snap, Blackbox, Shakespeare’s Sister, Pete Bardens, and Milli Vanilli.

Bill talked me into going to Lollapalooza with him, since he had no one to go with. The festival had Pearl Jam touring on the Ten album, Red Hot Chili Peppers touring on the Blood Sugar Sex Magik album, and Soundgarden touring on the Badmotorfinger album. All on the same bill. Even if I had just gotten into those particular bands, I had to go.

That was the tour where a certain band called Ministry was also coheadlining. I had actually never heard of Ministry. Honestly, I just wanted to get through their set to hear the Red Hot Chili Peppers.

As I sat in the first row of Section 8 next to Bill at Great Woods, I was ultimately led down the path of who I am now. Ministry came out and opened with “N.W.O.” from Psalm 69. It was like a whole new undiscovered world had opened up in front of me.

Prior to that moment, I had no idea what industrial music really was. It was angry. It was raw. It was militant. It was pounding but still empathetic. And it didn’t care if you listened or not, because it was going to be loud! I had never felt a merger of such a human emotion with such a mechanical sound before. I bought Psalm 69 the very next day. I haven’t looked back since.

During my junior year of high school, my eyes opened even further to a larger world of industrial music. As I approached my high school friend Jim during lunch break one day, he had his headphones on. I asked him what he was listening to.

“A band called Nine Inch Nails,” he answered. “Their new album came out this week.”

I had heard of Nine Inch Nails, but I had never actually heard them. He didn’t even ask me if I wanted to hear their music. He ordered me to.

“You need to listen to this song,” he said.

I put on the headphones, and he pressed Play. My introduction into a more commercial industrial genre began with the opening drums to the song “Wish” off the album Broken. I listened to that three-and-a-half-minute song and realized it was exactly what I had been looking for emotionally in music.

That Friday night I went and bought Broken. I also picked up Nine Inch Nails’ first album, Pretty Hate Machine. I spent the rest of that weekend dissecting them, note by note, lyric by lyric.

Through my obsession with Ministry and Nine Inch Nails I then discovered, with much love, Front 242. Jim and I went to see Front 242 in Rhode Island in 1993. They were touring on the 06:21:03:11 Up Evil album.

I had finally found my niche in music. I wanted to know, own, and memorize every industrial band out there.

One day during the summer before my senior year, the local radio station played a song by a brand-new band called Stabbing Westward. Upon hearing that song, I realized that industrial and rock could live together.

I had been completely bitten by the bug. I needed to become an industrial-music-elitist, also known as a Rivethead. Any musical suggestions anyone gave me or if a review of a band even remotely mentioned the word industrial somehow, I bought the album. As a rabid fan of the genre, I couldn’t get enough.

At the time I was in a thrash metal band called Vertical Smile. We had only played one show. We also had only written two songs. I quit Vertical Smile to start my own industrial band.

I had a few friends in high school who had become Rivetheads like me, who also had the motivation to be in an industrial project. My first real band, called Yellow #1, was born. Yellow #1 only made me hungrier for anything under the industrial umbrella that I could get my hands on.

The afternoon of June 21, 1995, was already warm enough in Massachusetts for swimming. My high school friend Dave, also a member of my band Yellow #1, asked his dad to open the pool.

Dave was infamously otherwise known as Dogboy, because of a particular hairstyle that he wore to high school one day. It resembled the character Dogboy from the MTV show Liquid Television.

For these outdoor summer events, often we brought out one of those small boom boxes. We would listen to 104.1 WBCN while we took turns beating each other in the pool with pool noodles.

On that particular day the WBCN deejays were between songs and had mentioned a contest for 104 people to see two bands—Maids of Gravity and God Lives Underwater—the very next night at the Paradise club in Boston.

Oddly enough I was a subscriber to a new monthly magazine at the time, called huH. It focused primarily on new and upcoming alternative bands. Unfortunately, it didn’t run for too long. They had just featured a two-page story on God Lives Underwater that included a full-page photo of the band.

With each edition the magazine came with a free sampler disc of new bands. God Lives Underwater wasn’t on the sampler, but Maids of Gravity were. I really liked their song “Only Dreaming.” I was also very interested in God Lives Underwater, due to the write-up they had received in the magazine. The article had compared them to Nine Inch Nails and Stabbing Westward.

I don’t remember exactly if Dogboy’s portable phone was already outside. Maybe he had to run inside and get it. Nevertheless one of us said to the other, “We should call. I’m not doing anything tomorrow night. Are you?” And the other replied, “No.”

This was a win-only show. Tickets couldn’t be purchased. WBCN was giving away a pair every thirty minutes until they had reached their quota of 104–the station’s frequency was 104.1.

I know it was me who called the station. I don’t think we were the exact caller on our first try. But eventually I made the correct call.

“Yes!” the deejay exclaimed. “You are the sixth caller! You just won two tickets to tomorrow night’s show!”

What should I have done after just winning two tickets to see a band that I had put in the back of my mind to check out, based purely on a review in a magazine? I had to leave immediately, find my nearest music store, and buy the debut album!

We had to go to Soundwaves in Danvers to find the God Lives Underwater album GLU. That store has long since gone out of business, thanks to Newbury Comics and Best Buy. At the time, however, it was owned and operated by the drummer of the 1970s megaband Boston.

They only had one copy of GLU. Dogboy suggested that I buy it instead of him, since I had been the one who called and won the tickets. I wasn’t going to disagree with that! I put down my eight dollars, and we went back to his house.

While we returned to our pool-shenanigans, we put GLU into the boom box. That was the first time I had ever heard David’s voice.

Over the next twenty-four hours, up until we left for the show, I must have listened to that album at least ten times. I embedded the GLU album into my head so well that I felt confident I could sing along to every word on every song.

I was determined to get there early. I even studied their photo from the huH article, so I would recognize them, in case we accidentally bumped into any of them before the show.

Dogboy and I got there maybe a little too early. We were the first ones in line outside the venue’s front doors on Commonwealth Avenue in Boston. We sat with our backs to the bricks on the sidewalk. We listened to the low-end thumping of a soundcheck that came from inside. The volume was still too low to distinguish which band it came from. We looked out over the congested street. The buildings were so close together that they almost touched each other.

The infamous MBTA Green Line sliced down the middle of the street. The train bumped along its tracks in the middle of the traffic. It filled the air with the high-pitched screech of its brakes at every stop.

After some time waiting, the front door finally opened. The members of God Lives Underwater came out: David Reilly, Jeff Turzo, Andrew McGee, Adam Kary, and their roadie/guitar tech, Tim Turzo.

Despite my diligent studying of the photo from the huH article, the only reason I recognized them, and in particular David, was because of his nose ring. David’s nose ring looked like a stereotypical silver ring that a cartoon bull would wear in its nose. That ring gave David the illusion that he was the front man. He was the leader, the important one.

“I think that’s God Lives Underwater. That guy is David Reilly, the singer,” I said to Dogboy.

“If you think it is, go say something,” Dogboy replied.

Even if that was David, his hair had grown considerably since the picture from the article. There we were with the guy who was so obviously the lead singer of God Lives Underwater, but I completely doubted myself. I realized that I was basing everything off a picture in a magazine.

As the man began to walk away down Commonwealth Avenue, I thought, That’s obviously him. He’s walking away. Are you going to miss the only chance that you might have all night to say hello, because you’re too afraid to make a fool of yourself to a stranger?

I had to get over any illusion that I would be like a lost puppy meeting a wise and elder wolf. I moved off the wall. I did a fast trot to catch up with the band. I opened my mouth and asked, “Excuse me. Are you David from God Lives Underwater?”

He looked at me.

It may have taken him only a second to reply, but it was almost a second too long. It made me want to apologize. I almost wanted to go back to the wall.

“Yes, I am,” he finally answered.

I felt like I needed to justify bothering him. “We are here for the show tonight. Absolutely love your album.” Blah, blah, blah.

I would have a better time remembering what I ate for lunch every day of the second grade than to remember what else I said at that moment. What I do recall was that he told me that they were going to get something to eat. The guys in Maids of Gravity were in the poster store across the street, if we wanted to say hi to them too.

I said something short of a thank-you and can’t wait for the show.

They walked away.

What struck me at that particular moment was his demeanor when he spoke. I was surprised at how soft-spoken he was. It might have been the way his lips formed the words around his teeth. I noticed, almost immediately, how thin his top lip was. It caused his front teeth to show more than normal when he spoke. It also gave the slight illusion that he had buckteeth. The bull ring that hung down from his nose almost rested right on his thin top lip. That probably didn’t help the illusion either.

His speaking voice was a little higher than his singing voice. It was almost nasal with a subtle lisp. It had a hidden charm. It was very non-threatening. His tone of voice practically matched his posture and body size. David was average height, yet lanky, with a very small frame. He had an authoritative presence, but he also gave the impression of being meek and frail.

I walked back to Dogboy, who had never moved off the brick wall of the club. I told him that Maids of Gravity were in the poster store across the street. We decided to stop looking like two teenagers at a Michael Jackson concert. We moved away from the line that only consisted of us and went to the poster store.

Sure enough Ed Ruscha of Maids of Gravity was inside. We spent some time speaking with him. We commented on all the old movie posters together. After that we went back to claim our spot in front of the club. We were still the only two people in line.

After another long and uneventful period of waiting, the God Lives Underwater guys returned to the club. Three of them, and the roadie Tim, went inside, but David came to us. He told me that God Lives Underwater had a new album coming out in September called Empty. They were going to perform a handful of those new songs to fill up the headlining slot time.

I told David that my favorite song off GLU was “Nothing.” David said that I wasn’t being fair to the other songs on the album. Just when I thought he was being serious, he told me that his favorite song was “Lonely Again.” I remember this remained his favorite song until their third album.

I was wearing a Rocky Horror Picture Show baseball hat, and David inquired about it. He asked if I had liked the play. I told him that I was an avid attendee of the show in Harvard Square.

From that moment on he called me Rocky, or sometimes just Rock, because of my hat. He told me that he was terrible at remembering names. It would help him remember who I was.

I noticed how the sun shone off the rings on David’s fingers. It seemed that every finger on both hands was decorated with some sort of silver ring, all different in sizes and designs. I always thought that this added to the mechanical illusion of the band’s sound.

David then proceeded to ask us if we wanted to go inside the club with him, so we wouldn’t have to keep waiting outside.

I was so startled by his offer that I almost didn’t know what to say.

David turned to the security guard who was working the door. “They’re with me.”

The doorman gave him a nod of understanding as we went inside.

We were welcomed by a long and skinny hallway. At first it felt like we had entered the Bat Cave. We passed the coat check and the merchandise counter. Although the hallway was dimly lit, it was brightly covered in old posters of bands that had played here before.

Just when we thought that the hallway wasn’t going to end or that there wasn’t a club at all, the hallway grew even darker and smaller. As we turned the corner, the hallway opened up into a large room. I didn’t want to lose David, but I also wanted to look around.

The stage was enormous. It was only about two feet off the ground and had no barriers. I couldn’t miss the big white pole in the middle of the floor. It was directly in front of the stage. That pole was so large, nobody could get their arms around it. If that wasn’t enough, it was in the most undesirable place right in front of where the singer would most likely be. There was only enough room for maybe five rows of fans. Beyond that point, there was a possibility that the view of the stage would be obstructed.

The Paradise had a very open feel. There was a balcony that went all the way around the club. There were booths on platforms for people who wanted to sit at a table. David took us backstage, past the booths, and into the dressing room.

We were able to stay with the guys in God Lives Underwater and Maids of Gravity until it was time for Maids of Gravity’s set, hours after we had been brought backstage to hang out.

Dogboy and I stayed to the side of the stage while Maids of Gravity played. They were touring to promote their self-titled debut album. Since the club held at least six hundred, it seemed very empty with only 104 people attending the show.

God Lives Underwater were onstage next. It felt so comfortable for me to see them there. I already felt like I knew all of them. They weren’t just the-band-we-came-to-see anymore.

Dogboy and I pushed our way right up front. We were almost directly underneath David’s microphone stand. I made sure I sang along to every song they played off GLU. I listened intently to the new songs off Empty.

If I remember correctly, they only played “Fool,” “All Wrong,” “23,” and “Empty” from the upcoming album. They also played every single song off GLU except “Drag Me Down.” I later found out that “Drag Me Down” was never played live, due to the click track being too fast.

During “Waste of Time,” David lowered the microphone just enough so my voice was actually picked up in the speakers during the chorus. I had to push my body halfway on the stage to get my mouth closer to the microphone.

During the second chorus, a bouncer didn’t know what I was doing. He didn’t understand that David was letting me sing along with him. The bouncer ran over and pushed me so hard off the stage that my head hit the big pole. The Crow T-shirt that I was wearing got ripped by the force of his push as his fingers let go of my neck. I’ll never forget that moment.

David had a very unique stage presence for their type of music. Industrial rock generally commanded a sense of anger and chaos, but David stood still between the dual keyboards that he and Jeff played. A guitar dangled around his neck. A microphone eagerly waited to be sung into. It was amazing how much the whole band emanated energy in such subtle movements.

It wouldn’t be until later that I would realize that his stage presence reflected his personality. It was always intense, yet always subtle.

His blonde hair was in twisty, but not dirty, dreads. Both hands gripped the microphone when he sang. His silver rings overshadowed the pattern he strummed on the guitar strings. He would look at the ground when there were no vocals and shake his head to the beat.

David rarely moved side to side onstage. He just didn’t need to. It was his command presence, along with his black praying mantis tattoo that engulfed his entire right forearm, that let everyone know exactly who he was.

As God Lives Underwater ended their set, David motioned for us to meet him by the side door. Dogboy and I made our way through the emptying crowd, and I knocked.

“C’mon!” David said as he opened the door.

Dogboy and I were brought backstage again. The bands had a load-out time of 1:00 a.m. to leave for the next show. We had about two hours to spend with them backstage.

The back room of the Paradise was filled with couches and chairs. The members from Maids of Gravity were also there. A case of beer had been brought in.

When David offered both Dogboy and I a drink, I told him that I didn’t drink. Then I realized that Dogboy and I were the only two people that were invited backstage.

Where were the girls? I wondered. The groupies? The stripper pole in the middle of the room?

Okay, maybe I had never expected a stripper pole. But as an eighteen-year-old, and it was my first time backstage, my knowledge only came from what I had seen in Mötley Crüe documentaries. This was completely different. It was just me, Dogboy, and all of the band members from both bands.

At first David was shocked that I didn’t drink. He didn’t necessarily grill me about it, but he simply wanted to know why. I told him that I never had the urge to. I didn’t care if other people did. It just wasn’t something that I was interested in.

There were a few solid moments, at this point, where all I wanted to do was impress him. This was David Reilly, the man who had opened the door for me to hang out with him. He didn’t need to do any of that. He could have sent us on our way. He could have traded us in for strippers! I wanted to meet him at his level. I wanted to be able to even catch a glimpse of his coolness.

I waited for the shoe to drop. I waited for him to realize that there was no reason, nor any fun, in hanging out with us anymore. He was the one who needed to be impressed and entertained, not me.

Probably because I had just turned down a free beer, he seemed intrigued about what my limits were.

“Do you smoke dope?”

Thoughts flashed through my head. If I said no, he would deem me totally uncool. The bouncers would be called to take us away. I really would never be able to see the strippers then.

Since David had been so hospitable to us, my immediate reaction was to just be honest. “No.”

He didn’t grill me any further on that answer thankfully. I could tell that he was still a little surprised. I proceeded to tell him that I had never even had a cigarette before. I realized I looked completely uncool to everyone in God Lives Underwater and Maids of Gravity. Even Dogboy shook his head. He mentally waved with his eyes, NO, NO, NO! Nonetheless everyone seemed to respect my answer. Even David looked right at me and told me how much he respected my choices, as well as not being afraid to stand firm with them.

Dogboy and I sat on a couch that was on the right side of the room. David sat next to us in a chair. The guys from Maids of Gravity left the room to either go get food or drinks or to figure out where the heck those strippers were. Jeff, Adam, and Drew were either back in the club schmoozing it up with the radio people or out getting food themselves.

The door to the backstage area closed. David was left alone with just us. I was shocked that the singer of the headlining band would rather hang out with two eighteen-year-old kids than get food.

David and I always had a very different relationship than everyone else, and I think it had started at this very moment. David took the initiative to blur the lines between some fan who had showed up at his band’s show and had harassed him outside to something more personal. A friendship that would last a lifetime.

The significance of that moment still didn’t stifle the feeling that he had the upper hand. He could kick us out at any time. I wanted so much to prove myself to him. There was no real reason why he should even have kept our company. I held in my breath, which exhausted me. It would be a while before I could finally let it out.

“I have a story about why you should never be a junkie,” David softly said, innocently, with a twinge of sadness.

I paused for a moment. I forgot where I was. I forgot that, just a few hours earlier, I had just met him. I forgot that I was backstage at a club. I had gotten lost in his world. I sat next to a man who I didn’t know much about, other than his name and a handful of lyrics.

When he spoke again, none of that mattered. All of that went away. David always had a very high wall of privacy. Maybe it was because I didn’t even accept a beer from him that he dropped that wall to a complete stranger.

“Almost everyone I have met has believed that all my songs are about girls or relationships,” David began. “If you really listen to the lyrics on both GLU and the upcoming album, they’re about heroin.”

I didn’t even know what heroin looked like. I had never seen it in my life. I gave him my best poker face so he would keep talking.

“Take ‘No More Love.’ That song is very specifically about my ex-girlfriend Heather. It’s based on a fight about drug use that we had in her kitchen. I can feel your heavy stare. / I run my fingers through my hair. Those lyrics are very specific. During the fight, all I could do was play with my dreads.”

As straight-faced as I could keep my expression, I nodded like I knew what he was talking about. I was intrigued about the rest of the story. I also didn’t want him to think that I had no comprehension of what he was saying.

“Heather was a junkie. We started using together. After a while she got clean, but I couldn’t. She told me that she would leave me if I didn’t get clean too. She wound up leaving me, and I realized I had to get clean. We kept in touch, but nothing serious. She recently met a new guy. They’re engaged. The twist here is that this new guy is a junkie too. She started to use again because of him. Here I am, clean because she left me for being an addict. There she is, with someone new who got her using again. That’s pretty much what the new album is about.”

At that moment I felt, at least from a human perspective, that I had “big brother” emotions. Not just in response to his story, but in response to David as a person as well. I didn’t know how to respond or even act. I could sympathize with the betrayal he felt, but I couldn’t empathize.

I would later realize that it wasn’t sympathy David was looking for. He was just looking for someone who he could tell his situation to. Someone who didn’t know any of the parties involved. Someone who could see it from an outside angle.

The majority of his band’s emotional lyrics were actually based on those few sentences that he had just told me. At the time I never thought about it. Now I realize how significant it had been that David had opened up so much to me right from the beginning.

As it got even later, we discussed more surface stuff, like movies and bands. At about one o’clock, the bouncer finally told David that the gear had to be loaded soon. All of their equipment still remained onstage.

It was very surreal and quiet in the club when the other band members returned. Dogboy and I helped Adam carry out all of his drums. We loaded them into their white van parked in the alley.

David gave me his email address, and I told him that I would contact him soon. I promised to be at every show, every time they came. He told me that it didn’t look like they would be touring again, at least not to Boston, until after September when Empty would be released.

Before they left, David said something to me along the lines of “You seemed to be the only person here tonight who really cared about the band. If we don’t get in touch with each other before the next show, I’ll make sure your name will be on the guest list.”

Adam came back and gave each of us a cassette sampler of three God Lives Underwater songs for helping him load his drums. It included two songs that were going to be on Empty: “All Wrong” and “Fool,” and also “Nothing” from GLU. The tape was in a blue cardboard sleeve that had the mantis logo on the front and just the three song titles on the back.

I ripped off the Paradise wall a poster of the band, which was advertising the GLU album. All of the band members, except for Drew who wasn’t around, signed it. David signed it, Thank You.

“See ya later, Rock,” he said.

Although I had to wait four months to see David again, it would only be another three months before the new album came out.
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Dogboy and I listened to that three-song sampler in our cars over and over for the next three months straight. We got to know “Fool” and “All Wrong” even better than we knew our own Yellow #1 songs.

I remember one particular time when Dogboy and I were in his car at a red light in Danvers Square. As we listened to the three-song cassette, we had a riveting conversation about how “All Wrong” and “Fool” just sounded like how God Lives Underwater was meant to sound.

God Lives Underwater had successfully introduced their fans to their signature sound on their very first album, GLU. These new songs were exactly in the same vein and style that the band had since perfected. We decided that God Lives Underwater definitely had their own unique atmosphere that was a direct result of their keyboard and synthesizer lines in their music.

The second God Lives Underwater album, Empty, was released on September 12, 1995, and I bought it the day it came out. I rushed home and immediately put on my headphones. I opened up the lyrics book and pressed Play. I was ready to read along with the album.

“All Wrong” and “Fool” were the second and third songs on the album. I had already listened to those songs for three months nonstop on the cassette sampler that Adam had given me. This didn’t make the opening of the album all that exciting for me. Except, of course, for the first track on the album, “Still.” Even so I had the lyrics in front of me, and they were different than what I had thought David had sung on the sampler.

As I read along with the song “Still,” I noticed that some lyrics printed in the insert were inconsistent with the actual song on the album itself. These were lyrics that had been printed in the booklet, but were never sung by David at all.

I made a mental note to ask him about these lyrical discrepancies the next time we got to hang out. I was certain that there was going to be a next time.

My friend Matt and I were discussing our opinions about Empty as we stood in line for a David Bowie and Nine Inch Nails show at Great Woods. David Bowie was touring on the Outside album. Nine Inch Nails were still promoting The Downward Spiral album. It was a very special coheadlining show. That was also the week Empty came out. Matt told me that he thought it needed to grow on him. He didn’t warm up to it as quickly as he did with the first album, GLU.

I took this personally, like he had told me that he didn’t like something I had written myself. Maybe it was the fact that I could understand where so many of the album’s emotions came from. I felt like I had known David much longer than just that one night. I knew about his problems with his ex-girlfriend Heather. She had become more than a name. She had provoked emotions in me that I didn’t even deserve to have.

David and Jeff had been interviewed on MTV by veejay Kennedy the same week that Empty was released. One question that she had asked really stuck out. It was answered in a great way to exemplify their sound. Dogboy and I had been trying to come up a way to describe how God Lives Underwater sounded to other people who had never heard them. And here it was

MTV (Kennedy): As David and Jeff tell us, they feel their songs are traditional rock songs. They like to use the latest technology, but they’re not a techno band!

Jeff: I think that the only reason people would perceive us as techno is because we spend time programming. We try and be creative with the way our record sounds, but that doesn’t necessarily mean that it’s techno. We just happen to get into our gear as much as people who make techno do.

David: But if you were to take out the guitars and vocals, it would sound like techno sometimes. But that’s why we’re not a techno band, because we like guitars and vocals.

[image: Dreams__SceneBreak__75]


I had digested Empty for almost a month when my weekly copy of the Boston Phoenix, a local newspaper, featured an ad for a God Lives Underwater, KMFDM, and Life of Agony show at the Avalon on October 17, 1995. KMFDM was touring on the Nihil album. Life of Agony was touring on the Ugly album.

My immediate reaction was to take the show personally. Who did these people think they were to advertise my friend’s show without my permission? My next reaction was more subtle. I needed to go!

Of course I also doubted that David even remembered me. Our night at the Paradise had been embedded in my head so strongly that I was afraid that I viewed David completely differently than how he saw me. Could he really remember me? It was unlikely that he would.

That was where a lot of my nervousness came from. David was still on a pedestal in my head. What if I faded into just another fan? I had already put so much emotional weight into our friendship that I thought we were above that status. What if my perception was much bigger than the truth?

I decided that it would be best if I went to the God Lives Underwater show as early as I could, hoping to grab anyone in the band, even if it was just their roadie, Tim.

At the night of the Paradise show, I had confused Tim with Jeff because they both had dreads. Although I didn’t know it then, Tim and Jeff were actually brothers.

Dogboy was attending Westfield State College in Westfield, Massachusetts, which was ninety-five miles away. He couldn’t come back for the show. So I took Dann, who was another friend and also a member of my band, Yellow #1. He was a big KMFDM fan. This show was going to be perfect for him too.

We showed up on Lansdowne Street with plenty of time to spare. It was at least two hours before doors even opened at Avalon.

Lansdowne Street was like another universe. Although it was a short street, about one-fourth of a mile long, only clubs were along it. Each venue touched the next. If you were to look down from the sky, it would look like one long roof. What made the street really unique was the fact that it was tucked underneath the bleachers of Fenway Park. It also made going to a concert on a Red Sox game night almost unbearable at times.

We stood outside the door where the bands loaded and unloaded their gear. We hoped that anyone from God Lives Underwater would pass through. I was nervous and anxious about seeing the guys again. I kept looking up and down the street. I never took my full attention off the closed door.

Tim came through the door first. My heart jumped. I almost felt like Tim was my personal messenger for the band. He must have been sent out to specifically see if I would be out here, to hold me to my word of always being there for David.

I had purposely worn my Rocky Horror Picture Show baseball hat again, just in case the band had completely forgot who I was and needed a reference.

“Tim!” I yelled.

He recognized me. I was a welcomed sight! “Are any of the guys inside?” I asked.

“Yeah. I’ll tell them you’re here,” he replied.

I felt like I had won a golden ticket from Willy Wonka. The guys in the band definitely saw me as more than a fan. I was their Boston supporter. More important, I was their friend.

It was October, so there was a brisk chill to the air. It took some time for someone to come out after Tim had disappeared into Avalon. The door opened again, and David was there. He wore sunglasses, even though the sun was setting. He also had a chain wallet attached to his waist. He wore cut-off shorts and long johns.

I was so nervous as he walked down the steps toward me. He was coming to me on his own accord. He actually wanted to talk to me. I realized that wearing my Rocky Horror Picture Show baseball hat was just a paranoid overreaction. It was obvious to me then that it wasn’t necessary for him to see the cap to remember who I was.

He had a very specific way of greeting me and saying, “Hey, man.” It was more like, “Hey, me-han.” His accent could change a one-syllable word into two.

“How do you know Rocky?” David asked Dann as I introduced him.

Dann replied that we were in high school together and in Yellow #1.

As we stood on the sidewalk outside the club, several emotions flashed inside me all at the same time. I was with a man who I greatly admired, and I owned both of his albums. I couldn’t help but wonder how much more than an acquaintance I really was to him. He seemed genuinely happy to see me; there was no doubt about that.

Of course I had to tell him what I thought of Empty. I said that I thought “Weaken” was their strongest song, even though it wasn’t my favorite. I told him that my favorite was actually “We Were Wrong.”

He looked at me and nodded. I realized that I didn’t always need to tell him how I felt about his music. Over time it tended to be the least significant part of our conversations.

“I have a question about the song ‘23,’” I said. “It’s in a pretty weird time signature, isn’t it? It sounds like it’s in five-four.”

Since I had written songs for Yellow #1 on a drum machine, I felt that I had a pretty good grasp on identifying tempos and time signatures. I also wanted to feel like I could talk about the technical aspects of David’s songs with him. The truth was, I was bullshitting my way through a topic I knew very little about.

He looked at me blankly. “No. I don’t think so.” David hummed the song and clapped his hands.

Somehow my comment had made him doubt himself. If he only knew that I really didn’t know what I was talking about. However, it felt good that he entertained the idea that maybe I was right.

“Nope. It’s definitely in four-four. The song ‘Empty’ is in five-four. Maybe that’s what you were thinking. Adam has a tough time playing ‘Empty’ live, because of the odd timing. Sometimes he just plays it in four-four instead, so we have to remove the last guitar lick to compensate in order to stay in time with him!”

“Yeah, maybe that’s it.” I said.

I was too embarrassed to admit that I wasn’t thinking of “Empty.” I changed the subject as fast as I could. I asked him if he had eaten. He said the club had provided some food, but he would rather get something real to eat. I asked him if he wanted to go down the street. Maybe for some pizza.

I realized then that what I had just suggested was a very important question. On one hand, David might decline. Maybe he really wasn’t that interested in hanging out with me except for in a club setting. Maybe that would confirm how I had been perceiving our friendship. His answer could either cast me back into being just a fan or let me know that I was, in fact, something more.

David not only accepted my invitation to dinner but he genuinely seemed very enthusiastic about it as well. We even left the rest of the band behind. The line of fans was already forming around the club. We were just three people, all equal.

We went inside Boston Beer Works, which was right near Fenway Park. A spot at the bar opened almost immediately. I sat on one side of David, and Dann sat on the other. Dann was quiet. He was probably just adapting to the fact that we were actually sitting at the bar with the singer of God Lives Underwater.

I felt obligated to play some sort of middleman between them, in order to get David and Dann to open up to each other. David didn’t have any rapport with Dann yet like he did with Dogboy. I felt that it was my responsibility to create the best atmosphere between them that I could. Little did I know at the time, but Dann and David would actually become closer friends than Dogboy and David ever did.

David ordered a beer. Dann and I ordered nonalcoholic drinks and some appetizers. We discussed everything from the Empty album to the most recent Depeche Mode album, Songs of Faith & Devotion. It was surreal to think that we were sitting at a public bar with the singer of God Lives Underwater and that he would be playing a show not more than three hundred yards away. No one else even paid him any attention. He was all ours.

Dann finally got more comfortable with the situation and relaxed. We discussed Empty even more, and the correlations between it and the GLU album. I would like to think that David opened up to Dann because David trusted me. Anyone who I brought into our friendship was automatically deemed okay.

Perhaps I was just being narcissistic, but David had already trusted me in ways that even people I had known for years didn’t. I had to ask myself, where did this trust come from? Was it because I wasn’t part of his usual drug scene? Did I interject different desires for a friendship that neither of us had experienced yet?

David had also completely opened up about his ex-girlfriend and his substance abuse problems to Dann. David reiterated to Dann what I had been told at the Paradise show about Heather: the addiction, drug use, attempts to get clean, deception, and ultimately feeling that she was just as toxic to his well-being as the drugs were.

That was something David always seemed to carry with him when he talked about Heather and his drug abuse. A sense of betrayal. They had become one and the same. His ex-girlfriend and his addictions had become synonymous and interchangeable to me.

As David went through the story of Heather again for Dann’s sake, I made sure that I got all the details. David seemed to focus on what I could see was really the central point of his pain and inspiration for the two albums. I could see how betrayed he felt by the sequence of events that she had dragged him through.

Dann also listened very intently. I’m sure he didn’t know what to make of it all. He had probably never expected to have this kind of conversation with someone who he looked up to as well. I was glad that they had opened up to each other.

One of the many endearing qualities about David was his ability to immediately sense who was good for him and who was bad. That didn’t necessarily mean that he never associated with the bad; it just meant that he knew. Maybe he had some sort of second sight at that moment, where he could see how he and Dann would become good friends too.

“What do you think of the vocals in ‘Fool’?” he asked me.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I’ve heard that I sound too much like Scott Weiland from Stone Temple Pilots in that song.”

I was afraid to say anything else. Not only had I already recognized the resemblance myself but apparently so did almost everyone else I had spoken to who had heard the album. So I changed the subject.

Eventually, when we walked back to the club, we crossed Lansdowne Street, and David turned to me.

“Seriously, Rock. There are two ways that I could sing ‘Fool.’ I can’t decide how to sing the song live. Tell me what you think.”

David sang the first verse of “Fool” just as it appeared on the album.

“Here’s the other way I think it could sound.”

He went through the first verse again in a completely different vocal style and intonation. What was great about that moment was that his voice actually echoed and bounced off the outside walls of the Green Monster at Fenway Park.

Dann and I listened intently. I thought it was neat to hear the same lyrics, sung by the same singer, in completely different vocal styles.

“David,” I said when he was done. “I like that second style a lot! However, everyone who has the album already is used to hearing the vocals the way they are.”

I wish he hadn’t agreed with me, because it would have been amazing to hear them play “Fool” live with completely different vocals on a song that their fans were so familiar with.

There was a light bounce in David’s step as he walked back to the club with us. He noticed a street vendor who was selling sausages and pizza. David stopped, pulled out his wallet attached to a chain, and bought a slice of pizza. A homeless man who sat against a wall next to the pizza vendor asked us for money. It surprised me when David took his change from the pizza and dropped it into the street guy’s white paper cup. The coins made a metallic clinking sound as they collided with the other change the homeless man had already collected.

As the three of us continued toward the club, David ate his pizza.

“Well, I’m going to the van,” he said as we got closer to the venue. “You’re on the guest list with a plus one.”

Dann and I got in line. When we reached the box office, I said that I was on God Lives Underwater’s guest list. The woman at the box office asked me for my name. When I told her, it didn’t even dawn on me that David still didn’t know my full name.

She flipped through the papers and shook her head. “Nope. I don’t see a Brian Paone here.”

I panicked. How could I get her to understand that I was supposed to be on the guest list? I was friends with the band!

Luckily, Dann saw David walk by the line again.

“Hey, David!” I yelled. “My name isn’t on the guest list!”

“It might be under Rocky Horror,” he yelled back as he kept walking.

“Try Rocky Horror,” I said to the lady.

There was a pause, and she looked at me suspiciously. She looked back at the page in front of her.

By this time, I was really nervous. All of the guys in the band, including Tim, were already inside.

She flipped through her list again and found Rocky Horror +1 on the guest list. “Do you have any ID that says that’s you?” she asked.

At first I thought she was joking. Then I realized that I needed something to prove to her that David’s nickname for me was Rocky. Thankfully the ID that I needed was on the top of my head. I pointed to my hat. “That’s what the guys in the band call me.”

I couldn’t tell if she was amused by me or annoyed. Either way she crossed my name off the list and hesitantly let us into the club. I smiled to myself when I realized that I had just used a baseball hat as my ID.

We couldn’t help but feel that there was a lot of history in Avalon. An oddly placed disco ball over the wooden floor gave us the immediate impression that a diversity of events happened right here. Railings sat about six inches higher than the floor and separated it from the bar, which was great for vertically challenged people like me to be able to see the bands. The bar area was furnished by a red carpet that had a certain stickiness to it that reminded me of the floors of certain movie theatres. The stage was much higher than the Paradise’s.

God Lives Underwater was going to play first. Dann and I pushed through the crowd and found a spot near the front barrier. As I looked at the railing, I thought, I hope David notices us this close and lets me sing again. Or at least that he knows we’re up here.

We were so close to being in that front row. The worst part about the handful of people who were in front of us was that they were definitely not here for God Lives Underwater.

As the lights dimmed, Dann and I pushed through again and finally made it to the very first row. I placed a hand on the barrier for support. I was determined to let David, Jeff, Drew, and Adam know exactly where we were. I wanted them to know that I didn’t let them down. I fought for them.

Their set was only thirty minutes long, and we yelled every single lyric. We jumped up and down. It was more for the crowd around us that didn’t know just how amazing God Lives Underwater really was.

There was a moment of silence between two of their songs. As David dialed the next song into his sampler, Drew tuned his guitar. Some punk in front of Drew mockingly yelled, “NINE INCH NAILS!” Drew looked up and just stared at him. I could see the discontentment in his face.

Although I love Nine Inch Nails, it must have been so insulting to Drew and the rest of the God Lives Underwater band members to have somebody yell the name of the most commercially successful band in their genre. Especially when God Lives Underwater was trying to solidify their own style!

I looked at Dann, and we both just shook our heads. We knew that if that guy didn’t shut up, Drew was going to jump off the stage and crack him in the head. Drew never took his gaze off the heckler.

As I watched Drew perform the next song, I could see so much more aggression in his stage presence. He never broke eye contact. I literally thought that we were about to be in the middle of a God Lives Underwater versus the fans of Life of Agony battle royal. Thankfully, it never happened.

When God Lives Underwater finished their set, Dann and I watched the guys walk off stage to go outside. I really wanted to just forget the next two bands and follow them, but we stayed through KMFDM’s set for Dann since he was such a big fan.

I didn’t see David, or anyone else from God Lives Underwater, during the remainder of that night. However, that was fine with me. I knew things would never be how I had feared. The Paradise show wasn’t a one-time fluke. David and the rest of the band saw us supporting them during their set. David would always come through. I would never have to worry about getting into one of their shows.

David hadn’t let me down.
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On the afternoon of November 9, 1995, I was driving my very first car, a 1989 blue Ford Tempo. It was a gift from my father when I got my license in 1993. I called it “Midnight Cowboy” after the Faith No More song from the album Angel Dust. There was even a plaque glued to my dashboard to let everyone know my car’s proper name.

My girlfriend, Christine, with her brother, Scott, and I were driving on Route 95 North in New Hampshire. Christine was in the passenger seat, and Scott was in the back. We were on our way to an all-ages club in Portsmouth called the Elvis Room for a local hardcore show. There was a band playing that Christine wanted to see.

Since my car’s stereo console only consisted of a tape player, I had attached a disc player to my stereo via a cassette adapter. Unfortunately the disc player was of such poor quality that it skipped whenever my car went over a bump. This made it practically impossible to listen to music without getting aggravated. Especially if we were singing along.

The radio has always made me mad. Maybe it was because they played the same songs. My musical tastes in bands just never got any airplay. So what was the point of listening to any radio station? Unfortunately there wasn’t much of an alternative. My disc player was just giving us more problems than it was worth. I reluctantly turned on the radio.

The only three stations that I listened to in the Boston area were WBCN, WFNX, and WAAF. WBCN was mainstream rock; WFNX was alternative; and WAAF was metal. I tuned the dial to WBCN, the station that had originally sent me to my first God Lives Underwater show back in June.

I was half-paying attention to the radio and half-paying attention to the conversations that were happening around me. Then all of a sudden, WBCN played “All Wrong.” My heart quickened its pace.

I immediately told Christine and Scott to be quiet. This was a very personal moment. Neither of them could understand. I didn’t want them to understand.

The version of the song played was the edited-for-radio version. When it was over, I heard the deejay say what I had feared the most.

“And that was God Lives Underwater, who is playing tonight at Avalon, opening for Lords of Acid and My Life with the Thrill Kill Kult.”

I had become such an elitist in my own head—not only with David but also with the band as a whole—that I thought that I should always have some sort of inside scoop. If information was passed to me about the band that I didn’t know, and it had gotten to me in such a way that it wasn’t from the band itself, that would somehow discredit our friendship.

Everything stopped.

Christine let a few minutes of silence pass. “Did you just hear that?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I heard that.”

I felt every inch of that road passing underneath the car as we were heading north. Boston was south. The road itself closed in on me. I just had to turn the car around. We had to abandon our original plan of going to New Hampshire. I needed to not let David down. There had to be a spot on the guest list for me that read, Rocky Horror +1. I needed to be there.

“Go ahead,” Christine said. “Let’s go. Turn the car around. I really want to meet this guy that you have been talking about so much anyway.”

I was so relieved to hear her say that. But I was also concerned. “David usually does just a plus one for my guest list. We have Scott. He’s only fourteen. Avalon shows are eighteen-plus.”

“Don’t worry about me,” Scott said from the backseat. “I’ll just stay in the car if I can’t get in.”

“We could always take him home,” Christine suggested.

I looked at the digital clock on the Tempo’s dashboard and did a quick mathematical equation in my head. “We don’t really have time to take him home,” I said. “Especially if they’re opening.”

I had already turned the car around.

“Let’s just chance it. If he doesn’t get in, then I’ll stay outside with him. You can go in and watch their set. Just come out when they’re done,” Christine suggested.

That sounded reasonable enough.

I accelerated the car to a speed that I felt comfortable with. We actually made it into Boston well before the doors opened. I parked the car, and we walked toward the Avalon. It felt so odd to me to be here, since I was just on my way to the Elvis Room in New Hampshire for a completely different show.

We stood outside the club. My gaze wandered everywhere. I was looking for anyone in the band, even Tim. Someone came out of the side door that led to the backstage. I asked if anyone from God Lives Underwater was inside. They said yes, and I thanked them.

The cold was getting to us, and were shivering. As much as I felt bad about putting Christine and Scott through the cold for a band they could have cared less about, I was determined not to move until I saw someone I knew.

Once again it was Tim who I saw first. He had recognized me. Since this was such short notice, I wasn’t wearing my Rocky Horror Picture Show hat. I hoped that this wouldn’t cause a problem at the door.

“I have my girlfriend and her brother with me this time, but he’s only fourteen. Is that going to be a problem?” I asked him.

It’s funny, when someone thinks that they might have some pull, how quickly they start to test the rules.

“Hold on. Let me tell the guys you are here,” Tim said.

That was reassuring. At least there was going to be an effort to help get Scott into an eighteen-plus show.

After a few more minutes of jumping up and down to stay warm, Jeff came out next. I left Christine and Scott where they were.

“What’s up?” Jeff asked.

“I’m here with my girlfriend and her brother, but he is only fourteen. We wouldn’t have brought him, but we just found out about the show about an hour ago.”

“Okay. Stay here. I’ll see what I can do.”

Jeff disappeared back into the club. There were no signs of David yet.

I turned to Christine and told her that we were just going to have to hold on a few more minutes. They were working on getting Scott into the show. I couldn’t believe how much pull I already had with the band!

The backstage door finally opened again, and there he was.

“David!” I yelled as I walked toward him.

“Hey, me-han!” he said with that signature greeting again.

He walked down the steps and joined us in the cold.

“David, this is my girlfriend Christine and her brother Scott.”

“So, you’re Rocky’s girlfriend!” he said as he shook her hand. “I think the best way to do this is for you guys to just follow me.”

We enthusiastically followed David to the front entrance of the club. He flashed the bouncer his Band Pass. “They’re with me.”

The bouncer nodded, and we walked right inside. No ID checks. No age checks. No guest list checks. We were inside the club before the doors even opened.

“Okay, guys. Just find a place and act like you belong here, or they’ll throw you out.” He looked at me and asked, “You all set?”

“Yeah, man. Thanks!”

“No problem!” David replied.

He left us and went back through the backstage area. We found a spot and did our best impression of people-who-were-supposed-to-be-here. It wasn’t until after the doors finally opened that we felt safe from being thrown out.

The club filled up. I was surprised that the two headlining bands had that much of a draw. Lords of Acid was touring on the Voodoo-U album. My Life with the Thrill Kill Kult was touring on the Hit & Run Holiday album. A local band, called Women of Sodom opened the show. They seemed to be more of an S&M act than actual music.

I felt uncomfortable that Scott was with us, but it would have to be the price I paid to see God Lives Underwater live so soon after the last show.

After the local act was finished, God Lives Underwater came out. This time we stayed to the side for their set. I still did just as much jumping and singing as I had for the last two shows. David knew I was here somewhere. Jeff knew I was here too. That’s all that really mattered.

There was no reason to sit through two more bands. Especially since Christine and Scott were so accommodating about missing the original show that we were headed to see earlier. I made the suggestion that we should just leave when God Lives Underwater’s set was finished.

“You can’t come back after you leave,” the bouncer said to us as we left the club.

I thought that was funny. I almost replied, “The most important band of the night is done playing. Why would I want to go back in?”

Lansdowne Street was cold and quiet. It felt awful to leave the show without at least saying good-bye to David. But he would understand because there was always a next time.

We got into the Midnight Cowboy and headed home. I still couldn’t believe that I had just seen God Lives Underwater for the third time. Although I was feeling guilty about how little time I had spent with David, especially after he had even got Scott into the show. David was always going out of his way for me. I felt like I had to find a way to repay him for all of his accommodations.

Just six weeks later God Lives Underwater returned to Boston. The lines between David and I blurred even more.

[image: Dreams__SceneBreak__75]

Since the next show was highly publicized, I knew about it well in advance. God Lives Underwater was going to open for Deluxx Folk Implosion at T.T. the Bear’s Place in Cambridge, Massachusetts on December 19, 1995. The gig was also going to be part of WBCN’s Xmas Rave concert series, a very high-profile series of shows that happened over a
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MANTIS ONE

“What do you think you mean to me? /
How important you must seem.”
God Lives Underwater: “Waste of Time” - GLU
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MANTIS TWO

“What does the next life bring? / I just want to feel okay.”
God Lives Underwater: “23” - Empty
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