

Earl Slick 
with Jeff Slate



GUITAR

Life and Music with David Bowie, John Lennon and Rock and Roll’s Greatest Heroes

[image: Penguin Random House]




For Michael Kamen




Foreword

By Noel Gallagher

I first noticed Slick at Glastonbury 2000. He was playing with Bowie. What astonished me was how many styles and genres this guy could cross and morph into something uniquely his own.

From R’n’R to Jazz, from Pop to Punk, from Funk to Funky, and all that mad angular shit that doesn’t even have a genre but Bowie was famed for. How could one guy do it all? I left Glastonbury that night thinking the guitar gods were not dealing these cards out evenly and that Bowie was a very lucky boy and that maybe one day I could find a guy like that to play for me. I’m STILL looking for that guy.
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On stage with David during the 2003–2004 Reality Tour.



Prologue

T-Mobile Arena, Prague 
23 June 2004

‘You don’t look so good, boss.’

David was ashen and drenched in sweat. He’d stopped singing altogether as we wound up the song ‘Reality’, a favourite of mine off the new record. We’d only been on for about half an hour. It was blisteringly hot on stage. Barely any air. But something wasn’t right. We all felt it. You could see it in the faces of the crowd. David’s eyes caught mine as he hunched over.

Fifteen thousand pairs of eyes staring at us melted away as I called over to the side of the stage where David’s security guy, Nick Belshaw, stood watching, his expression a picture of concern. In a flash, Nick rushed him offstage. I didn’t know what was going on, but I knew it wasn’t good.

We soldiered on with a couple of tracks without him – ‘A New Career in a New Town’, ‘Be My Wife’ – before David managed to come back on stage. We played a few more songs. Nick brought him a stool. After the first few chords of ‘Changes’ he couldn’t continue. David always gave everything to a performance. Some nights he’d even come offstage and puke in a bucket from the exertion.

But this was nothing like that.

Up until that point things had been going really well. We were about to wrap up the biggest tour David had ever embarked on, and everybody was in great spirits. The Reality Tour had been gruelling but fun, too.

It was my fifth outing with him over the thirty years since we first played together on the Diamond Dogs Tour, and we were working our asses off, especially David. But it was one of the best times of my life, and I think that was true for David, too. He seemed happier and healthier than I’d ever seen him and relaxed in a way that he’d never been before with the band and the crew, and most especially the fans, who greeted us with a rapturous welcome everywhere we went.

By the time we hit Prague, the band had played over one hundred shows since the tour began on 7 October 2003 in Copenhagen, Denmark. Over nine months we had crisscrossed Europe and America through 2003 and into 2004, before heading to Asia, then back to the US, finally winding up in Europe again.

After David left the stage in Prague, we got back to the hotel in short order. Not hearing shit, even from the tour manager, Frank Enfield, I started to worry. When I caught up with Frank later, he looked serious and that was my first tip-off that things might be worse than anyone was letting on. Frank was normally an easy-going guy. He said an ambulance had taken David away but assured me, ‘Everything is going to be okay.’

I raised my eyebrows and gave him The Look. That’s when he told me David had a ‘blocked nerve’.

‘What the hell does that mean?’ I asked. I’d never heard the term before.

Frank shrugged and said, ‘Be ready to head for the next gig.’ We were due to play in Hamburg, at the Hurricane Festival, two days later, on 25 June 2004.

At first things seemed like business as usual in Hamburg, although I couldn’t help wondering about David’s health. The dressing room was damp and cold. Outside, a downpour had turned the outdoor arena into a typical German mud fest.

Backstage, David was sitting in a chair with his eyes closed. He looked like a bat the way he was all folded up. He’d been sitting there for a while, real quiet, and he sure didn’t look himself.

‘You okay, boss?’ I asked him.

‘I’m not feeling great. Maybe the rain,’ he mumbled, waving me off. He didn’t make eye contact and it seemed as though he could barely talk.

Everybody was quiet. There was none of the usual goofing around, or the bullshit the band and David typically engaged in to get our collective energy up before a show. But when it was time, David got up, as if strings had pulled him to his feet, and headed for the stage, followed by the band: Mike Garson on piano, Gerry Leonard on guitar, Gail Ann Dorsey on bass, Sterling Campbell on drums, Catherine Russell on keyboards, and little ol’ me on lead guitar. After playing so many shows, we had become an unbelievably tight unit and knew what to expect from each other on stage. As I took my usual spot to David’s right, I got a weird vibe in my bones. As the show wore on, I found myself keeping an eye on him, not to watch for the usual musical cues, but just to make sure he was alright.

He was sweating again, like in Prague, and his colour had drained away. But you know what really threw me? David was wearing an oversized, taupe hoodie. Now, David was a super-stylish guy and his onstage outfits were put together with all the precision of a Mercedes-Benz, every aspect meticulously engineered months in advance down to the stitching. So, to see him in the spotlight dressed like he was going to the gym was just bizarre.

As the show wore on, I found myself transfixed by his hoodied frame. I barely looked at the audience. He always felt larger than life once he got onstage, but that night he seemed to get smaller and smaller. And he seemed to be going through the motions, which for a consummate performer like David was highly unusual. About halfway through the show, I saw him rubbing his left arm and his chest. And yet, by the time we got to ‘Heroes’ he managed to hit his stride. It was a killer performance, one of the best of the tour. ‘Heroes’ always made a connection in Germany, the place where it was conceived and recorded. But still, I sensed, as the song wrapped up, that in his mind he was already making his way to the tour bus.

As the last notes of the encore rang out, David smiled that warm smile of his, but it faded quickly as he bowed. I heard him exhale a big, exhausted breath as he made his exit. He didn’t look at me or say a word as he passed by. He kept walking and disappeared backstage. I glanced at Gail, who was on David’s other side, and her eyes locked with mine. All of us looked around at each other as we waved to the cheering crowd, our eyes darting from one to another, acknowledging that something was up.

By the time we got offstage, David was nowhere to be seen. As the crowd thundered their approval, little did I realize that this would be the last show he’d ever perform. Or that following heart surgery he would slip away from the public eye completely. Or that I wouldn’t see him again for eight years until the car I was driving caught fire and some local news crews reported the incident. The next thing I knew, I got an email from David asking, ‘Are you okay?’

Pretty soon, what he really wanted became clear. ‘What’s your schedule like?’ he asked.
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Getting started. Practising in my bedroom after being inspired to pick up the guitar by bands like The Beatles and The Stones.
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No Expectations

I got bit by the rock-and-roll bug when I was thirteen years old.

Seeing The Beatles on The Ed Sullivan Show was something that you can’t understand if you didn’t experience it first-hand. I know people study it, but they can’t grasp the impact. The Beatles weren’t a band. They were a goddam gang. Since the 1950s, it was mostly one guy or a group like The Everly Brothers with a backing band. Even the girl groups, like The Shirelles, later, were backed by a band. Now, all of a sudden, and for the first time, you had a completely self-contained unit. No backing band. No extra guys on stage making that sound. It was them. They were playing their instruments and doing all the vocals themselves. The outrageousness of Elvis, Little Richard and Chuck Berry had gotten my attention, but they’d been basically put in their place. Not The Beatles. The Beatles came along and picked up the baton and said, ‘Fuck you, you can’t tell us what to do.’

I was born Frank Madeloni in Brooklyn on 1 October 1951. My earliest memories are of the radio blaring because my grandmother always had it on in our kitchen; all these hit songs floating on the airwaves, mixed with the aroma of her cooking. This was in the 1950s, so I’m talking about Bobby Darin, Ricky Nelson and Johnny Mathis. A lot of the later doo-wop stuff floated around, too, but that wasn’t what I gravitated to. Of course, there was Elvis. I loved Elvis.

Besides the music on the radio, I remember little bits and pieces beginning from about the first grade. By then I was living in Red Hook, Brooklyn, in a six-storey walk-up, and it seemed like half the people on our block were related to me. It was a tight-knit Italian neighbourhood, with a lot of interplay between extended families.

Later that year, we moved to East New York. My father bought a house on Staten Island. By that time, I’d discovered television. I watched these crazy cartoons where little mice ran around and this guy named Farmer Brown chased them. The cartoons were in black and white, and played this demented classical music as the soundtrack. They played that type of music in the Catholic school I went to, called St Sylvester’s. It came through the public address system in the school. We would march upstairs from the schoolyard, up the stairs to our classrooms to this goose-step music. It was heavy duty. So that was my introduction to classical music. I remember it, though. I remember that music.

At about that time, I started to key into popular music on the radio. None of my friends shared my interest, except for one kid, so we became pals. But I was never the guy that would hang out in a group, anyway. I did not like group activities of any kind. Organized things, like Boy Scouts and the rest of that shit, made me uncomfortable. Still do. It wasn’t as though I felt like a freak. I didn’t feel anything about it. I just did my own thing, on my own.

Meanwhile, my mother, unbeknownst to me, was suffering from severe depression and would almost never get out of bed in the morning. I’d get up and dress myself, make my own breakfast and put my lunch together to go to school. I did the same thing for my little sister, who was a few years younger than me and not even in school yet. Not realizing the condition that my mother was in, it all seemed very normal.

And then, there was this girl. I was still in the first grade, and she must have been in the seventh or eighth grade. Back then there were no junior high schools, so we all just mixed together. We’d walk home from school together because we lived on the same block. Sometimes on the way back from school, we would stop at her friend’s house, which was maybe a block from our house, and we would go down into the basement, with its black-and-white tiled floor, where the girl who lived there had a record player going. That was my introduction to rock-and-roll music. Man, do I remember that. I’m not sure why that girl and her friends tolerated me, but I really enjoyed the hell out of hearing Elvis, Chuck Berry and whatever else was current at the time.

Eventually, after that high, she’d drop me back off at home. My house was a beater. It was an older house, built in the late 1800s; a two-storey, single-family soapbox house like Sears sold. In fact, that place was in such bad condition that there was one room in the house that I didn’t even go in because the plaster was coming down and you could see the boards behind it.

My dad didn’t have the wherewithal or money to fix it because he was busy changing jobs at the time. He had worked for the Transit Authority as a bus mechanic until he got hurt. It wasn’t bad, but he ended up going to the Police Academy because being a cop paid more, even though he was twenty-nine, which was old at the time for that.

One day during the summer after first grade, out of nowhere, ambulances pulled up to the house and my mother was taken out and put into one. That was in 1957. I was six. And I didn’t see her again at all for an entire year.

Within twenty-four hours, I was shuffled off to my grandparents’ house in Crown Heights, Brooklyn. Remember the EF Hutton commercial? ‘When EF Hutton talks, people listen’? Well, that was my grandfather. He didn’t say shit, but when he said something, you fucking listened.

My grandfather was a bit flash. He kept weird hours and had a brand-new car every year. In those days, that was unheard of. I found out later he owned a pool hall. Nobody ever gave me details, but knowing that, I’m sure he was up to no good. He would arrive home from work in a perfectly pressed suit, tie and fedora, and shoes you could see yourself in like a mirror.

Meanwhile, my grandmother was really great. Her kitchen centred the house, and it was where I spent most of my time because that’s where she basically lived, and that’s where she had her radio.

I was going to public school, but the only friends I had were not from school. They were two Italian kids from the block because my neighbourhood was a heavy-duty mob area at the time. I still didn’t see my mother, and my father maybe visited me once or twice the whole year I was there with my grandparents. But I don’t remember being an unhappy or discontented kid. I was fine.

Eventually, my mom got out of the hospital, my dad got an apartment in Sheepshead Bay and I moved back in with them. I loved it there, even if I wasn’t very fond of the school, mostly because of a park across the street that had swings, handball courts and trees, and one of those sprinkler pools that only another New Yorker from that same time period will ever have seen.

That whole time in Sheepshead Bay, I don’t really remember much music. If that had been the seventies, it would have been a different ball game. Music would have been everywhere. But because I grew up in the late fifties and the early sixties, in Brooklyn, New York, I didn’t know anybody that played anything. Nobody did.

Elvis-mania was over by then. The only stars we had were the ones that came out of Disney’s Mickey Mouse Club, Frankie Avalon and so on. I didn’t pay a lot of attention to them.

My dad, through his partner in the NYPD, bought the house in Staten Island in 1962, which was two years before the bridge opened, so the houses were affordable. That was the only way he could have managed it because there’s no way he could normally have bought a house on a cop’s salary, even back then.

The big mystery was how the hell my grandfather loaned him the extra money he needed. My grandfather had something going on, definitely. I remember the amount of money my dad borrowed because to me $2,000 sounded astronomical. My grandfather had that cash in his pocket to give my father when we went over to see him, for a house that cost him $15,600.

Meanwhile, my parents couldn’t afford to put me in a Catholic school. That was a huge relief. Thank God for small favours. I sure didn’t miss those nuns. I spent a good part of the sixth grade dealing with bullies and getting into a whole lot of fights. Even then, I wasn’t afraid of anybody. Nobody taught me that. I just wasn’t. I had no fear.

Because I was new, and because everybody hated anyone from Brooklyn, I didn’t have any friends and was on my own a lot again. But we had one of those Emerson stereos with a TV built in, a record player and a little compartment for LPs, and my mother, who was back home, played a lot of music. She would go out and buy records. Mostly, she played Patsy Cline, Hank Williams and country records. The hits. Chet Atkins, too. I remember him vividly because his instrumental guitar records knocked me out.

And then I saw The Beatles on Ed Sullivan.

John Lennon was the guy I could relate to. He was a dark figure. Soon enough, Brian Jones and Keith Richards came along too and things got even darker. In short order, I became a Keith fan because when I saw him on TV, playing those Chuck Berry licks, it knocked me out and made me get serious. Up to that point, I hadn’t made any decisions or had any real conscious thoughts that I was going to play guitar for a living. After seeing Keith, it just happened. I never thought about it more than just playing the guitar day and night. I didn’t have any agenda or anyone telling me I could make it or I couldn’t make it or that it was crazy reaching for the stars. It never occurred to me. The inspiration Keith provided deep down was what drove me.

I watched the guys in my neighbourhood who were already playing. They were only a year or two older than me, but that was a huge gap, especially when you’re beginning to play an instrument, and especially back then. Pretty soon I knew I was getting a lot better than all of them, really fast. That really sparked me on.

When I was sixteen, I joined my first band. We weren’t bad. We could play, but we were too young to even sneak into bars. We ended up playing these underage places because there were plenty of those, and high-school dances because those seemed to happen every week.

By the time I turned seventeen, I had started my own band. Finally, we could make money because we were old enough to play in bars. The drinking age in New York was eighteen, but we had fake IDs. That band, Mack Truck, was just a bunch of guys from the neighbourhood. We were friends who stuck together and I thought of us as a gang, like The Beatles or The Stones, but we were young kids with limited life experience, so it was more like a high-school football or baseball team. Because we were all in it together, we lived and breathed the shit twenty-four hours a day. Pretty soon we started to get jobs, and they were good jobs, making really good money.

It had only been four years since I’d seen The Beatles on Ed Sullivan. I was driven enough to stay on it, but there was still no conscious thought to it, either. I just did it. I’d get up in the morning and it was all I thought about and all I had. I still didn’t have any aspirations or thoughts about being rich or being a star or ‘look at me’. I wasn’t thinking ‘I want to play The Fillmore’, where I went to see shows all the time. I never thought about anything other than what I was doing in the moment back then because I just loved playing. That focus got me to another level.

I’d met some guys that shared my love of the blues, and the same style of American rock and roll and British blues that I was into. A couple of them came from Staten Island like me, and the singer, Jack O’Neill, who came from Boston, had ended up living in Florida as a kid and had the blues thing down. We would sit and talk about Muddy Waters and Bo Diddley, Jimmy Reed and Solomon Burke; heavy stuff considering we were only seventeen years old.

Jack looked like a frontman. Rock and roll is about the look as much as the sound. I look at photos of back then and I still think, ‘Damn, we had it going on’. He was absolutely a great frontman and a hell of a writer, too.

So, me and Jack – who’s still around – got really close. We called our band Beau Jack, a name he came up with after a not very well-known prize-fighter from the 1920s. It was the perfect name because it was 1968, and we were doing a hardcore blues and Stones thing. Pretty soon it got red hot.

In fact, that’s where my stage name, Earl Slick, originated. Beau Jack was doing five nights a week, four sets a night, and working that hard made us all pretty crazy. And Jack, being a natural frontman, would often kill time telling stories and giving us goofy, made-up names when he would introduce us. And with Jack being from Florida and me being from Brooklyn, he absolutely loved to make fun of the way I talked. Well, one day a ship busted open and spilt a bunch of oil in New York Harbor. It was all over the news, and when I got to the club that night I couldn’t wait to tell the guys what I’d seen on Live at 5, the must-see afternoon news programme at the time. ‘Man, you wouldn’t believe the oil slick,’ I said excitedly. Meanwhile, Jack was just about falling off his chair, though I couldn’t understand why. The more I went on about it and the more excited I got, the more he cracked up. Finally, he stood up.

‘It’s oil slick! Not earl slick!’

Huh? Whatever, dude.

Well, that night, after a big wind-up, when Jack introduced the band, he introduced me as Earl Slick. The crowd went wild and, to be honest, I kinda loved it.

In fact, we all loved it. So it stuck. I’ve been Earl Slick ever since.

When the British Invasion thing happened, with the screaming girls and all, I was into it, but knew that wasn’t my scene. I started digging into the blues world. All of a sudden, the Yardbirds and Cream and Hendrix happened, and exploded what R&B and the blues could do. I already knew the masters – Buddy and Muddy and Jimmy – but Beck and Hendrix and Clapton were doing it electronically, with fuzz tones and out-of-this-world chops.

Of course, I didn’t have any of their tricks. I was just learning the ropes, playing a Telecaster through my first Marshall 50-watt half stack with an 8 × 10 cabinet. But pretty soon, I moved on to the big baby: a 100-watt Plexi. Man, I wish I still had that.

In 1968, everything was happening around me. I was in New York playing all the time. Drugs and sex and music were flowing. Bands like Traffic, the Jeff Beck Group and Sly and the Family Stone played every night at places like the Academy of Music and the Fillmore East. I was drinking all that in while playing my guitar every chance I could. When that guitar wasn’t in my hands, I showed up everywhere I could, trying to make connections.

Eventually, through a mutual friend, I got the attention of a guy named Michael Kamen, who’d just finished up at the Juilliard. He’d started a rock band where he was mixing a little bit of that Juilliard classical training with a rock thing. The New York Rock & Roll Ensemble was winding down by the time I hooked up with him, so he’d gone out on his own. He was a hustler, but trained and serious about the business, and we hit it off right away. He produced some demos for my band Mack Truck and was generally looking out for me. Whenever an audition came up for something he was working on that he thought I was right for, he’d call me in. That’s how I auditioned for the legendary New Orleans piano man Dr. John at age eighteen. Nothing ever got released from those sessions, but playing with the late, great Mac Rebbenack was one of my first real professional studio gigs.

I was also developing a sound of my own. I’d acquired a cherry-red Gibson SG and a Fender Telecaster, but the big Marshall Plexi amp I had was holding me back. I’d become a pretty steady customer of Larry DiMarzio’s, one of the best luthiers in Manhattan. He worked at Eddie Bell’s guitar shop, and I would take my guitars there for repairs and whatever. And as the relationship grew, I would talk to him about the gigs that I was doing and how I kept getting fired up because I didn’t really like to use fuzz tone pedals, and while I wanted my amp to break up as much as the next guy, because I refused to use anything smaller than a 100-watt Marshall I was just too damn loud for everyone before I got any distortion out of it.

One day, he said, ‘I can do something with the pickups that might help break that amp up a little bit quicker.’ He took the pickups out of my SG and he rewound them to make them sound fatter and louder.

I did a lot of gigs back then – even before working with David Bowie I was doing four or five gigs a week in the early seventies – so because there was healthy competition, a lot of the other guitar players came to see what I was up to, and they were knocked out by my guitar sound. I got questions about how I was getting the sound and I told them, ‘This guy, Larry DiMarzio, he’s really got this down.’

Over time, Larry started doing the same modifications for other people. One thing led to another, and eventually he figured, ‘Why am I doing this? I should be making my own pickups.’ And that’s what happened. He never looked back and DiMarzio pickups were born.

I was learning the Rules of Engagement for how to act in a recording studio, because you’ve got to remember your place in the pecking order when you’re at the studio. Most of all, you’ve got to remember to shut your fucking mouth and listen to Dr. John or Michael Kamen or whoever is talking. When they ask you to play, you play. When they ask you to stop, you stop. And you shut up.

I was also still playing around the old neighbourhood, taking anything I could get. You name it, I was doing it, hustling my butt off, and learning a lot in the process. Of course, by that time I knew how to handle myself onstage.

Rock and roll was in my bones, and I knew it was in my bones and that this was what I was gonna do forever. This was my life. I was never going to get a job. I wasn’t going to go to college. None of that shit. I knew how to take care of myself because I’d been doing it since I was six years old, when my mom had been AWOL due to depression and I had to fend for myself and take care of my little sister.

Meanwhile, we were going through managers and producers, working and cutting demos. We were in and out of studios because the studios sent talent scouts out, and they’d get the record companies to cover an afternoon for you to go in on their dime and record as many songs as you could. Then you’d sign a piece of paper that said they had six months to say yea or nay. After six months, you’d get your songs back. That’s what we were doing. But we got frustrated as hell because we weren’t getting signed.

In 1971, we hauled ass out to the West Coast for a while. I hated it. Los Angeles had no edge to it. Not like New York. I told our drummer Jack Mack, aka Claude Pepper, flat out, ‘Fuck this shit,’ and came back to New York after a couple of months. But Jack and his brother Jimmy, the lead singer, stayed there.

I rejoined the rest of the band in the configuration that was playing gigs. They were doing schmaltzy covers – Crosby, Stills & Nash songs – and they wanted me to learn the three-part harmonies. I needed to work, but eventually it dawned on me. This ain’t fucking Muddy Waters. This ain’t The Rolling Stones. This ain’t Willie Dixon and Chuck Berry. Fuck this shit. This music is for fucking pussies. If I continue this, I am going to still be here when I’m thirty. An old man.

I went to see my friend Hank DeVito, who played pedal steel guitar and went on to become a very successful songwriter in Nashville. He wrote that song ‘Queen of Hearts’ and a lot of country hits. At the time he was in Michael Kamen’s new band, along with David Sanborn on sax and Dennis Whitted, from the Paul Butterfield Blues Band, another favourite of mine. I wanted to be in that band!

I asked about it and Hank said, ‘Michael doesn’t need two guitar players, but if you want to come out and haul the gear, you could do that.’

I thought, ‘Why not?’

These guys were touring, playing everywhere from the Northeast to the Midwest, flying there, staying in hotels. It was the real deal. To me, in that moment, that was big time. In my mind I thought, ‘Okay, I can get the hell away from Staten Island and I don’t have to play this garbage with these guys anymore. We’ll see what happens. In the meantime, I can get drunk and chase girls around and have a good time.’

Of course, in short order, and because I did bring my SG with me, I ended up jamming with the band during soundchecks. One day David Sanborn turned to Kamen and asked, ‘Why isn’t he playing in the band?’ And Michael looked at me and asked if I wanted in.

‘Of course I do!’

‘Okay,’ he said, ‘you can play in the band, but you’ve still got to carry the gear.’ That was fine by me. This was my first real ‘show biz’ break, and I have David Sanborn, who became a lifelong friend soon enough, to thank for it.

We were doing original tunes that Michael had written. Some were local hits from his former band, the New York Rock & Roll Ensemble, and the rest were from his first solo album, titled Michael Kamen, which had just come out. The music had a rock edge to it. It sure as hell wasn’t the Stones or anything, but the calibre of the players made all the difference in the world.

Anyway, it didn’t matter to me what it was. It was rock music, in its own way, and it sure wasn’t that syrupy shit I’d been playing. I was happy being there and certainly not worried about what was going to happen next. I was thinking, ‘Okay, this is cool,’ not ‘I’m going to parlay this into a better gig so I can get on the path to becoming a rock star with a million dollars.’ I don’t think like that. I was playing music and I was getting paid. That wasn’t something a lot of my friends were able to do. But I was. So I enjoyed it. Every minute of it.

In between Michael’s tours, I’d get back to Staten Island and get Beau Jack or one of the hybrid bands I had going on together and we’d do some gigs. I was hustling my ass off because those bands weren’t only playing on Staten Island. We were playing up and down the whole Greenwich Village circuit.

The scene was broken into three segments. One segment was all these guys doing perfect cover-band stuff. Then there were guys doing cover-band stuff that was edgier, mixed with their own material. And then there were bands playing only their own stuff, though that was the minority. I had a band that was in that minority. We were good. We came really close. But we never did get signed.

As much as I was enjoying life, there’s no getting round the fact that I’d been treading water for a while when Michael called me up in early 1974 with news that would change everything.

‘I think I’ve got an audition for you with something that’s pretty serious,’ he said. I already had a reputation for being a wild card, but Michael’s standards were high and he must have also thought I was good enough by that time. I asked him who it was, but he wouldn’t tell me.

He said, ‘Look, I’m not at liberty to say anything. Just get your shit together because I’m going to call you again in a couple of days.’

And that was when I found out David Bowie was looking for a guitar player.

[image: Michael Kamen and Earl hold their drinks and smile broadly for the camera.]
Celebrating with the late, great Michael Kamen. Michael’s early support was critical to helping me break into the industry.
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