
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: ]


Fast Lane

Copyright © 2019 by Kristen Ashley

 

Cover Art by:

Asha Hossain Design

 

Interior Design & Formatting by:

Christine Borgford

 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

All rights reserved. In accordance with the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, the scanning, uploading, and electronic sharing of any part of this book without the permission of the publisher is unlawful piracy and theft of the author’s intellectual property. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.


Table of Contents

FAST LANE

Dedication

Encouragement

Acknowledgments

The Story

THE 80s

Nicky and Ricky

Tommy Mancosa

Lyla

The Roadmasters

Chicago

The Cabin

The Reunion

Josh and Bobby

Christmas

DuShawn

THE 90s

The Blur

Young and Beautiful

The Tour

Trelane

The Fast Lane

Bobby McGee

Seattle

Portland

Los Angeles

Aftermath

THE AUGHTS

The Bar

Charity Gig

The Boys

China

Jesse

The CD

THEN

The Interim

NOW

The Family

About the Author

Books by Kristen Ashley

Connect with Kristen Ashley


[image: ]

 

To two people who have gone quietly into the goodnight.

Gram and Gramps.

 

Thanks, Gramps, for “saving” me from that turtle.

 

 


[image: ]

WHERE 

The maturity and professionalism I read in Lily Guthrie’s articles,

that her proud momma and my friend Shayr shared with me,

were the inspiration behind my out-of-scene character of the interviewer.

 

So, for Lily I’ll just say…

You’ve got this.

Follow your star.
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Many moons ago, I had the occasion to really listen to the song “Life in the Fast Lane” by The Eagles.

I’d heard it before, tons of times.

But on that listen, something struck me.

Being a romantic at heart, a romance novelist and addicted to romance for as long as I can remember, that song captured me as lyrics often do. Especially if a love story is told. Any kind of love story. Even the ones without happy endings.

Maybe especially ones without happy endings.

So much said in a few spare lines. So many emotions welling. And as is the magic of music, on each new listen, it happens again like you’d never heard that song before.

I became obsessed with it, inspired by this cautionary tale, and determined to find the right story that would fit that inspiration.

It was something I thought I’d fiddle with “someday,” which is where a great number of my ideas or inspirations are relegated.

 

Then I read Taylor Jenkins Reid’s Daisy Jones and the Six.

 

I have never, in my life, put down a book because I was loving it so much, I had to draw it out for as long as I could. And then, weeks later, I picked it up, only begrudgingly, because I knew opening that book again would mean finishing it, and I never wanted it to end.

The fresh, unique way TJR told that story as an oral history of a 70s rock band blew my mind.

The no-holds-barred, warts-and-all, brave, open, honest characterizations gripped me.

I was in love with Daisy on the first page.

My adoration of Billy swiftly came after.

I was enthralled by a band and a story that wasn’t even real, but it felt like it was.

Oh yes, it felt like it was.

Right in my gut.

I was what you should be with a piece of art.

Obsessed by it. Gripped by it. Moved by it.

Changed.

 

It was then it happened.

Slotting into place, these two inspirations worked so beautifully together—an epic 70s rock song, an innovatively-told fictional tale about a 70s rock band…

 

As Stephen King said, “If you don’t have time to read, you don’t have the time (or the tools) to write. Simple as that.”

My world opened upon reading Daisy Jones and the Six in more than one way, and I thank Taylor Jenkins Reid, and, of course, The Eagles, to the marrow of my bones for being the impetus for this happening.

I would break the bounds of my very own writing to explore new ways to tell a story. I would tackle difficult subject matter. I would present myself with a new challenge in a way I haven’t since I first started writing to share a raw, emotional story, break even more rules, rip the lid off creativity, make my story immediate to my readers, and I wouldn’t hold anything back.

It wasn’t that I wasn’t doing this before.

It was that I’d quit pushing the boundaries because I found my happy place in my writing…and I liked it.

But after reading Daisy Jones and the Six, I knew it was time to push down the accelerator, flip on the turn signal, and hit the fast lane.
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[Off tape]

Just talk like you’re telling a story. But please do it clearly so the recording can pick you up.

 

[Jesse Simms, founding member and bassist of Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters clears his throat. There is a long pause.]

 

I know it’s a long story to tell, and some parts are difficult, but…

 

Jesse:

I didn’t know at first.

[Another long pause]

 

[Off tape]

You didn’t know what at first?

 

Jesse:

That it was her. That it was Lyla.

That once he met her, it was and always would be Lyla.


 

 

[image: ]


[image: ]

[image: ]

Jesse Simms, bassist, Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters, formerly Zenith:

It was my band. A lot of people don’t know that. It’s been in a few articles. A few books.

Everyone thinks it was Preacher’s band.

But it was me who started the band with Tim in my garage when I was sixteen.

Tim was lead guitar and lead singer. I was bass. We used to fuck around on our guitars a lot before we picked up Nicky and Ricky Pileggi. The twins. They were the rhythm section. Nicky on guitar, Ricky on drums.

 

Nicky and Ricky are lore though.

It’s funny, and you’ll see I’m not laughing, how everyone knows the story about Nicky and Ricky and not many know it was my fuckin’ band in the first fuckin’ place.

Not Preacher’s.

 

I see the look on your face.

And yeah, it became his band and not just because the name was changed. I know that. I knew it all along. I knew it when he took over my band. I wanted him to take it over. He was…he was…

He was Preacher McCade, man. Even before he was Preacher McCade, you know what I’m sayin’ to you?

A man like that, his looks, his talent, the way he was, especially the way he was, in that way, if a man like that wants your band, you give it to him.

But Preach and me, we got tight.

I mean, he changed my life even before it all went down, you know?

So it wasn’t that he was a badass. It wasn’t that he was a mean-as-a-snake motherfucker.

It was his talent, man.

I knew.

I knew with that man in my band, my band was going to be something.

And we were.

 

You hear that song “Click Click Boom” by Saliva?

That was way after us. But the minute I heard those lyrics, hey.

That was me. As a kid.

Everyone else was listening to Culture Club and Duran Duran and Kaja-fuckin’-googoo.

I was listening to Metallica. AC/DC. Iron Maiden. Whitesnake. And what I thought of as the “oldies.” Led Zeppelin. Pink Floyd. Rush.

And, man, from the beginning, Prince. I mean, overall, he was not my jam, but that dude could play a fuckin’ guitar. He could frame a song.

Fuck.

Sitting in my bedroom, plucking on my bass, listening to that music, dreams of being a juke box hero in my head.

So, I started a band.

And I had bad acne. Bet you know that. Everyone fuckin’ talks about that thanks to Nick. So, I couldn’t get a girlfriend or get laid if I made a deal with the devil to do it.

Nope, [shakes head] wrong about that.

Guess I made a deal with the devil in the end.

A devil named Preacher.

[Laughs]

Yeah.

 

Anyway, seein’ as I couldn’t do what every other sixteen-year-old boy wants to do, find some girl and fuck her, or at least hold her hand, I started a band.

But it was about the music for me too.

Yeah.

Totally.

All I wanted to do was rehearse and find gigs.

Nicky and Ricky, they’d rehearse all right. They weren’t as into it as Tim and me. But they were down to get good enough to find some gigs. Get paid in six packs. Get laid after.

We scored some basement parties. A few gigs out in some cornfields with generators and kegs and no one listening to a note we were playing because they were all smokin’ pot or feelin’ each other up.

Then we scored that girl Heidi’s party.

 

You know, for the life of me, I can’t remember her last name. I know she was the middle of five hot sisters. Everyone in school knew about Heidi and her hot sisters.

And it’s weird, man. That I still don’t know. [laughs] I should grab a yearbook, except I don’t have any yearbooks. Burned all of mine.

Figure you know why.

You’d think Heidi whoever-she-was would come forward and say it was her. It was her party where it came together.

Though she and her sisters probably got that house cleaned up and her parents never knew.

Her dad was a cop, a cop with five hot daughters. [chuckles] Got my girls now and they’re beautiful so I know what kind of hell that guy lived.

But everyone knew about Heidi and her hot sisters and everyone wanted in Heidi or her hot sisters’ pants and everyone was scared as shit to try anything with Heidi or any of her sisters because her dad would fuck you up.

So, maybe even now, years later, that guy was such a hardass, they do not want their dad to know Heidi threw a rager while they were out of town.

What I do know is that I’d turned seventeen and the band was closing in on being nearly a year old and I thought that meant something.

Bands don’t last long. You seen The Commitments? [laughs] That’s every band’s story right there, man. One way or another.

One lives.

And a hundred die and the deaths are always ugly.

I also know that the band’s shit was coming together, we’d been at it so long, we’d gone from being bad to being alright.

And I remember that, right before that gig, Ricky had painted this kickass logo on his bass drum that dulled the sound of that motherfucker, but we didn’t care.

We were the Zeniths and that logo with the back of that long-haired dude with his ripped arms opened wide and the stars all around, like he’s got the heavens under his command.

Man, that logo was the shit.

Someone got hold of that drum kit, you know. I lost track of it, but someone got hold of it and knew what it was. Sold it. Made twenty-five thousand at some auction.

Can you believe that shit?

[Shakes head]

Crazy.

[Clears throat]

I also remember that Heidi’s oldest sister came home from a date in the middle of that party and she lost her goddamned mind.

I remember playing and watching those two fight. Heidi was drunk off her ass, it was kinda funny, especially with her sister screeching in her face.

And while this was happening, her date was leaning against an archway, arms crossed on his chest, boots at the ankle, watching us play.

I caught a load of him, and he gave me a shiver, man.

I saw why she’d want some of that…but, fuck.

He gave me a shiver, that guy was so intimidating.

It was Preacher.

Preacher McCade.

 

Heidi’s sister closed shit down. She was a ballbuster, that one was.

But, [laughs] oldest of five hot sisters, dad a cop, she’d have to be a ballbuster.

She could let loose, and I had occasion to be around Preach when he got done with her, so I know she did and she’d have to, to keep her hooks in Preach.

But she wouldn’t let any of her sisters let loose.

It was when me and the guys were loading up our gear. Nicky, Ricky and Tim had gone in to grab more shit, I was stowing my amp. I was in the back of Tim’s dad’s pickup that we used to haul our shit to our gigs.

He’d have to steal it, Tim did. But his dad would be passed-out drunk, so that wasn’t hard.

I heard a thump on the side of the bed and looked down to see a fist had landed there.

I looked and there was Preacher, standing by the side of the truck, looking up at me.

I did not want to be alone with this dude. That was my first thought.

It didn’t get better when he started talking. And I remember every word he said like it wasn’t over thirty fuckin’ years ago.

Like it happened an hour ago.

“Your drummer sucks,” he said.

I didn’t say dick, part because he was flipping my shit, part because I knew he was right.

“Your rhythm guitarist works,” he kept going. “Barely,” he said.

I just stood in the bed of that truck, staring down at this guy, saying nothing.

He didn’t quit with our first rock review.

“Your lead’s alright.”

Yup.

You guessed it.

I still didn’t say dick.

“You’re a rock star, brother.”

That was what he said.

He looked right in my eyes and said, “You’re a rock star, brother.”

 

My parents fought. They did it loud. But they loved me, you know? Both of them did.

Dad was kind of a wuss, but he was a decent guy. Mom was pushy, but she could be sweet a lot. It wasn’t all roses at my house, but, you know, I had love.

Me and my sisters were tight.

And we had love.

I had no idea why they stayed together since it seemed most the time, they hated each other’s guts, but that didn’t leak to me. Mom could be hard on me. Mom could make Dad lay down the hammer on me. But I knew others had it rougher.

Tim’s shit at home was whacked. He’d do anything to escape it.

And when I learned Preach’s story…

[Trails off]

But yeah, man. Yeah.

[Quietly] Yeah.

When Preacher said that to me, I grew two stories tall. I was goddamn Superman. I could conquer the world.

“Got a pen?” he said after that.

Hell no, I didn’t have a pen.

But you better fuckin’ believe I found one.

And with Tim and Ricky staring at us, Ricky not looking happy, Tim already fucked right the hell up in hero worship like me, Nicky walking up to us carrying Ricky’s snare and stand, doing that with his mouth hanging open, Preacher wrote his number on my palm.

When he was done, he said, “You wanna do somethin’ with that shit, call me.”

Then he walked away.

 

I’ll tell you what, I got home, and I wrote that number down on a piece of paper so fast, scared that shit would smear, my hand had to be a blur.

Bet if I still had that piece of paper, it’d go for a million.

No joke.

I’d never sell it though.

Frame it, yeah.

Sell it?

Not for a million dollars.

 

Okay, so me and Tim were seventeen, Nicky and Ricky already eighteen, Preach was twenty. I mean, [laughs] he’s like, adult to a seventeen-year-old, you know?

But he strolled into my garage in that way he moved for his first jam with us and Jesus.

Shit.

Just watching him move?

I could practically see the groupies straining toward us, screaming our names.

But then he played.

And sang.

Shit.

We had a band meeting after he left, and Ricky did not like Preacher at all. Wanted nothin’ to do with him.

“What’s an old guy like that want with us? It’s creepy, dudes,” he said.

Preacher was two years older than Ricky.

I gotta say, hindsight.

[Long pause]

“He’s totally gonna edge you out, Timmy,” Rick told Tim.

If I remember, Tim shrugged.

 

Everyone talks about it. How Tim was the light to Preach’s dark.

Man, when we…when we.

[Pause]

Preach stage left.

Tim stage right.

The fuckin’ bass, me in the middle.

Caught between light and dark.

My parents’ love for me. My sisters. Their hate for each other.

Then the band.

And then there was Lyla.

Caught between light and dark my whole life, you know?

 

Tim was not an attention guy. He wanted to play his guitar. He was more into the music than me. Definitely more than Nick or Rick.

I mean, he didn’t talk much, but you got him rapping, it’d be about music. And he’d go on about shit I wouldn’t get until later.

About Bowie and Ziggy Stardust and how that shit was beyond. He was into Petty. And Springsteen. The dude listened to Joni Mitchell and Carole fuckin’ King. Stevie Wonder. Johnny Cash. Jackson Brown. Patti Smith.

None of us knew who the fuck Leonard Cohen was. But Tim did.

Preach did too.

Dolly Parton. The Eagles. Fleetwood Mac. Elvis Costello.

The guy did not discriminate.

Hell, when Paul Simon released Graceland, fuck. Tim listened to that so often, back then, if I heard “do, do, do, do…do, do, do, do,” [humming opening of “You Can Call Me Al”] one more time, I’d fuckin’ kill someone.

He blasted out the Runaways.

He was Joan Jett’s biggest fuckin’ fan. If she’d asked him to be in the Blackhearts, he would have dropped everything to follow her anywhere she went.

Yeah, he’d even drop us.

Believe it.

I think he had a little punk down deep in his heart.

It was quiet. Punk ain’t quiet.

But listen to his solos and tell me he wasn’t screaming about something.

And you know, when Mellencamp got airplay, we hadn’t even started the fuckin’ band. We were in junior high, for fuck’s sake.

And it was Tim who said, when we first heard “Hurts So Good,” “This is the guy.”

I mean, that wasn’t even “Jack and Diane.” And he was listening to Chestnut Street Incident and John Cougar and “Ain’t Even Done with the Night.”

It was also about Mellencamp for him, and all of us, I guess. Seein’ as we’re all from Indiana.

Except Preach.

So, Tim did not care that Preacher edged him out.

Especially when we heard the guy sing.

Tim got lead on a lot of songs. As you know. For sure. He was a decent guitar player, but with Preach in the band, we all got better.

We had to match him. The way Preacher played guitar like it was second nature, didn’t even look down at his strings. Moved his fingers, and miracles came out.

But there were a few songs he passed along to Tim to play lead guitar, also sing, but really, no one would sing lead, you know, regular, except Preach when we heard him sing.

That deep, raspy voice that had that Cajun lilt.

That was one of the things I thought made him even more badass. He’d say “dis” and “dat” and “dos” and “dem” instead of “this” and “that” and “those” and “them.”

You’d say something, and he’d reply, “talk about,” and you would not know what the fuck he meant. But it was a Cajun thing. After a while, we all said, “talk about” and every time we did in the beginning, it’d make Preach smile.

He was just him.

Twenty years old and he was just him. He wasn’t gonna change for anybody.

Like the Beatles, when everyone else from over there was singing in an American accent, they were all, “Fuck that.” They were English. They sang with an English accent. And that was that.

That’s rock ’n’ roll, you know.

You take me as I am or kiss my ass.

Preach was all about that.

Tim was all about that too, in Tim’s way.

I think he felt relief when Preacher came along, and he didn’t have to carry the band.

He could just play.

And when he could just play, he got better. So much better.

On “Best of” lists, you know. That much better.

Though, down from Preacher on those lists, just sayin’.

[Off tape]

You’re on “Best of” lists too.

[Long pause]

Yeah, I know.

 

The shit hit the fan when Ricky stopped coming to band practice and Nicky was being weird when he did.

Preacher had been with us for a few weeks by then. But I figure he’d sussed shit right out, doin’ this maybe the first time he jammed with us.

He worked during the day, no clue at what. He had his own apartment, but he hadn’t asked us around. Had his own car. Beat-up POS, but he had his own car and we all thought that was cool seeing as we were in our parents’ rides if we were in anything.

Tim still rode his fuckin’ bike everywhere. [Laughs] Guitar strapped to his back. [Laughs more]

People at home, they still talk about seein’ ol’ Timmy Townes peddling around on his bike with his guitar on his back.

 

When Rick bailed, Tim’d play rhythm while Nicky hit the drums. Or Tim’d hit the drums while Nick played rhythm. Tim’d play a lot of rhythm in the end, so this was good practice.

Didn’t feel that way then. Never feels good when someone bails, and Nick would not say dick about why Ricky was gone, which felt worse.

And man, this is where the story gets famous. Nick blabbing his fuckin’ mouth after, you know, the band became the band and people would listen to what he had to say.

Kicked out of the band and made money off us anyway.

But whatever, man. He told no lies, mostly, so I guess, [pause] whatever.

[Off tape]

So it happened that day like he said?

[Nods]

Yup, he left some shit out, but yeah.

Those dudes rolled up, walked up my fuckin’ parents’ driveway into my fuckin’ parents’ garage, and…

[Pause]

Shit.

 

You know, there are times in your life that are etched into your brain.

My life, there are a lot of those times.

But I had help remembering things.

My dad, maybe he wanted me to live his dream. I don’t know. He was into rock ’n’ roll too. He played the bass too. He was in a band when he was a kid too.

He’s the one who got me into it. He bought me my first bass when I was ten. He’d listen to his music a lot. The Allman Brothers Band. Lynyrd Skynyrd. The Outlaws. He’d listen to it loud when Mom was out of the house.

But when we started rollin’. When Preach came to the band. Dad gave me this little notebook.

He said, “Write everything down, kid. Every gig. Every practice. Every song. Every girl. Every city. Every stretch of road. Write it down, ’cause there’ll come a time, you won’t want to forget.”

And you know, Dad got sick. And then Dad died.

And what did I do?

I went to every fuckin’ Kmart I could find, and I bought up every notebook they had that was the same size and brand and color of the one my dad gave me.

Still got ’em all.

Every one.

Natalie counted them once. I don’t remember how many of them she said there were.

Over fifty.

[Off tape]

I’d like to read them.

Wouldn’t everyone?

 

So, these guys roll up, yeah?

These fuckin’ guys.

And I’m not ashamed to say, I near-on pissed my jeans.

Tim’s behind the kit so that means Nicky’s standin’ there and this is what he didn’t fuckin’ say all the times he told this story.

He had to hose down our garage floor after, yeah?

And he went home in a pair of my jeans, gym shoes and shorts and it wasn’t just piss he tied up tight in that trash bag and put in our bin, you know?

Pissed himself, shit his pants.

And Nicky is not my favorite person in the world, all these years, his big, fat mouth, you know why, and that shit is not ever gonna change.

But like I said, I nearly lost it too, these scary motherfuckers walkin’ right up to my friend in my own goddamned garage.

“Where’s Ricky?” they said.

And that was when it happened.

We were all so freaked by these motherfuckers showing up, we didn’t pay any attention to Preacher.

“Get gone.”

That was what he said.

Didn’t leave his place behind his mic. Didn’t take his guitar off his shoulder.

Just stood there, looking at them, and told them to, “Get gone.”

“We want Ricky,” they said to him.

“Don’t give a fuck what you want,” he said back. “He ain’t here. Get gone.”

They didn’t get gone, as you know.

They tightened up on Nicky, one of them lifting his hand to point a finger in Nick’s face, and I figure this was about the time he shit his pants.

And then Nicky crashed into the cymbal, the floor tom, big racket, and Preacher was in their space.

He had his guitar slanted on his back and a look on his face…

[Trails off]

[Leans forward, puts elbows to his knees]

I’m taped, what are you writing?

[Off tape]

Things people can’t hear. Like you just leaned forward. Or when you smile.

Right. Why?

The story will be richer.

[Pause]

Right.

Go on.

You heard “Bad Bad Leroy Brown”?

Yes.

Ricky was a high school drug dealer. He’s in the joint now, never learned. Three strikes was the worst thing that could happen to him. He had about twenty of ’em before that program rolled out and he got his “third.” Now, he’ll never get out.

It started back then. Dealin’ weed and blow to high school kids.

[Shakes head]

And these three guys supplied him.

I do not know their beef. To this day, I do not know what Ricky was pullin’ to piss them off.

What I know was, Preacher McCade got up in their shit, and when he did, he did not speak a goddamn word and they still knew that they did not come to my parents’ driveway, walk up to their fuckin’ garage and ask for Ricky.

They got a load of Preacher and they turned and walked away.

We never saw them again.

 

I asked about that Croce song not because Ricky was Leroy Brown.

Not because those dudes were.

Because Preach was.

 

[Off tape]

What happened then?

Nicky got himself cleaned up, hosed down the garage, was ready to take off, but Preach caught him at the end of the driveway before he went.

You heard Nick tell it. I wasn’t there. I was standin’ in the garage by the door to the house, pissed as shit that Ricky was such an asshole and wanting his twin brother outta my sight, even if that might mean I’d never see my jeans back.

 

Nick Pileggi, ex-rhythm guitar of Zenith as told to Tune magazine:

“He said Ricky was out.

I told him it wasn’t his band.

He said Ricky was out.

And this was Preacher.

So, Rick was out.”

 

Jesse Simms:

Rick wasn’t missed.

And like Preach said from the beginning, he sucked.

It was Preach who found Dave [Clinton, drummer of Zenith and Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters].

Dave was a year older than Tim and me in high school. By then, he was already graduated.

We didn’t know him, but we knew him, you know? The way it is in high school.

Didn’t know he played the drums, though. Just knew he was a pothead.

[Laughs]

And shit, [smiles, laughs, shakes head] even I didn’t know how bad Ricky was until we had Dave.

Suddenly, I kid you not, the first song we did with Dave, “Start Me Up.”

[Smiles again]

Dave.

[Shakes head]

He was nineteen, man. He sings “You make a grown man cry,” with the rest of us, it was like we’d been on the road together for twenty years.

Dave was the shit.

Wild man.

Christ.

Dave.

[Smiles and keeps smiling]

 

[Off tape]

Will you talk about what happened with Nick Pileggi?

[Stares silently]

You don’t have to.

It isn’t shit nobody knows, you know? Because he has a big, fat mouth. Fuckin’ asshole.

[Long pause]

Preacher—

Yeah, back then, Preacher took care of his ass. But the damage was done. Nothin’ Preach really could do.

[Taps with fingers on arm of armchair]

One thing in my whole life that my mom and dad were in accord on was what Preacher did to Nick, you know?

 

Nicky stayed with the band after Ricky was out. Few months. Heading into graduation. Preach and Dave were already at work finding us gigs. Real gigs. Paying gigs. At bars and clubs all over the Midwest. Anywhere that would take us, they got us on the schedule.

I did not apply to colleges, neither did Tim.

Mom was pissed.

Dad got it.

Neither of Timmy’s parents gave a shit.

We were takin’ it on the road.

Preacher had songs before he came to us, worked them out with the band. They were good. You know ’em. Everyone does.

“Give Then Take” was a hit before it was an actual hit, and we all knew it. Angsty, dark, pissed-off rock ’n’ roll. So dark, man. Deep in a pit, pitch black, sister.

Band defining, you know?

This was before Guns ’n Roses really hit. If you weren’t Petty, Springsteen or Mellencamp, rock was hair bands. Mötley Crüe trash. Thinkin’ they’re badass because they put dots over vowels. What the fuck? I mean those guys were imbeciles, assholes and imbeciles. Clowns. Serious.

That is not rock ’n’ roll.

Ratt. Poison. Cinderella. Warrant. Okay, maybe some talent, mostly hair.

Best of the bunch? Bon Jovi. Dudes had heart as well as hair and didn’t think solely with their dicks. Put that heart in their music. That’s why they’re still around. And that’s why they were authentic rock. Take them out of the decade where the likes of Crüe pissed all over the genre, they’d still have respect.

And then there’s Def Leppard.

Now that’s a band who knows brotherhood. They stood by Rick Allen and he worked his ass off not to let them down.

And they pulled no punches they didn’t want to change the world with their music, they just wanted to have fun and make others do the same. And they did. The lyrics to “Pour Some Sugar on Me” are not gonna hit any poetry books, but to this day, that song comes on, no matter what I’m doin’, I turn it up.

Now those guys, Bon Jovi and Def Leppard?

That’s rock ’n’ roll.

But I’ll say, my opinion, the only real thing was Lita Ford and she had no hope, havin’ a vagina and a guitar. But if you asked me, hair bands shoulda meant women rockers because there were some chicks who could seriously play that no one knows now, you know?

Lita is one of them.

But us, back then?

We’d been together awhile. We had Preach and his looks and his guitar, his voice, his songs. We had Dave, and that man was mean with a backbeat, guy had Bonham-style licks, and first thing he did was set himself up a cowbell. Now that’s rock ’n’ roll. [Smirks] Tim gettin’ older, comin’ into his own. Nick had that Italian stallion thing goin’ on, that is, he had it if you asked him.

And I could play bass. Nothin’ to look at, but, I mean, now people talk about Flea. Back then it was Geddy Lee, Jack Bruce, John Entwistle, Chris Squire, John Paul Jones, and of course, McCartney.

And there’s me.

I could play, I was in a rock band, I didn’t have to be good-lookin’. Rock’s all about that.

Mick Jagger?

Point made.

So, you know, we’re good to go. Toss off those graduation robes and hit the fuckin’ road, Springsteen-style.

Then…

[Trails off]

 

It’s not a surprise, or at least I thought at first it wasn’t a surprise, how Mom and my sisters took to Preacher.

He had it.

For women, they couldn’t fight it, he was that guy.

He banged Heidi’s ballbuster sister the whole time since I met him to when we hit the road.

And anyone he wanted whenever, wherever.

And I heard Heidi’s sister lost it when he took off and left her behind.

But my sisters? My mom?

Especially my mom.

Not like that, of course.

It was later, when it went down, I realized how different it was.

It took Preacher a while to share with me, yeah? I mean, you could listen to his music and know he did not grow up with the Nelsons. But he didn’t share at first.

But my mom was a mom.

She knew without him having to say dick.

Preach started havin’ dinner with us after practice and before he’d take a girl out on a date because no one said no to my mom, but also because she needed to do that, you know?

Be a mother to a motherless son.

Instant she knew he was adrift, she dragged him in.

And Preach was also that guy. Especially with certain women.

He knew she needed it way more than he needed it.

So, he gave it to her.

I’ll tell you something about Preacher McCade you might not know.

If you were a woman, and you meant something to him, he’d twist himself into knots to give you what you needed.

My mom needed to be a mom.

Last place he wanted to be, sitting at our table, eating my mom’s lasagna, and not because Mom didn’t make kickass lasagna. She did.

It was just…

[Pause]

There were a lot of things that made Preacher McCade.

Doing that for my mom was one of them.

Doing what he did for Penny was another.

 

My sisters, both of them, had crushes on him. But it was candyland stuff. He was too old, he was in the band, he thought of me as a brother even when I didn’t know he thought of me that way, and they got that vibe. Chicks, they get those vibes.

So, they were his little sisters too.

So, when Nicky knocked up my sister Penny.

Yeah, that was not gonna go well for Nick.

Not with me.

Not with Preach.

No fuckin’ way.

 

[Off tape]

Nick Pileggi alleges McCade put him in the hospital.

No clue. Preach messed him up, all right. Asshole should have gone to the hospital, but don’t know if he did. After that, never saw the guy again, and I thank God for that.

You were there.

Fuck yeah, I was. Guy knocked up my fifteen-year-old sister.

He’s in my band, and he’s sneakin’ my little sister out of her bedroom window at night, takin’ her somewhere and bangin’ her?

[Shakes head]

Penny told me before she told Mom and Dad.

I sat there, holding her hand when she told Mom and Dad.

But Penny told me something she didn’t tell Mom and Dad, and that was that she told Nick she wanted him to use a rubber and he said he wouldn’t, and if she didn’t, he’d find someone else who would, without a prophylactic.

And she was into him. She really liked him. Convinced herself she was in love with him.

But he told her a guy couldn’t get off if he had to wear a rubber. Told her he needed it wet.

I’m serious about this shit.

She was fifteen, she believed his ass. Part, I figure, because she’d do anything to keep him. Part, I figure, because she was fifteen and hormones fuck you right up.

Nick told her, he pulled out, it’d all be good.

No problems.

Told her that’s the way everyone did it.

Yeah.

Nick.

A real peach.

He didn’t share that shit wide either.

[Shakes head]

And you got folks who don’t want sex education in schools.

[Scoffs]

[Quietly] Fuckin’ lunacy.

 

She told me, we told our folks, then I took off and told Preacher.

And we found Nick.

I knew what Preacher would do, that’s why I found him.

[Smiles]

Preach, he grew up down South, you know? He can be a gentleman.

He let me get my licks in before he took over.

Pileggi contends Preacher McCade broke all the fingers on both of his hands and this is why he can no longer play guitar.

Got no comment on that.

But you don’t deny you and McCade sought him out to assault him.

He knocked up my little sister.

Pileggi’s later lawsuits were dropped. He says he dropped them because Tommy Mancosa and Preacher McCade himself found him, threatened him, and he was forced to back down.

Got no comment on that either.

Pileggi—

[Leans forward]

Listen, I was there. I’m not even sure you were born yet. But I was there.

I know, when we hit it, Pileggi did everything he could to take his piece of flesh. I know it ’cause it was my flesh he was stripping.

They made her have him, or Mom did. Penny wanted to get an abortion. Mom made her have it and give it up. She wasn’t raisin’ another kid.

Big fight, no surprise. Dad was for an abortion, and if not, helpin’ Penny raise it. He wanted what Penny wanted, however that was.

Mom said no. Adoption.

And what Mom said went.

So, Penny had him, and gave him up.

Nick didn’t care about any of that shit.

No.

He wasn’t involved in that. He had nothing to say about that. After Preacher and me got done with him and shit got real, couldn’t get the fucker on the phone. Went to his house, he was with “cousins” in Texas.

He was a ghost.

His old band starts making massive cake, suddenly, he’s there.

Got lots to say.

 

I’ll tell you this, and that’s the last we’ll talk about Ricky and Nicky fuckin’ Pileggi.

A week ago, just a week ago, I’m sittin’ next to my sister at dinner, and she’s off her head, yeah?

It started back then, you know?

She hid it and then she came of age and didn’t hide it so much and lived her life, and she can set it aside to go to work. Set it aside to get shit done. But the witching hour starts, the wine comes out and all bets are off.

And that part’s on me. Yeah? On me and Mom and Preach and Tim and my baby sister Lana.

Preacher though, he saw it, called it and said it more than once, “We gotta get Penny in hand, brother.”

He said it but even he didn’t do dick about it.

We all danced around it like…

[Trails off]

 

So, she’s drunk and chatty and gettin’ loud like she’s been doin’ for, oh, I don’t know…thirty some-odd years.

Then she gets quiet and I know it’s gonna happen, man. I know it.

I know it because it’s happened so many damned times, there’s no way to count.

Each time, sister, hear this.

It’s a knife in the gut.

For me.

So, if I feel that, you gotta get what she feels and how she’s been drownin’ that in booze for decades.

But I gotta give it to her because she’s my sister, yeah?

So, I do. I sit next to her and it happens.

She says, “He’s in his thirties now. He could be married. I could have grandbabies. I wonder if he knows. I wonder if they told him he wasn’t theirs. I wonder if he’ll ever find out his uncle is famous.”

That was a good one.

There were good ones. “I wonder if they sent him to college.” Or, “I hope they weren’t too hard on him during potty training.”

And there were bad ones. “You think he’s okay? I hope he didn’t get sick. Dad got sick. Nick might have something in his family. You think he got sick?” Or, “What if he’s like Nick? What if he does some girl like Nick did me or worse?” Or, “What if he turns out like Ricky? What if he’s dealing drugs to kids? They should know about that. They should know to look out for that and help him around it.”

Got a million of ’em, sister.

A million what ifs.

Torture.

 

Pileggi opened his mouth and I lost track of how many people came forward, sayin’ their kid was Nick Pileggi and Penny Simms’s kid. Paid for so many fuckin’ DNA tests, ’bout bankrupted me.

Every one of ’em, she’d have hope. Every one of ’em, she’d get crushed. She can’t go lookin’ for him, signed that right away.

She has to wait for him to come to her.

If he does.

I could probably pull some strings. Hell, I’ve got the money.

She won’t let me.

“It’s gotta be him,” she says. “If he doesn’t know, I don’t wanna mess up his life.”

 

It’s taboo, talkin’ about it. No one can take a stand without gettin’ piled under shit.

And most of the people with the loudest mouths about it have no connection to it. They’ve made up their minds and decided how it’s gonna be for everybody, on both sides.

I’ll tell you what, you gotta have no heart in your chest, you sit a night with my drunk-ass sister who used to be beautiful, used to laugh a lot, now looks like she spent her life at the bottom of a bottle, looks twenty years older than she is, twenty years older than me, and I spent over thirty years in a fuckin’ rock band.

Sit next to her and hear her talkin’ about the kid her mother forced her to give up, and not get it. At least a little of it.

Just a little.

Don’t get me wrong. If my nephew is somewhere out there havin’ a good life, bein’ a good man, loved by his folks, his friends, his woman, if he has one, or his man, whatever…good.

Good.

But I’ll never know that.

Penny’ll never know that.

A woman’s gotta have a choice.

And it’s gotta be her choice.

’Cause it’s gonna be her, not the guy, not some white man behind a pulpit, not some other white guy with a senate seat, who lives with the consequences, either way.

Or it’s gonna be her who doesn’t figure out how.

 

So, yeah.

Band started with me, Timmy, Nick and Rick Pileggi.

We went on the road, still as Zenith, and we were Preacher McCade, Tim Townes, Dave Clinton and Jesse Simms.

We picked up Tommy on the way.

Later came Josh.

And we were gonna take rock by the balls.

And then came Lyla.
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Jesse Simms, bassist, Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters, formerly Zenith:

You seen the movie Roadhouse?

[Off tape]

Yes.

[Laughs]

Well, in the beginning, that’s the kinda gigs Preach and Dave could find us.

[Shakes head]

 

I still don’t know how Dave and Preacher found the money to buy that old truck-bed camper shell and pickup.

I know they both had cars and then they both didn’t, but we had that truck with the camper shell on it. The kind that went up and over the cab of the truck.

We rolled out, fittingly they picked me up last, so we did this outta my parents’ driveway, heading to our first gig, which was outside Cincy, and Dave slipped a tape into the deck and the opening theme from Star Wars played.

Preacher is behind the wheel and he’s bustin’ with laughter.

Never seen him laugh like that. By then, I’d known him near-on a year.

Never seen him laugh like that.

We were on our way, man.

We were on our way.

 

Now, I sensed Preacher was a serious dude when he stared down three drug suppliers.

And I was pretty impressed with what he did to Nick, but Nick was an eighteen-year-old fuckup.

Still, Preach was six foot four and a powerhouse.

Back then, you could stand him up and ask a hundred people, “What’s this guy do?” and not a soul would say, “Lead singer and guitar of a rock and roll band.”

I’d bet there’d be a lot of answers of enforcer, though.

I mean he was tall and packed and ripped.

You know, Rocky-style ripped.

We had no money to go to a gym, you hear what I’m sayin’?

But he’d put on that Rangers baseball cap backwards, his cutoff sweats and you didn’t talk to him.

The man could do pushups from his fingertips.

[Shakes head]

Yeah.

His fucking fingertips.

But, until we went on the road, I had no idea Preacher was a bruiser.

And Dave?

Dave was a crackpot.

[Chuckles]

So, they weren’t big fans when people threw their beers at us just because people can be assholes, especially when they’re rednecks and drunk.

Because we did not suck.

We weren’t awesome, but we didn’t suck.

No reason to throw your beers at us.

And in order to play those bars, me, Dave and Tim had fake IDs. Wet behind our ears. We’d barely been out of Mooresville, Indiana, and when we were, it was with our parents to go to Florida to hit Disney World when we were kids or a beach when we were older.

You know?

So yeah, right now I will confirm the lore. In the beginning, there were brawls. And there were a lot of them.

And yeah, right now I’ll confirm that Preach was protective and he didn’t allow shit to fuck with the band.

And last, another yeah, the second Dave saw Preacher’s arm go up to pull off his guitar, he’d jump his kit and be all in.

And since those two were in, Tim and me had to wade in because, man, these were our brothers. You took their backs.

But then…

[Pause]

We met Tommy.

 

By this time, we’d been on the road, I don’t know, four, five months.

Summer was over, I know that.

Felt like we’d been on the road four, five years, I know that too.

And we were outside Chicago.

I know that too.

I’d have to look up my notebooks to know exactly when it was, but it doesn’t matter.

I was pissed as shit because we were in that camper where we rode and slept, and they all fucked chicks.

But I wasn’t pissed about that.

It was cold as fuck, and Dave was alternately smoking a bong—and we barely had enough money to eat, and Dave got his hands on weed, probably using our money, which did not make me happy—and holding ice to a fat lip.

And Preacher’s knuckles were all split and he was lying on his back with his long-ass legs up the side of the camper, his head hanging over the bench of the table that turned into a bed ’cause his nose wouldn’t stop bleeding.

Two of my knuckles were split and I had a tooth loose.

And before we even left the joint, Timmy had a shiner.

That was when someone hammered on the door.

Preacher was on his feet in a flash and Dave was mumbling shit like, “Fuck, I can’t fight. I’m high,” and Timmy had his head bowed and was staring at the crappy-ass carpet of that camper, probably hoping what I was hoping. That no one had come to kill us after we got out of that last brawl that included Preacher having to deliver a beatdown to the bar manager who didn’t wanna pay us.

And after that, we had to haul ass.

In a camper.

When that knock came, I was in the middle of delivering a lecture, something I did a lot before Tommy, something that made me feel like I was my mom, which I fuckin’ hated.

I was doing this reminding Preach and Dave we kinda needed all our fingers to work so we could play music.

 

I’d learn, you know, later, where that shit came from for Preach.

I’d think about it a lot.

Hell, I still think about it a lot.

Wondering…

[Pause]

You know, if I should have let him…

[Trails off]

If he’d been able to get more of it out. If he’d have been able to work it out of his system.

If we hadn’t met Tommy.

 

Needless to say, Preach shoved me out of the way and opened the door.

Tom was outside.

I think Tommy said something like, “You’ll wanna let me in and listen to me.”

 

Now, Preach was a brawler and Preach had shit he was dealing with but Preacher was far from dumb.

Tommy Mancosa, as you know, was five foot eleven. Preach had five inches and probably fifty, sixty pounds on the guy.

But Tommy was also a former marine, still had the buzz cut, no neck, and he did not get the nickname “Bulldog” for nothin’.

There never was a Preacher versus Tommy smackdown.

From the beginning, total simpatico with those two.

But if it had happened, I wouldn’t lay money on either of them, ’cause honest to Christ, I’d have no idea who’d come out on top.

 

So, what I’m sayin’ is, Preach did not get up in his shit.

He just said, “I’m listenin’, but I’m not lettin’ you in.”

Tom said, “Fair enough.” Then he said, “I’m gonna make you guys the biggest rock band there ever was.”

I was standing behind Preach.

At that, Tim and Dave pushed up close and we all stood there, behind Preach, looking down at this five-foot-eleven hunk of muscle with a fighter’s face and mean eyes wearing a beat-up leather jacket who looked maybe five years older than Preach.

“You a scout?” Tim asked.

“Nope,” Tom answered.

“You a manager?” Tim asked.

“Not until now,” Tom answered.

Seriously.

That’s what he said.

Guy had big balls. Huge. Enormous.

Not until now, he said.

[Shakes head while chuckling]

“You sayin’ you wanna be our manager?” Preacher asked.

“Yup,” Tommy says.

Preach shut the door in his face.

He turned to us and said, “Vote.”

Dave was the first to say yes, which came as no surprise.

“He doesn’t know dick,” I pointed out.

“We don’t know dick either,” Dave reminded me.

“We don’t know dick about this guy,” I kept at it.

“We don’t get paid dick by anybody,” Tim reminded everybody.

Preach turned and opened the door and Tommy was still standing out there, in the cold.

“Until we make cake, you don’t get paid,” Preacher told him.

“Deal,” Tommy said.

And that was how we hired Tommy Mancosa.

 

It wasn’t Tommy but Preach who took me in hand.

Tom had found us some gig in Michigan City and he and the other guys were out with their posters and staple guns, papering the city with band shit, this Tommy’s new thing. We’d never had posters before Tom.

I’d slept in the cab. I was cold, pissed I’d had to sleep in the cab and in no mood to wander around Michigan City, putting up posters.

And Preach was fucking some chick in the bed over the top of the cab.

When I heard he was done and took the time Preach took before he rolled her out—because even if it was a one shot, Preacher was not a slam-bam man—I got out of the cab and went to the camper at the back.

He was standing at the little stove, frying bacon.

I barely climbed in when he asked, eyes on the bacon, “You gay?”

“No, I’m not fuckin’ gay,” I told him, backed to pissed but now pissed because, you know, it was the eighties. You didn’t ask a man shit like that in the eighties and ever get a yes or make the man you asked pissed as shit.

Even so, I’m not gay.

That was when Preach looked at me. “Why don’t you get laid then, brother?”

“Look at me,” I told him.

He was looking at me, so he just repeated his question.

“Pizza face,” I said.

He had a fork in his hand, lifted it my way, and said, “That’s the last time I hear shit like that from you.”

That was it.

He made us bacon and eggs and we ate them at the table where he’d been bleeding a few weeks before.

 

That was Preacher McCade too.

He knew he was a good-lookin’ guy with a good body. Straight up, he was full of himself. Totally vain.

It was confidence, sure.

But it was also vanity.

[Laughs]

Sayin’ that, he could have been ugly as fuck, and he would have thought he was the shit.

That was just how he was. That was just how he thought everyone should be.

Knowin’ his story, I don’t know how he got there, took himself there, got to that place in his head where he was at one with himself, and I never asked.

I just know he did.

The thing was, it wasn’t something he had that he held over anyone else.

In the way Tim needed it, he did that shit with Timmy too. I didn’t know when or how, I just saw Tim come into himself and how Preach settled into that, so I knew he had a hand in it.

Dave didn’t need it.

Dave needed drumsticks, pussy, pot and blow, and Dave was all good.

[Chuckles]

 

I got my first blowjob in Michigan City.

It was a Preacher castoff, he told her to blow me, she did, and I did not and still to this day do not give that first fuck.

I’ve had more experience since.

[Grins]

So now I know.

That woman gave righteous head.

 

Lost my cherry, as it were, in South Bend.

She was not a castoff.

She was mine.

Her name was Beth.

Even though she was just a one go, guys sang “Beth” to me for the next I don’t know how many months.

Don’t care about that either.

[Grins again]

I love that fuckin’ song.

 

I don’t know how he got it, or if Tommy got it, it was probably Tom, but they got it.

It was Preach that gave it to me, though.

My mom had wanted me to go to the doctor. Always on my ass about picking, so I didn’t pick.

Or squeeze.

I didn’t want to think about it. I just wanted to wake up one day and it’d be gone.

Preacher and Tom did something about it.

Took two months using that cream they got their hands on, prescription shit, and then not a single zit.

Never came back.

[Points at face]

That’s Preacher’s, sister.

 

It was Tommy and Preacher who called my shit out.

It wasn’t long after South Bend.

The seal was broken, and I was on a tear.

I don’t know where the guys were, but I was in the camper getting laid.

Got off, she took off, and I was gonna try to find the guys, so I cleaned up, took off after her, still tucking my junk in my jeans.

Saw Tom first, he was down the lane from where we were in the RV park.

He gives a head lift, I think to me, but I closed the door and Preach is there, leaning with his shoulders against the camper.

I’m all “Hey, dude.”

He’s staring in the distance and all “You figure your shit out.”

“What?” I ask.

That’s when he looks at me.

“I listened to that whole thing, it didn’t last even ten minutes and it was about you, brother. Figure your shit out.”

Needless to say, I repeated my question because I didn’t know what the fuck he was talking about.

“You get her off?” he asked.

You know…

[Shakes head]

Shit.

I lived more than half my life wide open and not every second of it was stellar.

And it is no lie, I have never felt as humiliated as I was right then.

“Learn to eat pussy,” Preach advised. “You need pointers?”

I think I broke a record tellin’ him I did not.

Even though I probably did.

“Fingers too, brother. Until you figure out the g-spot, and after, man. She’s got a clit for a reason. You hear?”

He waited for me to nod and then waited more, like he wanted me to know how important this was.

I figure I somehow communicated that I got it because he took off and joined Tommy to do whatever it was they did.

Mostly planning world domination.

 

It’s stone-cold, but true, that Tommy was about brand even before anyone called it a brand.

A fan did not leave a gig without being satisfied, you get me?

 

For Preach, it was something else.

You know about Lyla.

So, I figure you get that too.

 

It was Christmas when they told me.

We were home, had some gigs Tommy set up in Indy, but we all got to sleep in beds in our own houses.

Or our parents’ houses.

Penny had just had the kid and she was a hollowed-out shell, and that is no fuckin’ pun.

They told me, and I scoured town until I found whatever chick’s bed Preach had fallen into and I knocked on the door until he answered, barefoot, no shirt, jeans not done up, and no words needed to be spoken what I’d interrupted.

He took one look at my face, and it was her pad, but she took a hike and he got the Jack and we sat in her living room, me on her couch, Preacher sitting on her coffee table in front of me.

“Dad’s got cancer.”

He caught me at the back of the neck with his hand and just held on, staring in my eyes.

You know, that moment lasted so long, when I think about it now, I’m surprised I’m still not sittin’ on the couch, looking into Preacher’s eyes.

 

I told you about getting those notebooks at Kmart.

I didn’t tell you, it was Preach that drove me around to all of them, miles and miles, until I thought I had enough.

He didn’t bitch once.

We were in Pennsylvania when we got word.

Pittsburgh.

Me and Preach, a map and a Yellow Pages so we could find Kmarts.

I wrote that down too.

That’s somewhere in the first notebook Dad gave me.

I wrote down those patches of road Preach drove in Pittsburgh the day Dad died.

Every stretch.

 

Preach and me flew home. The band voted. Tim stood down, because he was my oldest friend, but he knew Preach was the one who should go. Not for me, for Mom and the girls.

We didn’t make dick and every penny we could, we set aside ’cause Tommy played it that way.

He wanted us in a studio. He wanted us to cut a demo. Studio time cost a fortune.

He was getting us more money and sometimes managed to get us takes of the door. That was part that Tommy was a man it was hard to say no to and part that we were getting a following.

Seriously.

Sometimes, we’d play “Give Then Take” and people would sing it with us, not that first record pressed, not a joke.

Tommy found the cheapest seats he could get, and I’ll always owe it to the boys that they let us have the money so we could fly home for Dad’s funeral.

 

Preach was the rock, you know? Not just for me. For Mom. Penny. My baby sister, Lana.

He did dishes, man.

[Leans forward, shaking head then hangs it]

[Mumbling] He did everything.

[Long silence]

[Coughs, lifts head, but does not sit back]

He slept on the floor by my bed in my old bedroom. Mom hadn’t moved anything out. We didn’t have a guest room. He didn’t sleep on the couch. He slept on a sleeping bag on the floor by my bed the whole week we were there.

One of those nights, that was when he told me.

Told me how he knew his version of giving then taking and how fuckin’ serious-ass ugly that shit was.

Told me about his parents.

About why he was not in Louisiana but in Indiana and, “We’ll tour one day, brother. But we will not go down there. We will never go down there.”

New Orleans is a party town and it’s a fantastic place. I’ve been there more than once.

But we never played there.

Not once.

 

He didn’t tell me that to lay a heavy vibe on me.

He told me that so I could rejoice even after my loss.

Preacher had what he had.

My dad cowed to my mom, hated doing it, didn’t hide it, didn’t stop doing it, ended up hating her for it.

But in the end, she stood by his side and she took him to his treatments, and she held his hand when he slipped away and she wept at his funeral holding my hand and Lana’s hand, while me and Preach held onto Penny.

And my dad loved me.

It was fucked up, but it was family.

What Preach had was just fucked up.

So, I got what he was saying.

I felt what he was saying.

Dad was gone and that sucked.

But I’d had a dad like him.

So, I was lucky.

 

We went back to the band and it felt like I was seven hundred years older.

And that much wiser too.

That was when I noticed it.

We were all ambitious.

We all wanted to play stadiums.

But none of us were as ambitious as Tommy.

And Preacher.

 

I didn’t think much on it, but after the funeral I did. I figured it out, because we had no money to make posters. We had no money to put ads in the papers of places where we’d play.

I don’t know if he had some payout from the marines or if he’d been socking money away before he saw us play or what. I never asked.

Tommy told you what Tommy thought you should know. We all learned that early, learned not to question it, learned to trust it.

Trust him.

But Tom Mancosa didn’t just manage the band.

He invested in it.

Me and one of the guys would be head to foot in the bed above the cab, sleepin’ off a gig, and the booze, weed and pussy after, and the other in the cab or off in some chick’s bed.

And Preacher and Tommy would be at the table in that camper, heads bent over it, Tom going over his strategy, Preacher okaying it.

 

Tom Mancosa faced making us the biggest rock band in history like he’d face going to war, ready and equipped to fight battle after battle until you won the whole fuckin’ thing.

You know he’s almost as famous as we are.

So, just sayin’.

He was a great fuckin’ general.

 

[Off tape]

Isn’t this around the time the band took on Josh Hardy?

Yup.

And the famous Larry Bird speech?

[Laughs for a long time]

Yup.

 

Josh was keys.

He came to us.

We did a tryout.

He was good.

Really good.

Tommy hated him on sight and Preacher stared at him like he was a bug he was about to crush, so I don’t know why both of them voted him in, but they did.

 

Looking back, I think it was because Preach’s music was transcending, you know? This is why we’d later take on DuShawn and his horn and piano and talent. Preacher needed more for us to play in a way it was worthy of the songs he was writing.

We were never a four-man band when it came to Preacher’s music.

Not really.

We needed keys, piano, horns, backup singers.

I honestly don’t think they thought Josh would last very long, but he was what we could get at the time and they wanted the band to be more. They wanted more for the music. They wanted more for the audience.

And when the time came, they’d lose him and get someone who worked.

But Josh worked, at the time.

Dave had crazy-ass, curly hair and ended up tearing off his tee when he was playing ’cause he was sweating so bad. Short. Burly. Hairy.

Preacher had that long, layered look and a beard. John Bonham, Bob Seger, you know, staying true to the seventies because they were cool, and he hated the eighties shit that was happening, because it was not cool.

When we played, he wore a button-down with the sleeves rolled up over his elbows.

Or a short-sleeved Henley with the sleeves rolled up to his shoulders.

Or tight tees that made his chest look like a wall.

Timmy looked like a clean-cut surfer. A month rolled ’round, Tim didn’t miss hitting a barber no matter where we were so he could get a cleanup. Always wore concert tees for other people’s bands. Kiss. Van Halen. Drove Tom insane that Timmy was advertising other bands while playing in ours.

[Laughs]

Preacher was my spirit animal.

[Laughs again]

So, I had the thick, seventies mustache and long hair and scoured vintage shops for cool T-shirts like he sometimes wore, but I switched ’em up, wearing a vest over them and lots of necklaces.

[Laughs again]

Also started doing his Rocky workouts, pushups, pull ups, sit ups with something heavy on my chest.

Smoke a cigarette and then go on a five-mile run.

[More laughter]

Play bass in a rock band, get chicks.

Play bass in a rock band and have a good body.

Get more chicks.

What can I say?

I was nineteen, man.

[More laughter]

Josh rounded shit up, feathered hair on top, long on the bottom, not a mullet, but cut the sides, and there you have it. Wore a rolled bandana around his forehead even when he wasn’t playing, which was douchy, even then. Always in a shirt with the sleeves cut off and unbuttoned down the front to wherever.

 

At first, I thought it was just that we’d gone through a lot together, on the road, and before, with Nicky and Ricky and Penny and my dad dying.

I thought this was why Josh didn’t fit in.

In the end, it came clear Josh didn’t fit in because he was an asshole.

 

Josh came on board, we’d hit a town, and Tom would find us rehearsal space.

It might have no heat, but it’d have electricity.

And he was a drill sergeant about that shit, sister.

Even Preacher would bitch about it.

We were getting more gigs, thanks to Tom, for sure. Always Friday and Saturday nights. Bars’d get bands in for live music nights to pull people in during the week, we got a lot of those too.

If you don’t do it, you think it’s easy, standing up there, three, four hours a night, playing sets.

But it’s work. It’s physical.

After getting loose and laid after a gig, we didn’t want to eat breakfast and haul our asses to a warehouse or someone’s basement or whatever and practice for four, five hours.

 

[Off tape]

This is the Larry Bird speech.

Yeah.

’Cause we were about to hit Indy for some gigs and I hadn’t been back since my dad died and I was tweaking. Preach had his eye on me, and straight up, we’d been at it, no breaks, except for a funeral, for over a year.

Lotsa road. Setting up. Tearing down. Booze. Women. Drugs. Brawls.

So, I guess Tommy had enough of us moaning, and he says, “You know, Larry Bird went out and shot hoops for hours every night as a kid.”

We all knew who Larry Bird was, but we had no idea why Tommy was talking about him.

“Every fuckin’ night, he’s out there for hours, throwing a ball at a basket,” he says. “Night after night. Now, the guy is tall. The guy’s got talent. He could get on a high school team and be a star just bein’ nearly seven foot. He could get on a college team mostly for the same reason. But this tall, white guy isn’t gonna be shit beyond that, unless he practices.”

We got in then.

[Chuckles]

“Man’s poor as dirt,” Tommy tells us. “He doesn’t wanna be poor and live in a tiny town in southern Indiana the rest of his life. Doesn’t want his momma poor for the rest of hers. What’s he gonna do about that?” Tommy asks. “He’s got two things. The guy is nearly seven feet tall and he can handle a ball. That’s what he’s gonna do about it.”

[Smiles]

Then he says, “You can have talent. And honest as fuck, you don’t need it. Half the people who are rich and famous are famous ’cause they’re pretty. Probably dumb as rocks, half of ’em. Most of ’em would work at McDonald’s if they didn’t have a killer smile. That sucks, but it’s the way of the world.”

And you know, he was right about that.

“You can have passion,” he says. “And you need it, ’cause this shit is hard work, and if you don’t got the fire for it, you’re gonna fail.”

Gotta say, Tom was right about that too.

But Tommy was right about a lot of things.

“But you want respect,” he says, “you gotta be good at what you do, and to be good at what you do, you gotta practice, you gotta go at it hard, and gotta do it a lot. No one who’s got talent, money and respect gets it pissin’ about and givin’ thirty percent. They earn it because they give it their all.”

[Lengthy pause]

“Now,” Tommy said, “you gotta make your minds up. You gonna get a little because you’re all pretty and you can play in a rock band? Or are you gonna earn it all?”

[Slouches in seat]

Yeah.

That was the Larry Bird speech.

 

To this day, I have no clue if Larry Bird actually went out and practiced like that when he was a kid.

But it doesn’t matter.

No one bitched after that.

And we had a good number of gigs.

But we practiced.

All the fuckin’ time.
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Jesse:

They’d tease him, in the beginning, you know?

[Long pause]

[Off tape]

No, I don’t know.

Her name was Lyla. Dave and even Tim would tease him.

Lyla. Layla.

Get it?

[Another long pause]

They learned not to tease him, though.

 

I didn’t understand. Not in the beginning.

She was…

[Lengthy pause]

Not his scene.

 

Straight up, he didn’t seem to be hers, either.

Nothing seemed to be her scene.

 

We hooked up with her and her friends at the bar where we’d played, and she was not into it.

I mean, her friends and her, chalk and freakin’ cheese.

Serious.

She wasn’t into the bar, the music, the band.

Tight with her friends, you could tell, but us and everything around us?

Nope.

 

She didn’t even dress like them. Like a rocker-groupie girl.

She didn’t even dress eighties, Madonna teased out hair and rubber bracelets and lotsa lace. Or neon. Or whatever the fuck.

No, you know, that isn’t right.

She did.

Flashdance.

Shirt falling off her shoulder. Jeans. White Nike classics. Cortez. If I remember, with a blue swoop.

Nikes.

First time we saw Lyla, she was in Nikes.

[Smiles]

 

They told us they had booze and blow and mushrooms and maybe some acid and a pool.

And they were party girls.

Lyla wasn’t, but they were.

That was serious too.

Serious as shit.

Party girls like that and a pool?

[Smiles]

We were all in.

Even Tommy.

 

Josh took off somewhere else though. Found some other chick he wanted to party with, and he went with her.

Josh did that kind of thing a lot.

And he may say it different, but we wanted him with us, and we made that clear.

He took off and did his own thing.

So that’s on him, no matter what that guy says.

 

We went with Lyla’s friends. And I was twenty by then. I was in a rock band that no longer had trouble getting gigs. There were entire cities where I had pussy waiting for me when we got back to them.

But I was on my home turf.

Indy.

First time back after Dad died.

So, I was rattled, you know?

Preacher, I could tell, had a mind to me.

Tim ate the ’shrooms, Dave dropped the acid.

[Shakes head]

They didn’t have a mind to dick.

Or at least not anything but their own dicks.

Lyla sat in a lounge chair she’d pulled away from the pool, up close to the house, and every once in a while, she’d get up to take a walk and clean shit up.

Clean shit up!

[Hoots, shakes head, grows serious]

[Speaking softly] God, Lyla.

 

Most of the time though, she laid in that lounge chair against the house, far from the pool, you know, like…glaring at us.

Preach was an equal opportunity, benevolent almost-rock god.

I remember seeing him with his jeans bunched up to his knees, sitting on the side of the pool, his feet and calves in the water, her friends barely clothed in the water, wet and hanging off his legs and his every word, and he’d glance over at her.

When he was in the mood to spread his love, everyone was invited.

We all were nailing serious tail, but I don’t think anybody but Dave had had a threesome.

But that was not unusual for Preach.

Or more, you know?

That night, I had one girl, he had two, three were in with Tim and Dave, tripping, and Tommy was fucking another one in what we would find out later was one of the girls’ dad’s waterbed.

And looking back, I knew Preacher was more into her than the two he had.

I also got why.

Kind of.

 

Now, again, it was the eighties. We’re talkin’ Jane Fonda workout videos and Jamie Lee Curtis in that movie Perfect and one-pieces making a comeback because the legs were cut so far up the hips, a girl had to shave.

And Lyla was not…

[Pause]

That.

I mean, there was a reason anorexia became prevalent during that decade and didn’t let go. It wasn’t right, it wasn’t good, but it was the way it was.

But Lyla was not that way.

Tits and ass.

A lot.

Of both.

And, from what I could tell that night, bad attitude.

But fuck, the longer the night wore on, Preacher couldn’t keep his eyes off her.

She’d do a lap to clean up ashtrays or beer bottles or whatever the fuck, and honest to Christ, he didn’t miss a step.

Not that first step.

She had what they now politically correctly, but also, it’s gotta be said, just plain correctly call curves.

Freddie Mercury called them fat-bottomed girls.

But man, she was pretty.

Lotsa hair.

Perfect skin.

You know, and a way about her.

It was part that attitude.

Part the mystery.

You know, tell a man, “don’t touch, you’ll get burned,” he’ll become obsessed with the fire. It’s just how it is.

She screamed don’t touch.

And Preacher, man…

Preacher could be obsessive.

In a big way.

 

But it was the eyes.

I gotta believe, and this would prove true, in a way, if it wasn’t Preach, it would be somebody. Another rock star. A photographer. A painter. Someone would fall in the muse of Lyla’s eyes.

But as you know, it was Preacher.

 

Eventually, my girl said she had some coke hidden in her purse.

We went in, did lines, she went down on me, I went down on her, we smoked a joint to mellow out, and then we banged.

When we were done, everyone was either passed out or boning. It was late, nearly morning, she said she had to go home, so she took me back to our motel.

 

We were staying in motels then. Shitty-ass ones, but we slept in beds.

Yeah, battle by battle, Tommy was winning the war.

 

We could only afford two rooms, though, and Dave, Tim, or Josh had to take turns sleeping on the floor unless one of them passed out in a bed another one was in.

This was because, most of the time, I shared a room with Preach and Tom always slept in the camper.

It just was what it was.

My band (at the time).

Preacher’s talent.

Though, a lot of the time, I’d end up in the other room or hanging with Tom in the camper because Preacher had company.

 

I thought for sure he was back at the party house tangled in girls.

I was looking forward to crashing and a shower, or the other way around.

So, when I opened the door to our room, I was not prepared for what I saw.

Not even close.

It didn’t rock my world.

It changed it.

After what I saw, it’d never be the same.

I’d never be the same.

And Preacher would never be the same.

Not again.

 

He had Lyla with him.

They were both on his bed, legs twined, and she was tall too, model tall. So, between the two of them, they had a lot of leg to twine.

Lyla’s head was on his chest, her arm around him so tight, it disappeared around his back because he was lying on it.

No shoes for either of them, but each fully clothed.

Preacher had both his arms around her.

She was asleep.

He wasn’t.

No lights, just the dawn coming in through the door I’d opened.

He looked at me when I was in the opened door, didn’t say a word, just shook his head.

He didn’t need to do that. I was already backing out.

I closed the door, hit the motel’s diner, ordered coffee and waited for the others to join me.

 

We did that by then, after every gig, no matter what we got up to.

We had breakfast together in a diner close to or in our motel, if it had one.

Just us six.

Tommy’s orders. He’d suss out the diner we’d meet at about ten seconds after we checked in to whatever motel we were gonna stay at.

Even Josh didn’t miss breakfast.

Band bonding.

Chicks came and went.

The band remained.

We’d do that for decades.

Except sometimes, one chick, who sadly came and went, would join us.

And only the first time she did would anyone have a problem with it.

 

I sat in that diner, though, gotta tell you, shaken.

 

It wasn’t Lyla.

It wasn’t Preacher.

 

It was maybe partly that I’d never seen that, the way my parents were.

I’d never seen anything that pure.

That right.

 

It was definitely that I saw Preacher holding a woman like he was holding Lyla.

I saw the look on his face before he looked to me.

Christ.

[Pause to swallow]

That look on his face.

 

I was glad he had that, feeling some relief, and not a little fuckin’ joy, a whole lot.

 

And it was that I wanted it for myself.

Just that.

What I saw Preacher had with Lyla

A woman asleep, cradled in my arms, trusting me in her vulnerability, tied up in me.

Holding me tight.

 

That started my quest.

I’d look for just that for years.

Goddamned years.

I thought I had it a couple of times.

I didn’t.

 

Until I found Natalie.
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Jesse:

That morning, Tim, Tommy and Dave showed first at the diner.

Preacher showed with Lyla.

We can just say, this was not a popular decision.

Tommy was the most pissed.

But Tim was too.

It was a shock, nothin’ pissed off Dave.

But he was too.

I was, as you probably can guess, not.

 

You know what? Even if she had a bad attitude the night before, you just could not stay pissed at Lyla.

You just couldn’t.

It was impossible.

Preach saw it, that was one of the reasons, I figure, he couldn’t keep his eyes off her.

I didn’t.

Not until that morning.

She was fragile.

China.

[Off tape]

Is that how she got her nickname?

Yeah.

It wasn’t her deep-set eyes?

No.

[Firm]

No, it was not.

 

Josh didn’t show until later, after it all went down.

’Cause, see, Lyla was also not stupid.

Preach had kicked back, put his arm around her, lying it across the top of the back of the booth behind her, and was staring down the guys, but Lyla felt it.

So, she said something like, “I’m gonna find a payphone and call my friend to come and get me.”

Then he definitely said, “No, you are not.”

And then, you know, they haven’t known each other a day, they start bickering like they’ve been married for thirty years.

Quiet-like.

Lyla wasn’t a shrew. She didn’t raise her voice. She kept real calm almost all the time.

It was a gift.

And a curse.

And I’ll say, the way she talked back to him, I know I fell deeper, and I also know she was dragging the other guys in.

Then she says, “You know, Preacher, it isn’t all about what you want or what I want. Your friends want it to be just the guys.”

Well…

That was it.

[Hoots, shakes head, smiling]

Yeah, that was it.

Telling Preacher it wasn’t all about him?

[Hoots again]

Dave’s all “I think I love you and I’m buying you coffee.”

Lyla says, “I don’t drink coffee.”

I think Dave’s eyes bugged out of his head and that was the first, but not the last time he made it his mission to introduce Lyla to something that probably wasn’t good for her.

[Sobers]

We were all under her spell.

All that hair.

Those eyes.

Her quiet way.

Preach all sat back, relaxed, his arm around her in that big booth.

Yeah.

Bewitched.

 

She had coffee with us and thus began how it would be.

Lyla, eventually, was with the band a lot, as you know.

She sat at Preacher’s side, or whoever Preacher allowed her to prop up when they needed it.

But mostly, she sat at Preacher’s side because he never let on once he needed someone to prop him up.

I’d know a lot later he’d been listing for a really long time, in search of Lyla, the only woman on the planet who had the strength to stand at his side and prop him up.

She did not interfere with the band.

She never said dick.

She had no opinion…ever.

The band was the band.

She was Lyla.

Sometimes that came as Lyla and Preacher.

Sometimes that came as Lyla the muse of Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters.

Sometimes it came as Lyla being what Lyla was to each of us.

But mostly, it was Lyla, and Lyla didn’t so much as bang a fuckin’ tambourine for the Roadmasters.

Preach might try to drag her in.

Tommy did too.

And I’ll admit, there were times I did too.

She wouldn’t budge.

The band was the band.

And Lyla was Lyla.

And that morning, sippin’ her coffee to be nice to Dave who ordered it for her, it began.

She sat next to Preacher, silent, terminally pretty, totally clueless to the fact that every dude in the diner was checking her out, those dudes unable to do shit because she was tucked to Preacher’s side, and he was brutally handsome.

 

After a while, she turned to him and whispered in his ear, so they slid out of the booth and we all watched them go to a payphone.

She made a call with Preacher standing at her side like she couldn’t dial without his presence, and while she did, that was when Josh showed.

I don’t remember if she ate breakfast with us, I do remember the coffee.

I also remember Josh was the only one who voiced bein’ pissed she was with us, this after we all got over the fact she was with us.

So, when they got back to the booth, Josh shot off his mouth.

Preach was screwin’ himself up, ready to rumble, but Lyla got in there first and said, “I just called my friend to come get me.”

“Good,” Josh says. “Maybe you can wait outside for her.”

That was Josh. Wouldn’t leave it alone.

Lyla had tried.

“And maybe we can leave your ass here when we go to Lafayette,” Preach shoots back.

“You are fuckin’ kiddin’ me,” Josh says.

“Just shut up, would you?” Tim says to Josh.

“No bitches, it’s the rule,” Josh says to all of us.

Preach starts screwin’ up again, because in general he did not like women to be called bitches, and Josh knew that.

Referring like that to Lyla?

Shit.

Tommy gets into it then.

“If you know what’s good for you, just shut the fuck up, Josh,” he says.

“I see how it is,” Josh says.

“You’ve got no fuckin’ clue,” Tom says. “But you better get one, and fast.”

Well, Lyla, she does not like this shit.

Not at all.

Not about her, but just sayin’.

Not at all.

Conflict was absolutely not her scene.

She forces down a few more sips of her coffee and then says good-bye to everyone and she and Preach slide out.

He stands with her outside and he’s got her hair held at the back of her head all bunched up in his big fist and it’s not a secret.

Everyone knows.

All of us, at some point, ’cept Josh and Tom, crushed on her.

That’s when mine began.

I wanted to be the man standing with her outside that diner while she waited for her ride, resting my forearm on her shoulder, my fingers in her hair.

But, you know, Preacher was gentle with women. Saw it with my mom and sisters. Saw it with him and all his chicks.

The only time I ever knew him to use his powers for what could be considered nefarious reasons was when he told a girl who wanted him to go down on me.

But that was Preach.

His brother was in need, anyone he cared about was in need, he went all out and dealt with the moral consequences later.

Case in point, dealing with Nick.

But I’ll tell you, I never saw him like that with a girl.

There was usually a lot more PDA for one.

 

Boiling it down, she was China to him before she was China to the rest of the band, that’s all I’m sayin’.

 

Her ride comes and Christ.

I mean, Christ.

Watchin’ those two say good-bye.

Christ.

We didn’t know.

He didn’t know.

She didn’t know.

But it was like we all knew, you know?

Christ.

 

He didn’t kiss her.

But he did stand outside that diner a long time after she got in her friend’s car and took off.

And yeah, that’s where “The Back of You” came from.

Yeah.

“Give Then Take” and “The Back of You” were the songs we cut for our first demo.

Balls to the wall rock and a rock ballad that’d make Hitler weep.

The first two hits we had.

Big hits.

And…

Yeah.

 

He finally comes back in, his breakfast is cold, but that isn’t why he pushes it away.

Dave pounces ’cause that’s Dave.

“You didn’t even fuckin’ kiss her, dude. What’s up with that?”

“She’s seventeen.”

That got all our attention.

Especially Tommy’s.

“Say what?” Tommy asks.

“Not yours,” Preach told him. “She was the older sister of the one Jesse banged.”

He looked at the rest of us.

“But yeah, all of yours.”

“There is no way the woman I had last night was seventeen,” I said.

Because…

Fuck.

I mean, you gotta know, I was all about the rubbers. What happened to Penny.

Fuck yeah.

But I was all about them being fuckin’ legal too.

And Tommy absolutely was.

No way he was gonna bust his balls for that band and have any of us go down for something that stupid.

Stupid and illegal.

“Wrong,” Preacher says to me.

[Shakes head]

First and last, sister.

That girl was the first and she was the damned last.

After that, I’d goddamn card if I needed to. You know what I’m sayin’?

“I’ll kiss her when she’s eighteen,” Preach decrees then looks at Tommy. “Which is when we’re comin’ back to Indy. In four months. When Lyla is eighteen.”

 

It’s weird, doin’ this.

[Sits back, sighs]

It all comes into focus, doin’ this.

You know, I knew.

Later, I got it.

But talkin’ about it like this now?

Crystal-clear focus.

 

After we left Indy, Preach tore the lid off.

And I’ll tell you what.

Serious as fuckin’ shit. You lookin’ at my face?

[Points at face]

[Off tape]

Yes, I’m looking.

So, you see I’m serious as shit when I say I was pissed way the fuck off.

I did not get it.

You know?

Lyla, at the booth at breakfast with us being…Lyla.

And Christ, from Lafayette to when it all went down, he’s fuckin’ anything that moves. Booze. Pot. Blow.

Mostly booze.

And blow.

Even let loose, back then, Preacher had a rein on it. It was like he knew. She wasn’t there, he let go, it’d get ugly.

He had iron control, that guy, and he might get loose, he might get laid, he might get happy, but he never let go.

 

Now, I know that was when we started building our reputation.

Good guy, gentlemen rockers who knew how to blow out a set, have a good time and left the women smiling.

But I still have an issue with it. If he was right here, even now, I’d have no problem getting in Tom’s shit about how he supported it.

Egged it on.

Enabled it.

And okay.

[Raises hands and presses out repeatedly]

It’s rock ’n’ roll.

It’s the life we all wanted.

Freedom.

Be who you are, do what you like and make yourself happy.

I get that.

But this was after Lyla.

 

Preacher didn’t call her that whole time.

That, I got right in his shit about.

And okay on that too, because he had a good excuse.

But it’d take a while for me to get why he looked agonized when he said it.

“She’s seventeen, brother. Senior year of high school, friends, gettin’ the grades, parties, graduation, she’s set on goin’ to college. She doesn’t need some twenty-three-year-old creep in a rock band two states away callin’ her ass and fuckin’ shit up for her. She’s gotta have her time. She has to live her moments. Not be here with me, when she’s not here with me, not livin’ her moments or mine because she’s two fuckin’ states away.”

I remember the look on his face. The way he shook his head.

First time in my life I saw Preacher McCade look lost.

“I’m givin’ her time,” he finished.

 

[Off tape]

He was working it out.

[Nods]

He was working it out.

Trying to get all the shit out so it’d be gone when he had her.

[Nods continually]

I get it now.

He was working it out.

Whacked as it is, he was doing all that shit for Lyla.

 

We cut the demo a few months after Lyla.

And I don’t know if Tom sold plasma, or maybe a kidney, wouldn’t put it past him for either, but he also had singles pressed and tapes made.

Sold them out of the back of the camper.

Extra cash.

Like, a lot of it.

And then, you know, wasn’t a gig we did where people weren’t singing right along with us.

And by then, we weren’t doing covers.

 

It was before cell phones.

Tommy got us booked at a club in Nashville we could not say no to. Big shit, this club. Scouts were there a lot. The real deal.

And when he did, he got us booked at a couple more down there.

We hadn’t hit Tennessee yet.

Illinois, Wisconsin, Michigan, Indiana, Ohio, Pennsylvania, sometimes Kentucky. Sometimes Missouri. That was our patch.

Tom wanted us wider.

A lot wider.

And he was all in to stretch that patch.

So, Preacher didn’t like it, but he couldn’t fight it, we were in Tennessee when Lyla turned eighteen.

That was when Preach called her.

No one picked up.

No answering machine.

He called again, someone answered, left a message.

She might have called back.

But if she did, we were gone, so she couldn’t reach him.

Tom told him to send her flowers.

I don’t know if he did or if he didn’t.

What happened, I reckon he didn’t.

But he should have.

 

[Off tape]

Isn’t Tennessee where the Roadmasters were born?

[Nods]

Yeah.

Tommy’s idea, no matter what Josh says. Ask Tim. Or Dave.

But I’m tellin you right here, it wasn’t Preacher’s idea.

He was not only not behind it, he tried to talk it down.

Truth be told, he wasn’t comfortable with it, his name out there, up front.

And I knew why.

Both reasons.

 

I could tell Tommy was geared up for it. I could tell he prepared. Had all his arguments ready.

And I knew before then he hated the name Zenith.

Said it was hair band name.

Said it was corny.

But, you know, we’d been on the road with that name for a while. Pressed records under that name with Zenith on the sleeve. Tapes.

Sent our demos to LA and New York with that name.

Preacher said it was lunacy to change it.

Tom said if we didn’t change it then, we’d never be able to change it.

He pulled out Joan Jett and the Blackhearts to get Timmy.

He pulled out Bruce Springsteen and the E Street Band, Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers and Bob Seger and the Silver Bullet Band to try to get Preach and me.

Dave didn’t care either way just as long as he got to play drums in whatever name the band was called.

Josh asked why Preacher.

“One, he’s got a kickass name. Two, he’s the lead singer. Three, he writes all the songs,” Tommy says.

“I write songs,” Josh says.

“He writes all the good songs,” Dave mumbles.

“Fuck you, Dave,” Josh says.

 

Now, seriously, again, all comes into focus doing this linear-like, yeah?

I do not know why we didn’t lose that guy earlier.

Jesus.

 

“It’s Jesse’s band,” Tim says. “And Jesse Simms and the Roadmasters sounds cool too.”

“Yeah, it does,” Preach says.

“Cooler than Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters?” Tom asks.

Really, can you argue that?

I mean, time has told, but seriously, even then, that sounded cooler than the Zeniths or Jesse Simms.

Even Preach is stymied with that one ’cause his parents are garbage, but they gave him a kickass, rock ’n roll name.

At this juncture, knowing it’s gonna go down, Josh asks, “Why the Roadmasters?”

I mean, as my daughters would say…

Duh.

We had fucking groupies.

Our name packed bars and clubs in seven, eight states.

All this we earned not with radio play, but on the road.

Fuck, the guy could argue about anything.

 

Preach didn’t find any pussy that night.

He was in our room when I was in it.

And I honest to God didn’t have anything on my mind but what a pain in the ass Josh was.

So, I was bitchin’ about that and Preacher was looking at me like I had a screw loose.

I think I said, “You’re Henley, I’m Frey and he’s fuckin’ Felder, man.”

He comes up to me and grabs me by both sides of my neck and he bends over, you know, to get eye to eye to me, and what came next, I’ll never forget it.

He says, “We’re not Henley and Frey. We’re not anything but Simms and McCade. We’re the band, brother.”

He squeezes me real hard and shakes me and repeats it.

“We’re the fuckin’ band.”

 

[Clears throat]

You know, I love Tim and I love Dave and I love DuShawn.

But Preach was right.

Flat-out right.

No one can really argue it.

And I’ll call it before he even jammed with us, when I was standing in that truck bed and he was standing beside it.

It didn’t matter what it was called, that’s what he was saying to me.

It was him and me.

We were the band.

 

Preacher called Lyla again the first gig we played in Washington DC.

DC was a big town, and after that, Tom had us booked at places in NYC.

I mean, it was happening.

Tom had a reputation.

We had a reputation.

Professional, packed house, rock that house.

We had girls that followed us gig to gig, if they could.

Some guys too.

Tom made a phone call and they’d heard of us, of him, and they found us a slot.

The buzz, man, damn.

Getting closer to it.

Closer and closer.

Fuck, it was sweet.

I know Preach wanted to share that with Lyla.

And now, Tom had some chick in Cleveland who would answer calls at night if she was home but didn’t mind taking messages off an answering machine and giving them to Tommy when he called in, which he did, every night.

So, we had a kinda secretary.

[Laughs]

We were big time.

[Laughs more]

[Shakes head]

[Stops laughing]

So, [clears throat] Preach had a number to give her to call when he left a message.

He gave her that number.

She didn’t call.

 

[Off tape]

It was just Lyla being Lyla that won you all over at one breakfast?

[Nods]

Partly.

But remember, Preach and me shared a room.

There’d be nights he wasn’t drowned in Jack and buried in pussy.

We’d talk.

And he told you what it was about her?

Yeah.

He told me.

[Lengthy pause]

You’re not going to tell me, are you?

That’s Lyla’s to share.
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Jesse:

Lyla was eighteen and five months, all graduated, all legal, all good to go when we got back to Indy.

Instant our asses were in our room, Preacher goes right to the phone and calls her.

“Yeah, it’s me,” he says. “I’m in town. Tell her.”

He then slams down the phone and I was glad Tommy didn’t see that because he was not big on laying out cash to pay for damages and I knew that because Dave could get [does air quotes] clumsy.

“Her dad?” I asked him.

“Her fuckin’ grandfather,” he says.

Then his jeans are gone, on goes the Rangers cap and his ratty-ass cutoff sweats, and it’s time not to talk to Preacher for two hours because he’s about to cause a traffic jam, hanging from some sign by the street, lifting his knees to his chest alternating doing pull ups.

 

I didn’t hear it.

You know.

The call.

I was off with a chick who was one of the chicks I thought could be the chick.

So, I was hanging with her and didn’t get to the guys until breakfast at the diner.

Preach wasn’t there.

When he didn’t show, they voted me to go get him, which partly had to do with me and Preach being tight but mostly was about me having the key.

I hit our room.

The curtains are pulled, lights out, but music is happening because Preach is on his bed in the dark with his acoustic guitar, strummin’ nonsense that from his fingers sounds like a symphony.

“What the fuck, brother?” I ask.

“I was wrong,” he says, still strumming.

“About what?” I ask.

“About Lyla,” he says.

I mean, man…

Shit.

“What happened?” I ask.

“She listens to Janet Jackson.”

I knew what he was saying.

It wasn’t that she listened to Janet, which she did.

It was that he wasn’t gonna talk about it.

And he didn’t.

 

Now, it was one thing, following the lead of a bulldozer like Tommy Mancosa.

It was something else, when Preacher goes all in.

You heard it.

You know it.

Everyone says it.

They say for the Roadmasters, it was a rocket rise.

Now you know that’s bullshit.

Hours in my garage. Miles on the road. Havin’ beer bottles thrown at us. Fat lips and shiners and asshole bar managers who didn’t wanna pay.

But after Lyla did what she did, if that could conceivably be our destination, Preacher was not gonna fuck around with making it straight to the top.

And he didn’t.

And he dragged us right along with him.

 

We eventually get the call from LA, Preacher does not give that first shit they didn’t even pay for our asses to get out there.

The camper-truck had bit the dust along the way and Tom’d bought us a secondhand RV that was about a half a step up from the camper, but at least it was more room.

That bastard barely made it across Nebraska.

But we made it.

 

“Do you have work to fill an album?” the dude from the record label asks.

I mean, we drove across the country, asshole.

You couldn’t ask that over the phone?

[Shakes head]

“Yeah,” Tommy tells him.

The guy looks at his calendar, pushing pages back and forth, and says, “We have an hour’s studio time the week after next. Can you make it at eight thirty? Play us a few more of your songs?”

The week after next?

Tom managed the funds, but sittin’ on our asses in LA, not earning, after we hauled those asses across the country, we probably don’t got enough bread to make it to the end of the week.

“Send a scout to our gig,” Tom tells him.

“What gig?” the guy asks.

“I’ll call you,” Tom says.

 

No contacts, nothin’, but a network that would make the World Wide Web look like a joke in the Midwest and East, Tom gets us a gig in a club on the Sunset Strip, playing a set at a slot deep in the night when everyone’s soused or so high, they think they can touch the moon.

But he tells the label.

The label sends a scout.

I don’t know if it was his plan all along or if it was just a stroke of luck.

They had us in a studio two days later.

But we signed the afternoon before.

 

You know, we were Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters by then, but it didn’t become Preach’s band until we were in that studio.

He didn’t know dick about producing and engineering.

But he learned.

He played.

He sang.

And he sat at the board with Hans, the engineer, and Daniel, the producer the label gave us, and they turned out that album.

He also made certain my ass was sitting right next to him.

I didn’t know dick about any of that shit either.

But I learned too.

Tom found us a squat to crash in. But mostly, if we weren’t in the studio, we were going to shows.

Nothing like the LA music scene.

Not even in New York.

It was fucking phenomenal.

And the women there.

The drugs.

Along with the music?

Christ, you could have anything you wanted, anywhere you went, all under sunny skies and around seventy degrees.

I sat in that booth with Preach and Dan and Hans because that was where Preacher wanted me.

But I wanted to be out with Dave and Tim in LA.

Because for the first time ever…

I was in love.

 

[Off tape]

That album was dark.

Like I said, caught between the light and the dark.

[Laughs sharply]

And yeah. That album was about Preach’s time in Louisiana to how he’d been led astray by Lyla and it was dark. Angry. Bookended by “Give Then Take” and “Night Lies.” Preach’s journey from being seriously fucked over by his parents to being fucked over by a sweet, quiet, seventeen-year-old girl who he spent one night with and didn’t touch except to hold who was more woman than the countless women he’d fucked.

Yeah, it was dark.

And Lyla didn’t miss it.

[Shakes head]

No, Lyla didn’t miss it.

No one fuckin’ missed it.

 

Now, I know you know this, but it’s important to say it.

This was after Guns ’n Roses hit.

But before anything big came out of the Seattle scene.

Our sound wasn’t an LA sound.

And it wasn’t Mellencamp.

We’re from Indiana, and Louisiana, and there’s anger and anguish in this album, yeah?

Before Nirvana.

Pearl Jam. Soundgarden. Alice in Chains.

This was the sweet spot of the death throes of the hair band.

This was beyond “Welcome to the Jungle.” And it was nothing like “Sweet Child o’ Mine.”

It wasn’t “Smells Like Teen Spirit” or “Alive” either.

It stood alone.

In that world, it was important to stand alone.

You found that place, you had the talent to back it up, that place was your place.

Forever.

We found that place.

Now, I don’t know how Tom maneuvered that gig so a scout could come out and see us in our element, even if we were new to that particular scene.

And we’d been on the road years, workin’ our asses off.

But that shit there.

[Taps arm of chair with one finger]

Yeah.

That was straight-up serendipity.

 

Daniel played that album for the label with the band there, and I’ll never forget their fuckin’ faces.

[Smiles broadly]

Oh no, I’ll never forget that.

The big dude, three-piece suit, sitting back in his chair behind his big desk, smoking a cigarette that was rolled in black paper, I’d never seen anything like that.

“Night Lies” finishes, he reaches out, wears a goddamn pinkie ring with a big-ass diamond in it.

Hits a button on his phone.

Then he says, “Linda,” or whatever the fuck his secretary’s name was, “get the Roadmasters on open for Bobby Sheridan and the Mustangs.”

Bobby Sheridan.

Big name back then.

We heard that, we thought we’d hit the mother lode.

[Chuckles]

Bobby, decent guy, at first.

Didn’t know what was about to hit him.

 

[Off tape]

There’s quite a bit of animosity between the Mustangs and the Roadmasters.

The Mustangs, yeah.

The Roadmasters, we’re above that.

[Laughs]

You outplayed them.

[Gets up, moves to the stereo cabinet, opens door. Pulls out album. Comes back. Flips album to show cover of Night Lies. Sepia. The band walking down a deserted road, their backs to the camera, McCade the closest, Josh Hardy the farthest. Flips cover, sepia of band closeup, head and shoulders, all in a line, leaning on each other one way or another, except Hardy who’s standing removed.]

That went gold, eventually went platinum and beyond.

But in the beginning, we sold twice that many posters of that cover, sister.

[Laughs loud and hard]

Preacher had a great ass.

[Returns album and resumes his seat. Sits back.]

[Quietly] But yeah, fuck yeah, we outplayed them.

[Grins]

Practice.

 

[Off tape]

There’s been a good deal of speculation that “Dirtbag” was about Nick Pileggi and what he did to your sister but no one in the band has confirmed or denied that.

It’s all in the name, sister.

[Stares steadily]

It’s all in the name.

 

[Off tape]

It’s known that Lyla comes back to the band around this time. Is that correct?

[Nods]

Chicago.

 

We’re on tour, opening for Bobby and the guys. Before the tour launched, they’d released “Give Then Take,” there’s a lot of push behind it, it hits the charts. Gets up to number eleven.

They follow that up with “The Back of You,” that hits seven.

And we are, [draws out] fuckin’ hell.

We are on fire.

Preacher walks onstage every night and he’s a man with a goddamned mission to make every girl cream her panties and every guy contemplate suicide because they aren’t as cool as him.

I mean, I don’t know if this was a conscious thought, but this is what he did.

I knew he could command a stage but there’s a big difference between a bar or a club and an arena, you know? You gotta have some serious shit to command that kinda space, you know?

I was right, way back when, when I saw him walk into my garage, the way that big man moved, looked, held a guitar.

I was right.

And he was right.

It is not vain to say it.

Preacher was right.

I was a rock star.

 

That was why he put me in the middle. He never said it, but that’s why.

Him to my left.

Tim to my right.

Lead is usually in the middle.

Preacher never moved from his spot except to come to the middle and sing with me in my mic. But that was rare.

That was also why every song he wrote was all about the bassline.

Even before I started writing with him, Preach was all about the bassline. There was nothing ever simple about a Roadmasters’ bassline. It was always complex.

He gave that to me because he knew I could do it.

He gave that to me because he knew it’d make me shine.

 

We had our little fiefdoms.

I don’t know how other bands did it, I’d seen a lot of acts, and I watched how they worked the stage, but I didn’t know how they did it among themselves, you know?

And I never asked because I didn’t want their thing to mess with our mojo.

Dave had his space. Tim his. Preach his. Me mine. And yeah, Josh behind Tim, he had his, he just didn’t know how to use it.

You watch footage, we interacted with eyes and smiles, nods of heads.

And we each ruled our little fiefdom.

It worked.

We weren’t running around the stage.

We weren’t each trying to reach out to every inch of the audience.

We also didn’t just stand at our mics and sing.

We engaged.

And that’s it.

What no one could put their finger on, but we knew.

Critics. Fans.

They couldn’t say what it was.

But that was it.

We didn’t need to run around, and we didn’t need to get up in each other’s space.

We were tight.

A team.

A squadron.

We did not come to you, you came to us, and you took what you got depending on where your seat was.

And it was our job, together and individually, to make you love it.

 

But tell me this, Tim’s doin’ one of his edgy, punk-like solos and Preacher McCade walks out from behind his mic and stands close to the edge of the stage, his side to the audience, his eyes glued to Tim, where do you look?

He’s not part of the audience.

He’s king, man.

And he doesn’t want you to look at him.

He’s also not showin’ you where to look.

He’s telling you where to look.

That’s command.

He gave that to Tim. To me. To Dave. And fuck him he says different, but watch the footage, it’ll tell you, even to Josh.

I did too. I gave that too.

We did that because it was our band.

And it was ours to give.

 

Right. We’re in Chicago and Bobby’s already done with us.

I mean, it’s his tour, and he starts to get boos when we only do one encore and his band comes out? And we’re doin’ fuckin’ encores as the lead-in act?

[Shakes head]

He should have worked that. He could have worked that. He could have fed off that.

It’s the opener who’s supposed to start to build the frenzy. It’s the headliner who brings it home. And if they gotta use the opener in part to do that, they do.

He could have included us in his set, played the big man. We did that all the time with openers who were up and coming and caught the crowd during their set.

We’re brothers-in-guitars, man.

Everybody’s got an ego.

Use yours for good.

[Shakes head again]

Wasted opportunity.

 

Anyway, we’re done and backstage and we’d all tagged our girls, right? Security knew who to pull from the audience. We had that signal down, sister, let me tell you.

[Smiles]

First thing most of us learned how to do on the tour.

So, Tom’s back in our dressing room with us, and I’m close, ’cause, see, I still have that girl in Indy who I think’s the one and Chicago is close to Indy and she’s with me so I’m bein’ good.

[Grins]

Preach is sitting, holding court, girls all over him, he’s close too.

We both hear a security guy come up to Tom and say the name “Lyla.”

Now my throat kinda constricts. I remember that because it was a weird feeling.

But Preacher…

Preacher’s face goes stone-cold.

Tom looks to Preach, and Preacher shakes his head.

Then Tommy takes off with the security guard and you know, at that time, I’m not her biggest fan. Right?

So, do I give a fuck?

No.

I don’t.

But I forgot, yeah?

I forgot, you do not wrong Preacher McCade, be it through someone he cares about, or we were all about to learn, just doing it to Preacher McCade.

 

I don’t know how, maybe it was the tequila and dexies, but I also forgot half the songs on the album I just played for twenty thousand people and what the words to those songs said.

About Lyla.

Yeah.

Fuck.

I forgot that too.

 

We’re heading out to our bus, which is not that shitty camper or the shitty RV that took its place, it’s huge and it’s pimp, the guys, the groupies, some roadies, and the path from venue to bus is lined with security holding back screaming girls.

I saw her.

Standing there.

That hair.

Those eyes.

Lyla.

Wearing a black trench coat because it was cold and rainy and Chicago. Only girl out there wearing a coat.

I saw her standing without moving surrounded by all those screaming girls, watching Preacher walk with a groupie under each arm to the bus.

 

I also saw Preach take Tommy aside before he got on the bus and Tommy peeled off.

That wasn’t unusual.

Ask and ye shall receive from Tommy.

I thought Preacher had seen a girl in the crowd he wanted.

At that point, I had no fuckin’ idea Preach could be that motherfucking sinister.

No fucking clue.

 

By now you know Tom was pretty regimented.

And he didn’t miss a trick.

Our songs on the charts, it’s their tour and the Mustangs are getting booed after our set.

And with our roadwork, we already owned the Midwest.

He had things worked out with the label.

We did not stay in the same hotel as the Mustangs because the Mustangs hated our guts.

But also, because we could not demand the biggest suite in the hotel if we did.

That, Tom had designated as the party suite.

And each of us got our own suites beyond that.

But Preacher slept in the party suite.

He just moved off to the bedroom with whoever was his chosen one that night, closed the doors on the din, and did his thing, which gave Tom the high sign when it was time to clear everyone out.

Even if it was the band.

 

This did not, by the way, make Josh happy.

 

But we were in full swing.

It was before any of us took off with our private parties to our suites.

Perfect timing.

So, I was there.

Booze. Lines. Spliffs. Girls. Roadies. All of that was there too.

Pretty sure Dave was behind the bar, pouring shots at the same time getting a blowjob.

And it was orchestrated, sister, down to the placement of each girl.

One in Preach’s lap.

One on the floor, sitting between his feet, her head on his knee.

One hanging around the back of the chair, practically curled around his shoulders.

Rock god and his harem.

And Tommy walks her in, in her fuckin’ trench coat.

Preach had told Tommy to go back and get her and then bring her there so she could see that.

See she’d been replaced.

[Off tape]

A number of women would find it flattering a man maneuvered a situation to show her that it took three women to replace her.

I don’t think Lyla was feelin’ all that flattered.

 

You know, you should never set anyone up to be a hero.

There are no heroes.

Men are men.

Women are women.

We’re all human.

We are all capable of doing righteous shit.

And we’re all capable of being gigantic assholes.

 

I was standing by the window, contemplating taking my girl to my room to party a different way when I saw Lyla come in.

She stopped dead, staring at Preacher.

I don’t know if she stood there one second or an hour.

It felt like an hour.

I just know she went real pale, didn’t say a goddamn word, just stood there before she turned so fast her hair swung out behind her and ran out.

And yeah.

She didn’t go fast.

She ran.

 

[Off tape]

Josh Hardy has a very different version of events than others who’ve spoken of what happened next.

Josh doesn’t know dick. Never did. Never got his shit together to learn.

It’s accepted legend that his telling of his version got him kicked out of the Roadmasters.

Rule one of any band: You’re in the band, you don’t talk trash about the band.

Rule two of the Roadmasters: You’re in the band, you don’t talk trash about Lyla.
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Interviewer’s Spoken Word Notes, Transcribed:

The town is quaint.

Town square. Shops. Coffee houses. Restaurants. Bars.

Surrounded by mountains.

It used to be the capital of Arizona when Arizona was a territory.

The road that leads from the town to the property is two blocks from the square. Lined with graceful Victorian houses. Steep grades.

Once out of the city, it’s winding, mostly wooded, partly cliffside.

Quite a number of houses thins out to a very few.

Some miles in, and up, a sign shares it’s well over a mile above sea level.

The drive from the city is at least fifteen minutes, maybe twenty.

The road to the property is dirt, very steep grade.

Property can be seen from the dirt road through trees, but the lane direct to the property leads around to the back.

Cabin is built into the mountain.

Lane and a large area are carved out of the farther elevation of the mountain and includes a large, double cab, silver GMC Sierra and a red Jeep Cherokee.

Stairs down to the door that is used as entry but is not the front of house.

Small area carved out to the side of the stairs where there’s a deck covered in rugs and boho-style outdoor furniture with a number of pillows and throws. The area carved out of the mountain is set with braces in which shelves are built, carrying a variety of pots filled with trailing green plants. Flying awnings cover this area.

The door is opened before I arrive.

 

Lyla is still blond, and even though now fifty-one years old, her face is unlined.

Her famously curvy body is clothed in wide-legged, Carolina-blue lounge pants, a white tee with a deep V-neck and a long, cream duster cardigan.

Her feet are in pink UGGs.

She has diamond studs in her ears. The diamonds are large, but not ostentatious.

And she has a necklace that is a cursive word with another diamond at the end of it sitting at the base of her throat.

The word is: Lynie.

 

Lyla:

[Off tape]

Can you start with why you’ve decided to speak with me? You’re famously silent on all subjects.

A lot of people have a lot of things to say about my life.

I figure it’s time to set the record straight.
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Lyla:

[Off tape]

I have a number of questions, but with Jesse, he’s told the story from beginning to end. I’d like to ask you to do the same. But can you start in Chicago?

[Turns head to look out the window]

Chicago.

 

You’d been brought by Tom Mancosa to—

[Turns head back]

I remember Chicago.

[Shakes head]

[Whispering] Preacher.

 

I ran out.

I don’t know what I expected.

Amber got their album. She listened to it. She was livid. So angry.

She and Jen talked about whether to tell me, make me listen, but then they heard “Give Then Take” on the radio and they decided I’d hear it eventually and it would be better for them to tell me and be around when I heard it.

And they were around when I heard it.

So, I don’t know what I expected, because obviously, he’d gotten it wrong.

And he was very, very angry.

 

It was Jen’s idea to go up to Chicago.

Not with me.

Her and Amber, to find their way backstage and give him a piece of their mind.

I talked them down.

But then, the idea of going to Chicago for their show was in my head.

The Mustangs weren’t coming down to Indy, you see. Not on that leg. They were going east and would hit Indy on the swing back west. Which wouldn’t be for months.

I honestly didn’t think I’d get backstage.

I had no idea how I managed to get that far.

It was my first indication of just how powerful a pair of tits and a thick head of hair could be.

Especially when it came to anyone who had anything to do with rock ’n’ roll.

 

I should have left, when they refused to let me in their dressing room.

I also don’t know why I stuck around to watch them walk to their bus.

Maybe I just wanted to see Preacher in that place.

He’d made it, or he was making it, I knew how very much it meant to him to do that, and I was hurt.

But I was glad for him.

 

And then when Tommy came to me and said Preacher wanted to talk to me, I should have walked away.

And when we were in the back of that limo and I could tell we were wasting time, driving around, I should have asked them to take me to the train station or just asked them to drop me off right where we were so I could grab a taxi or find my way to the L.

There were a lot of “should ofs” in my time with Preacher McCade.

 

But I didn’t do any of that.

I went with Tom to the hotel.

I rode up the elevator with him.

And I walked into that room and saw Preacher with those girls.

Then I ran away.
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“Lyla! Goddammit! Lyla!”

Okay, all right.

Walk fast.

There were taxis on the street in big cities.

Walk fast to the street and get a taxi.

Wait, there were probably taxis at the hotel.

Should I go back?

Did I have enough money for a taxi?

I didn’t know. I’d never paid for a taxi.

What if I didn’t?

I had money to take the L to the venue, return ticket, which meant getting back, something I’d already bought.

And I had money to buy coffee and breakfast on the train on the way home.

When did my train leave?

It was ten. Maybe ten fifteen.

The next morning.

That was hopeful.

That Preacher would talk to me and I’d need a train out the next day.

But they had a lot of trains from Chicago to Indy.

Maybe I could get on the next one. Maybe it didn’t matter what time the ticket you had said, as long as you had a ticket.

I felt the fingers close around my arm.

I jerked it when they did, hard.

I also looked back.

Was his name Jesse?

Yes, Jesse.

God, I didn’t even really know their names.

Why was this such a big deal?

One night.

One night with some guy in a band.

A couple of sips of coffee the next morning.

Why was this such a big deal?

“Hang on, Lyla.”

He still had his hand on me.

“Let me go.”

“Come back.”

Was he insane?

Come back?

And what?

Take a number?

I shook my head.

“No,” I said. “No way. I’ve gotta catch a train.”

“I’ll get you to the station. Hell, I’ll get you back to Indy. Just come back. Talk. Yeah?”

“No,” I repeated.

His expression changed.

“Why are you here?”

Why was I there?

Good question.

“I don’t know,” I told him.

“You heard the album.”

Yes.

Oh yes.

I’d heard the album.

“Night Lies” was my favorite.

That was why I was there.

“This was a bad idea,” I said to Jesse, pulling at my arm.

“There’s a reason you’re here and there’s a reason why Preach did not walk right by you and get in that bus and go on with his night and leave you in his rearview. Now,” he let me go, “it’s up to you whether you want me to fix it so you both can sort out whatever shit is goin’ down.”

I turned and started walking away.

I stopped when Jesse jumped in front of me.

“Shit, I didn’t think you’d go,” he muttered.

“Get out of my way, please,” I requested.

“Listen, Lyla—”

“You know, he got it wrong, and you know, he could have freaking called to know how wrong he was getting it.”

I then moved to sidestep Jesse because I really did not like the look on his face when I said all that.

“Okay, okay, yeah,” he said, walking beside me. “I think he got it wrong, Lyla. Let me make it so he can make it right.”

“I don’t want him to make it right,” I lied.

“Okay, my girl is here from Indy and I haven’t seen her in months and I’m out here with you, without a coat, and it’s fuckin’ cold, and it’s about to rain, and I’d rather be in there with her, so do me a solid here, yeah? Come back with me.”

I kept walking, with him beside me, and pointed out, “I’m not stopping you from going back.”

“Where are you going?”

I had no idea.

Damn.

I stopped and looked around.

Then I looked to him.

“Do you know anything about train tickets?’

His chin shifted back into his neck. “Say what?”

“Train tickets. Like, if you have one for one time, can you get on one for another time?”

“When’s your train leave?”

I was not telling him that.

“Do you know the answer to my question?”

“No.”

Again.

Why did I come to Chicago?

I looked him in the eyes. “Go back to your girl, Jesse.”

“When’s your train leave, Lyla?”

I changed my mind in order to answer and hopefully end this conversation.

“Tomorrow at ten,” I told him. “And I just need to get to the station and hang out until then.”

“That’s a lot of hours from now.”

Whatever.

I made to walk again but Jesse stepped in front of me.

“You can’t be a girl alone waiting all night in the train station in Chicago.”

He was right.

But this was my only choice because I was a huge idiot.

I was wrong about that night in that motel room.

Preacher McCade wasn’t what he’d convinced me he was.

He was what I’d thought he was when I first saw him and that band.

A rock stud out to get laid.

Okay, so he was an insanely good-looking rock stud.

But he was a rock stud.

And I didn’t need this.

Not now.

Especially not now.

He’d already kicked me when I was down…twice.

No, counting him pretending to be what he was not in that motel room, it was three times.

So, I definitely did not need this.

Oh yes.

I was a huge idiot.

“We have a suite,” Jesse said. “We’ll take the bed, you take the couch, and I’ll get you in a taxi tomorrow to meet your train. Deal?”

“I’m not going to cramp your style with your girl and I’m not getting anywhere near Preacher.”

He lifted his hands up to his sides, palms out in the “don’t shoot” gesture and shook his head. “No Preacher.” He crossed his heart. “My vow. And we got a door.” He grinned. “And we’ll be quiet.”

I blew out a breath and looked beyond him. “You shouldn’t need to be quiet, reunited with your girl.”

“She isn’t loud anyway, Lyla,” he cajoled. “Come on. Yeah?”

I studied him, and as I did, I realized it was going to rain and it was scary cold as only Chicago could be.

And I probably would be okay, hanging all night at the train station.

But then again, maybe I wouldn’t.

And what happened when you took a taxi and couldn’t pay?

Did they arrest you?

“No Preacher?” I asked dubiously.

His face got hard. “Way he played tonight, babe. No Preacher. No fuckin’ way. That’s a promise.”

I didn’t know where the L was.

I might not have enough money for a taxi.

It was cold.

My train didn’t leave for at least nine hours.

It was about to rain.

And I was a massive idiot, coming to Chicago without any emergency cash, not even knowing why I was there.

“I’m out of there if he shows,” I muttered, turning back and deciding I liked Jesse because he looked very relieved, and I was telling myself this was because he was getting me out of the cold.

“He won’t show,” Jesse assured me.

He fell in step beside me again as we walked back.
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[Off tape]

Do you know who told Preacher that you were there?

Yes.

Josh.

I would not put it past that guy to follow Jesse when he chased after me.

But I saw him in the lobby when we came back, watching.

 

Everyone thinks it’s because he mouthed off to the press, that was why he was kicked out of the band.

But it wasn’t.

That was just the excuse Preacher used.

As contradictory as it was, and Preacher could be that, it was because Jesse had made me a promise, even if, in the end, it was a promise Preacher wouldn’t have wanted him to keep.

But Josh made it so Jess couldn’t keep it.

And Preacher was all about keeping promises.

That is why Josh was kicked out of the band.

Because he’s…a fucking…sneak.

And Preacher McCade could not abide a sneak.
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Jesse introduced me to his girl.

Her name was Cynthia.

And I did not like her.

I hid that from her and Jesse because really, it was none of my business.

In a few hours, I’d be out of there anyway.

I realized right away that it wasn’t that she didn’t want me around, I would have gotten that.

She didn’t care I was around.

Watching her, I could see she wanted to go back up to the big suite and party with the band.

Now, if Preacher was mine like I thought he was after that night we’d shared, and I hadn’t seen him in months, I would not want to party with anyone.

I’d just want Preacher.

Jesse got her talked into their room behind the doors and I threw down my bag, took off my coat and wondered if it’d be uncool to call Amber or Jen.

They could drive up and get me faster than it’d take for me to catch my train.

And they would.

But it was a long-distance call, and no doubt the hotel charged for those, and the band was big time now so a little charge to Indy probably was no big deal to them.

But that was not how I rolled.

And anyway, it was a lot to ask Amber or Jen.

So, I’d made my decision, I was going to stick with it.

I’d borrow some cash from Jesse to get to the station in the morning, I’d ask him where I could send the money to pay him back and I’d sleep in a hotel suite for the first time in my life.

On the couch.

That was okay by me.

It wasn’t in a big train station with strangers milling around me.

And I wasn’t wandering out in the cold in the middle of the night, trying to find the L.

Of course, this was what I told myself, but I knew no way I could sleep.

Preacher was close to me.

I closed my eyes tight then opened them and walked to the window.

I leaned my shoulder against it, then my head.

Okay, it didn’t suck, staring at Jesse’s view of Chicago, which was awesome.

My head thudded on the window, I jumped so bad when there was a hammering on the door.

“Jesse! Open the fuck up!”

“Ohmigod, Preacher,” I whispered, standing frozen and staring at the door.

More hammering and, “Jesse! Open the motherfucking door!”

Jesse opened a door, the one to the bedroom, and came careening out of it in his jeans, no shirt, no shoes.

Okay, evidence was pointing at the fact I should have braved the cold and rain and milling strangers in a train station.

“I’ll get rid of him,” he assured me as he hightailed it to the door.

“Okay, just to say, this is not a fun party,” Cynthia, in panties and a bra with smeared lip gloss, pouted from the doorway to the bedroom.

I couldn’t keep my eyes on her.

Jesse was opening the door.

“Preach—” he stared.

He got no further as Preacher shouldered in, and he was a big guy, I figured his shoulder could get him in anywhere he wanted to go.

No problem, an open door.

I thought this as I stared at him standing in the same room with me and tried really hard to breathe.

“Are you shitting me?” Preacher asked Jesse, but his eyes were on me.

How I knew he was asking Jesse was anyone’s guess.

But Jesse knew it too, because he answered.

“Listen, she’s just crashing on my couch until I can get her to the station tomorrow. Her train takes off at ten.”

“Get out,” Preacher ordered, his eyes still glued to me.

And again, I knew he was talking to Jesse.

So did Jesse.

“Preach—” Jesse started.

Preacher shoved something Jesse’s way. “Here’s my key, use my room, and get out.”

“Preach, I pro—”

“Get out!” he roared in Jesse’s face.

Jesse stood solid and stared at him.

Then he said, “Talk to her.”

I closed my eyes.

Boy, he gave in easy.

“Yeah, we’ll talk,” Preacher snarled.

“Get your clothes, babe,” Jesse called to Cynthia.

I opened my eyes and I watched Preacher the whole time Jesse and Cynthia did their thing.

“I don’t need clothes, baby.”

“Get your clothes.”

“I just took them off.”

“Jesus, seriously?”

“We can party here. The more, the merrier.”

“Okay, no. Grab my shirt and boots and get over here. We’ll party upstairs.”

“Gotcha.”

The second the door closed behind them, I walked to my coat.

It was ripped out of my hand the instant my fingers closed around it.

I looked up at Preacher.

And really.

Really.

It sucked he was so beautiful.

That thick dark hair, those warm brown eyes.

I was tall.

Very tall.

He was taller.

Tall and built enough to accommodate three groupies.

“I’m leaving,” I told him.

“Why, baby?” he asked, crossing his arms on his chest with my trench still in one hand. “You got me.” He jerked his head toward the bedroom. “We got the equipment. Let’s get down to why you came to Chicago.”

I had never in my life been punched.

But that felt like one.

Right to the gut.

Okay…

Why had I come to Chicago?

“Give me my coat,” I snapped.

“You can have it after a blowjob.”

I winced.

And now I had a new question.

How was I so wrong about this guy?

“Give me my coat, Preacher,” I demanded.

“Told you how you can get it.”

“Give me my coat, Preacher,” I repeated.

“All right, you suck me, I’ll eat you, we’re even. That what you want?”

I slammed my hands on my hips.

“Why are you being like this?” I asked.

He leaned into me threateningly.

“I don’t know. Maybe because I met a girl, my girl. She listened to me in the dark. She shared with me in the dark. But really, she thinks I’m a loser creep in a rock band who rolls into town and all I want’s in her pants, and she’s got no time for me. But now that I’m opening for the Mustangs, she finds her way to Chicago and all the way backstage to try and get her hooks in me.”

He.

Did.

Not.

“She died.”

He blinked.

“Headaches,” I went on. “It started with that. She just thought they were headaches. Couldn’t get rid of one for three days, she went to the doctor. In three more days, she knew she had a brain tumor. In three months, she was dead.”

Preacher stood still as a statue.

“And I’d met this guy, right? He listened to me in the dark. He shared with me in the dark. My guy.”

I pounded my chest so hard, it made a noise, and his head jerked a little to the side with his flinch.

“My guy, except he doesn’t call me. He promises he’s gonna be back for my birthday, and then he’s not. Months and months, he doesn’t call me until he rolls into town and I think he wants in my pants, except, you see, I don’t have time to let him have that because I’m burying my mother.”

I was breathing really hard as I made to move around him.

“You can keep the coat,” I spat.

And then he was in front of me.

“Baby.”

I kept going, sidestepping him toward the door.

“Keep away from me, Preacher.”

“Lyla.”

I was almost to the door.

He wrapped his fingers around my arm.

I whirled on him. “Take your hand off me!”

“I didn’t know.”

“You thought I came up here because you’re opening for the Mustangs? I hate the Mustangs. They suck. Petty wannabes. And Petty sucks!”

“Now, cher, don’t be talkin’ smack about Petty,” he muttered.

Was he serious?

“Get your hand off me, Preacher McCade.”

“Come back into the room. Let’s talk.”

“We are not talking.”

“Lyla—”

I got up on my toes, as close to his face as I could get, and snapped, “Screw you! I needed to talk to you a year ago. I needed you when she was diagnosed. I needed you when she was dying. I needed you when Dad started pulling his crap.”

“What’d your dad try to do?” he growled.

“He didn’t try to do it. He did do it. He’s got Julia.”

His face turned to stone, then it gentled, and he tried to pull me to him, murmuring, “Baby.”

I pulled hard back, got free, slammed against the door, banging my head.

And then I was in his arms.

Oh God.

Oh God.

Those arms.

Those strong arms.

They felt so good.

I couldn’t bear it.

My legs gave out and I started crying.

Bawling.

God!

He somehow got me across the room and on the couch, and I pushed at him and tried to pull away.

But he clamped on tight, fell sideways, I went with him, then he rolled on top and he was heavy.

A heavy that felt awesome.

Damn it.

“Okay, Lyla, okay, cher, cool it enough to tell me what’s happening.”

“He-he…she wasn’t even in the dirt before he petitioned for custody. G-g-gram and Gramps t-t-tried to fight him but, money was tight, and our l-lawyer wasn’t very g-good and…and…her senior year! She’s with Dad!”

I gulped, choked, coughed, hiccupped, then kept bawling.

I shoved my face in his neck and used his skin to wipe my cheeks then pulled away and looked away, straining to get out from under him.

“I was so s-stupid to think you…just, you know, would want me and that you c-cared.”

I stopped straining, moving altogether, talking and crying when his big hands framed both sides of my head and he forced it to face him.

“You know better than that, Lyla,” he bit out.

I blinked tears out of my eyes.

“I was giving you space,” he clipped.

“I didn’t want space,” I shot back. “I told you to call me.”

“You were seventeen years old.”

“I know, that’s why you wouldn’t kiss me and…say, one of a myriad reasons why you wouldn’t call me.”

“Goddamn it.” He looked over my head. “Shit is real and she’s sayin’ words like ‘myriad.’”

“Preacher,” I snapped.

He looked down at me.

“I did not want to be that creep,” he stated.

That made me mad.

“You’re not a creep,” I retorted

“Not a creep, cher, that creep. That creepy twenty-somethin’ guy who preys on a seventeen-year-old.”

I blinked again for a different reason.

“Oh,” I mumbled.

“Yeah, oh,” he bit off. “And I did call.”

Uh-oh.

“You did?”

“On your birthday. After your birthday. At least a dozen times between your birthday and when we got back to Indy. And I’ll just say, your gramps thinks I’m a twenty-somethin’ creep.”

I rolled my eyes to look over my head.

“Babe,” he growled.

I looked back at him.

“Okay, just to say, we didn’t have a lot of time together so I might have been remiss in sharing my grandfather is a tad overprotective.”

He just growled with no words at that.

“And you know, I might have been so excited I met you, I told everybody, and well…he wasn’t a big fan of his granddaughter meeting some guy in a band.”

“You don’t say,” he drawled sarcastically.

“I didn’t think he would withhold your messages,” I told him.

And I didn’t.

“Well, I’m seein’ we both now realize, he did,” Preacher pointed out.

Yes, we now realized that.

But I also realized I had the answer to why Gramps was always racing to be the first to the phone for that stretch of time around my eighteenth birthday.

He lived with four women. He never raced to the phone.

I did not share that dawning knowledge with Preacher.

I just drew in breath and held it.

I let it go to say, “I didn’t come up here because you’re famous, Preacher.”

“I’m not famous, Lyla.”

“I didn’t come up here because you’re semi-famous and about to be super, double, extra famous, Preacher.”

He grinned at me.

Damn.

I looked away.

“Baby,” he whispered, his hands still on me, but he didn’t force me to look at him again.

“I heard the album,” I said to the coffee table.

He rested his forehead against my temple.

So sweet.

Preacher.

God.

I remember that the most.

So, so sweet.

From the very first words he spoke to me.

“This has been intense, but I’m glad.” I swallowed. “I’m glad we got things straight, but you can, you know, use Jesse’s bed and I’ll hang in the lobby until it’s time to—”

“Be quiet, Lyla,” he whispered in my ear.

I shut my eyes tight.

“I’m gonna kiss you now, baby.”

I shut my eyes tighter because I’d wanted that, dreamed of it, fantasized about it.

For what felt like forever.

But now…

“I don’t want a mouth on mine that another woman has had tonight, Preacher.”

“Fuck,” he breathed.

I hadn’t seen him kiss one of them.

Or other things.

But he had.

Damn.

I opened my eyes and again saw coffee table.

“You need to get off me so I can go to the lobby.”

“I thought you blew me off.”

I started pushing at his shoulders. “You need to get off now.”

“You know things about me only Jesse knows.”

I stopped pushing.

“No one, but them…cher, no one on this fuckin’ earth but Jesse knows what you know about me.”

I didn’t say anything.

“I am not a guy to cross,” he told me.

Well, I’d learned that.

“I was pissed, and I was hurt, and when I’m those, I lash out to hurt back. I did that, Lyla. I hold my hand up. I did that tonight to hurt you because you gutted me, you didn’t mean to, but you did. And now it’s done. And I’ve got my girl, and she’s got her man, and you lost your mom and he’s got your sister. And that is my sole fuckin’ focus. Are you with me?”

“Preacher—”

He read my tone and his hands on my head gave a gentle squeeze.

“Are you with me?”

I shut my eyes tight again.
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Lyla:

[Looks out the window]

I was with him.

I was always with Preacher.

Always.

 

[Off tape]

It’s public record your father lost custody of your younger sister Julia and she was returned to your grandparents three months before she graduated from high school, which was one month until her eighteenth birthday, an event which would have allowed her to return home of her own accord.

Yes.

It’s known, in the beginning, you were almost rabidly opposed to doing anything that could be construed as taking advantage of Preacher McCade’s wealth.

[Looks from window]

This was my sister.

You must be aware that there are a number of rumors about Tom Mancosa’s interactions with your father.

Preacher was protective of me.

And Tommy was protective of Preacher.

You’ve never used a last name. You’ve always been known solely as Lyla.

[Firmly]

Yes, I have.
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Jesse:

[Off tape]

It’s general knowledge that Bobby Sheridan demanded the Roadmasters be dropped from the tour after the incident in the hotel restaurant that next morning in Chicago.

[Laughs shortly]

Yeah.

[Shakes head]

Yeah. And for once, that wasn’t him being an asshole. That was punk-ass shit we pulled.

Lame, punk-ass shit.

 

Josh’d had a busy night that night, including talking to that reporter and spewing the bullshit lies he spewed.

But that’s no excuse.

Tom was getting calls from the label, from Bobby’s manager, from the National Enquirer, [shakes head again] from everybody.

And bad timing for Josh, Preacher was coming down for breakfast when Tom got in the elevator with him and Preacher’s already not happy with Josh.

So, he got an earful.

They show at the breakfast table, Josh is sittin’ there with me and Dave, and to this day, I wonder what screw he had loose that he did what he did and then showed at band breakfast like he hadn’t pulled that shit hours before.

But whatever screw it was, it was fuckin’ loose.

And when Preach and Tom got there, they were rarin’ to go.

When he’s ready to roll, it’s impossible to hold Preacher back, and not because he was such a big guy.

Only one who could do it was Tommy.

Unless Tommy was good to let loose.

And the shit that Josh said and what it might mean to the band?

Tom was good to let loose.

Josh had no hope.

I was just glad Preach left Lyla up in the room.

 

It’s rumored that Preacher gave Hardy a broken nose and jaw. The label then paid for his medical care and for him to quietly go away.

Listen, I don’t know anything about that.

Really, [holds up both hands and shrugs] that was done on a level way above me.

I know they were getting ready to drop “Night Lies” and the album was selling like crazy and Bobby was from the south and he hadn’t totally sold out dates in the Midwest and East and those dates were selling out because we were on the bill.

So, they’d do anything to keep us out on the road, promoting that album and selling concert tickets without anything weighing it down.

That’s all I know.

Honest.

 

I’ll tell you this, that was punk-ass shit we pulled, breaking up that restaurant with Preach and Tom delivering a beatdown on Josh.

But be it there, or admittedly it woulda been better somewhere else…

He deserved it.

What he told that reporter ran.

And it was lies.

But once it’s out there, it doesn’t matter it’s lies. It doesn’t matter it’s retracted. It doesn’t matter there’s an apology.

You never live that kind of shit down.

You probably know dozens of urban legends that have no kernel of truth to them, but you know them, and you see a picture or a movie or a TV show or hear a song from who they were about and it gives you pause.

Josh delivered a blow to the band and to Lyla that we’d never recover from, and we never did, case in point, Lyla talking to you about this shit, thirty years down the line.

And me sitting right here, backing her up.

And the dude had met her once.

He never fuckin’ knew her.

And since he was gone that morning, fired from the band, he never did get to know her.

So, if he had a broken nose and jaw, he deserved it.

And worse.

And if it was Preach’s fist that made those breaks.

Well then…

Good.

 

You know, what’s lost in this is that the guy had talent.

I lost track of how many bands picked him up after we ousted him.

And then they dropped him.

I also know he tried to start his own band, but that disintegrated when all his bandmates took a hike.

He’s doing session work now.

And you know what?

Anyone who gets him is getting one of the best.

But he did what he did to us and Lyla.

And now if he’s known at all, he’s known as the keyboardist who got chucked out of every band he joined and then he disappeared.

That’s not karma.

Josh, man, he earned that.

Worked for it, straight up.

 

The label did not pull us off the tour, as you know, and things got worse between Bobby, the Mustangs and us from there.

And it isn’t just here, talking to you about this now, where I look back and know I was glad for it.

In this life, you’re doin’ it right, you live, you learn.

Bobby Sheridan was a lot like us. He worked hard, but he hit it young.

When we were touring with him, we were in our early twenties, he was in his late twenties.

This dude wasn’t Eric Clapton.

He’d released three albums.

In this business, you don’t let your guard down. You take every opportunity offered to you, even if it doesn’t seem like an opportunity.

You make it one.

 

In that mess, I learned some very important things that meant my career lasted longer than a couple of albums.

From Josh, I learned no man is an island. Especially if that man’s in a band. And if you think about it, every man, and woman, is in a band. They just might not play instruments.

And you don’t shit where you live.

Last, and maybe most important, just don’t be a douche.

From Bobby I learned never, not ever, to believe my own hype.

 

Lyla:

The breakfast.

[Smiles, shakes head]

That breakfast.

I have to say, to this day, I still don’t know if I’m glad Preacher left me upstairs.

Or if I wish I’d seen that.

 

Years later, there’s talk of that.

[Waves arm in front of her to indicate present]

We’re still talking about it.

There are a good many takes on that breakfast.

People who think it’s cool because it’s so rock ’n’ roll.

People who think Preacher was a tyrant in that band and him, and Tommy, going after Josh proved it.

Though, the only reason anyone thinks Preacher was a tyrant is because of some of the stuff Josh said.

It is absolutely true, Preacher was much bigger than Josh, physically.

It is also absolutely true that someone needed to teach Josh how to keep his mouth shut.

How that lesson should come about…

[Shrugs]

But from what I know of him, Josh didn’t learn it.

 

The thing is, people forget, with the careers they had and how long they lasted, that back then, they were very young.

If memory serves, Preacher was twenty-five. Jess and Tim, just twenty-one. Tom would turn thirty a few months after that event.

They were really still just boys.

Okay, [small smile] maybe not Tom.

But the guys.

They were.

And Preacher’s parents were a disaster. Tim’s were not much better. Jesse had lost his dad and his mom had her hands full. Dave’s parents were hippies unaware that the free love era was dead. I never was around them when they weren’t baked.

Tom was their only moral compass and Tom was a former marine.

[Laughs softly, shaking head]

 

But Preacher, he had uncanny abilities.

He was into minutia. He could keep track of so many little things, it boggled my mind.

But he could also see the big picture.

He had a gift with that too.

We had just been reunited and Jesse’s girl was there with Jess.

What Josh told that reporter about Preacher, Jesse and me could have put a number of things that were very important to Preacher in jeopardy.

My being with him.

Jesse’s happiness.

Not to mention Preacher’s.

Jesse and Preacher’s friendship.

Was it right for Preacher to teach that as a physical lesson?

I know my answer.

He was twenty-five and he didn’t know any better.

If I had talked about it then, that would have been my answer.

And it still is.

 

[Off tape]

Do you feel you became the moral compass for the band?

Oh yes.

Was that a burden?

Not once.
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I woke up in bed alone and a little confused where I was.

I turned my head and saw a tube of toothpaste and a new toothbrush in its wrapper resting in the indent of the pillow where Preacher had slept.

Next to it was a piece of paper.

I rolled to my side, got up on an elbow and reached out to nab the paper.

 

Down at breakfast with the guys. Don’t come down. I’ll have coffee with them and we’ll get room service when I come back up.

I don’t want to share you this morning.

- Preach

 

I smiled, thinking I didn’t want to be shared, then I realized I didn’t know how long he’d been gone, which meant he could be back at any second, so I caught up the toothpaste and brush and rolled out of bed.

When I was done in the bathroom, I did not go to the window to check the view in the daytime.

I fell back into bed.

Mostly because it smelled of Preacher.

To take this in as much as possible, I grabbed his pillow and hugged it to me, burying my face in it.

We had again slept on top of the covers fully clothed except we’d taken off our shoes.

I liked it that we did the same thing this time as the last.

And it gave me shivers, thinking about what might go on from there.

I had talked to him about Mom.

I had talked to him about Dad.

I had talked to him about Gram, Gramps, Sonia, Julia.

We’d moved from couch to bed to get more comfortable.

But, like that first night, that magical night, that night I was enormously glad I was not wrong about, when I gave him my bad stuff and he’d gifted me with trusting me with his own (much, much worse) stuff, we’d tangled up together and took no more room than when we were on the couch.

And holding his pillow to me, his scent, our second night together behind us, a night which started out rockier than the first, but ended up just as beautiful, I didn’t know.

I really didn’t.

I didn’t know what this was.

I was a pop music girl.

Yes, I believed the children were our future and the only nasty thing I liked was a nasty groove.

Janet Jackson. Cyndi Lauper. Madonna. Whitney Houston.

Okay, so I nearly wore out my Purple Rain album, and there were some major guitar riffs on that.

And when I went to college, my musical repertoire expanded to include The Cure. The Smiths. Depeche Mode. Kate Bush. Peter Gabriel. U2.

I’d graduated from Wham!

I was hip.

But Preacher’s music?

I scrunched my nose against the pillow.

One could say, now that a new day had dawned and things were much different than the day before, I could look back to watching him onstage, singing a number of songs that I knew were about me that weren’t real nice (except “The Back of You,” that one was incredibly sweet, and I knew then, it was a major reason why I was right then lying in that bed in Chicago) that there was definitely something hot about that.

But mostly it was hot because Preacher was hot.

I was not a rock girl.

I’d seen precisely two concerts in my life, outside the one I saw last night.

Patti Labelle and Sha Na Na.

So, what was I doing?

The outer door opened, and I pushed up, keeping hold of the pillow, and looked to the opened double doors to the living room area of the suite only to hear Jesse talking.

And then blink when Preacher and Jesse came into view.

“…shower here and change then go up. Will you take some clothes to Cynthia?” Jesse was saying.

Preacher was looking at me.

But he answered, “Yeah.”

“Hey, Lyla,” Jesse greeted.

“Hey, Jesse,” I greeted back, staring at Preacher.

“Glad you’re still here,” Jesse said.

Then the door to the bathroom closed.

And Preacher reached.

I let out a small cry when he caught my ankle, dragged me down the bed, let my ankle go and caught my hips, which meant I let out another small cry and let go of the pillow when he pulled me up and put me on my feet in front of him.

I scrunched my nose again.

“You smell like OJ,” I told him.

Which must be, along with what looked like bits of scrambled eggs, what was staining his shirt.

He grinned at me then he caught my head in both hands.

His head came down.

And he kissed me.

I rounded his wrists with my fingers just as his tongue touched my lips.

I opened my mouth and let it inside.

He tasted like…

Like…

Preacher.

My stomach melted and my knees grew weak.

Okay.

Right.

That was what I was doing.
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Lyla:

[Off tape]

Your first kiss with Preacher McCade was an OJ kiss?

I never much liked orange juice.

[Smiles slowly]

Until then.
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I carried Cynthia’s clothes upstairs so Preacher wouldn’t get juice, coffee, eggs or maple syrup on them.

I did it also carrying my trench and purse because I didn’t want breakfast all over them either.

But I did this juggling all of that so I could hold his hand.

So, it was clear with whatever happened he was going to have to share me that morning.

Though, seeing as he was holding my hand, even with him doused in breakfast detritus, I didn’t mind.

When he let us in the big suite, he pulled me in, and I got my second taste of the rocker lifestyle.

The place was a mess.

There wasn’t an inch of it that wasn’t in disarray.

Bottles. Glasses. Champagne tubs. Fast food detritus. Bongs. Overfull ashtrays. White powder dusting little mirrors. Half eaten food on plates. Discarded room service domes and trays.

Fortunately, the only thing (outside whatever happened downstairs at breakfast) that seemed truly upset was a lamp turned over and the base was cracked.

Oh.

And then there was Cynthia pouring the drummer (Dave?) coffee wearing nothing but her skivvies.

Her eyes came to us—that was to say, to Preacher, when we walked in.

And I didn’t like the way she looked at him.

Definitely Jesse was too good for her, and I barely knew Jesse.

Preacher blocked her from view by shifting in front of me, and I lifted my eyes to his.

“Gonna take a shower. Order what you want. And can you order me a big stack of pancakes, double bacon, smoky links, extra butter and syrup and another pot of coffee?”

Apparently that big body needed lots of fuel.

I nodded.

He kissed me again.

With tongues.

And an audience!

I had totally forgotten the audience, was holding onto his shoulder with my free hand and clutching Cynthia’s clothes to my stomach with my other arm when he broke it.

“Are you not…” my voice was breathy, and it got breathier when Preacher heard it and smiled lazily, “evicted after whatever shenanigans got you drenched in orange juice downstairs?”

“Nope,” he answered, touched my nose with his finger then turned and strolled away.

Cynthia watched him go, her body not moving, her head doing an owl impression in order not to lose track of him.

“Yo! Welcome back,” Dave (I thought his name was) said to me.

I smiled at him.

“Hey,” I replied then looked to Cynthia. “Jesse’s taking a shower downstairs. But he asked us to bring you some clothes.”

She tore her eyes from the bedroom area where Preacher had disappeared to look at me.

Then she put the coffee carafe down on a table by Dave’s chair, reached out an arm my way but didn’t otherwise move.

I was by the bar which was close to the door.

She was all the way across the room.

I suppose if I was in my underwear, I wouldn’t want to walk across a room to get my clothes from the woman who thoughtfully brought them up for me.

But that wasn’t why she didn’t make that first move to get her clothes.

I walked to her, and she took her stuff with a dismissive up and down glance of me, a little superior smirk (and truly, she did have a beautiful body—if I had that body, I might serve coffee in my underwear too (or I might not)), before she turned and walked toward the bedroom.

“You’re welcome,” I said to her back.

“Thanks,” she muttered.

She then closed the double doors behind her.

Closed the double doors.

And Preacher was in there!

“Never fear, he’s not into skank,” Dave said as I heard the door behind me, the one to the suite, open.

I ignored the door opening and looked down at Dave.

“Well, not, you know, now,” he went on, his eyes dancing.

“Right,” I replied.

“Hey, Lyla,” a voice called, and I turned to it.

Two men I had met some time ago had entered.

One, the one who spoke, I had only met once.

And the other one I had spent a goodly amount of awkward time with last night.

Okay.

Shoot.

I didn’t remember the first one’s name.

Was it Tim, or Jim?

“Glad to have you back,” the younger, blond one who was in the band said to me as he offered his hand.

I took it, his hand closed warm around mine, he grinned at me then let go and looked to Dave.

“Thank fuck, coffee,” he said. “Mine’s bein’ mopped up downstairs.”

He took hold of the carafe as I turned my eyes to the other one who had come to stand beside me.

I knew his name was Tom.

And he’d had a recent shower.

“Hi,” I said quietly.

“Hey,” he said shortly.

Hmm.

Before I could say anything else or ask if anyone wanted something from room service, Dave asked Tim (Jim?), “Shit sorted?”

“Label’s takin’ care of it,” Tim (?) muttered. “Though the hotel is also not happy that Jesse’s escorting women in their underwear through the halls even if it was two o’clock in the morning.”

On this, the bedroom doors opened.

And I arrested.

Totally.

Because a wet Preacher was stalking out wearing nothing but a towel.

And…

And…

God almighty.

His body.

His slick with wet body with that chest and those shoulders and arms and that chest hair.

Was all of that even real?

I was asking myself this question as it occurred to me, he was also dragging a now totally nude Cynthia with him.

He jerked her to a halt, prowled back to the bedroom, snatched her clothes from where she’d obviously dropped them on the bed, and came back out.

He tossed them on the floor at her feet.

He then looked to me and the fury in his face ebbed a bit when he said gently, “Be right out, baby.”

And off he went, back into the bedroom, slamming the door behind him.

I heard the lock go.

It was then, something came over me.

Well, not something.

I lived my life. I’d learned how to stand up for myself.

Or, I’d watched my mom do it.

So, I knew what that something was.

I’d just never had to call on it.

And although I could feel the pulse of the room was unpleasant, and all of this was aimed at Cynthia, whose face was now as red as her underwear and who now seemed in a great hurry to clothe herself, thus it was highly likely one of three men in the room intended to get there before me.

But I got there first.

“When Jesse gets up here, you’re going to be very cool with him, find some gentle way to share you need to get back to Indianapolis as soon as possible, and that your life there is such, you’re uncertain you can carry on a long-distance relationship,” I ordered. “In the sense you’re ending the long-distance relationship you have with Jesse but doing it as cool as you can manage. Is that understood?”

She stared at me.

“Cynthia, is that understood?” I pushed.

She nodded.

“Maybe it’s better, once you get dressed, you meet him down there so you can share all of that in private, yes?” I suggested.

She nodded again.

“Dress quickly,” I urged.

She did that.

She was still pulling down her ripped-up rocker tee when I said, “Go.”

She skedaddled.

Once the door clicked, I drew in breath, walked to an unused chair to dump my stuff and then asked the room at large, “Does anyone know where the room service menu is? I think Preacher’s hungry.”

There was a moment of silence.

Then Tim (Jim?) and Dave (?) burst out laughing.

I felt a hand warm on the small of my back, there and gone, and I looked right.

To Tom.

“I handle room service for the boys, darlin’,” he said. “But I’ll find you the menu and you order whatever you want.”

My grin I could feel was wobbly.

The smile he returned was not.
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Jesse:

So, Cynthia dumped me, and I knew when she did, she wasn’t the one because I wasn’t all that broken up about it.

I called up to the big suite, got Tom, told him Cynthia needed to get back to Indy and he asked my room service order and told me to tell her to wait for him in the lobby. He’d take care of her.

It was a record, I think, that it took Dave a whole week to spill that it was Lyla who sent her packing.

[Grins]

From the beginning, I tell you, that woman was the shit.

 

The beauty of this is, no one knows it, until now.

No one who was there would blab about it.

So, it was all Preacher’s and Lyla’s, and yeah. The band’s.

And it kinda sucks to be telling you but I also kinda dig it.

Because it was righteous, and you’re here because they’re legend. They didn’t go quietly into the rock night. Everyone knows about them.

So, people should know this.

That first time they spent any real time together was pretty fucking funny.

I wish we had phones with cameras back then because I would have videoed pretty much every minute.

Tom did have a VHS camera and he did a lot of taping of our shows.

So, we have some video of them.

But it’s mostly them cuddling or being lovey.

[Shakes head]

But man, I gotta tell you, when Preach got a serious dose of Lyla, he had no idea what hit him.

She knocked him right on his ass.

Only person I ever saw do that and she did it repeatedly.

And he loved every minute of it.

 

It started because Lyla told Preach during their night together, the first one, that her mom wanted her to go to college and be a teacher.

This being why she was then a student at Purdue, earning a teaching degree.

And of course, she was now with Preacher, so when the guys invited her to tag along on the tour, she did not want to take the train back to Indy, have her grandfather drive her up to West Lafayette, and miss out being with Preacher.

We were on our way to Cleveland.

She wanted to go to Cleveland.

The Chicago gig was a Saturday show, meaning it was Sunday when they started bickering about whether or not she was going to ditch a few classes and go to the Cleveland show before going to the Philly gig and maybe hanging on for Boston before she went back to school.

Preacher said she was going back to Indy, that day. He was renting a car and driving her down himself, then driving up to Cleveland after he met her folks.

Lyla said she’d square it with her grandparents, and her professors, and she was taking a week off to hang with the band.

He said her mother wanted her to get that degree and she was damned well gonna get that degree.

Lyla said she one hundred percent was going to get that degree, but she was also taking time off.

He said her grandfather already did not want her with him.

She said her grandfather was going to have to get with the program.

He said he was not going to screw up her life.

She said he was being arrogant, taking responsibility for screwing up her life when it was her who made the decisions about how she was going to spend her time, so if those decisions screwed up her life, that was on her.

And anyway, taking a week off wouldn’t screw up her life, so he wasn’t only being arrogant and bossy, but dramatic.

All this in that big suite over room service right in front of the band.

 

Guess what?

Lyla went to Cleveland.

And Philly.

And Boston.

[Smiles big]

That woman.

Always the shit.

Just sayin’.

 

You know, if she wasn’t Lyla, I have no idea what would have gone down when that shit hit with Bobby.

But, you know, I think, after the tour, we would have probably gone our separate ways and maybe they woulda bitched, but…whatever.

But that shit hit with Bobby.

And the last thing Preacher wanted when he finally had her was to lose her by scaring the shit out of her by murdering a rock star.

So, Tom took care of it.

Add five years to Tom’s tenure in the business, he would have destroyed Bobby Sheridan.

With the power he had at the time, he and Preach had to settle for Tom taking Bobby down a few pegs.

Then, in the end, Bobby being Bobby, he did the rest.

 

Lyla:

[Off tape]

What was your take on Bobby Sheridan?

In the time I had with the band on that leg of the tour, before going back to school, he had several occasions to see me. And when he did, I was with Preacher.

So, what he did, I thought he wasn’t the brightest bulb in the box.

But if I’m being honest, I’d already thought that.

 

It wasn’t about me. It was about Preacher.

He was jealous as hell of Preacher.

Bobby had heard about the early days, them brawling.

And obviously, he knew of The Breakfast Incident.

So, he thought Preacher had a short fuse.

And maybe he did.

But Preacher was onstage, playing with the band.

And I was offstage, watching him when Bobby made his pass.

I mean, I was maybe twenty feet from Preacher.

And he did it when Preacher glanced over at me.

 

I was Preacher’s, and Preacher was Tommy’s, so Tommy was there in a flash, in between me and Bobby, backing him off.

A security guard whisked me to their dressing room and stood guard.

And that was that.

 

I cannot say it felt nice having his hands on me when they were uninvited, and I’m not being unnecessarily mean when I tell you he had really bad breath.

He did.

But it felt like it was over before it even started.

 

Bobby thought Preacher would tear off his guitar and come after him.

He thought Preacher would leave his fans and the band and fuck it all up by walking off stage during a set to get in Bobby’s face.

The label would frown on that and the Roadmasters would be taken off the tour.

No way Preacher was going to do that.

Josh was one thing.

Bobby Sheridan was another.

They were going to handle him a different way.

And they did.

 

See?

Not the brightest bulb in the box.

 

Jesse:

It was all about Lyla.

Her friends drove up for the Cleveland show, and they brought a bunch of her clothes, and I think from the beginning Lyla had her groove. Her own vibe. Even when she was seventeen, her in her Nikes.

And that vibe was to not to be like anyone else.

[Laughs]

She was rock ’n’ roll and didn’t even know it.

 

So, she’s traipsing around in tight jeans with that round ass, and red pumps that made those long legs longer, and button-up blouses in slinky material that covered her everywhere but hung on her big tits. She’s got this little gold chain with this tiny angel hanging from it at her throat and I think that’s all the jewelry she wore because her grandfather wouldn’t let her pierce her ears.

But it’s more.

She’s into Preacher in a way that was not a groupie way.

If he fucked her over, grabbed another chick’s ass or acted like a dick, she’d walk away and not look back.

Walk away from Preacher, who had it all. Looks, talent, brains, attitude. He could get any girl he wanted.

But he wouldn’t do that because he was into her too, he knew what he had in his hands and he wasn’t going to do shit to jeopardize that.

They were just…tight.

They were just…real.

It was just…cool.

And Bobby wanted that.

 

And I’ll say it was even more.

Lyla was Lyla.

Bobby was the first, but he wasn’t the last.

There are women who just have…

[Pause]

Something.

Lyla had that.

There are names I could give you, big names, and not just rock stars but movie directors and actors and photographers and guys like that, who met Lyla and wanted Lyla and made that clear.

I mean, one of those names did not make it a secret he wanted her as his muse, and I know you know about that. I know you’ll ask Lyla about that.

Michelangelo was gay, and he’d want to paint her, that’s what I’m talkin’ about.

There’s that saying, one in a million.

Lyla was one in a lifetime.

And most men who knew her, knew it.

 

Lyla always said Bobby made that play to piss Preacher off and to try to get him to do something stupid.

But she was wrong and that was part of what made Lyla, Lyla.

She had an innate confidence, even though she had her insecurities, she could be timid or shy, but that confidence shone through and it could be intimidating.

So, she’d never think it was about her.

Maybe Bobby also wanted to do that, but he thought he was Bobby Sheridan and he thought she’d drop Preacher like a rock if he sniffed around.

Then he’d have her.

Two birds.

One stone.

 

You know, what Lyla has, it’s made, it is not born.

Her mother saved those girls from their father. Man beat the shit out of her, stalked her, landed lawsuit after lawsuit on her, custody, visitation, support, which, mind, he did not pay, just to fuck with her.

And if he’d had a free hand, he would have destroyed those girls. They’d never be perfect enough for him, but he wouldn’t have given up tryin’ and makin’ them feel like pieces of shit while he did it.

Lyla’s mom delivered them from all of that. Faced him head on with any shit he pulled. Put herself up as a shield in front of those girls. She couldn’t afford to take them anywhere else, so she moved ’em in with their grandparents, and boom! Two more shields.

Anchors.

A foundation.

You got fertile earth to grow in, you bloom.

Lyla’s mom busted her ass to give her girls that and I’ll remind you, this was in a time when MeToo would have been a joke.

The response would have been, so what?

Lyla’s mom birthed those girls then made them the women they became.

 

I’ll tell you what, every day I work to make sure my girls have that.

Natalie hesitates over eating a chocolate chip cookie or gives the girls a look where I know she’s fretting when I’m making malts.

I say, “Eat it, baby,” at the same time wanting to find her mother and knock her teeth down her throat, because if that woman was there, she’d give my baby shit about having a fuckin’ cookie, goin’ on about carbs and middle-age spread, something the woman had been doing in one way or another to my wife the whole of her life.

And I make my girls malts.

They are, all three of them, the most beautiful creatures who entered my life, and I never let them forget it.

Lyla’s mom and grandparents taught me that.

And hey, Preacher taught me it too.

 

[Off tape]

So, you’re saying, conclusively, that you, McCade and Lyla were not a threesome and that you and McCade did not indoctrinate her into her status with the band when she was underage.

[Stares straight, speaks firmly]

Yeah, fuckin’ conclusively I’m sayin’ just that.

And you’re saying that McCade did not regularly railroad the band into his way of thinking and rule it with an iron fist.

[Shakes head]

Nope.

He got his way a lot and he pushed to get his way a lot and there were times, and not a few of them, when that was frustrating as fuck.

But he didn’t railroad anybody or rule with an iron fist.

Tom ruled with an iron fist.

[Laughs]

But that was his job.

 

Cynthia Peters, who became famous in her own right, went on to marry Bobby Sheridan.

[Shakes head]

Match made in heaven for the full, what? Nine, ten months those two idiots were hitched.

And famous?

I guess so.

She was no Pamela Des Barres. That woman knew what she was about, what she wanted, she went after it and didn’t give a fuck what anyone thought.

Cynthia was…

[Lengthy pause]

Not that.

Peters also married Josh Hardy.

Yeah. That’s probably why he’s still doin’ as much session work as he’s doin’.

Because they only lasted a coupla months.

But the asshole didn’t get a prenup.
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Jen, Amber and my sister Sonia were all with me, waiting at the gate when…
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Lyla:

[Off tape]

At the gate?

[Lengthy pause]

How old are you?

Twenty-two.

[Quietly]

Yes, well, doll, 9/11 changed the world. You were young. But everyone used to be able to go to the gate in an airport. Meet their loved ones the minute they got off the plane.

I guess I knew that.

Lana’s boyfriend worked in the Twin Towers.

Oh no.

[Heavy voice]

Oh yes.

As if that family hadn’t lost enough.

[Takes deep breath]

He had an engagement ring at his apartment. They found it after.

It took her a while. Jesse worried. He thought she’d never recover.

But [smiles sadly] unlike Penny after her loss, eventually, she got there.
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After the plane arrived, I was straining to see down the ramp and there he was, the first one off.

He caught sight of me and smiled.

I dashed around the people in front of me and hit him like a ton of bricks the minute he cleared the gate agent.

I actually jumped him, literally, and did not care.

I wrapped my legs around his hips, my arms around his shoulders, he caught my ass in his hands, and we went at it.

I was kissing Preacher again.

I hadn’t seen him in six weeks.

An eternity.

I felt his shoulder jerk when the strap of his bag fell off and that was the only reason I stopped kissing him.

I lifted my head, looked into his brown eyes and whispered, “Hi.”

He stared at me with this funny look on his face that was part happy, part amused, part something else, and he whispered back, “Hey, cher.”
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Lyla:

He’d never had a welcome home.

He really had never had a home.

Those jackals who raised him…

[Pause]

You know, looking back, that moment at that gate in the Indianapolis airport was when I really won Preacher McCade.

When I well and truly bagged the most beautiful man on the planet.

And the rest of that Christmas break, that break from the tour…

My claim was staked.

 

They had limos.

Jesse, Dave and Tim had one that took them to Mooresville.

Preacher and Tommy had one that took us home.

To Brownsburg.

 

My grandfather was a World War II vet and a school principal in Indy. He was a Glenn Miller aficionado and felt an indication of a loose woman was that her ears were pierced.

He was not impressed with limos.

 

My grandmother was never without red lipstick, tucked a hazelnut in its shell in her bra “for luck,” never dyed her hair after it turned white but rolled it in rollers and teased it bigger than Dolly Parton’s, and she lived for [raises hands and counts on fingers] nine things:

Her husband.

Her children.

Her grandchildren.

Shopping.

Drinking.

Eating.

Traveling.

Generally acting like a nut.

And getting a tan.

And not in that order.

She was impressed by limos.

And when Preacher angled his big body out of the back of ours, she fell in love at first sight.

 

I was nervous as all hell when Gramps met Preacher.

I knew Gramps was going to hate him.

It wasn’t the band, but it was.

It wasn’t that I’d skipped out on a week of school to follow the band around on tour, and it was.

It wasn’t that he had long hair and a beard, and it was.

It was that no one was good enough for Gramps’s girls.

 

Preacher did not give a damn about what anyone thought of him, so I was certain this wouldn’t go well.

My grandfather was of a generation where a man worked to earn an elder’s respect.

Preacher would work hard to earn a lot of things, but he was a take-me-as-I-come type of guy.

My grandparents meant everything to me.

Preacher meant everything to me.

They had to work.

But I was terrified it was going to be a disaster.
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“Well, would you look at that!” Gram cried, walking right up to Preacher who was helping me out of the limo.

He got me to my feet, turned to her, she slammed her hands on his chest and smiled up at him.

She then patted his chest repeatedly and kept smiling up at him before she declared, “Well, aren’t you a tall drink of water?”

My Gram.

I was smiling when I introduced, “Gram, this is Preacher, Preacher, this is my gram. Mrs. Campbell.”

“Miz Campbell,” he murmured, trying to lift his hand in between them to shake hers, but, even though she wasn’t pressed up to him or anything gross like that, she ignored his hand and just patted his chest, still smiling up at him.

“Evelyn, darlin’. But you can call me Lynie,” she invited.

“Lynie,” he muttered then looked beyond her.

As the others gathered around us, I looked beyond her too.

Gramps was standing there looking like he was contemplating going to get his shotgun.

I took Preacher’s hand and guided him to Gramps.

“Gramps, this is Preacher McCade. Preacher, this is my grandfather. Audie Campbell.”

Preacher stuck his hand out. “Sir.”

Sir?

Gramps looked at it, up to Preacher, then he took his hand.

“Get our bags in, then could I have a private word?” Preacher asked.

What?

A private word?

It would seem Preacher had a plan.

But even though we talked on the phone nearly every night, he had not told me this plan and thus I had not okayed this plan, so I was not at one with whatever plan he had.

Gramps said nothing for so long, I felt my skin get itchy.

Then he grunted, “Fine,” and walked away.

He didn’t wait for me to introduce him to Tommy or anything.

He just walked away.

I looked up at Preacher.

“It’s gonna go great, cher,” he promised me.

He was so wrong.

“Um, I told you—”

He bent to me and cupped my cheek.

“It’s gonna go great, baby.”

He then moved to the trunk and helped the chauffer and Tommy with their bags, and I knew Preacher was done talking about it.

I got my way a lot, but I was learning, when Preacher was done discussing something…

He was just done.

Gram sidled up to me and said, sotto voce, “You done good. There’s a mile of him, honey, and all of it is so pretty.”
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Lyla:

I told Preacher the turtle story somewhere between Cleveland and Philly, and I didn’t know him well enough at the time to know that was something he’d get on a level that was something only men like Preacher, and my grandfather, understood.

[Off tape]

The turtle story?

[Nods]

We had a pond on our property.

One summer, I was in an innertube on that pond and I’d floated down to the end we never went down to. Lots of cattails down there, trees growing close to the edge, their branches in the water. We had a lot of turtles that lived there.

I got too close, a turtle didn’t want me that close, floated up and took a bite out of me on the skin between my pinkie toe and the next one.

Or maybe that turtle just thought I was food.

[Smiles]

It surprised me, mostly.

So, I freaked out, shouting and flailing, going in circles in that innertube.

[Laughs]

I must have looked like I’d lost my mind.

To my grandfather, I looked like I was being attacked.

He raced out of the house, down the yard, to the pond and almost jumped in wearing all his clothes before I got it together and rowed myself over to him.

He hauled me out, looked down at my toe, there was a little cut, some blood.

He cleaned me up and put some Neosporin on it.

You know that dad on My Big Fat Greek Wedding with his Windex?

That was Gramps with his Neosporin.

[Smiles]

Just a nick.

No big deal.

A few days later, I was doing something on our property, I don’t know what. I was always off doing something. Daydreamer.

Back beyond the barn, up by the trees close to the railroad tracks, I saw them all in a line.

Maybe eight, ten dead turtles. All with a bullet hole in their shells.

Gramps was a sniper in the war.

[Shakes head]

Yes.

Just a nick.

But it hurt me, and it scared me.

[Expression turns faraway]

Yes.

Preacher understood that.

He understood Gramps.

[Expression gains focus]

Gramps might have died with the buzz cut that he retained since the war and Preacher’s hair might have been down to his shoulders.

But those men?

Two peas in a pod.
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“Well, there you go,” Gram mumbled.

I was staring.

“Holy crap,” Sonia breathed.

We were all sitting at the dining room table, looking through the kitchen to the mudroom, which was what we called our living room.

And Gramps and Preacher were standing there with Tommy, and Gramps had just slapped Preacher on the shoulder in male camaraderie.

“You know, your grandfather told your mother the night before she married your father that he’d put her in his car and drive her to Florida, and the wedding, and that man, be damned.”

Slowly, I turned my head to look at her after hearing a story I’d never heard before and I felt Sonia had perked up to listen too.

“She picked that man,” Gram finished.

She then clicked her teeth and winked at me.

“You’ve always been a smart girl. Not that your mother wasn’t. That man even had me bamboozled. Gotta admit, that isn’t hard when it comes to me, but it was when it came to your mom. We all can learn at any time, and it doesn’t have to be us who’s the one who makes the mistake that teaches the lesson.”

“Lynie!” my grandfather called. “We gonna feed these kids or what?”

“Did your fingers stop working?” Gram asked.

“They’re gonna work enough for me to turn the key in the ignition in my truck to go get Kentucky Fried Chicken,” my grandfather told her.

“Yay! My favorite!” Sonia cried.

Gramps totally knew that, but he ignored her like he was adept at doing because it wouldn’t do for a man’s man to give it all up and show outright he doted on his girls, even if he caught absolutely everything.

And doted on his girls.

“I’m making my macaroni and cheese,” Gram declared.

On no, she wasn’t.

We were having Preacher’s favorite.

Hamburgers.

We were not having Gram’s macaroni and cheese.

And not because I didn’t know where Preacher stood on macaroni and cheese.

“Oh, lawd,” Jen mumbled.

She’d had occasion to force down Gram’s mac ’n’ cheese.

Obviously, I had too.

So, I winced.

“How about I fry up those burgers,” I suggested after recovering from my wince.

“I’m making my mac ’n’ cheese,” Gram decreed.

“Lynie, no you’re not,” Gramps denied.

“Lyla isn’t frying up hamburgers for famous rock stars,” Gram returned. “My mac ’n’ cheese is a delicacy.”

“It’s yellow gelatinous goo,” Gramps stated.

There were a number of gasps, none of them louder than Gram’s, even if this statement was inarguably true.

“Take that back, Audie Campbell,” she snapped.

“Woman, I did not marry you for your cooking abilities, and that’s a good thing, since, if you got ’em, you been hidin’ ’em for near-on fifty years,” Gramps told her. “I’m getting chicken.”

Before Gram could react to Gramps’s latest comment, I quickly said, “We already got hamburger meat so we could have burgers, Gramps. Preacher and Tommy really like burgers.”

Gramps turned to Preacher and then Tommy, who were now flanking him, both looking like they wanted to bust out laughing.

“You boys like chicken?” he asked.

He got two, “Yes, sirs.”

“We’re having chicken,” Gramps decided.

He then took off to go buy chicken.

“That man,” Gram groused, and she took off too, probably to go give more stick to Gramps then ride with him to go get chicken so she could talk him into hitting up the DQ after to get dilly bars.

I got up, grabbed my guy and took him to the mudroom.

When we were away from the others and I’d situated him so his back was to the dining room, shielding us, I asked, “How did you wring that miracle?”

He grinned smugly. “Told you it’d go great.”

“How did you wring that miracle?” I repeated.

He got serious and said, “I told him he had a meeting with a firm of lawyers in the city on Tuesday and they already have a court date to win back custody of Julia. I also told him the lawyers, and Tommy, had hired private detectives who were digging into your dad, and because of that, Julia would be home soon.”

It was my hands that landed on his chest then when I couldn’t hold myself up because of what he said and all it meant.

Preacher took my weight, and for good measure, slid his arms around me.

Even feeling all I was feeling, which was a lot, I said, “That’s not it because Gramps is proud and that sounds like a handout.”

“This isn’t about pride. This is about family and getting Julia away from that dickweed and back to hers.”

Okay, I could see that.

But…

“Preacher—”

He dipped his face close and his voice low. “Baby, before Tommy joined our conversation, I also told him you were a virgin and you were gonna stay that way.”

I blinked.

“I told him the way I had to court you, bein’ on tour, might not be conventional, but I’m courtin’ you and I would not disrespect you, or him and who he is to you, what he’s done for you, by bein’ that guy.”

I kept blinking, just more rapidly.

“So, I assured him he could trust me. I was gonna sleep on the couch over Christmas and he had no worries I’d try anything, disrespecting him under his own roof. And when you join the tour for spring break and come out to LA in the summer, and for as long as there’s a you and me, he has my word you will never get anything but respect from me.”
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Lyla:

[Off tape]

You and McCade had not had sex?

[Shakes head]

No.

Preacher’s growing-up years were far from great, but regardless, something leaked into him down south and he was truly a southern gentleman.

[Smiles softly]

He was kind of Rhett and Ashley put together.

I credit Loretta Williams for that.

 

In other words, he did not lie to my grandfather not only because he was actually courting me, and he was the kind of guy who called it that.

But because Preacher would never lie to a man like my grandfather.
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“We’re not gonna have sex?” I asked.

“No,” he answered.

“Ever?” I squeaked.

Okay, we slept together every night, and on the bus and in the hotel rooms, we cuddled and made out, we did it often, and when we did, there was a lot of groping, but Preacher always stopped it before it got too far.

I was a virgin, I’d told him that our first night and that didn’t change in the time in between because I’d met Preacher and really, no one had come close to measuring up to him.

But from the kissing and groping and, well…all that was Preacher, I was ready to go there.

And when we were kissing and groping, I was really ready.

He grinned again and replied, “Not under your grandfather’s roof.”

“Spring break?”

He took my head in both hands in that way of his I liked a whole lot, tipped it down, kissed the top of my hair, then tipped it back to look into my face again.

“Cher, it’ll happen when it’s supposed to happen. And it is not supposed to happen now. You’re gonna get what you deserve. A man who has a mind to you and knows you as you before he takes something from you it isn’t his to have until you’re ready to give it.”

I looked at his ear and mumbled, “I’m feeling ready to give it.”

He chuckled, and I looked back at him.

And then he got serious.

“And I’m ready to have it, Lyla. Absolutely, baby. Best gift I’ll ever get, already know that. But that’s just not gonna happen in the home of the man who raised you.”

I had to admit, it was the right thing to do.

And it was super sweet how he said all that.

But spring break was over three months away.

And I was already twenty years old!

I pushed through his hold on me and planted my face in his chest.

He slid his arms around me again.

“First things first,” he said, “Christmas and getting Julia back.”

“And avoiding Gram making her macaroni and cheese.”

“And that.”

I smiled against his shirt and wrapped my arms around him.

He gave me a squeeze.

“You guys suck!” Amber shouted. “All sweet all the time. That’s not rock ’n’ roll! You jumping his bones in the airport, that was rock ’n’ roll!”

And I started laughing.
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A couple of days later, we were kissing and groping on my bed in my bedroom.

Sonia was off with some friends.

Gram and Gramps were at some holiday cocktail party at the golf course.

Tom had gone up to Chicago to touch base with his family who he wasn’t really close to, but they got along.

So, I had Preacher all to myself.

In my bedroom where, after meeting him, night after night I thought of doing with him all the things I was right then doing with him.

I felt him hard against my stomach, and I’d felt that before, I wanted to feel it better, like I had wanted before, but had been foiled in getting, and also like I had before, I went for it.

He caught my wrist, rolled to his back, tucked me to his side then his hand slid up my back to my head and he shoved my face in his neck.

“Cher, give a guy a break,” he said thickly.

Shoot.

“Preacher—”

“Not gonna happen.”

Damn.

I watched down his body as he stretched his legs out, crossed his feet at the ankles, and from that, I knew I could beg or promise the moon and the stars, but it was not going to happen.

I sighed, relaxed, and that was when Preacher started playing with my hair with the fingers of one hand, also playing with my fingers with his other.

I let him, and since my arm was trapped under me and I couldn’t return the favor in some way, I pressed closer.

“You got a pretty room, cher,” he muttered.

I closed my eyes.

Tight.

“We have girls, we’re gonna give ’em rooms just like this,” he said.

God.

I opened my eyes and I didn’t want to do it because I never wanted to do it.

After she was gone, I came undone.

The ensuing custody battle, and losing it, I didn’t think I’d be able to pull myself back together.

But then I did, as best I could, so I had to keep a hold on it.

But Preacher was stretched out on the bed Mom bought me, and she’d like him just as much as Gramps did at first, and just as much as Gram did after he was all Preacher and he earned it.

“When I was a little girl and we moved here, Gram and Gramps had this old set of bunk beds. My mom and aunt slept in them when they were girls, but they were secondhand when they bought them, so when I say they were old, they were that old. Mom was…she was…you know, we lived with them. We lived with Gram and Gramps, but Mom took care of her kids.”

Preacher didn’t say anything, just kept playing with my hair and fingers.

“I don’t know what got into her. Maybe it was that me and Sonia were sleeping in the bed she slept in when she was a kid and she didn’t like that. Maybe she never really liked it that she had to sleep in a secondhand bed, so she liked it less her girls were sleeping in it thirdhand. Maybe it was just a wild hair. But one day, she went out and bought that wallpaper that’s on the walls and one weekend she painted the ceiling and put up that wallpaper, all by herself. Then she took us shopping for new furniture.”

I drew in a deep breath that went in rough and came out as words.

“I don’t think she knew, when we went to the store, how much furniture cost there. When we found a bunkbed that we liked, though, I remember how she looked at the price tag and her back got all straight and she got that look on her face she sometimes would get, and I knew she couldn’t afford it.”

I pressed my forehead closer to his neck and he fisted his hand gently in my hair and held my fingers in his without playing.

“The salesman saw it too and got all smarmy and told her, in the back they had some stuff that was nicked or scratched that they sold at a discount, and he didn’t know, but maybe there was a bunkbed back there.”

I pulled his hand to my chest, pressed it in and kept talking.

“She was proud, and he was being a jerk, the way he said it. Not nice. Dismissive. Patronizing. And so, she said, ‘We’ll take it.’”

“Lyla,” he whispered, and I knew why.

My voice was getting hoarse.

I swallowed and went on with the story.

“She then says, ‘And my daughters need a desk.’” I swallowed again. “That’s the desk, right there.”

I moved my head on his shoulder to indicate the desk sitting on the wall down from the bed.

“It still had the full price on it but I found the chunk out of the back and Sonia pulled the flip top down and saw it didn’t sit level, and even though it went with the bunkbeds, I said, ‘It’s all dinged up.’ And the guy said, ‘That desk is meant to sit against the wall. You can’t see that irregularity in the back when it’s against a wall.’ And Sonia said, ‘Well, it can sit against the wall, but if you try to use it for what it’s made for, the papers will slide off. We’ll get another desk somewhere else, Momma. And maybe bunkbeds to match too.’”

I took a ragged breath and the story continued to come out of me.

“He offered a deal on the desk, but Mom started to walk away so he offered us a deal on the bunkbeds too, if we took them both, with a dresser. In the end, we got all three for just over the price on that tag of the bunkbeds.”

“No fool, your momma,” he murmured.

“Nope,” I said proudly, but huskily.

“Full a’ sass,” he said.

“Yep,” I whispered.

“Gave that to her girl.”

“Yep,” I repeated, proud again. “Gramps couldn’t fix the hinges on that desk. They were bent. And they were built into the wood so he couldn’t replace them. So, we pulled out the drawer under it to prop up the desk part when we needed to use it and I used it all the time when I was studying.”

My voice dropped.

“All the time.”

That was when I started crying.

Preacher turned into me and pulled me into his arms.

“I-I’m sorry,” I hiccoughed.

“I had a momma like yours, I’d cry she was lost too, cher. I’d cry when she was gone and I’d cry after, thinkin’ about all she gave when I had her. So, give her that. Yeah? And don’t be sorry for givin’ it.”

I nodded, knowing he had not had that, really had not had that, wishing he did, and missing my mom all the more because I’d had it, I loved it, and I wanted it back.

He held me until I quit crying and then he fell again to his back, dragging me up on his chest, and he held me some more.

I was so drained, it felt like I could sleep for a week.

But now that I’d started it, I couldn’t stop.

My voice was a lot quieter when I said, “You know, it’s like a desperation, looking for good things. Anything you can hold on to. And I looked, Preacher. I did. I tried to tell myself it was good she wasn’t sick for very long. Or it was good that she wasn’t in pain for very long. But neither of those are good because she was sick and in pain at all. So, there isn’t anything.”

“’Course not,” he muttered.

“I wish she’d met you,” I mumbled.

“Me too, cher.”

I stared across his chest at that desk and whispered, “Her last words to me were, ‘be sure to follow your star, honey.’”

“Follow your star,” he whispered back.

And when he did, it hit me.

I was.

I was following my star.

That’s what took me to Chicago.

I was following my star.

So, I started bawling again.

Preacher tucked me closer and kept holding me.

When I quit that time, he pulled me out of bed, took me to the bathroom and helped me wash my face.

And we were in front of the TV, cuddled together in the loveseat, watching It’s A Wonderful Life when my grandparents got home.
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[Interviewer’s Note]

No tour of the cabin was offered by Lyla upon arrival.

We sat where she’d indicated, in the room the back door led to, a den with a daybed, where she sat cross-legged, a rolling desk chair patterned in zebra print, where she indicated I sit, a wood burning stove, tables and lamps scattered about.

And against the wall beside the brick fireplace, a pulldown desk.

 

Lyla:

Tommy was ex-military and no-nonsense, so Gramps liked him from the start.

Preacher had talked him around.

So, once Tom got back from Chicago, those three spent a lot of time sitting around the kitchen table, smoking cigarettes, and shooting man shit.

[Smiles].

I have pictures of them with their glasses of bourbon and ashtrays they never dumped out, spinning their yarns.

[Shakes head, still smiling, takes big breath and lets it go]

I didn’t know it, but Preacher hadn’t won him.

Not until the night we played euchre.

[Off tape]

Euchre?

It’s a card game. People in the Midwest take it pretty seriously.

 

It wasn’t that.

It wasn’t the euchre or that Preacher knew how to play.

It was that it was the day after Christmas.

Julia hadn’t called on Christmas Day or Christmas Eve and we were all upset about it. Sonia and I called and both left messages, but even though we were Dad’s children too, he didn’t call us.

Sonia was older than me, graduating from Purdue that coming summer.

When he made his play to kick us when we were down after Mom died, the only one he could get his hands on was Julia.

Not that he wanted her, and that has nothing to do with Jules.

It was his way to stick it to Mom, posthumously, and stick it to Gramps, at that time, because, I figure the only other person outside Gram who knew that story about Gramps telling Mom he’d take her to Florida rather than her marrying my dad was Dad.

But we were sitting around the kitchen table, me and Preacher partners, getting beat by Gramps and Sonia, who were partners, and it was hard to beat Gramps at euchre, doing this while Gram mixed cocktails, poured bourbon and generally flitted about, as was her wont.

[Nostalgic half-smile]

 

The phone rings, Gram gets it, it’s Julia.

We’re thrilled, maybe me especially because I can’t wait to introduce her over the phone to Preacher.

Gram chats to her.

She sits in on the game for Sonia when she chats with her.

And then Sonia says Julia wants to talk to me and she takes my place as partners with Preacher so I can chat with my baby sister.

 

The thing is, when I get on the phone, it isn’t Julia.

It’s my father.

And I barely say hello before he’s shouting at me to call off my boyfriend’s attorneys.

 

I’ve no doubt it showed on my face, so within seconds, I’m not holding the phone anymore, Preacher is.

He listens for another second before he says, “You’re not talking to Lyla anymore, you’re talking to Preacher McCade. Put her sister on, please.”

 

He said that three times.

I remember.

Three times.

“Put her sister on, please.”

That was very like and unlike Preacher.

He could be polite, to people who deserved it.

But not to people like my father.

 

After the third time, I knew by his face he was done.

He then says, “My manager will be in touch with a number. From this point on, if you want Lyla, or Sonia, you call that number and you request to speak to them. If this is what they want, our people will set up a time for that conversation to happen. Julia is free to call this number at any time, until she’s home and doesn’t need to do that. But you just lost access to your girls unless it comes through me. Do you get me?”

He stood there a moment listening to the phone.

Then he hung up, looked at me and said, “I don’t think he got me.”

 

Dad didn’t get him, but my grandfather did.

And that was it.

Preacher had Gramps too.

 

[Off tape]

Your father was a turtle.

[Nods]

You understand, and in the way of that metaphor, you’re right.

But actually, my father was a snake.

Gramps knew it before my mother married him.

And Preacher knew it and I don’t think he ever one-on-one met the man.

 

The rest of that Christmas break…

[Trails off]

 

[Turns head to look out the window]

I lived a lot of life since then, but even not having Mom there, that two weeks on our little piece of property in Indiana were two of the happiest weeks of my life.

[Turns head back]

And Preacher’s.

 

Jesse:

Her grandmother threw a New Years’ Eve party that year. Asked me, Mom and my sisters there. Tim and the girl he was seein’. Dave and his folks.

Lyla and her sister and Jen and Amber and a few more of Lyla’s friends.

[Smiles]

Lynie Campbell smoked one cigarette a year, on New Years’, and I remember her making a big deal of making Preacher light it for her, swanning about with that thing in a long, thin cigarette holder like the old movie stars used to use.

[Hoots]

That woman was a stitch.

She could not cook to save her life, and the macaroni and cheese she made a production of laying out that night proved it.

Audie could mix a mean dip, though. From scratch. No dumping some packet into sour cream for him. Damn, that shit was tasty. I ate so many potato chips that night, swear to Christ, I didn’t eat another one for years seein’ as I nearly got sick on ’em.

My mom. Lyla’s grandparents. Dave’s folks sneakin’ outside to grab some tokes every now and then. And the rest of us. Chips and dip. Shrimp cocktail. Cheap champagne. Sonia and Lyla fighting over whether to put on “Cold-Hearted Snake” or “When I Think of You.” Tim tryin’ to push “I Hate Myself for Loving You.” Lynie making us listen to “Don’t Worry, Be Happy” four times in a row until, thank fuck, Audie took control of the turntable.

Then all of us standing around and watching Audie cut a rug with Lynie to “In the Mood.”

And serious as shit, those two could dance.

Lost art, the swing dance.

Mom smiling at them, clapping and stepping foot to foot, wanting so bad to dive right in, and Preach seeing that, goin’ up to her, and he had no clue what he was doin’, but he gave Mom a whirl.

Penny laughin’ at just about everything, especially that.

That was the best party I’d ever been to in my life until that point, man.

[Smiles]

Bar none.

 

[Off tape]

Are you all right?

[Focuses]

Light and dark, sister.

Sorry?

Those were the good days.

Within months, Audie would no longer be able to cover up the early signs of dementia he was experiencing. In no time, he had full-blown Alzheimer’s. That next year, Lynie had a bad stroke and she was never the same.

[Shakes head]

Girls eventually had to sell that property.

Audie got so bad, no one could take care of him and he died in a nursing home. That right there gutted all three of those women. He died three times for them. When his mind went, when they had to let someone else look after him and when they finally lost him.

Coupla months after we lost him, Lynie had her third stroke and died in assisted living.

Losing them, Lyla never really recovered.

The foundation of her life, the whole of it, was swept away.

By then, they were his family too. From day one, Lynie treated him like a son, but more, Audie had started doing that before he got sick, and after he did, he forgot Preacher wasn’t his son.

Preacher had never really let anyone be a father to him.

Save Audie.

So, Preacher didn’t recover either.
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Jesse:

When Preacher and Tommy fired Josh from the band, the label scrambled to get someone to fill in for him on keys while we were on the road.

No one really worked, and down the eastern seaboard and across the south, we had four of ’em.

It’s an overused joke, but it is because that’s the way bands go and straight up, we thought our keyboard player was gonna be like the drummer of Spinal Tap.

[Laughs]

 

Bobby tried to get rid of us nearly the entirety of that tour, but only gig we didn’t play was New Orleans because Preacher refused to do it.

He didn’t even let the bus driver drive through that state.

We had to drive around Louisiana to get to Texas.

Kid you not.

 

Next gig after that was Dallas, and maybe something about being close to home jogs his brain…

But Preach comes down to the band breakfast the morning after the gig and says, “I have an idea.”

 

There are two things I know in this world Preacher was down to have from Louisiana.

Cajun food, which he consumed with a relish that was downright frightening anytime he could get his hands on it. After which he would review it like he was a goddamn food critic, and I’ll tell you what. Unless the chef was a transplant from that state, it was never good enough.

And Preacher could call that. He could call authentic Cajun cuisine, no joke.

[Smiles slowly]

And the second thing was anyone from the Family Williams.

Including DuShawn.

 

Shawn could play just about anything, but he was best on horns and piano.

And DuShawn’s granddaddy taught Preacher how to play guitar.

[Off tape]

Band lore is that the Williams family virtually raised McCade.

[Stares steadily]

They were neighbors.

When Preacher’s baby brother died, DuShawn’s momma saw how that went down, and yeah. That woman went in.

But you be a black woman in the seventies in the south and try to take over the raising of a white boy.

They allowed it when they felt like using her.

And they slapped her back in ugly ways when they didn’t.

But Loretta Williams…

[Shakes head]

The woman she was.

She kept coming back for more.

 

DuShawn had had some troubles.

Did some jailtime.

Because of all that, it took Tom a while to track him down.

When he did, we were heading west, and Lyla was going to be with us for spring break.

 

The bus had just rolled into Denver and all Preacher can think about is getting his ass off it, getting in the limo that was waiting and getting to Stapleton to pick up Lyla, who didn’t arrive for another two hours.

[Laughs]

But there’s this big black guy, hair tapered, red tracksuit, he strolls up to Preach, man.

[Shakes head, grinning]

Security that’s there for us jumps to and there’s this booming, “Don’t touch me, dude.”

Preach looks toward that voice and fuck.

[Smiles largely]

First time I ever felt jealous, sister.

 

It was either that the foundation of the band was all about Preacher, and Shawn’s daddy and granddaddy taught Preacher everything they knew.

Or it was just that this guy was insanely talented, and he’d fill the bill for anybody.

But for our set in Denver, we not only had the keyboard set up, we had a grand piano rolled out.

During soundcheck, DuShawn sat in.

Then he played that gig with us.

And yeah.

Right then.

History, sister.

The real Roadmasters were born.

 

[Off tape]

Why didn’t McCade draft Williams in the beginning?

Because he’d done a nickel for grand theft auto.

Even when he suggested him, Preacher didn’t know if he’d be available.

He was in touch with the family, but we’ll just say, DuShawn was working out issues.

As you know, Williams contends he did not steal that car.

[Shakes head]

You’re young, sister, but I think you know, bein’ black just about anywhere, be it in the seventies, eighties, nineties, fuckin’ now, don’t matter you didn’t do it.

You fit the bill, say, you’re black…

You don’t have the cash to hire a decent lawyer…

You’re goin’ down.

 

DuShawn, well…

His daddy, Oscar, his granddaddy, Buddy, they were quiet legends in the biz.

They recorded, had mad respect, not a lot of commercial success, but everyone who heard their records, saw them play, knew they were the real deal.

Back then, there were a lot of real deals.

Think about this.

Every bona-fide new genre of music that has come out of the US of A had African American roots.

Jazz. Blues. Hip hop.

And rock ’n’ roll.

Who are popularly thought of as the greatest rock ’n’ roll acts of all time?

Elvis Presley, the Beatles and the Rolling Stones.

Now tell me, sister.

What’s wrong with that picture?

 

Now I’ll tell you something.

Those hip-hop guys, they got it right.

That genre is black.

I’m not sayin’ there are no good white hip-hop artists.

I’m sayin’ that genre is black.

Period. Dot.

 

And of course, everyone thinks they’re all thugs.

It’s gotta be reduced. The messages they send, the slurs were bound to come, especially when those men held on to what they made and did not let go.

And those slurs came, and they keep coming. Because what a black man, or a black woman, has to say has gotta be degraded or the worst is gonna happen.

People will start listening.

Not just black people.

All people.

And then all hell will break loose.

 

You gotta think that to keep the twisted shit in your head copasetic? You think that.

Think they’re all thugs.

Those guys’ll show you a thug.

Do you some real damage.

They’ll throw their wallets at you.

 

I hope they stay sleepin’.

I hope they remain in their cocoons and think they got the upper hand.

’Cause there’s only one thing more powerful than words.

And that’s money.

So, they think they got it under control to keep their fists tight around the throats of those they’ve been strangling since recorded time. They think this is not a threat to that power they wield…

You put one with the other, money and message.

And you got a revolution.

 

Google it, sister.

What genre of music is being consumed the most right now?

[Lifts chin]

Higher than pop. Higher than rock.

Hip hop.

And Kendrick wins a Pulitzer Prize.

[Taps finger firmly on the chair]

That is a revolution.

 

[Clears throat, shifts in seat]

Gettin’ back to the matter at hand, Preach also didn’t go to Shawn in the beginning because he didn’t know if Shawn would say yes.

His father and grandfather were jazz and blues musicians. Shawn was brought up in that, and I hope you’ve heard some of his solo stuff. He was serious as fuck good at it.

Then Preacher asked, and lucky for us, he said yes.

 

[Off tape]

It is now known that McCade’s mother and father had something to do with Williams’s arrest.

[Sits back, takes time to answer]

All I gotta say about that is, when a white man points a finger, doesn’t matter he’s trash, he’s white. He’s got clout. And if he’s pointing a finger at a black man…

[Shrugs]

I have not been privy to the arrest records, court documents. Self-preservation, man. I know I read that shit, I’ll lose my mind.

But like I said, when the McCades were done with the Williamses lookin’ after their boy, they had ugly ways to slap them back.

Just sayin’, Preacher did not avoid that state because he ain’t a proud Cajun.

He is.

I think he missed that part of him every day and mourned not having it like someone passing.

But he had his reasons.

And they were damn good ones.

 

Second taste with jealousy, by the end of her spring break, Lyla a lot of the time could be found sitting, curled up in DuShawn’s lap, whispering and giggling.

[Laughs]

He was a ladies’ man, our Shawn.

[Shakes head]

Though, you know it wasn’t like that.

He was Preacher’s.

And she was Preacher’s.

It sucks to say, because he’s my brother, but they’re the two people who loved that man the most in the world.

And the only two reasons I’m down with sayin’ that is because I was person number three.

And I’m glad he had that.

Especially from those first two people.

[Head twitches and clears throat]

Hell, all three.

 

We get done with the tour in June, we barely set our suitcases down, the label wants us back in the studio.

Now, you gotta know, Lyla in his life, meeting Audie and Lynie, getting Jules back for her, having DuShawn in the band, Preacher’s put pen to paper.

Tim’s writing too, and so am I, and it’s good shit we all could work.

So, we got an album we could lay down.

But we’re tired.

 

[Laughs for a long time]

I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s funny.

[Sobers but is still smiling largely]

Me sayin’ we were tired.

We would not know what tired was until we did tours where we had to fly over oceans and the tour lasted two years.

Press conferences.

Filming videos.

Interviews.

Photo shoots.

But we’d shot the video for “Give Then Take” before we went on tour with the Mustangs.

And during that tour, we had two breaks. One where we shot videos back to back for “The Back of You” and “Night Lies,” the other one was Christmas.

So really, we’d only had one break.

Time before that is studio.

Time before that, you know.

So, yeah.

We were tired.

We just didn’t know the real meaning of tired.

 

Those labels, though, they know, and Tommy wasn’t dumb.

Part of it, they were pushing because we were making them money and they wanted to strike again while the iron was hot.

Part of it, hair bands are dying, Guns ’n’ Roses has got a hold, and they’re huge, but they’re about to implode.

You got rap that’s about to become known as hip hop which is about to take over the world and grunge percolating in Seattle, [grins] pun intended.

In five years, you’re gonna go from George Michael to TLC to Kurt Cobain taking his own life. Green Day and Beyoncé are about to become artists claimed by two different generations.

Shit is about to get real in the music industry.

And we’d carved out our own niche, man.

It was us who had to fill it.

We got one album and we’ve not even headlined our own tour.

We gotta grab hold. We gotta grow our fanbase. We gotta stay relevant.

And the labels knew that.

So did Tommy.

 

[Off tape]

The stories in your songs were about to do a complete reversal. Your next three albums would solidify your place in the music industry, go on to be critical and commercial successes, but they weren’t dark like the first. Was the band worried about that?

You’re an idiot, you let something loose for public consumption and don’t worry how the public is going to feel about consuming it.

Especially the people who put you where you are.

But the bottom line was, that first album was honest. It was real.

And we weren’t the same band we were when those songs were written and recorded.

The songs we recorded on Like a Desperation, Audie and Lynie Live On and Some Like Yesterday Better Than Today, Wait for Tomorrow were the same as Night Lies. They were about where the band was at.

And where Preacher was at.

I mean, you heard the story just now, but you already probably knew where “Trench Coat” came from. That came out and it hit number two.

Yes, but Hardy had already outed Lyla as McCade’s and The Clinch had been published. By the time that song was released, Lyla was becoming known and stories about her were circulating relatively widely.

 

[Interviewer’s Note]

The Clinch is how the photograph is known of McCade and Lyla taken during a Roadmasters sound check at the Salt Lake City gig when they were opening for Bobby Sheridan and the Mustangs.

A reporter from String magazine was there with a photographer ostensibly to do a story on Sheridan, but mostly to get a closer look at what was happening between the Mustangs and the Roadmasters.

This last was never directly shared with the Mustangs or the Roadmasters, and as far as the Roadmasters knew, String was not there with any interest in them at all.

The photo, now so famous as to be synonymous with the pair, depicts McCade and Lyla embracing onstage behind his mic. His guitar is at a slant at his back. Her arms are around his neck. Her body is arched to his. And both of his hands are cupping her buttocks.

The kiss is blatantly sensual, McCade’s head at a slant all but hiding Lyla’s face, but their opened mouths, the placement of his hands, the line of her body and her fingers in his hair paint a stirring picture.

None of the band knew a photographer was at their sound check, the photograph was published without knowledge or consent from McCade or Lyla, and the article it ran with included the first mention of Lyla as muse to McCade and the Roadmasters.

It is common knowledge Preacher McCade flew into a fury when this photograph was published, and as such, to this day, McCade nor any of the Roadmasters have ever allowed an interview with String magazine and that publication is banned from their press conferences.

Not long after its publication, however, both the photographer and reporter were terminated from the magazine and both contend their terminations were the machinations of Tom Mancosa.

 

Jesse:

Yeah, precisely. That’s what I’m sayin’.

The Clinch came out and that was where the band was at.

We did not make a decision for those albums, discussing if we wanted to try to fake it, go back to where we were and try to feed lies to our fans because we think that’s what they wanna hear.

We did what we’d always done.

We stayed true to ourselves, worked with what was genuinely inspiring us and wrote the best music we knew how.

Which is what any true artist will do.

 

Okay, so all this is happening, we get it, but straight up, I wanna sleep in the same bed for more than a night and when I do, I don’t wanna have to haul myself out of it to pitch up at the studio.

Preach has got three months that’s nothing but Lyla.

We all want a break.

The label pushes.

We pull.

We get pissed so Tom gets pissed.

We’d only signed with our first label to do one album. We were in negotiations for the second.

This is happening, Tommy shops us around on the sly.

Gets us a deal that blows our goddamn minds.

Problem is, the new label also wants us in the studio, pronto.

Tommy asks for a month, and demands, when we get down to recording, that we work with Daniel and Hans.

He gets all that.

Everything he wants.

Everything he asks for, for the band.

And thank fuck, he gets that for us, and in the end, we delivered.

 

He then rents us a house on a hill off the 101 down from Pasadena.

It’s got four bedrooms, a pool, a big kitchen, a pool house, which Shawn claims, a mother-in-law apartment over the garage, which Dave got, Lyla’s already in town, but before she showed, she’d mailed two boxes of clothes and shoes.

And there it begins.

The best of times.

Which, you know, always are what happens before you slam right up against the worst of times.

 

Lyla:

I loved that house.

[Smiles softly]

Preacher made love to me for the first time in that house.

 

[Interviewer’s note]

At this point, the door that leads to the rest of the cabin that has been closed throughout our session opens and a young man walks in, followed by a gray cat with dense fur and a round face.

The recorder is still on.

“Outta here, Mom,” he says.

Lyla tips her head back as he bends down to kiss her cheek.

“You taking the truck?” she asks.

“Yeah,” he answers.

The cat has jumped up to the daybed and is stalking the many pillows when Lyla orders, “Close the door, honey.”

“Right,” he says.

He walks back to close the door he came through and he leaves after calling good-bye to his mother.

“Later, Jesse,” she says.

The door to the outside closes soundly.

“Sorry about that. He’s not normally rude, but my children are not very happy I’m dredging up what they call ancient history,” Lyla explains. “They feel the heartbreak for Mom is better left alone. Particularly my son.”

 

Jesse:

We didn’t know.

We didn’t know we had a month and how important that month was.

We didn’t know we had a month to hang by the pool. Go to the beach. Catch a movie at the Chinese theater. Go to Universal Studios and take a tour of homes of famous people. Hit clubs on Sunset and listen to the music people were playing.

We had a month to drink and smoke and get high and go to bed with a woman where you didn’t have to wake up and haul your ass onto a bus or head to the airport to catch a plane that would take you to another city, another hotel, another sound check, another gig or get to the studio to lay down tracks.

You could sleep as long as you liked and get up and Lyla would bring you coffee and make you eggs or pancakes or someone would have gone out and bought donuts.

We didn’t know we only had a month.

Only a month to be young.

Only a month to still be kids.

Only a month before we all had to grow up.

And fast.
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I was sitting by the hotel pool reading when someone blocked my sun and it stayed blocked.

I looked up from my book to see Preacher standing there.

He was wearing shades, the sun behind him so he was shadowed, this meaning I couldn’t read his expression.

I didn’t have long enough to figure it out before he shifted to the side of the lounge I was in, bent over and put his hands in the armrests at my sides.

And in this position, his face in mine.

I held my breath.

“Tommy got it,” he said.

My heart flipped.

“He got it?” I asked.

“He got it. He got it all. Creative control. Danny and Hans. Headline tour. A month off. And more money than we were expecting.”

All I heard was what I asked next.

“Headline tour?”

He smiled.

Slowly.

Then he said, “Get up, cher. Go upstairs. Get dressed. I got somethin’ I wanna show you.”

I wanted to celebrate headline tours, but if Preacher had something to show me, I’d go for that.

He pushed off and helped me up.

I wrapped my sarong around my hips and held his hand as we went upstairs to our suite.

I was slathered in oil, so I took a shower while Preacher got on the phone, and by the sounds of it, talked to practically everyone he knew.

He sounded happy so I was smiling as I swiped on some eye shadow, blue eyeliner, a brush of pink blush, some mascara and lots of lip gloss before I fluffed out my hair, threw on a long-sleeved, off the shoulder, inch-of-belly showing, printed gypsy top, some cutoffs and slid on a pair of pale pink pumps.

Preacher approved of my outfit with a sexy smile, grabbed my hand and I walked down to the lobby with him in his faded jeans with his worn-out tee that had a faded logo from some bar he’d played in Illinois.

He asked the valet for one of the three cars Tommy had leased for the band.

As we stood outside waiting for it, I slid my sunglasses on, and Preacher lit a cigarette and then threw his arm around my shoulders.
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Lyla:

[Off tape]

That picture is iconic.

Yes.

It was weird then. We were just…us.

We didn’t think, standing somewhere, waiting for a car, that someone would be around to shoot a picture that someone would pay to print because people would pay to look at them.

At us.

We didn’t see them then.

The photographers.

We learned to spot them.

Many credit you and that picture for gypsy tops becoming the rage.

[Shrugs]

I don’t know.

I just know that suddenly, everyone was wearing them, which I thought sucked.

Because when they did, I didn’t want to wear mine anymore.

And I really liked them.
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Preacher drove up a scary, steep driveway to a massive house, then around to the side where he hit the opener I just then noticed was attached to the visor of the Porsche 959.

The garage door opened.

A garage door that was one of four of them.

He pulled in, turned off the ignition, the car stopped purring, but I was having trouble breathing.

“Preacher,” I whispered.

“Come on, cher,” he said before he knifed out.

He was at my side before I had my door open.

He helped me out, took my hand, and guided me through a door, along a breezeway and then fumbled with some keys, opening another door.

Inside there was a big mudroom with a washer and dryer that was also a kind of pool room with hooks and a shower.

He pulled me up some steps that led right into a huge, bright, sunny kitchen.

It opened up to a massive living room with a lot of white furniture and the biggest TV I’d ever seen.

It also had a view of that part of LA out large picture windows.

I wandered into the living room, mumbling, “You didn’t—”

“Tommy rented it for the band.”

Okay, he didn’t buy it.

It was rented.

For the whole band.

I stood at the window, staring out at the haze over LA.

Preacher came up behind me and wrapped his arms around me, stooping so he could put his chin to my shoulder.

“Shawn’s claimed the pool house. Dave’s got the space over the garage. And you and me,” he kissed my neck, “are in the master.”

I trembled and turned my head, he lifted his, and I caught his eyes.

“You’ve made it,” I whispered, knowing how huge that was for him.

“We’re gettin’ there,” he replied.

I looked to the view.

He’d made it.

They’d made it.

We drove here in a Porsche.

We were staying in a fancy suite.

And now this.

Our first night together, the night we met, that motel they were staying in, it wasn’t anything to write home about.

And the bar where they’d played that night was not an arena.

This…

Was something else.

“Where are the guys?” I asked.

It seemed to take him a year to answer, “Not here.”

I turned in his arms and looked up at him. “Show me the master.”

He got me, I knew it when his arms tightened and he murmured, “Cher.”

“Show me, Preacher.”

He studied my face for another year and then he took his arms from around me, placed a hand on either side of my head and brought his face closer to mine.

“I didn’t bring you here for that, Lyla.”

“We’re celebrating something you worked hard to earn by me giving you something else you worked hard for. And earned.”

He made this groaning, growly noise I felt like a physical touch in a very private part of me before he erased the minimal distance between our mouths.

We made out, right there by the windows with a view of LA at my back before Preacher broke it, took my hand and walked me down a hall to the end of it.

The master was large.

I could see it had its own bathroom and walk-in closet.

It also had white walls and white furniture and diaphanous white curtains on the French windows.

But mostly, I was staring at the bed, which was a king-size mattress set on a tall boxy platform (painted white).

It had a white comforter and loads of white pillows.

And above it, the only color in the place.

A huge picture of three pink tulips with white edges on their petals.

Preacher stopped us just inside the space.

It was me that walked him to the bed.

Once there, I took a deep breath, turned to him, lifted my eyes to his and kicked off my pumps.

Then I stated, “I’m in love with you, Preacher McCade.”

There was no groan in his growl when he heard that.

I then had his hands on my ass, his mouth on mine, his tongue in my mouth and in short order I had my ass to the bed, and after, his body on mine in said bed.

By now, I knew his sweet spots.

And he knew mine.

But as he peeled the clothes from me, and I returned the favor, we found new ones.

His lips and tongue and beard could make miracles.

And they did.

The only time I felt funny was when he slid down between my legs, right before his mouth closed on me.

And then I didn’t feel anything but his mouth on me.

I had never had an orgasm.

In all of our groping and rubbing and kissing, I’d come close.

But I climaxed against his mouth, arching toward the white ceiling, my fingers buried in his hair.

He was up and covering me, working my neck with his lips, cupping me between my legs warmly with his hand, when I recovered.

“That was…wow,” I whispered my understatement.

“I’m in love with you too,” he said against my neck.

I stared at the ceiling. “What?”

He lifted his head and all I could see was the beauty of Preacher McCade.

“I’m in love with you too.” He caught a tendril of my hair, wrapped it around his calloused finger, and held my eyes. “I love you, Lyla. My Lyla. Prettiest girl in the world. All for me. All mine. Made for me.”

I made a noise that was kind of a sigh, a moan, a sob and kissed him.

He went to pull away and I knew why because I tasted me.

But I caught his head and held him to me, pressing up to him.

He groaned in my mouth, the fire he’d quenched sprang up again, and suddenly, I was desperate for him.

Suddenly, in a way I didn’t know existed because I thought I’d always felt that way, I couldn’t get enough of him.

I couldn’t take in fast enough this amazing man who loved me.

It got to the point where he had to warn me, doing it gruffly, “I’ll stop, anytime you need me to stop. But just sayin’, baby, soon, it’s gonna be hard to stop.”

“Then don’t stop,” I panted against his lips before I kissed him again.

He took over the kiss and, well, everything.

And then he was searching for his jeans, pulling out his wallet, sliding out the condom.

“You don’t have to watch, cher,” he muttered.

“Do you not want me to watch?”

“I want you to do what you want.”

“Then I’m not missing a thing.”

And I didn’t.

I didn’t miss watching him roll the condom on his long, thick, beautiful cock.

I didn’t miss him spreading my legs like he was preparing to make an offering to a goddess.

I didn’t miss watching him lower his big body onto mine.

And I did not miss a second, staring into his eyes, our breaths fusing, as slowly, very slowly, he filled me.

There was a twinge when he started and there was so much to him, there was a moment I was worried I couldn’t accommodate all of him.

But then he was inside.

And it was perfect.

He was perfect.

As I’d somehow known from the start, we were perfect.

“Yeah?” he grunted, like he was in pain.

“Am I hurting you?” I whispered.

“Baby, that’s my line.”

I smiled up at him.

He made another delicious noise before he slanted his head and kissed me.

Then he made love to me, gliding a hand between us because he was Preacher.

And he was sure to give me mine (again).

Before he took his.
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He’d come back to me after he dealt with the condom, whipped the comforter out from under me, the sheet, then got in bed, took me in his arms, pulled the sheet over us, to my breasts, and then me into his arms.

My back to his front, our eyes to the French windows which had a view to a rectangular pool with lounges with white cushions, tall, lush greenery all around the deck and a pool house at the end.

“You’re bleedin’ a little,” he muttered in my ear.

“I’ll live.”

“You sure I didn’t hurt you?”

“I’m sure I’d tell you if that happened. I’m also sure that the first time that happened between us I don’t want to talk about blood or pain, the former you said is only a little and the latter I barely felt.”

He chuckled.

I settled into my man.

Then I said, “I’m yours.”

His body did a funny jerk before he shifted to shove his face in the side of my neck.

“Forever, Preacher,” I whispered.

“Fuck, I love you, Lyla,” he rumbled.

I liked the sound of those words so much, the feel of them, I turned in his hold and we started making out again.

“Preach, man, where are you? You can’t find dick in this mausoleum!” we heard Jesse hollering. “Dude! Show yourself! Tim bought steaks. Tom’s out firing up the grill. We’re cooking out and christening this pad!”

At the end, his voice was getting closer.

And the bedroom door was open.

“You come back here, brother, I’ll shoot you!” Preacher shouted.

I could actually feel the shock coming down the hall.

Then, sounding like he was getting pissed, “Is Lyla with you?”

I felt something else, something weirdly cold and hot before Preacher yelled, “What do you think, asshole?”

“All right then, cool!” Jesse yelled back. “See you when you come out. Hey, China.”

“Hey, Jess,” I called.

“Yo, China!” I heard Dave shout.

“Yo, Dave!” I shouted back.

It was then I heard Tim, quieter, but I heard him, “Lyla and Preach are goin’ at it?”

“Apparently,” Dave replied, not quiet.

“Then why’s the door open?” Tim asked.

“Because we weren’t around when they started the festivities maybe?” Jesse asked.

“You should close the door!” Tim shouted. “We don’t wanna hear you doing China!”

“How ’bout you all shut up?” Preacher yelled. “That’d be a good idea.”

I started giggling.

He looked down at me. “They’re idiots.”

I put both my hands on his bearded cheeks and replied, “They made perfection even more perfect.”

And earned Preacher kissing me again.
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Lyla:

Tommy grilled steaks that night, and it was the first, but not the last time he demonstrated he was exceptionally talented with a grill.

[Smiles]

Dave was high by steak time and determined to get me to agree to pierce my ears and do it himself.

Preacher put a very abrupt end to that.

[Laughs]

And that night, sitting by the pool after eating steaks, kicking back with the guys, was the first time I smoked pot.

[Expression shifts to pensive]

Dave was the one who talked me into it, and looking back, Preacher was not at one with this happening.

Though he let it happen, probably because I was curious and in a safe place with the guys. Also, because he’d learned by then that I made my own decisions and wasn’t a big fan of him intervening when I did.

I always thought he wasn’t hip on the idea of me trying marijuana because, at that time, he thought I was his good girl. Not to mention, he was looking after me as well as looking after my grandfather’s granddaughter.

He’d made my grandfather promises, and in his mind, and mine, he didn’t break them by making love to me. We were adults. That was our decision. And it in no way had anything to do with disrespect, even to my grandfather.

We were in love, that was an act of love, and even if the words had not been said, I knew we both thought from that moment on we’d spend the rest of our lives together.

But now, looking back, I know it was something else.

Preacher needed me to be free of that so I wouldn’t be a part of it which would mean he could come to me after times when that kind of thing was all around him, and also be free of it.

 

[Off tape]

“Tulips” is my favorite track from Like a Desperation. It’s the sexiest love song I’ve ever heard. I suspected it was about you, but I would not suspect it was about a deflowering.

This is what you don’t know when you’re young and your hormones are raging or you’re getting pressure from some asshole.

If you wait for the right person, it can be amazing.

 

We were like kids in a candy store, time on our hands, the guys had money, and we were in a place as cool as LA.

We lazed by the pool or made fun of ourselves doing touristy things, or we hit the beach, played frisbee badly and baked under the sun. We went to Santa Monica pier or strolled the Venice Beach boardwalk. Grabbed a ton of hotdogs at Pinks. Dressed up and went to The Dresden once for a steak.

Gram and Gramps brought Sonia and Jules out.

Miz Simms brought Penny and Lana out.

Loretta and Oscar [Williams] came out.

Dave’s parents came out and I don’t think they left the pool the entire time they were there, even at night.

[Laughs]

And I don’t think before or after I ever had that great of a tan.

 

It came clear early, when we moved in, as such, since none of the boys had much of anything, and I was only visiting, that, although my connection to Preacher was immediate, we realized we did not know each other very well.

[Shakes head, grinning]

We fought a lot.

He wanted to buy me a car so I could get back and forth to Brownsburg and Purdue whenever I wanted.

And I refused.

He wanted to help with tuition, so I didn’t have student loans.

And I refused.

He wanted to take me shopping on Rodeo Drive and buy me designer clothes.

And I refused.

[Laughs softly]

I blame my mother’s stubborn pride.

[Laughs more, then stops laughing]

But I was right to refuse.

A girl has to know how to make her own way.

She should never depend on a man, especially that early in her life.

When they’re partners and there are vows, no matter how those come, that’s one thing.

Until then.

Never.

Not ever.

 

Preacher was not very good at being famous.

[Shakes head, again grinning]

All the boys were more famous than they thought, but especially Preacher, Jesse and Tim.

Most especially Preacher.

It wasn’t like, in those early days, they couldn’t go anywhere without being recognized, but it happened more often than any of us expected.

[Off tape]

To you as well?

[Nods]

Obviously not as much as the guys, but it would happen.

And Preacher didn’t like it.

Especially when it came to me.

[image: ]

With my pad and pen, I wandered out to the pool, hitting a few of the lounges at the sides to nab used beach towels left behind, on my way to the pool house.

With the towels flung over my arm, I juggled the pad and pen and knocked.

“It’s Lyla!” I called. “Not to disturb, but I’m going to the grocery store. Do you need anything?”

“English muffins and orange marmalade!” Shawn shouted.

I heard the murmur of a woman’s voice.

“And cantaloupe!” he finished.

I grinned, shouted back, “Gotcha,” wrote that down and retraced my steps.

I hit the mudroom, started a load of beach towels in the washer and then went out the side door and up the steps to Dave’s place.

I repeated the rigmarole and got, “Do we have beer?”

“Yes.”

“Do we have more beer after we finish that beer?”

I was laughing when I yelled, “On the list!”

“Love ya, China!”

“Back at cha, Davey!”

On the way back to the main house, I nearly collided with Tommy who was in running clothes.

“Doing a grocery store run,” I told him.

“Somethin’ to grill tonight, babe. Doesn’t matter what. And grab a coupla cartons of Marlboro. Think everyone’s about out. Yeah?”

I nodded. “Have a good run.”

He kissed my cheek and took off.

I went back into the house.

Tim was off surfing, no doubt. He’d taken a lesson a week ago, and from that day on, every morning before dawn, so un-rock-‘n’-roll, he was on his way to the beach.

Jesse had been shacked up with a girl the last few days and the door to his room was open, so I knew he was probably still with her.

Even so, Shawn and his woman would emerge, Dave too, Tim and Tommy would get back.

So, I tossed the dregs of the pot of coffee I made for myself and started more brewing before I wandered down the hall to the master.

I opened the door, and since there were no real curtains, just white sheers, and it was nearly ten o’clock in the morning, the sun was streaming in the four sets of French windows that dotted the space.

And Preacher’s long, tan limbs were tangled in white sheets, with most of them exposed, plus all of his back.

I was rethinking my plans of going to the grocery store as he pushed up to an elbow and trained his eyes on me.

“You need anything from the store, honey?” I asked.

“Come ’ere,” he rumbled.

Okay.

The store could totally wait.

I went there, rounding the platform to his side, and since he was facing the middle of the bed, he rolled.

He then lunged, caught my wrist and pulled me into bed with him, rolling again, on me.

“Dave needs beer,” I said as his mouth landed on my neck.

“Don’t care.”

“DuShawn needs muffins.”

His mouth moved to my throat. “Don’t care about that either.”

“His girl wants cantaloupe.”

His lips hit mine. “Really don’t care about that.”

“Prea—”

He kissed me.

I stopped teasing.

He started, but a different, much, much better way.

And he ended the tease from the back, taking me on our knees, me genuflected before him, stretched like a cat, pushing back to get as much of him as I could.

“Get there, Lyla,” he ordered roughly.

I met his slams.

“Fuck, get there, baby,” he groaned.

I pressed both hands to the wall, reaching for him as I gasped my stunning orgasm.

His thrusts came hard as he grunted his.

He glided gently for a while before he pulled out, muttered, “Fuck, love my woman’s ass,” and slapped it lightly before he bent and sunk his teeth into a cheek.

My eyes drifted closed.

He kissed the small of my back, shoved me down to my side and left the bed.

He came back and made us both tangled in sheets, and each other, within about ten seconds.

“You get to explain to Shawn why he doesn’t have his preferred breakfast,” I mumbled, cuddling closer.

Preacher chuckled.

I loved that sound, so I pressed even closer.

“You know, it sucks when you have to leave me after, so maybe we should get me an appointment so I can get on the Pill.”

He didn’t reply.

I pulled my face out of his throat and tipped my head back. “Preacher?”

“I should get tested,” he muttered.

Hmm.

“Yes, and after we’ll both be…careful.”

“Sorry?”

“We’ll both be careful.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

It was then I felt what I felt when Jesse had called out that first day at the house, alluding that maybe Preacher had a girl other than me with him.

A weird cold that was also hot.

“You said you’d get tested,” I pointed out.

“Yeah, ’cause I fucked around before you. Not after you came back, so it’s been a while. A long fuckin’ while of no one but you. And I’m not a fuckin’ moron so I never went in ungloved. But once we know I’m clean, it won’t matter, ’cause it’s you and it’s me and that’s all it’s ever gonna be.”

There it was.

That’s all it’s ever gonna be.

He’d mentioned decorating a bedroom for our girls like Mom did for Sonia and me.

And I knew it to the depths of my heart that was where we were at, and, as crazy as it seemed, I knew this from the very beginning.

And I loved it that those words came out of his mouth.

But I could not bask in that considering his tone, his expression, and his dark, heavy mood that seemed to shadow the bright room.

“I know, honey, but—”

“But what?”

“But—” I tried again.

“But nothin’. What? Are you sayin’ I got permission to step out on you when you’re gone and you the same?”

No, I was absolutely not saying that.

I shook my head and opened my mouth to speak again but his arms tightened around me so tight, my mouth snapped shut.

Because I realized this wasn’t bickering with Preacher.

This wasn’t even an argument with Preacher.

This was something else entirely.

And it was beginning to scare me.

“So, we’ll be careful when we’re fuckin’ other people so we don’t catch something’?” he went on. “Is that the motherfuckin’ bullshit you’re sayin’ to me right now, Lyla?”

His arms around me nearly hurt.

“Preacher, you’re holding on too tight,” I told him.

“Answer me,” he bit and did not loosen his hold.

I blinked.

Except in Chicago, even when we argued, his tone was never biting.

And even in Chicago, it was more cutting than it was biting.

“Of course not,” I snapped. “But I don’t know what the incubation period is for some of these things. So even if you get tested, we should be careful, just in case, you know, something rears its ugly head later and I get an STD even though I’ve only ever slept with you. Only when we know the coast is clear should we have at it.”

He scowled down at me another long beat before he relaxed.

“Well then,” he murmured.

“And that wasn’t cool,” I spat.

He tensed again instantly. “It wasn’t cool thinking you were suggesting we fuck other people either.”

“I’ll point out, I wasn’t suggesting that.”

“I know, but if you listened to what I said, I said it wasn’t cool thinking you were.”

“I heard you, Preacher,” I retorted, pushing against his hold.

“Calm down,” he growled, holding me even tighter.

“Don’t tell me to calm down,” I returned, still struggling. “And let me go!”

“Calm the fuck down, Lyla!” he exploded.

I stilled.

“And you didn’t finish what you should have said,” he declared. “Even though you’ve only ever slept with me and only ever will fuckin’ sleep with fuckin’,” he put his face in my face, “me.”

Only then did he let me go and he did this to roll out of bed, snatch up his jeans from the day before off the floor, tear them on, the same with his tee and then he nabbed his running shoes.

And as he was stalking out, he clipped, “Now I’m going to the goddamn store.”

Then he was gone, slamming the bedroom door behind him.

I stared at the door in shock.

And I was not recovered when I, too, rolled out of bed, and automatically decided against the shorts and tank I’d worn when I thought I was going to the store and pulled on a white one-piece bathing suit with a short caftan over it.

I wandered out of the room and down the hall, seeing Shawn sitting on a stool at the kitchen island.

His back was to me, but he was looking over his shoulder, watching as I walked to him.

He was alone, which I vaguely thought was weird, unless he was there to get provisions and take them back to the pool house.

But if he was doing that, why was he sitting a stool?

And when I rounded him, I had another question, wondering why he was drinking coffee instead of also taking two of those to the pool house.

“You need a warmup?” I asked.

“Come here, baby girl,” he murmured.

I looked to his face.

He turned his stool my way.

I went there.

He pulled me between his legs, took up both of my hands and held them against his bare chest (he was only wearing track pants).

“I think you know, Preach is an edgy guy,” he began.

I snapped to my current situation and moved my hands as if to pull them away.

But he whispered, “Whoa,” soothingly like I was a skittish horse, and he held on, even if his touch remained gentle.

“Yeah, I heard him shout at you,” he said. “And no, I’m not dancin’ around that ’cause Preacher has something good in his life for once and I’m not gonna let him fuck it up.”

“Shawn, I don’t want to talk about this.”

“’Course you don’t. You just got a dose of the wild side of your man and it’s tweaked you. But, China, listen to me, you know better.”

“I know better than what?”

“You know better than to give up on something that’s as good for you as Preacher.”

I stared into his beautiful black eyes with their spiky lashes in his handsome face and said nothing because I knew how good Preacher was.

But what I’d just had from Preacher was very bad.

“You gotta keep that wild side tamed, baby girl,” he advised quietly.

“And what? Let him yell in my face?” I asked.

“Don’t fight him,” he said, sober as a judge. “Don’t ever fight him, Lyla. Not like that and not when he gets like that. And if he starts edging that way, you find your ways and talk him down. You do not let it escalate to what I just heard.”

“That’s not on me.”

He shook his head. “No. You are one hundred percent right. It isn’t. But you want him, you love him, you want this to last, there’s gonna be more reasons than just you two having it out when you’re going to have to keep him smooth, girl. Are you hearing me?”

“I am and you’re scaring me,” I told him.

He let my hands go. “It’s harsh, but the only thing I got to give to that is you better grow up, Lyla. You want a man like Preacher, you can’t be a girl. You gotta be a woman who can handle her man. And I think you’re not only hearing me. I think you get me.”

I stood between his knees, staring at him and feeling my heart beat hard.

Because I had a feeling I did get him.

“They fucked him up,” he stated bluntly, giving me proof my feeling was correct. “And it’s a goddamned miracle he’s not some hood. Some piece a’ trash worse than them. A criminal. A con. A million other things, not one of them good. And you know it. So that edge breaks through, Lyla, you soothe it, or you cut him loose and let him find someone who can.”

I took a slow step away.

“I know you’re that woman,” he coaxed when I did. “You know you’re that woman. And most important for both of us, Preach knows you’re that woman. Now he’s gonna come back and he’s gonna have cooled down and he’s gonna feel like a motherfucker he was a dick to you and it’s up to you whether you talk to him about it or whether you let it go and just learn to keep him smooth.”

I didn’t move and I didn’t say a word.

Therefore, DuShawn continued.

“And you need to talk, you need to hash it out, you find me, baby girl. You can tell me what a motherfucker he is and rant all you like, and I’ll take it. I’ll agree with you. I’ll bear this burden with you. So he won’t. But he’s had enough. He had more than anyone should bear by the time he was fuckin’ nine years old and he became the man he is, so when the wild comes out, the people around him have to keep their own shit and help him deal.”

“Do you know all that happened?” I whispered.

He shook his head. “He never told me all of it, baby. But he lived right next door. And shit that shitty, you can’t hide.”

I took in a broken breath.

“We a team on this?” Shawn asked.

“I love him,” I told him.

I didn’t realize how tight his body was strung until I saw it relax.

And he said, “Then we’re a team.”
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[Lyla stares out the window for some time and does this silently]
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Jesse:

The next five years went by in a blur.

Kid you not, if I didn’t have my notebooks, except for the big shit, I probably wouldn’t remember a thing.

 

In the beginning, before she graduated, it was good for Preacher that Lyla was back in Indiana.

We got into the studio and stuck into that album, none of us came up for air, and the coupla months she was still in LA, he was a man torn.

Then after that…

Well…

Shit.

 

When we were recording and she was still in LA, she would come in, but not often. I could tell she didn’t want to be a distraction.

But I think, back then, [grins] she just wasn’t into our music.

Though, she was all about making sure we were fed.

[Laughs]

Lyla’s Indiana home cookin’, probably put on ten pounds while we were making that record.

[Smiles]

Okay, maybe fifteen.

 

Tim and Dave got interested in what happened behind the glass, so they were at the board with Preach, Hans, Daniel and me.

This was good.

You wanna stay in the business, you gotta know the business.

Everyone knows it’s more fun to go to the Max Factor museum and look at all the crazy shit they invented to try to make women look pretty.

But this was our second album.

Our first was considered a success.

There was only one acceptable direction to go from there.

The pressure was on.

 

DuShawn was no stranger to the mixing board, it was all in the family for him.

So, he was all in too.

 

Before he got into producing, Daniel had been in a decent metal band that had crashed and burned.

Night Lies was the fifth album Daniel produced.

But after he did that for us, he got busy.

So, when he took on Like a Desperation, he had more experience, knew more, shared it with us and that album.

And man, you could see his growth.

Seriously.

And that didn’t stop.

Which was why we stuck with him.

Until the end.

 

That was the first album we were all in and there wasn’t one after that where that same thing didn’t happen.

We found our footing recording as a band with that album and the footing we found would never be shaken.

It could get iffy, because Preacher could be a steamroller, and Danny had a tendency to wanna go hard, what with him bein’ metal and all.

[Smiles]

Not to mention, six pairs of hands in one pie can get messy.

But even when we weren’t getting along, or downright fighting, we kicked the shit out of our albums.

I stand behind every second of every one of them.

To this day.

 

[Off tape]

Are you saying the band was a democracy?

[Shakes head]

No. Danny was the man, Preacher was the vision. We all understood that.

They weren’t all Preacher’s songs, but most of them were. It was Preach who knew the feel of the album he wanted, Danny and him hashed that out to something they both agreed on, and Danny led the way.

What I’m saying is, we were all there. We were all involved. We didn’t play our part and go home. We got a say.

In other words, you’re making perfectly clear that McCade was not a tyrant.

[Curtly] In other words, I’m telling you those albums were Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters.

It isn’t all about Preacher, especially sittin’ right here.

I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to anger you.

[Shakes head]

It’s cool. I’m alright.

But I had decades of that, and I get it.

Though I don’t need it in my own living room.

 

The thing is…

The thing that people don’t know, and even on occasion I forgot, is that Preach and me were the band.

We were the band.

And maybe you need to be in a band to get what that means.

But we got it.

We knew it, him and me.

But gotta say, I got tired of the fact it was only him and me who knew it.

And then, unfortunately, I let my part of that shit slide.

And so did he.

 

After we recorded it was videos and press and setting up the tour, which at first, was limited.

Then they released “Trench Coat,” which soared to number two, and our ten-date tour became a fifteen-date tour.

They release “Cards and Sharks,” and that only makes number four, but the album is selling so hot, it’s lunacy.

So, the fifteen-date tour becomes a twenty-five-date tour.

 

[Off tape]

Can you talk about the press conference for the Like a Desperation tour?

[Drops chin, closes eyes and shakes head before reengaging]

Going through all this with you, I’m seeing why a kid your age would be interested in the whole story.

 

We’ll just say that Preacher was not over that shit String magazine pulled.

I mean, the man made a promise to Audie and there’s that picture, full color, for the whole world to see.

And he and Lyla hadn’t even gone there yet.

The man he is, he called Audie even though it was highly unlikely Audie read String magazine. Someone might show him, and Preacher wanted him forewarned, but also, he was put in a position to have to explain, which, I think you can imagine, was a seriously uncomfortable position to be in.

And straight up, he was pissed not only his and Lyla’s privacy was violated like that, but the band’s.

And I’ll tell you what.

He was right to be pissed.

We all were.

Press is sitting in on a sound check, you should know press is sitting in at a sound check.

Press is anywhere near you, you should know press is there.

The end.

 

And this is where what Josh pulled starts to escalate.

Because, if he doesn’t blab his lies to a reporter, no one knows who Lyla is.

Sure, she’d eventually be on Preacher’s arm at awards shows, and the woman she was, way she dressed and carried herself, she might get attention.

But Josh made her a curiosity.

The girl who was fuckin’ two members of a band, maybe both of them together at the same time, and starts that shit when she’s not of age, people are gonna wanna have a look at.

We were all powerless to protect her.

And obviously, the person who felt that the worst was Preacher.

 

I’ll tell you this, when we finished Like a Desperation, I was fuckin’ elated.

Not that it was done.

That it was that fuckin’ good.

That feeling lasted about five minutes before I was fuckin’ terrified.

Because we gotta play it for the label, and what if they don’t agree?

[Grins]

They did, but then you release it, or when you release the singles from it, that whole thing cycles back.

Never ending.

 

Now, we’re sitting down to announce our tour, talk about Like a Desperation, something we’re all proud as fuck of, talk about Night Lies, about our music and the show we’re taking on the road, our first headliner, about the band and how we got where we are and what we think about it.

Two questions in, reporters are asking about Lyla?

[Shakes head]

I was sitting next to him and I could actually feel the fury beating off Preacher.

I was with him, and not a member of the band didn’t feel some level of the same.

Tommy and the guy from the label try to deflect, get them back on track, some asshole gets up and asks about Lyla’s weight.

[Shakes head again, now appearing to be getting angry]

Her…fuckin’…weight.

[Suddenly starts speaking through chuckling]

So, Preacher leans forward to his microphone and says something like, “I done fucked the skinny ones and they were no good at it. Maybe it’s because they needed a sandwich. I’m keepin’ what I got. Finally found one who’s got a brain in her head as well as a body that looks good in jeans, and incidentally, she also doesn’t think with her twat.”

[Explodes with laughter and continues speaking]

He gets up and stalks off.

Dave leans to a mic and says, “Fuck y’all.”

Then he gets up and stalks off.

Tim just flips them off and then he’s outta there.

I’m sittin’ there, because if I move, I might punch somebody.

So, Shawn leans to a mic and says, “Any more questions?” And without giving anyone the chance to say dick, he says, “Good. Hope you enjoy the album and the tour. Thanks for coming.”

Then he grabs my arm, hauls me out of my chair…

[Words barely decipherable due to laughter]

And pulls me outta there.

[Continues to laugh until laughter is spent]

Shit.

Our first press conference.

[Smiles]

The label was delighted.

[Again, explodes with laughter]

 

[Off tape]

It cannot be denied, in retrospect, that all of this served the band far more than it detracted from it. It wasn’t just simply no press is bad press. The closer the band got to each other and the tighter it made its circle of protection around Lyla, the more you won hearts and minds and listeners. Especially considering most people knew many of your songs were about her and the affection, intimacy and romance in them were, there’s no other way to put it…epic.

Yeah, that’s the Brightside.

You take a phone call from your girlfriend who’s having shit said about the size of her ass in magazines.

I’ll happily sell about ten million less albums so Lyla didn’t have to go through that.

I understand. And I don’t want to belabor a point that’s emotional for you. But the dichotomy of the Roadmasters being gentlemen rockers, at the same time the bad boys of rock, this latter coming out solely around looking after their own, was a part of your mystique that endures to this day and has made legend. Your most recent response being indicative of just that.

[No reply for some time, and then a smile]

Well, when you say it like that.

And it cannot really be denied that, Lyla taking the high road, she got hers back. When Audie and Lynie Live On was released, the basis of the fascination with her shifted. It became less about Hardy’s comments, more about her romance and relationship with McCade, her style, as she was swiftly becoming an icon, and frankly, with her resolute refusal to rise to any bait and her stalwart support of McCade and the band, her substance.

I hear you.

But do that to another woman, she would have been chewed up.

I’m not gonna thank Josh for bein’ an asshole and I’m not gonna thank the press for raking a twenty-year-old woman over the coals for no reason whatsoever. That’s not news and the size of the jeans she wears is nobody’s fuckin’ business and anyone’s opinion on it isn’t worth dick.

I’m down with the idea that the band formed a reputation of looking after its own.

Because, we did.

The rest of them still can go fuck themselves.

 

Night Lies enjoyed good sales and good reviews. Like a Desperation and its sold-out tour established a strong foothold. But would you agree that Audie and Lynie Live On, especially its overwhelming critical acclaim, put you on the musical map in the sense that you were a force to be reckoned with and nothing was going to take that away?

Yeah.

Oh yeah.

 

Those two years of recording, promoting and touring for Like a Desperation then digging into Audie and Lynie were rife, sister.

Audie was getting sicker and sicker.

Lynie’d had her stroke. Then she had her next one.

Lyla had graduated, but Julia was still in school.

Preacher was mostly on the road, and when he wasn’t, his work was in LA.

They were flying all over every-fuckin’-where to have time together and deal with all the shit that was piling on them.

 

In the mix, my sister Penny gets married to her first husband, and he’s an asshole. I’m worried. Mom’s worried. Tim’s worried. Preach is worried. Lyla’s worried.

And jacking that up further, this is when Nick Pileggi rears up again, a very unwelcome blast from the past, and we gotta deal with his shit in the press, handle Penny, the assholes who come forward, convinced they can get somethin’ outta the band ’cause they say they’ve adopted Penny’s kid and Nick’s bullshit lawsuits.

So obviously, that goin’ on, Lyla’s the one who’s torn ’cause she’s worried about Penny and Mom with all this shit, but also Preacher and me.

 

And now that Lyla’s out of school, what’s next?

Does she leave all that’s going down in Indiana and find a teaching job in LA, living in a town her man is rarely in, and when he is, he’s got people pulling him every which way?

Or does she stick by her family? And, to be honest, Penny, who she’s also now looking after, not to mention my mom.

But if she does that, her chances to be with Preacher are practically nil.

 

Preacher wants to build a studio on Audie and Lynie’s property.

I’m down with that so I can keep an eye on my sister.

But before we can even think about it, the label wants a follow up and they’re talking about another tour, and since our reach is growing, they want it starting in Asia, then Europe, then back in America.

We’re nominated and a couple want us to present so Lyla’s flying to LA to go to awards shows.

And when she does, she’s got mics in her face because everyone wants to know who’s dressing her and who did her hair and she’s saying shit like, “I got this at a vintage store.” And “Me.”

 

[Off tape]

Isn’t it during this period when McCade had his first altercation with the paparazzi?

[Sighs]

Yes, and it is rare I’ll call that man stupid, but that was not smart.

In his defense, those incidents were close to the beginning, Lyla was getting shit on in the press, and he was protective.

But Shawn sat him down, had a word with him and explained what Preach had already figured out.

The minute he got up in their shit, it got worse.

So, after the first, the next two happened because the photographer touched her.

Preacher learned to block them with his body in a way that wasn’t aggressive and we all learned a variety of tricks to deal with that shit.

And they ended.

 

Audie and Lynie Live On is still our most raw, emotional album.

Audie was gone by then, Lynie would die when we were on tour for that album, and it was good and bad we did that.

Good because two people who would have gone quietly into that goodnight without anyone outside those closest to them knowing what solid, decent, good people they were would have sucked.

Bad because we had to perform those songs at every gig and be gutted when we did.

 

And I’ll tell you what, I never really got it, because the people that gutted the most were Preacher and especially Lyla.

As great as that album was, as meaningful as it was, to the band, to music, to those two and Sonia and Jules [shakes head] I just never got it.

It was like a new death every time, you know?

Like losing them over and over again.

And then I saw Laurie Anderson accept for Lou Reed when he was inducted into the [Rock and Roll] Hall of Fame.

And I sat there and listened to Anderson talking about how you die three times. When your heart stops. When you’re buried or cremated. And the last time someone says your name.

I watched that, her saying that, and the audience chanting, “Lou, Lou, Lou.”

[Turns head, takes a moment, coughs, looks back]

[Quietly] This is it, sister. Listen carefully.

This was the kind of man Preacher was.

This was the kind of thing that Preacher knew.

It was right there in front of me and I was so close to it, I did not fuckin’ get it.

It was all in the title.

Audie and Lynie Live On.

No matter it cut him to the bone to do it, he gave them to the world, but especially to Lyla and her sisters, in a way that they will never die.

That was Preacher.

[Clears throat]

That was Preacher McCade.

 

When their declining health made the decision easy for her, Lyla decided to move to LA.

Preacher found a house…

 

Strike that, Tom found Preach and Lyla a house a lot like that first one we had out there that Tommy rented, except smaller, more secluded, whole fuckin’ place was surrounded by green, even the front, and it didn’t have a view, but it had a pool.

[Chuckles]

So not like that first house at all, except it had a pool. But it felt like it since we were all there so often.

We all had our own pads by then, but it felt like we were always with Lyla and Preach at their crib.

Maybe because that’s the only place we could get good, home-cooked food and we all liked our food.

[Bursts out laughing, then quiets]

But mostly, we liked bein’ around Lyla and Preach.

 

She got a job in the school system, which was a disaster from the start.

First, she’s famous and living with a famous guy and you cannot be the first one of those and have a job in the Los Angeles Public School System.

Second, being a teacher was her mother’s dream, not Lyla’s, and she didn’t take to it.

It could be the first had to do with the second.

After a while, she moved from the public-school system to a private school, but it didn’t get much better on either front.

In the end, it was just clear, although Lyla loves kids, that wasn’t her calling.

 

This was probably the worst thing that could have happened.

Lyla trying to make a go of teaching, giving up on it and then she’s cast adrift.

She felt like a failure.

She felt like she was letting her mother down, her grandparents.

She was lost and the man who could make her feel found was in Singapore or Berlin or Vancouver or wherever the fuck.

Yeah.

That was not good.

 

We were all burning out, man.

Preacher was the only man taken in the band, but he’s from Louisiana. Even if his woman is half a world away, he can party and do it where it doesn’t end with his dick getting sucked.

And the man could party hard.

But it wasn’t just booze and weed and blow and a good time after every gig.

It was a pill to wake up and a pill to get some sleep and a pill to knock you out on the plane and a couple of lines before you go onstage, which would turn into someone getting a solo so the rest of us could walk off because we needed to do a couple more.

 

Lyla doesn’t know any of this shit is happening.

Preacher doesn’t understand all that’s going on with her seein’ as she’s putting on a brave face when Preacher phones home.

And Preach isn’t exactly hiding, but he isn’t being forthcoming.

 

But then she’s not working, and she starts flying out on occasion to join the tour for a while, and suddenly she’s in that mix, at his side, full bore.

[Shakes head, smiling]

She could party too.

 

Or if we’re on a break and he’s with her and they go out, especially after that album and all that was in it that people now know, it’s almost a frenzy around them.

And that is not her vibe.

His either, obviously.

 

Looking back, I wish she was on that tour with us, start to finish, and then all the ones after.

Because when she was, the one-two tag team of Preach lookin’ after the band in his way, and Lyla doing it hers, with Tom’s overlording…

[Laughs]

I think, maybe…

I might be wrong, but I think if she was all in instead of in and out, things woulda gone different.

 

[Off tape]

Why do you feel this way?

First, because Lyla didn’t put up with any shit from women.

Not when it came to the band.

And in some cases, it’s gotta be a woman who takes care a’ shit like that, you know what I’m sayin’?

She could sniff out a loser or a user faster ’n snot, and she had no problem weeding them out.

She also did not delay in doing that.

And she got such a reputation with it, the vast majority of the time, women didn’t try to dick us over.

But also, with that and with her around…

You just don’t be a bitch or an asshole around a woman like that.

I mean that both ways.

The women we had, they looked up to Lyla and for the most part, she showed them the way.

And us guys, we never wanted to disappoint her, so she showed us the way too.

 

Second, Lyla has no interest in it, and I’ve noted repeatedly Preacher is protective as fuck, and you do a lot of press on tour. Every city, it’s more reporters or photo ops or radio shows.

Tom set it up so if we did interviews, it was not in band space. No one ever had all access, and after the String thing, it was very rare they got close to the band in any area that was considered personal, like our dressing room.

Tom made the label hire space or get another suite and that’s how we did interviews.

This way, we could keep them far away from Lyla.

And this meant, because everyone mostly wanted to talk to Preacher, okay, she was with the band, with him.

Taking care of the band.

Taking care of him.

But Preach bogged down with reporters?

That means she’s with the band.

And Lyla has to be taking care of somebody.

Lyla left to her own devices is not good.

Taking care of somebody, she’s Audie’s, Lynie’s, her mom’s…

That’s her heart.

That’s her soul.

We didn’t know it then, but she has to be stuck in, up to her neck, doing something she cares deeply about for someone she cares deeply about.

Yeah, we didn’t know it then.

[Quieter] But we know it now.

I guess everyone knows that now.

 

Once, once, a roadie pulls out some smack and suggests it to Dave.

And Dave was Dave.

He’d try anything.

Preacher is off talking to some magazine, but Lyla sees that shit and she’s on getting Tommy there so fast, the world stopped spinning.

That roadie was gone, and after that, I don’t know, but it could be Tom had everyone who came anywhere near us frisked so no heroin would get close to the band.

[Chuckles]

Now, Lyla also did her first toots of coke from Dave’s spoon when Preacher was somewhere else, and we’ll just say, when Preach found out, he was not a happy man.

But we were all frosted half the time, including Preacher, so as much as it sucks to say, that was probably inevitable.

Still…

[Taps fingers restlessly on armchair]

I think, as long as he could, Preach tried to stay true to what he promised Audie, taking care of her, looking out for her.

Holding on, in the end, by his fingernails.

And then he let go.

Worse, she did too.

But by then, she really had no choice.

 

We get off that tour and we’re beat, but we gotta get into the studio.

So, we do, and I remember us all sitting around Lyla and Preacher’s living room, shuffling through bits of paper that have lyrics or music written on them, trying to pick which ones we’re going to put on the next album.

Lyla’s on the phone with Amber talking about how a gig she got working with a youth center went bust because she was found out and some reporters and paparazzi were sniffing around, and that very day, she had to quit.

And she says, “I like yesterday better than today. But I can’t wait for tomorrow.”

And that’s just Lyla.

Her mom dies and within a few years her grandparents are dead.

She’s deep in love with a man she barely sees.

She’s twenty-five years old and the degree she earned is useless, her career is up in smoke, but her boyfriend and his band are nominated for more awards, they’re rich, they’re famous and she is too, for doing nothing but being Lyla.

And she can’t wait for tomorrow and she’s not full of shit with that.

That’s her.

And she’s Lyla.

[Flips out hand]

An album is born.

 

[Off tape]

Some Like Yesterday Better Than Today, Wait for Tomorrow is definitely edgier than your former two albums, but still optimistic, and you just explained that.

The Roadmasters didn’t tour to promote that album, but it still sold better than Audie and Lynie Live On, which sold better than Like a Desperation which sold better than Night Lies.

Your next album is The Cycle.

This shades dark again and included the single “Musk” which, like “Tulips,” though far less tender, is a raunchy, barely veiled narrative of McCade and Lyla’s sex life, particularly how much he enjoyed performing cunnilingus on her and receiving fellatio from her.

If Lyla is struggling under the spotlight, and McCade doesn’t like it shining on her, why did he share such intimacies so publicly?

[Sighs]

Because you don’t tell a poet what poems to write.

And anyway…

The damage was already done.

 

The thing is, we’d entered the fast lane.

And once you’re there, you got two choices.

You keep up.

Or you crash.

 

But just to say, that’s a kickass song. It’s sexy as fuck.

And I think at that point, Preach was so fed up, he was feeling, if you couldn’t beat ’em…

Give ’em something to really be jealous about.

And last, Lyla fuckin’ loved that song, and at first, he wrote it for her and had no intention of including it on the album.

He did it, we did it, because Lyla encouraged us to.

Partly because she knew it was a hit.

But mostly because, she had a lot of fuck yous to deliver.

And that was one big, steamy, dirty, smutty, wicked-awesome fuck you.

[Grins]

 

And you know the fuck of it, to this day, that’s our highest grossing album.

And that album…

And that song…

Won us our first awards.

 

Listen, you never bitch about being rich and famous.

You just don’t.

Heard someone say once, I forget who, the only thing worse than someone interrupting you at dinner to ask for an autograph is no one interrupting you to ask for an autograph.

And that is true.

Would I rather have played the bar circuit until I got sick to death with it and ended up sitting in my armchair in my living room drinking a beer and wondering what if, instead of admitting I just wasn’t good enough, or didn’t work hard enough, and I should have moved on?

Fuck no.

What we built and what came with it, all of it, I’ll take it.

I’d take more.

I’d take less.

[Grins]

Though not much less.

 

This all sounds like one huge bitch.

But it isn’t.

When you’re in the thick of it, it’s an everyday party, sister. It’s good times, and the pills you’re taking mask it, so you have no clue you’re run down and about to burn out. You’re just into what you’re doin’, and when it’s done, you’re rarin’ for what’s up next.

And our music is out there, it’s getting heard and people love it. We’re onstage and they’re singing our words back to us in this wall of sound and that…

Man, that…

Except the love of a good woman and becoming a father, there is no better feeling than that, and seein’ as the love of a good woman and being a father is everything times about a million, that’s sayin’ something.

My father would have been proud.

And my mother was against it at first…

But she died proud of me.

 

What I’m saying is, even doing this right now with you, looking back at all of this under a microscope, I would do it again.

I wouldn’t have to think for even a second about it.

And I wouldn’t change a thing.

 

The thing is, you’re in it. You went for it. You bought into the dream. Made your deal. Sold your soul. Whatever.

You wanted it.

And if you go for it and you have luck or talent or you work hard for it or all three, however you get there, you get it.

 

The ones you love.

That’s a different story.

 

Lyla:

It was, and still is, very sweet, even if it was, and still is, upsetting how the guys reacted to all that happened to me.

But it didn’t really bother me.

 

Honestly, although it was tough at first, you get used to it pretty fast, especially if why it’s coming at you is worth putting up with it.

They had a mind to me, they always did. All of them.

But that period of my life was not about any of that.

I learned very quickly none of that mattered.

It was about losing my mother, which is something you never get over.

And since Mom moved us in with them when I was eight, my grandparents were really my parents too, so losing them was the same.

They all went so fast, it felt like it was one after the other, and with everything else going on, I couldn’t cope.

I don’t know what I would have done if I didn’t have Preacher and the band.

My family was dying.

And there I was, with a new family.

I’m in school. I’m graduating from school. I’m trying to find a job. Discover who I am, what I’m about.

And the only thing I’m sure of in all of that, the only thing that’s solid, is Preacher.

 

I mean, think about this. Think about any twenty-something kid who’s starting their life.

You get to an age you look back and think, “I wish I was that young again.”

Well, I don’t.

Because we wish we were that young again because we’re not, we’ve lived life and we’ve learned, and we want to go back because we know things we didn’t then.

But going back is going back to not knowing those things.

And we lay gild on those years because we were young, and we have our full life ahead of us but figuring out who you are and what you want out of life is tough work.

We forget that part.

We forget that really, there were chunks of it that just plain sucked.

 

It’s the ones who figure out that they have to be in their now.

That’s the meaning of life.

Not only do we have no other choice, but where we are, we earned. We’ve lived that life and we’ve learned those lessons and we can take all those gifts and tragedies and build on them to have more.

There’s always more.

Every next second you’re breathing is more.

Until you’re not breathing.

And something I learned with my mother dying at age forty-three is to pack everything I got into every breath I take.

I did that then without even knowing it.

And I do it now.
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Lyla:

[Off tape]

Would you talk about the Young and Beautiful List?

[For a moment, says nothing, then begins laughing before, suddenly, she stops]
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I was staring out my window in the back of the limousine when I felt Preacher, sitting beside me, move.

I looked to him and saw he had his hand in his inside jacket pocket.

He pulled out the vial and murmured, “Want a bump, baby?”

I turned his way, scooted closer and said, “Set me up.”

He filled the little spoon, held it out. I pressed one nostril, leaned into it and breathed the white powder in.

Repeat with the other nostril.

I tasted the bitter in the back of my throat.

And I liked it.

Preacher took his own, replaced the vial in his jacket, did a long sniff, set his head back on seat, closed his eyes and lifted his hand to pinch his nose.

I watched him, falling in love with him that little bit more.

So handsome, my man.

I reached out and ran my fingers through the side of his hair to the ends that now curled around his ear.

He dropped his hand, opened his eyes but didn’t lift his head when he turned to me.

“You miss it,” he said.

“It looks good shorter.”

His lips twitched and he murmured, “You miss it.”

I didn’t.

And I did.

I slid my finger along his smooth-shaven jaw, doing it wondering why he’d hidden that for so long.

Angled perfectly, square, strong.

“You miss the beard too.”

I didn’t.

And I did.

My gaze lifted from my fingers at his jaw to his eyes.

“I love you however you come.”

His expression changed and then I was glad there was a deep slit in the front of my gown because he caught my hips and pulled me to straddling his lap.

This as he slouched down in his seat.

The coke was taking hold, but that wasn’t the only reason I felt the spike in my body.

“You know, I’m quite pleased with myself,” I told him. “Being solely responsible for the band’s new look.”

It was a joke on a variety of levels seeing as I was not.

I’d like to see someone try to tell Dave what to wear, and Tim how to cut his hair.

Actually, I wouldn’t because that wouldn’t be pretty.

Though Dave could be blamed for my pierced ears.

He got his way, somewhere in Canada, and I let him.

Preacher did too, in the sense that it was him that held the ice and the needle.

Dave’s idea—and so Preacher—he took over.

Dave didn’t mind, he got to watch and hand Preacher the little gold studs Preacher slid in after he pierced me.

And I definitely didn’t mind, because now, every time I put in a new pair of earrings, it reminded me of Preacher.

And, well, Dave.

Preacher started chuckling and through it said, “Yeah. It’s not that it’s 1994, and we maybe needed to haul our asses out of the seventies.”

I grinned at him.

He slid his hands under my skirt, up the backs of my thighs to my bottom, asking, “Why we goin’ to this thing again?”

“Because Brad and Gwyneth will be there.”

He burst out laughing, his fingers digging into my ass as he did.

“They’re our only competition for prettiest couple alive,” I informed him. “We have to show them up.”

He stopped laughing, sliding one hand over the top of my thigh.

“Well, cher, lookin’ like you do, Gwyneth doesn’t stand a chance. But I ain’t pretty.”

He was so wrong.

She’d be gorgeous.

And he was wrong times two, of a sort.

Preacher wasn’t pretty, that was true, and Brad was hot.

But Brad paled in comparison to Preacher.

“It’s for the kids, Preacher,” I said softly.

“Right, that’s why I paid fifteen hundred bucks a ticket.”

I smiled at him.

His hand shifted up over my belly. “They already got the money.” His fingers slid into the front of my panties. “We can ditch.”

He found the perfect spot, rolled and my head fell back as my hips moved with his fingers.

“Yeah,” he whispered and the gravelly note to that word made me ride his fingers harder.

“We…have to show. I…promised,” I forced out. “The charity needs the press.”

“Mm,” Preacher hummed.

I dropped my forehead to his and breathed, “God, Preacher.”

“Keep ridin’, baby,” he encouraged. “Oh, yeah,” he growled when I did.

I glided my hands down his shirt to his trousers.

“Want you,” I panted.

I heard a whirring noise that didn’t last long and Preach ordered, “Drive around awhile.”

“Yeah, Preacher,” the chauffer said.

The whirring noise came back just as I freed him from his pants.

His fingers went out of my panties, and he pushed his slacks over his hips while I claimed his hard cock.

Preacher tugged my panties aside, I positioned him, my eyes staring into his, and I bore down.

He clamped onto my ass with both hands and groaned, “Fuck.”

My forehead still to his, I took him, he let me, his fingers pulsing into my flesh with encouragement before he moved one hand around and found my clit with his thumb.

I gasped, took him harder, and he pushed me over the edge right before he jumped off with me.

I was sitting on his cock, my face in his neck, and Preacher was trailing his fingertips lightly on the skin of my ass and thighs when I came down.

Then suddenly, skating my gown up my back, his arms clamped around me.

“Ditch this shit,” he rumbled.

“Honey—”

I was about to remind him why we had to appear at this event when he interrupted me, sharing precisely what he wanted to ditch.

“Take you to a mountain somewhere. Somewhere they can’t get to us. Build you a house. Fill you with babies. Make our lives about nothin’ but you and me and our family.”

My man was tired of it.

It had become a grind.

Something he loved had become a grind.

And it was all about him, all on him.

The guys, they were great.

But none of them carried the weight like Preacher.

I had to get him to a place where he could breathe, remember how much he loved this, get him into a zone where he could just pick up his guitar and play because he wanted to.

Not because he had to.

But I had to wait to get him to that place.

Because the pressure was still on.

I tipped my head to press my lips on the underside of his jaw and whispered, “We’ll do that. Maybe after the tour.”

“I want you going with me.”

I lifted my head up and looked down at him.

“What?” I asked.

“I want you on the tour with us.”

He always wanted me on tour with him.

He always wanted me with him.

But this sounded different.

And although that concerned me, I had other concerns that took precedence.

“Preacher, I don’t have a job.”

“I do.”

“I know you do, but I don’t.”

“I can take care of you, cher.”

I knew he could, since he’d been doing that since I graduated college (mostly).

“It’s not about that.”

“Baby—”

“Preacher, I want be with you. I want to live my life with you. You make a boatload of money and I never will. I get that and that’s not the problem.” I dipped my face closer to his. “But you know me, honey. I have to do something and not just be Preacher McCade’s girlfriend.”

“You aren’t just my girlfriend, Lyla, you know that, I know that. Even all those assholes know that.”

I had to admit, this was true.

“They wouldn’t be askin’ Tom to approach you about pushing their shampoo or whatever the fuck if you were just my girlfriend,” he went on.

Yes, what he said was true.

I was probably the only woman in the world who had zero desire to be a model.

But I was a definitely a woman who had zero desire to be a model.

Though, with the number of offers Tommy was constantly turning down, this didn’t seem to be getting through to people.

“You can get a job after the tour,” he declared.

Was he high?

Wait, he was.

But still.

“The tour lasts a year,” I reminded him.

He put both hands to the sides of my head and said, “Baby, you need a second. You need to chill. You need to take a breath. You need to figure it out. You’re bouncin’ from one thing to the other because you think you’re lettin’ your mom down. Audie. And it burns in you, thinkin’ you’re disappointing them. Now, I didn’t know your mom, but I knew Audie, so I don’t think I’m wrong in sayin’ the only thing they’d want is what you want. They’d want you to do something you dug and something that makes you happy. You can’t figure out what that is, latchin’ onto whatever comes at you and tryin’ to force it to work then takin’ another hit when it doesn’t.”

His hands at my head gave a little squeeze.

“Take a second,” he urged. “Figure it out.”

He was the one who needed a second.

To have a moment to breathe.

Still…

If I was on the tour, I could look after my man.

And I could hang with the guys.

“You know, that isn’t a bad idea,” I muttered, and he smiled.

“I’m not just a dumb rock star.”

I pressed my lips to his, pulled away and said firmly, “No, you’re not.”

I was losing his cock, so he lifted me up, adjusted my panties and then helped me into my seat beside him.

He righted his trousers, did the whirring thing with the screen between us and our driver and called, “You can take us to the place, Rudy.”

“Gotcha, Preach.”

The whirring came back, the screen went up, and when it was up, I curled into Preacher’s side, tucking my head into his shoulder and neck, and wrapped my arm around his stomach.

He did what he always did.

He reciprocated the gesture, curling an arm around my waist and holding me close.

“So, you goin’ on tour with me?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I told his chest.

I felt the warmth of goodness invade the limo and knew I’d made the right decision because I’d made Preacher happy.

One tour.

It’d be fun.

And he was right.

Take a breath, be with my man, look out for him, have this, for him.

For me.

I’d figure my stuff out after.

I had my whole life to figure it out.

This tour would only happen now.

Or, that was, when it started in two months.

“Give me another bump, honey,” I muttered.

“You just had one,” he said.

I felt his chin coming down, so I tilted my head back to look at him.

“Yeah, and you also just made me come and when you do that, all I wanna do is curl up and take a nap. You’re way too good with your fingers, sweetheart, and I have to get through this night. I need another bump.”

He gave it to me, took one himself since it was out, and not long later, Rudy delivered us to the venue.

Before the door opened, Preacher mumbled, “I hate this shit.”

“But you’re so pretty.”

Someone opened the door just as Preacher burst out laughing.

He kept doing it as he got out and continued doing it as he helped me out.

The flashbulbs were popping from the moment the door opened.

They were blinding from the moment Preacher appeared.

But I’d learned by then how to keep my head up as we walked through the onslaught.

Though that night, the smile I usually pinned to my face was genuine.

Preacher walked with me tucked close to his side, as usual, ignored the screams of our names, as usual, and he proceeded with his eyes aimed straight ahead in order to tell them without words he couldn’t give two fucks and they were less than meaningless to him.

As usual.

[image: ]

Lyla:

Brad and Gwyneth weren’t there.

[Laughs]

And I don’t know how long after it that was, but I remember being in the kitchen, making bread because that was my jam then. I was making all sorts of bread and pretzels and bagels and all that kind of thing.

I wasn’t bad with the bread.

But my pretzels and bagels were terrible.

[Laughs again]

Preacher comes in, throws the magazine down and this poof of flour jumps up.

The magazine is rolled open to a page that’s taken up with one picture.

And he says, “That one, I don’t mind.”

Then he smiles at me and strolls out.

 

We’d made the top of the Young and Beautiful List that came out every year in Here It Is magazine.

It was a coveted spot for people who care about that sort of thing.

Preacher didn’t care about that sort of thing.

The picture they’d used of us was taken after he’d helped me out of the limo that night.

We were standing so close. I think my shoulder was in his chest. He still had a hold of my hand.

He was looking down at me, laughing.

I had my head tipped back and was looking up at him, smiling.

[Shakes head and gives a short laugh]

I have to admit, we did look good. Preacher always rocked a jacket and slacks. Then again, he rocked everything he wore.

But mostly, we looked really happy.

And totally in love.

 

[Off tape]

I’m sorry to have to get into this, but we’re here now and it’s urban myth that list had a curse. It would come about that nearly every couple that made the top of that list would split not long after. Starting with you and McCade. In fact, lore is that your breakup, being the huge surprise it was, was what put the curse on the list.

So, this is right before it all goes wrong.

[Stares directly]

Yes.

That was right before it all went wrong.

 

Jesse:

I don’t know.

[Shakes head]

It started great.

Having Lyla on tour with us.

Preach was in his element, man.

His band. His music. His fans. His woman.

He was the happiest I’d ever seen him.

I just don’t know.

I don’t know how it went so fucking wrong.

 

That’s a total lie.

I knew.

I knew exactly what went wrong.

All of it.
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Lyla:

I try not to judge, but when people say they have no regrets, I call bullshit.

It’s impossible to live your life without regrets.

And I can sit right here and name my top three.

The first, in all that was happening with me, being so wound up in Preacher, I did not have a mind to Dave.

Second, the same with Tim.

And last, that I didn’t walk away sooner when I came to realize Preacher was lying to me.

 

When I went on tour with them, a full tour where it wasn’t like a vacation I was on where my man had to work, I honestly had no idea how the guys did it. I was just tagging along, they had to lay it all out there, giving it to their fans when they performed their shows, and that pace they kept…

Well…

[Pause]

It walloped me.

 

And we were young, but we weren’t stupid.

We knew.

No excuses, we knew.

Janis. Jimmi. Jim Morrison. John Bonham. Keith Moon.

Work hard. Play hard. Get stoned. Drink until you feel it and then drink some more, that needing to be more and more as your body gets used to it.

Hey, that’s rock ’n’ roll.

Right?

[Expression loses focus]

Wrong.

 

It wasn’t that we were young, and we felt immortal.

Especially me.

I’d learned I was not immortal.

 

Even in the beginning, the first time you put that pill on your tongue, you think, “Is this wise?”

But then you gulp it down because your man has a press conference the next morning, this being after you get on a plane, land, hit the venue, and he wants you there because he always wants you at his side, and you have to be bright. There are going to be photographers, so you have to look gorgeous. All of this not for you, but because you love him, and this means something to him, and you can’t let him down.

So, you have to sleep that night.

And wake up and be on the next day.

 

Then you close your mind to it. That little voice that’s there to make you think twice. You shut it down.

 

For me it wasn’t about thinking I could stop at any time.

I was thinking I had to keep going.

 

This thing you’re doing, this book…

[Dips head to phone that’s recording]

If I want people to get something out of it, anything, what I’d want them to get is that nothing for anybody is effortless.

That was a rep I got.

Everyone said, “That Lyla, the woman behind the Roadmasters, she was so cool. She just had it. She had that something. And it was so effortless.”

Well at first, I was just living my life, being with my man.

And from the very beginning, as you’ve heard, none of that was effortless.

Jealousy and even hate starts when you think that about someone. You think, “Look at them. Look what they’ve got. It came so easy.”

Only the wise know that nothing comes easy for anyone.

And if it does, it’s about to get hard.

 

You know, when I heard Prince died, my first thought was, “Oh God, no.”

And then I knew how it happened.

I’d never met the man.

But I knew precisely how it happened.
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My mind was cluttered for a variety of reasons, most especially trying to figure out what was going on with Preacher.

This as I came out of the bathroom after packing my stuff when I saw Preacher toss the pills in his mouth then take a glug of water.

But before they disappeared, I saw how many pills were in his hand.

He usually took two.

That was four.

When did he start taking four?

He didn’t look at me as he set the glass aside, took up the prescription bottle, threw it in his carryon bag that was on the bed—the bag he kept with him, the bag it was not okay to let out of his sight in case someone lost it—and turned his back to me to zip it shut.

I walked his way, set my makeup tote aside and moved in behind him, sliding my arms around to the front.

I rested my cheek on his back and asked, “You okay?”

“Yup,” he answered, and I heard the zip close.

“You sure?” I pressed.

“Yup,” he repeated and straightened in a way I knew he wanted me to let him go.

Yes.

I needed to figure out what was going on with Preacher.

I held on and told him, “You know, if something’s on your mind, you can always talk to me.”

“I know, and if somethin’ was on my mind, I’d talk to you about it. But seein’ as nothin’s on my mind, I just told you I was fine, I don’t know why you’re sayin’ that shit to me.”

All right, from that response, I knew even more than I already knew that I needed to do this.

Right now.

So, I waded in.

“It’s just that, last night…”

He turned in my arms so abruptly, I had to lean back, or he’d slam into my face.

Then he stared down his nose at me.

“What about last night?” he demanded curtly.

What about last night?

Well, what about it was that, last night, and the night before, and the night before that, you made love to me and you did it by rote. Like you were performing a duty, not having sex with the woman you love.

And then you rolled over, and because you were drunk, and whatever else you were on wore off, you passed out.

You didn’t hold me.

That was what about last night.

I stared up at him, having these thoughts, and I knew by the closed-down but still pissed-off look on his face that I could not tell him any of that.

I could not tell a man, or at least not this man, that for the last few nights, I’d had to work for my own orgasm.

And last night, for the first time ever, he didn’t bother giving me one.

But he knew that.

That was why he was staring at me, closed-down because he did that to me and pissed-off because I was bringing it up.

And now he was taking four pills instead of two to face the day and that tweaked me right the fuck out.

“Lyla,” he gritted.

I wasn’t speaking because I didn’t know what to do, what to say.

The tour had started great.

So great, I wondered why I hadn’t gone along before.

And Preacher had settled into it.

He still had the pressure; he still had that weight.

But now, he also had me.

It had felt good, realizing that I was to Preacher what he was to me.

That he could lean on me in his way, like I leaned on him in all the ways he supported me.

But something had changed very recently, it was abrupt, Preacher wasn’t talking to me about it and this was so out of character that…

No.

It wasn’t.

He’d gone cold on me before, though it came with the heat of his anger, he’d told me precisely what was on his mind and it didn’t last long.

It was that time, in our first place in LA, and after it had happened, DuShawn warned me to keep him smoothed out.

Finding a way to tell Preacher McCade, who was already in a bad mood, that he hadn’t taken care of me when he lived to care of me in every way possible, including that way, was impossible.

But I had to find a way.

And do it keeping him calm.

“Lyla, you gonna stand there and stare at me for a year? ’Cause I don’t got that time, babe. We gotta hit band breakfast and then we gotta get our asses on a plane.”

I opened my mouth to say something when a knock came at the door.

Then Preacher did something…

Something…

God.

Something I didn’t know he had it in him to do.

He peeled himself out of my arms in a perfunctory way, like he was discarding a T-shirt, and walked out of the bedroom of the suite, through the living room to the door.

I stood there, feeling a chill invade my blood, and only moved when I heard Preacher say, “We’re gonna be down in a minute.”

And then I heard Tommy say, “Need your ear before we’re with the rest of the guys, Preach.”

And that chill got chillier because that was not Tommy or Preacher, to have a word outside the rest of the boys.

The band was the band. They talked. They argued. They hashed things out. And they did this together.

They did not talk behind each other’s backs.

Preacher, specifically, had an issue with this.

Even if you had a beef with him.

You were up front with Preacher, always.

“I’m not feelin’ good about this,” Preacher unsurprisingly replied, and at his voice, I moved to the doorway to the living room.

I stopped in it and leaned against the jamb, seeing it wasn’t only Tommy there, but also DuShawn.

“Hey, China,” Tommy greeted, and I noted how he noted that I did not come into the room and go to Preacher.

“Hey there,” I replied quietly then looked to Shawn. “Hey, darlin’.”

“Hey there, baby girl,” he muttered, also eyeing me where I was standing removed.

The looks on their faces matched the feel of the room, this not (totally) about my distance, and I tasted something weird in my mouth I’d never tasted before, and I really did not like the flavor.

“Well?” Preacher prompted, gaining the men’s attention.

“Band’s goin’ clean for the rest of the tour,” DuShawn announced.

Uh-oh.

I looked from DuShawn to Preacher to Tommy to Preacher.

DuShawn and Tom had assumed determined, even pugilistic expressions.

Preacher’s was the same but add incredulous.

“Have you lost your minds?” he asked. Yes. Incredulous. “We’re smack in the middle of the tour.”

“Don’t know why where we’re at has shit to do with it,” Shawn said. “It’s getting out of hand.”

“It’s not out of hand,” Preacher retorted.

“It’s outta hand, Preacher. I had trouble waking Dave up this morning,” Tommy told him, and my middle moved like I’d been punched.

He’d had trouble waking Dave?

“What?” I asked.

Everyone looked to me.

But Tommy spoke.

“Scared me shitless. Shook him. Smacked him. Had to toss a glass of cold water in his face to get anything from him. He’s in his room with a huge pot of coffee and we’ll just say he didn’t like it when I told him he couldn’t sock back his Adderall.”

“He’s a grown man, Tom,” Preacher stated.

“He’s got a problem, Preacher,” Shawn decreed.

“When’d you earn your medical degree?” Preacher jibed.

Oh no.

You did not take a jab, verbal or otherwise, at Shawn.

“You’re handin’ me that shit, brother, ’cause you know we’re startin’ with Dave and then we’ll be talkin’ ’bout you,” DuShawn returned.

Oh no!

If this needed to be done, and I was worried it needed to be done, I needed to do it.

Not Shawn.

We were a team, but I handled Preacher in life.

Shawn handled him in the band.

And neither of us stepped over that line.

Ever.

“You’ve gotta be shittin’ me,” Preacher snarled.

Shawn crossed his arms on his chest. “And while we’re on touchy subjects, I’ll throw out there that something’s gotta be done about that bitch who’s doggin’ Tim’s every step. Haven’t seen him out from under that pussy except onstage in two weeks.”

This, I could see.

Okay, the other I could see too.

But truly, the woman Tim had brought along on the tour…

She wasn’t right.

I did not like her.

Preacher hated her.

And I knew all the guys felt the same even if not a one of them had said a word.

She hadn’t been with us from the beginning, though Tim had started things with her in LA before we left.

He had not been at one with her coming along.

She’d talked him into letting her join us.

Something I was noticing she had a scary-good ability in doing.

“So, you’re not only down with tellin’ a man how he goes about his day, you’re also good with tellin’ him who he can fuck?” Preacher asked Shawn.

I stared at him because not two days ago it was the fourth, maybe fifth time he had eyes on Leeanne and he’d said, “That woman’s not right.”

And now he was okay with her?

“You cannot stand there and tell me you don’t see she’s bad news,” Shawn returned.

“I can stand here and tell you it’s none of my damned business,” Preacher shot back. “Or yours.”

“Preach—” Tommy started.

“No, Tom,” Preacher bit. “This is not how we do shit in this band. You got a problem, you bring it to breakfast or we call a sit down. We do not sneak.”

“We came here because when we go to the band, we want you behind this,” Tommy replied, then he looked at me. “And you.”

Oh shit.

I shook my head, but before I could get words out, Preacher spoke.

“Do not look at Lyla. She’s got nothin’ to do with the band.”

At his ugly, dismissive tone, I felt my head jerk as I blinked.

He was right.

I didn’t.

I was careful with that.

Even between me and Preacher, when the guys weren’t around, I was careful with it.

The band was his. His and the boys’.

There were many reasons I did this, not least of which was that I didn’t want to be forced into the position of the go-between. The middleman. Cast in the role of the speaker for one side or the other. The peacemaker. The deciding vote.

None of that.

Because I was Preacher’s and it wouldn’t be fair because I loved all the guys, but my mind would always be on what Preacher would want.

But more, as noted, the band was Preacher’s.

I’d watched my grandparents, and Gram had her thing, Gramps had his. They both golfed and they both liked to travel. They both worked, different places, different work friends and colleagues. To relax, he liked to stretch out in front of the TV or read. She liked to go shopping or lunch with one of her cronies or lay out in the sun.

They didn’t get along every second.

But they had their life together and their times where they did their own thing.

And they had the strongest marriage (by far) I’d ever seen.

I wanted to build that with Preacher.

This was one of the reasons why I was struggling to find my thing.

I could not also be all about the band no matter how many factors out there were trying to drag me in.

Last, and oh so not least, there was one little way I took care of the guys.

I didn’t let them get jacked over by women.

So actually, he was wrong.

I did have something to do with the band.

It wasn’t a big thing.

But it was a thing.

So him saying that like he just said that.

It hurt.

“You best be careful, brother,” DuShawn said low, jerking his head my way.

“Great, now you’re gonna tell me how to handle my woman?” Preacher asked.

Handle me?

“I think perhaps I should finish packing,” I put in.

“Yeah,” Preacher said to me. “You do that.”

I sent him a look that I figured would peel paint off walls and began to turn to the doors to close them and leave them to it when Tommy called out.

“Lyla.”

I looked right into his eyes and said quietly, “No, Tommy. I’m sorry, but you know that cannot come from me.”

He looked pissed and maybe he had a right to be pissed.

But so be it.

I was pissed too.

I didn’t look to DuShawn.

He had the power to drag me in. He was older than all the guys, save Tommy, but he had a wisdom even Tom didn’t have, and a manner about him, with the issues they were discussing, he could manage to do what none of the others had done.

And especially with the way Preacher was acting, I couldn’t have that.

The band was my family.

My home.

But it was coming clear I had my own problems even closer.

Right in the heart.

And I needed all my focus for those.

I closed the doors behind me, and I resolutely did not listen to their voices coming through.

But they talked for so long, not only did I pack up myself, I packed up Preacher who usually did his own packing because, “Baby, when you pack my shit, it’s all orderly and tidy and when I open my bag when we get to our room, I feel like goin’ onstage and singing Rick Astley songs.”

I’d laughed at that.

Was he so funny and sweet just weeks ago?

Why did the shit times drag on forever and the good times go by in a flash?

The voices stopped, the doors to the bedroom opened and Preacher took two steps in and stopped.

“Goin’ down to breakfast, cher, ready?”

Now I wasn’t “babe” or “Lyla” but “cher.”

“Not being a bitch or anything,” this meaning I was totally being a bitch, “but I’m really not hungry.” Though that last was the truth.

I was avoiding his eyes and reorganizing my jewelry in my jewelry bag.

It took him a second to speak again and he did this to say, “Okay then, come down and have coffee.”

I zipped in some earrings and looked up at him.

“I’m good.”

“Lyla—”

“I’m not a puppy who follows you around, Preacher.”

His head twitched and he started to look a mixture of angry and uneasy.

“’Course you’re not,” he mumbled.

“And I’m also not a dog you can kick when you’re in a bad mood,” I went on.

That erased the angry and all there was left was uneasy.

“Baby,” he whispered.

“I’m not saying this to piss you off. I did that once, not purposefully, and I should have talked to you about it then, but I didn’t. That was the wrong decision, so I’ll tell you now. It scared the shit out of me. I’m just saying, I know there’s something wrong and I can’t see to you unless I know what it is.”

“Nothing’s wrong,” he said.

Fast.

He was lying.

To me.

“Right,” I replied softly.

He changed the subject.

“What’s your take on Leeanne?”

I shook my head. “Oh no, Preacher. Tommy’s not gonna drag me in and you’re not gonna drag me in either.”

Though I should probably see about taking care of the situation that seemed to be Leeanne.

I just didn’t know how to do that at the same time dealing with Preacher.

“You don’t like her,” he murmured.

“Is this my man, Preacher, standing in the room with me?”

He looked puzzled. “Always.”

“Then between me and my man, talking about a friend we have concerns about, I will tell you what you already know. Leeanne is trouble. If I’m having a conversation with Preacher McCade of the eponymous Roadmasters, I didn’t say that.”

His lips ticked and he muttered, “Eponymous.”

I read. I’d studied to be an English teacher. My mother and grandparents taught us how to use our words. I had an expansive vocabulary.

Preacher’s parents didn’t bother sending him to school most the time, and other times, they purposefully kept him out of it.

He always got a kick out of it when I used what he called “big words.”

Though he always knew what they meant.

And I always got a kick out of him getting that same thing because I knew this came from a feeling of pride.

I was glad his mood had lifted.

But I was scared as hell.

“I can’t tell a man who he should share his bed with,” he said.

“Then don’t,” I returned and looked back to my jewelry.

“Lyla. Baby.”

I drew breath into my nose and turned my eyes back to him.

“We good?” he asked.

We were not.

“I don’t need you in order to live my life, Preacher,” I told him.

He looked like I’d walked right up to him and slapped him across the face.

I powered through that and how hard it was to see and carried on.

“I need you. Do you understand what I’m saying to you?”

“Yes.”

That came fast too.

I let out a huge breath saying, “Go have breakfast with the band.”

His face got soft.

“Kiss me before I go.”
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Lyla:

I kissed him before he went.

 

I’d fallen in love with their music by then.

Obviously, after Audie and Lynie Live On.

[Smiles sadly]

But I think it was more.

 

I was getting older, maturing.

Preacher matured when he was nine years old.

It takes maturity to write the songs he wrote.

And it takes maturity to understand the stories these people tell.

You have a pen and paper. [Nods head to interviewer] I know you’re taping this but to make it easy, write these titles down and go to your hotel and listen to them tonight. You’re into music, so you’ve undoubtedly heard them before. But this time, make a note of what they make you feel, if anything at all. What you think they mean.

Don’t look it up. Don’t read what someone else thinks they mean. What they make someone else feel.

Only you.

Then keep those notes, and when you run across those notes again, listen to those songs before you read what you wrote and see what you feel then versus what you felt when you wrote those notes.

Ready?

[Waits until she gets a nod]

“American Girl,” by Petty. “Heroes,” by Bowie. “Me and Bobby McGee,” Joplin, but Kristofferson wrote it, and listen to all the versions, including Gordon Lightfoot’s. “Because the Night,” Springsteen and Smith. “Fire and Rain,” by Taylor. “Bloody Mother Fucking Asshole” by Wainwright. “Gold Dust Woman. “Into the Mystic.” “Living in the City.” “Walk on the Wild Side” “What’s Goin’ On.”

I promise you, what you get out of those songs will not be what you got out of them after you have more life under your belt.

 

You will fall in love, and fall out of it, and back in, and get a broken heart.

You will lose people you love in slow ways that will feel like someone opened a tap in your heart to let the blood drip out and in fast ways that will set you spinning so you’re so dizzy, you don’t think the earth will ever rotate the same again.

And you’ll be right.

About both.

You will hear of, and witness injustices.

You will be betrayed.

You will do things that will make people feel ways you never wanted them to feel, but you were so stuck in your life or your head, you didn’t pay attention to what you were doing.

You will say things you wish you could take back.

You will hear things you wish you never heard.

See things you wish you could unsee.

[Draws in breath]

Do things you wish you could undo.

 

They did covers. They always did covers. They were musicians [grins] and musicians like music.

When I’d go to their shows before that tour, I always looked forward the most to when they’d do a cover.

I told you I fell in love with their music, so it wasn’t about them playing something more familiar that I’d like.

It was that they loved music and they didn’t choose to do covers of songs they hated.

[Closes eyes, opens them]

And when they played those songs they loved, those songs that led them to the life they chose…

They were not a multi-platinum, sold-out tour earning band because they sucked onstage.

Far from it.

But when they did covers.

[Whispers] Fuck.

They were something.

 

Every show of that tour I watched.

That night, that first night when I realized something was very wrong with Preacher, and he knew I knew it, they did a cover.

 

By this time, their show was a production.

It wasn’t just the band.

They had percussionists and backup singers and their show was a show.

And he sang “Maybe I’m Amazed.”

DuShawn banging on the piano.

Preacher doing the guitar solos.

[Swallows and whispers]

God, the way his voice got raspy.

 

[Interviewer’s note]

At this point in the telling of her story, the gray cat, who had found a spot on a pillow at the far corner of the daybed, picked its way across the cushions to lie on its stomach next to Lyla but with its paws on her thigh.

And after Lyla distractedly began to rub its neck, it started kneading.

 

I’m not sure my memory is correct.

Maybe it was just what I was feeling.

But if I’m right, no one sang with them when they played that song.

They were mesmerized.

An entire arena.

And this was not surprising.

I was mesmerized.

 

And I thought I could not be more tuned into Preacher at that point.

But I wasn’t old enough.

I was still just a girl.

I didn’t get it.

I didn’t get what he was telling me.

I didn’t get what DuShawn had warned me about.

[Looks out the window]

I didn’t get it.

 

[Interviewer’s Note]

Lyla ended the session at this juncture and asked that I return the next day.

I agreed and left her sitting on the daybed, stroking her cat and staring out the window.

I closed the door behind myself.
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Jesse:

It was a killer idea at the time, and in the end, I don’t know what to say.

I have that book and I look at that book and it makes me smile.

It also makes me proud.

And it makes me want to carry it onto a boat, sail deep into the ocean and throw it overboard.

Last, it makes me want to hang my head and cry.

 

I’m sure, you doing this, you’ve seen it.

[Off tape]

Cat Trelane’s book?

Yup.

I own it.

’Course you do.

 

Well, I’ll give you the full story.

Trelane goes to the label who goes to Tommy, and as I hope I’ve impressed on you, Tom was not a stupid guy.

Trelane was the biggest fashion photographer out there.

And the most controversial.

He was like Robert Mapplethorpe and Herb Ritts had a naughty kid they couldn’t control, even though, he reads I said that, he’ll find me and kick my ass.

[Grins]

And he’d be right because he was his own thing.

And his own thing was the shit.

 

When he wasn’t shooting fashion magazine spreads, he was putting together shows that sent the Christian right to thumping their Bibles so hard, they put their fists through them.

And he wanted to shoot the band.

 

We all knew who he was, and not only because all of us but Preacher had dated models he’d shot, so that agenda item at a band meeting took us about thirty seconds to discuss before we said yes.

 

Deal was, for the first time for anyone outside our inner circle, Trelane had all access all the time except when a member of the band was in their own space, say in their suite. He couldn’t invade that unless he had permission.

And Preacher wanted right of refusal on whether or not he published images he’d taken of Lyla.

We thought that last would blow the deal.

But Trelane agreed.

 

The man even walked out onstage to take pictures of us while we were playing, with Preacher saying shit into the mic like, “That’s Cat Trelane, and the man’s got talent, so if you don’t know who he is, find out. He’s thinkin’ of putting together a book with pictures of the Roadmasters on tour. So, he decides we’re worthy of that, you better fuckin’ buy it.”

And man, when that book came out, I’ll tell you what.

[Lengthy pause]

They bought it.

 

But Trelane dipped in and out of the tour. He wasn’t with us the whole time.

When he was, he was everywhere.

Sound check. Backstage. Dressing room. When we were partying. On the plane with us.

And true to form with him, we watch, and his favorite subject, bar none, is Lyla.

But also, he’s all about Leeanne.

Not with pictures so much.

But he had a fascination with her he didn’t hide.

The band caught it, and I can’t say any of us got it.

She definitely caught it, and she came in thinking her shit didn’t stink, but that made her think it smelled like roses.

I don’t think Tim noticed.

 

[Off tape]

I see your theme continues, dark and light.

Yeah.

And not only because Lyla is blonde and Leeanne was a brunette.

Because one woman had a soul of gold and one had a black heart.

 

We really had it good.

We really did.

It’s one of those things you don’t understand until it’s over. You don’t understand and so you don’t celebrate it, cherish it while you have it.

Keep it safe.

But we got along.

We all got along with each other and collectively.

Until we didn’t.

 

That first breakfast after there was a couple of days Preacher seemed off—when Tom and Shawn came down pissed right the hell off, and Preach looks like he’s been whipped, and Lyla’s not even fuckin’ there, and Tom shares he almost called an ambulance because he couldn’t wake up Dave, and Dave loses his mind Tommy’s tellin’ us that—things that were already on edge and we didn’t really get it, probably thought it’d just go away, got razor sharp.

Tom wants a clean tour, no booze, no drugs, cold turkey, and DuShawn is backing that and doing it hard.

Dave is ready to get up and walk away.

Tim’s high on something. We’re talkin’ about a clean tour and he’s wasted.

I don’t give a fuck, but to be honest, I could use a break and I tell the guys that.

Preacher refuses to weigh in, but he does this watching Timmy real close and I can tell something is turning over in his head, so I figure he’s eventually gonna back going sober. And I’m hopin’ he does ’cause if Preacher says it, even Dave is gonna pull his shit together.

Then, before we can lock that down however it’s gonna get locked down, Trelane strolls up and says he’s with us for the next coupla gigs.

 

We’re to the point in our careers…

And this isn’t the first time, Tommy worked hard at keeping the band’s reputation what it was back when we were on the road, playing bars in the Midwest.

So, it wasn’t about three pages of riders and some lackey picking out the green M&Ms in the bowls in our dressing room, or whatever the fuck.

Though we definitely had M&Ms [chuckles] and Snickers. Dave had a sweet tooth.

[Smiles]

And, you know, Van Halen pulled that shit as an easy way to know if the more important riders on their contract were seen to. You know, like reinforced stages so they didn’t fall through and break their necks while playin’, [grins in a manner that’s more a grimace] shit like that.

There’s a lot to be said about the life and times of the band Van Halen, but they got a bad rap with that M&M thing.

Just sayin’.

 

[Shifts in chair and settles]

We might not hit the stage on time, but we showed on time ready to do our thing.

But we didn’t slum it, flying first class.

Yeah, I said slum it, flying first class.

But there it was.

That was who we became.

That was what we worked for.

And that was what Tommy got us.

 

So, we got our own jet.

From Like a Desperation, we had our own jet.

 

I can tell straight off when we get on the plane that something’s not right with Lyla, but I think it’s Leeanne, and I’m pleased as fuck because if she’s homing in on Leeanne, that means Leeanne is soon gonna be history.

 

That might sound weak, but guy code, for sure.

You don’t wade in with that shit.

A woman?

One of the guys’ women?

[Shakes head]

Nah.

No way.

But Lyla would lay waste to her.

A genuine groupie who loves music and fucking rock stars and gets off on her brand of the “I’m with the band” gig, they’d be fast friends.

A situation where, on both sides, there’s a genuine attempt to make a go at a relationship, she’s hands off.

A vampire who’s out for blood, Lyla could sniff that out in a snap.

And Lyla would not mess around with garlic.

She’d get some wooden stakes and hone them to a fine point.

At least I thought so, at the time.

 

So we get on that plane and Preacher is fused to Lyla, Lyla is subdued, Tom is watchful, Dave and Shawn are pissed, Tim is out of it, Leeanne is whatever Leeanne was, and I’m tryin’ to figure out what’s going on and what I should do about it since it seems clear at this point that Preacher is not gonna wade in and Tommy for once isn’t bulldogging us, so someone’s gotta do something.

We get to the hotel, everyone disappears behind closed doors.

We don’t do what we’ve always have done.

That being drop our shit, do the interviews or whatever, then meander to someone’s suite, throw some back, rapping and deciding on a setlist.

Then that night, we play “Maybe I’m Amazed.”

We do our thing in the dressing room after with local bigwigs and celebrities who pull strings for the privilege, backstage passers, but there’s no other after party ’cause Preacher is all about Lyla, Shawn’s not in the party mood, Leeanne has sensed it’s time to strike and is screwing up to do that, and by that I mean she’s screwing Tim’s brains out, and I’m truly seeing the wisdom of taking a break from the garbage for a while.

So…

Yeah.

Trelane senses all this shit is goin’ down.

Which means, unless he’s got a previous engagement, Trelane is with us for the rest of the tour.

 

[Off tape]

If I recall, and I’ve studied that book thoroughly, there isn’t a picture in it full-face or solo of Leeanne Brewster. Only shots of her in the background or partly hidden by someone or in profile and out of focus.

Yeah, all I can say about that is, Trelane had her number.

I think the only one who didn’t was Tim.

I’m not ever sure he really saw it.

In the end, Tim just picked the band.

 

Gig after that, I remember it was Houston, we get to the hotel and, since no one is doing anything, I figure I gotta man up and not wait for Preacher or Tom to take care of business.

So, I go to Dave’s room and knock on the door and we haven’t been there an hour and he’s already cleaned out the tequila in his minibar and had more brought up.

I’m all “Dave, Tommy can’t wake you up? Dude.”

I’m also braced for him to get pissed and for there to be a fight.

But he just goes to the couch, sits down, all folded into himself.

[Grimaces]

This does not fill me with happy feelings and now I’m wishing he’d fight ’cause this is worse.

I sit with him and I’m all “What the fuck, man?”

He stays folded, but turns his head to look at me, and he says, “I can’t do it anymore.”

 

Now, this tweaks me because never, not ever, have any of us said shit like this.

I don’t know if any of us have even thought shit like this.

 

I ask, “Can’t do what anymore?”

He says, “I’m in love with her.”

I say, “In love with who?”

Then he says, “Lyla.”

 

Now…

[Draws word out] Shit.

I feel his pain.

You know I feel his pain.

Trying to find what Preach had with Lyla led me to Cynthia and then Tiffany and after her Miranda.

And it wasn’t that none of those women were Lyla.

It was that I was looking for my Lyla, when I should have just been looking for what was mine.

But at this point, or any point, for Dave, that’s just not gonna happen.

But what do I say to the guy?

 

And remember, I got a sister who’s a functioning alcoholic.

Good thing, by this time, she scraped off her first husband.

Bad thing, she’s now with a guy who has the personality of a wet dishrag.

Can’t have someone in her life who actually gives a shit and has a backbone, because if she does, he might want her to lose the booze and face her demons.

[Takes deep breath]

I blew it with her, repeatedly, and would continue doing it.

With Davey, I gotta find my way to sort his shit.

 

Yeah, that was about me. About my livelihood. About our music and our earning and our legacy.

It was also that I just couldn’t do it again with someone I loved going down that road, no matter there’s no control over what’s pushing you to that path.

 

So, I just say, “I hear you, I feel you, but going so far Tom’s gotta throw water in your face to rouse you, man, that’s not the answer to anything. Do you need rehab?”

He sits back at that, and I know why. He wonders if Lyla will think he’s weak ’cause he’s gotta go to rehab.

And he says, “No way.”

So, I push, “Clean tour. Lose the tequila and flush any shit you absolutely don’t need, brother.”

No fight, another surprise, but this time it’s a relief, he nods, and we do it together.

Probably hundreds of dollars of coke and hundreds more of uppers and downers down the toilet.

We sit down again, and he asks, “You think Preach and Lyla will do a clean tour?”

I tell him I don’t know.

He says, “I gave her her first toke, Jess. I gave her her first snort. She’s deep into that shit and it was me who fed it to her.”

I got an answer for that.

I tell him, “That’s bullshit and the first person who would tell you that is Lyla. She makes her own choices and she owns them, good or bad.”

 

It’s gonna be an eventful day at the hotel, because we decide to get away from the minibar and go find something to eat, we’re walking to the elevators, and we hear coming from down the other end of the hall one fuckuva racket.

Leeanne is screeching.

We jog down there, sounds like they’re not only fighting, but tearing up the room.

First cell phones out that don’t look like a brick, Tommy makes sure we all got one.

Though, just sayin’, he had one from the time they looked like a brick.

[Half-grin]

I tell Dave to call Tom, and if he doesn’t answer, page the motherfucker, ’cause Tom was all about his beeper, and I hammer on the door.

Timmy answers and he looks relieved, which does not give me a good feeling, but Leeanne’s shrieking inside the room, “Whoever it is, get rid of them!”

I push in.

Dave pushes in with me.

Tim’s clothes and shoes are everywhere, not Leeanne’s, Tim’s and some of them are shredded like someone’s taken scissors to them.

 

Now, she’s beautiful. If you don’t know her, man, she’s beautiful. You know her, that’s a different story but good looks are good looks.

Swear to fuck, sister, I take one look at that woman and I get a chill.

That look on her face and in her eyes?

[Shakes head]

 

That was what Trelane saw before all of us.

That was why he didn’t feature her in any way in that book.

I cannot say that woman was pure evil.

I just know, in that moment, she was.

So, I can say she had that in her.

And Trelane saw before any of us that she had that in her, and he was about capturing beauty or something interesting or making you think or taking you out of your world and exposing you to another, even if that other made you uncomfortable or even squirm.

Her?

He had no interest in her.

 

I’m all “What’s goin’ on here?”

And she shouts, “None of your fuckin’ business.”

And I say, “It’s my business, my boy’s clothes all over the place, and they’re fucked up and you’re screaming the roof down.”

“If Lyla was fighting with Preacher, you wouldn’t come knocking on the door,” she says.

“Lyla wouldn’t scream at him and cut up his clothes,” Dave says.

Leeanne knows that’s the truth, and she’s smart enough to know she doesn’t get down and dirty about Lyla with any of the band, so she doesn’t continue down that road.

“What I’m sayin’ again is,” she goes on, “it’s none of your goddamn business.”

And I just brave the beast, look right into her eyes and say, “Tim’s my brother. So, he’s my business.”

She looks at Tim and demands, “Tim, get rid of them.”

 

Now this is not a good situation for a brother to be in.

Somehow, she’s got him whipped but his two boys are standing there.

No man should let a woman, and just sayin’, that shit is vice versa, pull his leash ever, but definitely not in front of his boys.

 

Shades of the real Dave shine through and he says to Timmy, “I get it. She ain’t hard to look at. But you can get any pussy you want, dude. Lose this chick. She ain’t worth it.”

[Smiles]

Well…

[Starts laughing]

Needless to say, this does not make Leeanne happy and she loses it.

I mean she…fuckin’…loses it.

She’s in the middle of aiming her shit at Dave with Tim holding her back from goin’ at him when Tom shows.

And me and Dave are about looking out for our brother.

Tom’s about looking out for the band.

He sees the state of the place and gets a load of Leeanne and he says to Tim, “She goes or you’re on a break and you go with her. You need to snap out of it and take a look around you. A lot is at stake right now, Tim. And I don’t got time to be pissing around with the likes of her.”

 

Now I cannot say I’m totally down with Tommy laying it out like that.

And I get the vibe Dave isn’t either.

That said, it mighta been harsh, but he wasn’t wrong.

But Leeanne tips it by flying totally off the handle, screeching at Tommy that he’s not important. He’s not in the band. He doesn’t get to make decisions like that. He can’t tell Tim what to do. Tim’s actually the star of the Roadmasters, everyone knows that, and it’s about time he gets his due, whatever she thinks that is.

And a bunch of other shit.

[Lifts one shoulder in a shrug]

Whatever.

 

One thing we had that was solid, we all knew none of us would be where we were without the rest of us.

And that includes Tom.

And you know what, maybe that especially includes Tommy.

So, that shit spews from her mouth, whatever hold she has on Tim disintegrates, and he says, “Pack your shit.”

 

In the end, security had to escort her out.

Tom stayed and sorted it while Tim went with Dave and me to go get something to eat.

But when we get back, they take off and I go right to Preacher and Lyla’s room.

Because, you see, now I’ve had a few days to think on things and I haven’t had the most pleasant afternoon.

[Laughs harshly]

And he took my band.

It’s his band.

We all get along and we all do our jobs and it’s okay for you to have your own thing when it’s working.

But when you got something good, something worth it, you take care of it.

In other words, when it’s not working, you get stuck in and sort shit out.

And it did not escape me, and just sayin’, it didn’t escape Shawn, Tim or Dave either, that in the last few days, we were all in different ways in the mix to take care of it.

And Preacher was not.

 

I knock.

Preach answers and says, “Not a good time, brother.”

“Shit is goin’ down with the band,” I reply. “And you need to engage.”

He says, “I got my own shit.”

And I say, “Well, that’s a problem, Preach. That’s a big fuckin’ problem.”

Preacher says, “It’s gonna be all right.”

So, I say, “The rest of the tour is clean and Leeanne’s gone, security had to escort her out, but that’s the least of our shit and you know it.”

I can tell by the look on his face when I mention the tour being clean he’s not down with that and when I said the word “security” he did not like that happened, he did not like that he didn’t know, and he hadn’t been there to see to Timmy.

But even with this, he just stands in his door, this big man blocking me out, and he’s not gonna let me in.

We just look at each other and neither of us say dick until I say, “Yeah, we got a big fuckin’ problem.”

I walk away

And the fuck of it is…

He lets me.

 

[Off tape]

In the end, Trelane published his book, including a goodly number of images of Lyla, doing this without McCade’s permission.

Yeah, he did.

And Trelane’s book captured the interest of more than Roadmasters and Trelane’s fans. It is widely heralded as nuanced photojournalism of the disintegration of a rock band, starting with the band at its peak, ending with it all unraveling, and how this can come about without big internal or band-based public drama.

Yeah.

It is.
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Jesse:

I’m sure it won’t surprise you that after years of popping whatever pill you thought would do the job, having a snort whenever you wanted to feed the need and imbibing liquor copiously is not something you can just decide to stop doing without repercussions.

The next coupla weeks on that tour were shaky, man.

Serious.

 

And the thing is, it gets worse before it gets better. Every night you go to bed and think, “Tomorrow won’t be this shitty,” and then you wake up and that day is shittier, and it really fucks with your head.

Because all you can think is, “I take a pill…” or “I do a line this all goes away.”

The only thing that stops you from doing that is the fact that you know, eventually you’re gonna have to try again and there’s one thing you’re certain about.

You do not wanna start from the beginning.

 

Even after, you know?

Coupla weeks go by and that’s only when you start to feelin’ better.

You don’t wake up one day and you’re all “I’m good. I’ll just go run a marathon.”

[Shakes head]

Hell no.

 

Folks give the stank eye to people who fall off the wagon, and I wanna say, “You know what, motherfucker. Give up running so much your knees are shit. Or give up that coupla glasses of wine you have every night. Or give up those Doritos. Or shoppin’. Or controlling every goddamn morsel of food that goes into your mouth because you can’t control the world around you.”

We all got a way to cope that we fall into.

And even if it isn’t chemically induced, it’s hard as fuck to kick, no matter how bad it is for you.

I’ll tell you one of many things I learned when I kicked the pills and blow.

I learned to cut some serious slack.

 

So, we’re cold turkey off the shit and we did not pick the best time, say, around a break.

We got a full day to recoup between gigs, but a lot of the time, we gotta pitch up to a radio program to rap for an hour or talk to the local papers.

 

You see, what I did not know until later, not bein’ a soldier, that Tom did know, was that any good general has an exit strategy.

He prepares just as much for defeat as he does victory.

 

But it’s more.

And Tom knew that too.

See, if you’re lucky enough to come out a winner, you make it so you do that with as many men left standing as you can.

 

Look at it like this.

What goes up, must come down.

It is rare that, if a band stays together, if they don’t crash and burn, there won’t be ebbs and flows.

The likes of the Rolling Stones, which make it big and stay there, because they’re that fuckin’ good, then remain there, because they became who they are, is an anomaly.

Case in point, name another band outside the Stones that has that like they have that.

[Waits and when he gets no response, nods]

There are none.

Lennon, McCartney, Harrison and Starr went on from the Beatles to be Lennon, McCartney, with and without the Wings, Harrison and Starr because they were the Beatles.

Even acts like Petty, Fleetwood Mac, the E Street Band, the Who waned. As good as they are, and they’re the greats, they can continue to make music, they can sell out arenas, but they’re coasting.

The goal is to find your time where you can coast.

And when you find that time, be able to coast.

A time where you can still make music for you and give it to your fans.

But the pressure is not on and you don’t gotta let it all get sucked out of you to get more.

 

Tom had a mind to all of that, and except for Preacher, who is not out with his shit but we all know he’s still using, and Shawn, who never descended into it far enough for it to be a problem, me and Dave and Tim are jittery.

[Laughs shortly]

Now, with Penny the way she was, I couldn’t say I got too deep into it either. I could get a buzz on, but it wasn’t about descending completely down that rabbit hole.

And still, I would not live that next two weeks again for anything.

Especially since Tom knows, along the way, you only make enemies with people you’re down with makin’ enemies.

The rest, you pitch up and deal.

 

What I’m saying is, Tommy didn’t cancel shit.

If it was scheduled, we did it.

Shows. Interviews. Photo ops. Radio slots. TV appearances.

And that was really not fun.

But he knows, these people gotta remember the Roadmasters as the dudes who you could rely on. As the dudes who saw to their business and didn’t disappoint.

Because you need everyone you can get to make it big.

You need everyone you can get to stay there.

And you need everyone to remember you in a good way when it’s time to coast.

 

But somehow with all this happening, and I know how, the shows don’t suffer.

And this is because the only fix we can get is our own adrenaline.

But also, Preacher’s got something to say to Lyla.

And he needs it bad that she hears it.

 

During our live shows, we do covers, always at least one cover.

And suddenly we’re doin’ shit like “Feel Like Makin’ Love,” “Wild Horses,” and “Me and Bobby McGee.”

[Smiles reminiscently]

I don’t think she heard.

But we kicked the shit outta those songs.

 

And just to say, seein’ as we’re makin’ the record straight here with what we’re doin’, not like this isn’t known, but I don’t hear it either.

None of us did.

And what Preacher was doin’, he was screaming it in our faces.

Doing this by singing.

 

One night, we do “Lovesong” by The Cure.

Now, The Cure, this band…

This band is a damned fine band.

No one like them.

No one can be like them, that’s the genius of Robert Smith and The Cure.

I contend that to this day.

Robert Smith wrote songs like you’d never heard before, and you’ve never heard since.

Poppy-sounding, happy songs that make you bounce on your feet with lyrics that will shred your heart.

And the bass in those songs…

[Smiles ruefully]

Dave, Tim, they like The Cure.

Shawn, he gets The Cure, though he’s not what you’d call a fan.

That bass, obviously, I love them.

Preach…

Now if there’s a band Preach is a disciple of, it’s The Cure.

And I think it’s not hard for anyone to get why.

So, just sayin’, we know how to play Cure songs.

But doin’ one on the road?

[Shakes head]

Then Preach puts “Lovesong” on the setlist.

 

You know, after it all went down, for the rest of my life, I always tried to be sure I never got so deep up my own ass, I didn’t see. I didn’t hear. I didn’t listen.

Especially to the people I love.

We sang that song, and I was sure our audience, our fans were going to think nothin’ but “What the fuck?”

They didn’t.

A human swell.

You look out from the stage, that was what it was. Rolling this way and that, hanging on the sound of Preacher’s voice, drifting to the wave of music, the melancholy beauty of that song.

Preach sang those words and everyone knows they’re for Lyla, even though no one but Preacher knows how bad Lyla needs to hear them.

 

“Maybe I’m Amazed” is an insanely beautiful song.

When we played “Lovesong…”

For our fans, for us, for the lore of the Roadmasters, that became…

[Stops speaking and doesn’t resume for some time]

After it all went down that became…

It.

 

After that shit hit with Dave and Leeanne, a rift has definitely formed in the band.

Preacher.

And the rest of us.

And this is the only time I thought this, but we need him to be about us, not Lyla.

We’re on tour and nothing’s ever gonna shake them so they need to put on hold whatever is goin’ on and he needs to see to his brothers.

At least, that was what I thought at the time.

And I was right.

I was also wrong.

 

Dave not wakin’ up, Penny the way she was being something I always had on my mind, goin’ through what I was goin’ through ditchin’ the shit, knowin’ Dave and Tim got it worse, Shawn is no nursemaid, but he’s suddenly not all about boning when he’s not hanging with the band.

He’s about keeping us hydrated and finding shit for us to do to keep our minds off it.

And shit is like that for the band and Preacher’s not involved in that?

Preacher doesn’t have our backs?

Preacher is not losing his own crutches?

We all start to get pissed.

 

He’s on for a show. He’s on in a radio booth.

But he and Lyla miss band breakfasts, hit the plane fuzzy and distracted and pass out almost immediately. They disappear from the dressing room and come back sniffing and swiping their noses.

And we’re not partying, but they are.

You’re Preacher and Lyla, you can find a party anywhere. Everyone wants to party with you.

Any bar you pick, you pitch up, it’s a rave.

She’s out there in her little satin slip dresses, her chucks and jeans overalls, her cutoffs and camis with a tangle of necklaces down her front, and he’s Preacher, they get noticed.

They get their pictures taken and those pictures get in magazines.

They got their foreheads together over a table, lookin’ gorgeous, lookin’ into each other, lookin’ in love, but on that table, there are three empty martini glasses and a half empty bourbon bottle next to an empty lowball glass.

Or he’s throwing some back and she’s got her face tucked to his neck and you can see her tongue is out, tasting him.

[Links fingers with forefingers steepled, bends neck and rests forefingers against his forehead before he looks up and drops his hands]

Not good.

 

I think we’re in Phoenix when Tim goes off the setlist.

Da-da-da-da, da da da da da, da-da-da-da, da da da da [hums beginning riff of “Life in the Fast Lane”].

The crowd loses their fuckin’ minds.

And I get it, that’s a kickass fuckin’ song.

But I can feel Preacher’s laser beam gaze searing through me as he’s lookin’ at Tim, not because he goes off set, which also is not okay, but because Tim’s message is far from lost on Preacher.

Tim stops playing when it comes clear Preach isn’t gonna jump in for the next bar, and Jesus…

Tim doesn’t back down.

He goes again.

The audience thinks this is a schtick. They’re now in a goddamn frenzy, they want us to do that song so bad they’ll tear the house down for it, and what’s hitting us is a brick wall of sound.

Preach has no choice.

He jumps in.

Tim sings and he’s practically channeling Henley.

We had a good sound system, but man, we were nearly drowned out with the crowd singing with us to that song.

 

I don’t know how many songs we had left after that.

I just know, there were a lot of them.

And still, when we got offstage, Preach doesn’t even hand his guitar off to a roadie.

He’s got his fingers wrapped around the neck and he backs Tim into the wall of the hall and gets in his face.

“Not cool, brother,” he says.

And Christ.

Tim still doesn’t back down.

He replies, “I know.”

 

We all knew something was off with Preacher.

He didn’t tell us what it was.

And that was on him.

But we knew there was something and we didn’t push, didn’t even ask.

[Lengthy pause]

[Quietly] And that was totally on us.
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Interviewer’s Impressions, Recorded After Event:

Upon arrival at the cabin, the red Cherokee is again in the lane, the silver truck is not, but a blue Mini with white racing stripes over the hood and roof is.

Lyla is not waiting in the opened back door.

After knocking, I hear what I had not heard the day before.

The sounds of dogs barking, a number of them, from deep woofs to high-pitched yaps.

Lyla is opening the door at the same time speaking, telling someone to take the dogs out.

A young woman’s voice calls back, stating, “I’m leaving Bobby McGee!”

“All right!” Lyla says, dipping her chin and opening the door.

Over the dogs still barking, she apologizes for ending the session so abruptly the day before, invites me in, and as previously, she offers refreshments.

The gray cat is already in residence on the daybed, today joined by a tiger cat with black markings on gray.

As the day before, the gray cat eschews company; the tiger cat is friendly and welcoming.

A door slams somewhere in the cabin, the barking stops, and a young woman can be seen out the windows who looks a great deal like the young man the day before.

She’s dressed in an insulated vest, a long-sleeved shirt, jeans and hiking boots.

She walks along the gently sloping packed earth covered in dead pine needles that makes up the front area of the cabin with what looks like a Burmese mountain dog and what is clearly a mutt, both unleashed.

“My daughter,” Lyla explains, taking up a mug of something that’s steaming and entering the daybed as she had the day before, to sit cross-legged on it. “Should we begin?”

 

 


[image: ]

[image: ]

Lyla:

What Tim did, with “Life in the Fast Lane,” was not good.

I understood his intention, even then, and even then, I agreed with him.

But it wasn’t the right way to go about doing it.

Preacher felt betrayed.

 

That was their safe space. Onstage. That was where they were always in harmony, quite literally.

Tim ripping that away from Preacher, not only at that time, which was far from optimal, but at any time, it’s just…

[Pause]

The way Preacher saw it.

It was just simply unforgiveable.

 

In Tim’s defense, he not only didn’t know what was going on with Preacher, he didn’t know his story.

Even with that said, Tim had known Preacher by that time for nearly a decade.

He had spent a lot of time with him.

He had made music with him.

So, he might not know the story, but he knew there was one.

And it wasn’t a good one.

 

More than that, Preacher was about being up front about everything.

If you had something to say, say it.

Right to his face.

 

I know this sounds contradictory seeing as it was clear to everyone that Preacher was not being up front about something. He was keeping something buried.

But that was the first time he’d ever been that way.

And that was…

[Pause, then a sad sigh]

What it was.

 

My mother and father fought viciously before Mom took us away.

Or I should say, my father got viciously angry.

Because of that, bearing witness to it at a very early age, I avoided conflict.

And I never raised my voice.

 

I can still hear my father shouting at my mother. The words were ugly and damaging, but as a child, it was the timbre of his voice that truly frightened me.

It is highly likely this was conditioned in me due to the noises I’d hear after. Noises of him hurting her physically.

But regardless, because of that, no matter how angry I was, I didn’t lash out with a raised voice. There was rarely any drama to my anger.

Which might have been a problem.

 

My conflict avoidance sometimes took the form of me making certain I was clear in communications and tackling things head on as they were happening.

[Smiles self-deprecatingly]

This was when I was being mature.

Sometimes this took the form of me burying it with the intent simply to keep it buried. Taking the tack, it happened, it’s done, move on, and never go back there again.

I understood that there might be consequences to the latter strategy, and that was on me, and why I preferred to use the former one.

And Preacher by then was accustomed to that.

He was accustomed to that from me.

He was also used to it from the guys.

They’d been together a long time. They’d learned to communicate with each other.

He had no earthly clue how to handle someone delivering a message like Tim did with that song.

 

And most importantly at the time, Tim crossed two lines that you did not ever cross with Preacher.

He did what he did publicly.

And he did it making a commentary about me.
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I did not look up from my book when Preacher came back into the suite after talking to Tommy in the hall.

In the hall.

What the fuck was up with that?

I had learned not to ask.

I could do that again and again (and had), find a variety of different ways to do it, even attempting to sneak it in and catch him off guard, which made me feel like shit and made Preacher irritable.

But it didn’t matter.

He wouldn’t tell me.

“Babe, I gotta hit the road for this thing.”

Babe.

He was calling me that a lot now.

I still got “baby” and “cher” and Lyla on occasion.

But most of the time it was “babe,” and he called the girl who restrung his guitars “babe.”

I heard the sound of pills bouncing around in a bottle and I looked his way to see him tapping a few out while asking, “You wanna come?”

Did I want to come?

Come with him and watch him and the guys do a radio slot?

I never did that.

Not after the time I did it in Miami, the DJ mentioned I was there while they were live, tried to coax me to come on mic, also while they were live, and Preacher walked out, taking me with him, and the guys had to cover for him.

Tommy had, of course, seen to things prior to us going.

As Tom saw to fucking everything.

Including, undoubtedly, whatever was happening in the hall.

But Tommy had told the station that I would be there, I was just there to hang with the band and see my guy in action, I would be happy to meet the staff and take a few pictures, if that was what they’d like, but I was under no circumstances going on air.

The DJ was trying to get an exclusive by putting us on the spot.

He learned that didn’t work with Preacher McCade.

Now Preacher wants me to go with him?

Which could put me in the same awkward position?

I knew why.

He wasn’t talking to anyone in the band, and if he had me around, he’d have his side there.

Or his shield.

Things hadn’t been good since Phoenix. And between Phoenix and here, they’d done two shows in Vegas, one in Salt Lake City, Boise, and now we were in Seattle.

That’s a lot of time not to talk to your best friends who you worked with, traveled with and essentially lived with.

“You should consider going clean like the rest of the band,” I said carefully, watching him toss back however many pills dry.

Thus, when he swallowed, this was visible, and when his gaze settled on me, it was unhappy.

“Stupidest fuckin’ shit they coulda pulled,” he declared.

What?

Was he serious?

“I don’t think so.”

“Well, you’d be wrong,” he said and walked from the living room of the suite to the bedroom.

I watched him thinking I could not imagine how, in this day and age, someone could think kicking pills and booze and illegal stimulants was stupid.

It was always the right thing to do.

And I was proud of the guys.

I was also cutting back, on all of it, not only because the guys were, and I thought it was smart.

But because Tim sang that song.

I didn’t want that song to be me and Preacher.

It hurt, just the idea Tim thought that was me and Preacher.

As was his way, Preacher had not missed I was doing this.

But he hadn’t said anything about it.

And although I probably shouldn’t have said anything when he was about to walk out the door in order to see to a commitment, something needed to be said.

What Tim did was messed up.

His message was not lost on me (or Preacher), but it was messed up how he communicated it.

That didn’t mean that message wasn’t delivered.

At least to me.

And it was important.

Because of this, and the fact Preacher was always busy, there was never a good, solid, lengthy amount of time where I had his undivided attention when I could get into this with him.

So maybe I should make the time.

I put my book aside, took my feet, walked into the bedroom and saw Preacher shrugging on his leather jacket.

“Honey, I think we should talk,” I said.

“Got no time to talk,” he replied.

“I think maybe you should make the time,” I told him. “It doesn’t have to be now, but it has to be soon. And I think you know why.”

His eyes leveled on me and he said, “Lyla, do not pull this shit.”

“It isn’t shit,” I said quietly.

“We’ll talk when we have time to talk, after the tour is over.”

“There are six more dates for you to do.”

“Yeah, and the last of those is in LA so we’ll be home. Ten fuckin’ days,” he stated walking my way and I knew how he was doing it he had no intention to stop. “You can wait ten fuckin’ days to nag my ass.”

Okay.

Now I was getting angry.

I was not a nag.

Though I had to say, maybe I was becoming one.

But only because he was turning me into one.

“I’m not nagging.”

He stopped midway across the living area and turned to me.

“You’re gonna tell me shit I don’t wanna hear knowing I not only don’t wanna hear it, I don’t agree with you. You’re the one with the degree, babe, so maybe I’m wrong, but that seems to me like the definition of nagging.”

You’re the one with the degree?

Preacher never said things like that.

He not only never made mention that he thought that I thought I was better than him.

He definitely never insinuated he thought I was better than him.

“Preacher—”

“I gotta go.”

He turned again to the door.

And it was then I realized he was going to leave without kissing me.

To say our sex life had taken a turn for the worse was an understatement.

We used to have sex at least once a day.

This was because we loved each other, and we did this deeply.

The feeling of not being able to get enough didn’t start and stop that first time for me, and he’d indicated quite strongly, for him as well.

We clicked that way.

Sex was as natural and essential as breathing to us.

Sleeping.

Eating.

And it came just as easy.

The attraction, the desire for it never waned.

I could be in the kitchen, making a cake, and Preacher would come in and kiss my neck and that would lead to him fingering me to an orgasm or lifting me on the counter and going down on me.

He could be strumming in his music room, working out a song, and I’d come in and get on my knees on the floor between his legs, take him in my mouth and take him there.

I mean, “Musk” was no lie and it was no exaggeration.

Case in point, the first time he played that song he wrote for me, I loved it so much, got so turned on by it, I was sucking his cock before he’d finished singing it.

I had to admit, our activity level probably partly had to do with the fact that he was often on the road, or even when he wasn’t, he was busy.

So, our times weren’t few, but they were interrupted, and we took advantage when we were together.

Mostly, it was that he was hot, he was great in bed as well as anytime we got busy out of it, he made me feel beautiful and desirable, he made it clear that I did it for him, he was the love of my life and I was his.

This was something else we were both avoiding on a variety of levels.

This snag in our sex life.

Preacher actually set an alarm, even when he didn’t have to, in order to get up, take his pills, and go somewhere to work out.

He’d always maintained his body.

But not at the expense of sleep he could have.

And especially morning sex he could have.

And the nights were worse, both of us falling in bed, exhausted, drunk and/or high.

Or more recently, Preacher doing that and me lying in bed in the dark with my man at my side but also a million miles away.

But this…

Leaving me without a kiss.

This never happened.

Hell, when he went onstage for a show, the last thing he did was touch his mouth to mine, give me a smile and a wink.

I sensed this, him leaving without kissing me, was another level of bad.

One that we wouldn’t need to recover from.

We’d need resuscitation and a prayer.

I started moving quickly toward him and called urgently, “Preacher.”

He pivoted and exploded, “For fuck’s sake, Lyla, shut the fuck up!”

I stopped dead.

“When I say I don’t wanna talk now, I don’t fuckin’ wanna talk now,” he snarled.

“All right,” I whispered.

“And don’t look like a whipped puppy. That’s bullshit and we both know it,” he continued. “You bought this. Not long ago you reminded me you weren’t my bitch to drag around and kick when I feel like it. Well, babe, I ain’t your bitch to lead around by my dick.”

I said nothing.

Preacher didn’t either.

He turned away from me and walked out the door.

And although I would never have thought it would cross my mind.

Not in a lifetime.

Not in a dozen lifetimes.

I was glad he didn’t kiss me after those words came out of his mouth.
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Jesse:

Seattle, yeah.

[Clears throat and shifts uncomfortably in his chair]

I remember Seattle.

 

We did some radio program, and when they announced we were gonna be there, someone had gotten in touch with them, they got in touch with Tom, and Tom was all over an opportunity like that and not because of what you’d think.

Yes, it was good PR.

But it was also good karma.

 

This being our biggest fan in Seattle who happened to be dying of Hodgkin’s.

With the DJ’s help, this fan is gonna interview us live.

 

It was a no-brainer. We got the questions in advance so no surprises. And during the visit, Tom built in plenty of time for the photo shoot and a natter off mic.

Good deal. Lots of time with this guy. He gets his questions answered, gets to hang with the band, gets to pick all his favorite Roadmasters songs that the DJ plays for all of Seattle.

Except for the fact this guy is clearly a good guy, a huge fan, and he’s dying, it goes great.

And as usual, Preacher’s totally on.

I mean, if this guy wasn’t our biggest fan in Seattle before that, he would have been after.

 

Preacher even goes so far as sayin’, “Sorry Lyla couldn’t come,” when she never did that kind of thing and everyone knew it, and so Preacher never went there, never brought her up which would bring attention to the fact she wasn’t around.

But the guy had mentioned Lyla, and he was that guy and what was happening to him was happening to him, so Preacher says that and for him, that’s goin’ the extra mile.

And the guy says something like, “I knew she wouldn’t. I know she doesn’t do this kind of thing. But will you tell her I said hi?”

And Preach says, “I’ll totally tell her you said hi. But you can tell her yourself seein’ as you’ll meet her backstage.”

Then Tommy gives the guy passes for him and his whole family to the show and this guy is beside himself.

He’s eating this shit up.

Preacher shakes his hand, claps him on the shoulder, and he’s got a way with this kind of thing. He always did.

It’s not the first he’s done, or we’ve done.

But he could do that. The handshake. The clap on the shoulder. And do it without it being obvious he’s not putting his full force behind it, so they’re not reminded they’re sick as fuck and going to die.

 

There were a lot of things I admired about Preach, as you can tell.

Gotta say, the way he was with people who got a shit hand in life and they wouldn’t have the time to wait for a re-deal, that was near to the top of the list.

 

We’re gettin’ in the limo after, Shawn’s in, Tim’s in, Preacher’s folding in, and Tim does this cough to hide him saying, “Faker,” and as he intended, what anyone intends with that bullshit, he meant it to be heard.

And it was heard.

Now, I’m pissed at Preacher but what are we?

Ten?

So now I’m also pissed at Tim because we got issues to hash out and it ain’t gonna happen like that.

Preacher pulls a Lyla and gives Tim a look that would melt iron, but he settles in and just stares out the window, acting like we aren’t there, and he does not say a word.

Shawn’s also sittin’ there, staring out the window, and Tim’s sitting right next to him, and I got half a mind to let that lie and half a mind to drag Tim outta striking distance from Shawn because Shawn’s vibe is lethal.

The drive to the station wasn’t all that fun.

The last week since Tim went off set in Phoenix hasn’t been all that fun.

The last few months have not been fun.

Now the drive back to the hotel seems like it’s gonna be even less fun.

And Dave can’t hack it.

So, he says, “Are we gonna talk this shit out, or what?”

Then for whatever fucked-up reason, Tim throws at Preacher, “You know, if she wants to get clean, you shouldn’t stand in her way.”

And yeah.

[Lifts eyes to the ceiling, shaking his head before he again lowers them]

Like calling Preacher’s shit out onstage, that is the exact wrong way to approach things with Preacher.

Preacher engages to say to Tim, but, mind you, it’s a direct shot, and a successful one, a damaging one, at Dave, “It wasn’t me who gave her her first taste of that shit. I didn’t want her anywhere near it.”

So now Dave engages.

“Oh, was it a Preacher McCade clone that I saw all those times holdin’ a spoon to her nose? ’Cause if it is, this doesn’t make me too happy seein’ as one of you is more than enough right about now.”

“Close it down,” Tom cuts in. “Everyone go to your corners and cool off. We’ll have a band meeting after we get to Portland.”

“Fuck that,” Tim says.

Now I’m engaging and I say, “Timmy, seriously. Just close it down.”

Then Tim asks me, jerking his head at Preacher, “Wait, now you’re the boss of me after he’s been the boss of me for the last nine years?”

And that was when Preacher lowers the hammer.

“You got a problem with it, Tim, maybe you’ll hand over the keys to your Malibu pad and your convertible GTO and you can go back to Mooresville and flip burgers, which is where you’d be right now if I did not become a member of this band.”

 

[Sits back in his chair, links fingers in front of him, elbows to the arms of the chair]

Now, mark this, sister, with hindsight, I’m gonna make a grand statement.

But I’ll tell you what, anyone asked, I’d have said the same thing back then.

Tim deserved that.

He felt like a schmuck that Leeanne had latched onto his balls and didn’t let go, he’d drifted through life on a guitar string and a surfboard with his head always in a tune or on a wave, so he let that happen and that played out in front of most of the band.

He was probably worried about Preacher.

He was definitely worried about Lyla.

And he was feeling the band sinking into quicksand and he didn’t know what to do about it so he’s lashing out, settling blame.

But we had occasion to brush shoulders with a lot of people in the industry by that time, the first bein’ Bobby Fuckin’ Sheridan.

 

Okay, Lyla hates it when someone uses the term “diva” to refer in a derogatory way to a woman in entertainment.

She says, give a diva a pair of testicles, he’d be called a visionary or a perfectionist, and everyone would race around breaking their necks to give him what he wanted because he’s gifted, knows what he needs, knows what he’s doing and the result will be worth it.

And she’s right.

But to serve my purposes for this story, I’ll use that terminology.

 

We’d had our run-ins with a fair share of divas, Bobby Sheridan being our first, and I’ll tell you this, most of them had dicks.

Preach was not that.

And Tim knew it.

So, he’s hitting below the belt and he’s known Preacher a long time. He knows, he breaks that particular seal, Preacher is all in for a dirty fight.

 

In other words, he bought it with that “faker” bullshit and that boss comment and all the way back to going off set in Phoenix.

The problem is, the band is unraveling.

And the person who’s held it together since 19-fuckin’-86 is Preacher McCade.

 

I’m waiting for him to get a handle on it or give Tom some sign he’s unleashed to sort shit out.

But Preacher just turns and scowls…

At me.

 

Lyla:

I love Jesse.

I named my son after that man for a reason.

But he fucked up.

From Phoenix, even before, all the way home, he fucked up.

And he did it huge.
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Lyla:

We were in Seattle for two days and it felt like two years.

I had no idea what happened when they did their thing at the radio station, I just knew by the way Preacher was acting when he got back, it was really not good.

He wasn’t in the mood to talk because of that, but we’d also had our thing before he left, and for the first time, he does not come back after being a dick to me, remorseful and intent to smooth things out, make amends.

So, my bad situation gets worse because things are deteriorating so rapidly, it feels like my whole life is slipping through my fingers.

And it’s turned to sand.

No way to grab hold.

But I was desperate to find a way to do just that.

 

So, I needed to make a decision.

Wait Preacher out and hope things improve so he’ll talk to me, which does not seem very likely.

Or try to find out what’s happening.

 

I will say now that I knew this was risky.

Talking behind Preacher’s back.

As I’ve mentioned repeatedly, he did not like that.

 

But I loved him, and everything was falling apart.

Including us.

So, I had to take the risk.

 

[Takes very deep breath and lets it out while speaking]

You know, in the glut of cataclysms that were happening, it seems strange to say this.

But one of the worst parts about taking that risk was not what happened after.

It was that the two people I spoke to, Jesse and Tommy, who were the two people Preacher was closest to, even more than he was to Shawn at that time, knew Preacher would not take too well to me approaching them why I was approaching them, and both of them encouraged me to go direct to the source.

They refused to talk to me, they didn’t give me that first thing.

I didn’t know until later this was not only because they really did not want to talk behind Preacher’s back.

They didn’t know anything either.

And yeah.

[Pauses]

That was the worst part.

 

[Off tape]

You didn’t speak to Williams?

[Pauses a moment]

That’s a good question and I know that because, after it all happened, I spent a lot of time thinking about why I did not do that.

DuShawn told me we were a team, and if I needed to work things out in regard to Preacher, I should go to him.

I really didn’t know how important this was at the time, and obviously later.

And after that situation in our first house in LA, Preacher never gave me a reason to call on my teammate.

But it wasn’t that I forgot.

Oh, no.

[Shakes head]

I did not forget.

This is where I fucked up.

Because, you see, I didn’t go to Shawn for altruistic reasons. Because I was protecting him.

Looking back, I realize I didn’t go to Shawn because I was terrified of what he might say.

 

So, I took the risk…

The wrong one.

Then I took the next one.

And failed spectacularly at both.

On every level.
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I was sitting cross-legged smack in the middle of the bed with a cold cup of forgotten coffee cradled in my hands, my hands resting in my lap and my eyes aimed across the suite.

I was waiting for Preacher to return from his run or from being at the hotel’s fitness center or wherever he was.

He hadn’t left a note.

So now it was…

No more sex.

No more kisses before he goes off and does whatever he’s doing.

And now, no more notes.

He wasn’t at band breakfast, I knew that.

He hadn’t been to one of those since well before Phoenix.

Which meant, neither had I.

I didn’t know how long I’d been sitting there, waiting for him to come back.

I did know it was long enough for my forgotten cup of coffee to get cold.

But I heard the key in the lock, the door open, and shortly after, Preacher came sauntering into view.

His hair was wet with sweat, the curls behind his ears sticking to skin, his tee was plastered to his wide chest, molding the contours, and for once I didn’t want to jump him.

I wanted to burst into tears.

He’d just recovered from wiping his face with the hem of his tee when he caught sight of me sitting in bed, waiting for him, and his step faltered.

He got it together, grunting, “Hey.”

“Hey, honey.”

His gaze moved from me as he headed straight to the bathroom.

“You don’t have anything pressing for a few hours. Can we order room service and talk for a bit?” I asked.

“Shower,” he replied.

“Preacher—”

I got no more out because the door closed on the bathroom.

And the lock went.

I closed my eyes and gave myself a pep talk

I could do this.

I had to do this.

But how did I do this?

I was running into walls at every turn.

And they were fortified.

What else might I blow up if I threw a grenade?

The door to the bathroom opened and Preacher came out, hair wet, towel around his hips.

When he did, I remembered when I first saw him in nothing but a towel.

Cynthia.

The way he was angry, but when he’d looked at me, that had faded from his face.

Right.

Grenade it was.

I pushed out of my position, set my coffee aside and climbed out of bed.

He was pawing through his bag.

I got close.

“Sweetheart, we can’t go on like this,” I said quietly.

He straightened, his side was to me, but he didn’t turn fully to me.

He looked down his nose at me.

And stated, “You’re right. We can’t.”

Sweet relief swept through me.

Finally, he was going to talk.

“Babe, I gotta get off,” he continued. “You’re not down to put out, then you need to take a hike so I can take care of business. You’re not up for participating, not feelin’ like an audience.”

He didn’t want to have sex.

If he wanted to “take care of business,” he could do that in the shower.

He was being crude to push me away.

“Please stop talking to me like that,” I whispered.

“Like what?” he asked.

“And please stop playing dumb, when you’re not.”

That got him turning toward me.

“No,” he grunted. “I’m not.”

“Okay, we agree on that,” I said quickly, latching onto it, willing to latch onto anything even remotely positive. “Let’s sit down and talk some things out.”

“Might be able to carve some time in as I recuperate once you finish sucking me off.”

“Preacher!” I snapped. “Stop it.”

“Lyla, I’m bein’ very serious.”

“You’re deliberately being an asshole because this is not you.”

“Right, so I’m bein’ an asshole who’s very serious about what he’s saying to you.”

What was serious was that it was seriously time to move away from this topic.

“Why are you pushing me away?”

His brows shot up. “I just told you I want you to blow me. How is that pushing you away?”

“You know what I mean, Preacher.”

He went back to pawing through his bag, muttering, “I know I don’t have time for this shit.”

All right then.

Fine.

He was going to be like this?

I was done.

He wanted it his way and was willing to take it this far to get it, he could have it.

But I wasn’t getting dragged along for the ride in the meantime.

I’d go to LA and talk to him when he got home, after the tour was over.

“I’m going home,” I announced.

He pulled out a pair of jeans and again turned to me.

And it was then, he did it.

It was then he did far worse than being vulgar and an asshole.

It was then he threw his own grenade.

And I wasn’t collateral damage.

He was aiming at me.

He did this by asking, “Yeah? How you gonna do that, Lyla? Commandeer my label’s plane or charge it to my credit card?”

That cut so close to the bone, it was so vicious, it happened before I knew it was happening.

My hand just flashed out, striking him across his face.

I’d never slapped anyone. I didn’t know if it was the force of the blow or the surprise of it that had his head snapping to the side.

But it snapped to the side.

And as I stood there, my hand still raised, staring at him in shock and disgust at myself for what I’d done, his head remained to the side.

Then he moved.

Into me.

Fast.

And while doing it, he caught my raised wrist.

I retreated as Preacher rushed me until I slammed into the wall, though it also could be described as Preacher pushing me back and slamming me into the wall.

He pinned me there with his body and he pinned my hand to the wall with his fingers wrapped bruisingly around my wrist.

But his face was so close, there was nothing in my world but his enraged brown eyes.

“Do not ever touch me like that,” he snarled.

OhGodOhGodOhGodOhGod.

What had I done?

I knew.

I never thought in a million years I would need the reminder, much less be right where I was right then—and why—this being how I got that reminder.

Because I knew.

“Prea—”

No more came out because he released my wrist but repeatedly slammed his opened hand into the wall beside my head so hard, I worried his hand would go through it or he’d harm himself.

OhGodOhGodOhGodOhGod.

What had I done?

“Do not ever put your hands on me like that,” he rumbled.

“I’m sorry, honey, I’m so sorry,” I said swiftly, lifting my hands to rest them lightly on his chest. “So, so sorry.”

He wrapped his fingers around my wrists, tore them from him and instantly let them go.

He was no longer touching me at all, but he was still pinning me to the wall with his body.

“You can’t go home, Lyla, you don’t have a fuckin’ home,” he told me.

Okay.

All right.

Handle him.

Shawn told me when the wild came out, I had to learn how to handle him.

And it was me who’d drawn the wild out, and I needed to rein it in.

“Preacher, we both need to calm down.”

“You wanna know why you don’t have a home?” he asked.

“Please, just take a second. Take a breath. Think before you say any more,” I begged.

He did not take my direction.

“Because I paid for the fuckin’ house you live in. I paid for the bed you sleep in. I pay for the clothes you wear that everyone thinks are the shit. I pay for you to get your hair cut and I pay for the gas you put in your car that yeah…I also paid for. Your food. Your shampoo. Your…fuckin’…tampons.”

“Please, please, please, please be quiet,” I whispered.

“I pay for all of it, all you got, Lyla. So, you go home when I say you go home not only because you don’t have two fuckin’ pennies to rub together and you can’t get home without me. But because I bought you, I paid heavy, so I own you.”

I stood there, pressed against the wall, staring up at the love of my life who’d just eviscerated me, and I did not move. I did not speak.

I just hurt.

And the pain was agonizing.

“Now, I’m guessing a blowjob is out of the question,” he noted.

I simply continued to stare up at him.

“And I just had a run, so I need to eat,” he finished.

He then moved away from me and walked back to his jeans, which in the drama, he’d dropped.

He tugged off the towel, dropped it to the floor and yanked the jeans on without underwear. He found a tee and tugged that on. Then he put on a pair of his running shoes.

After that, he started to walk out but stopped and turned back to me.

“And if you ever, fuckin’ ever, Lyla, go to Tom or Jess about me again, we will be so done, you won’t even be a fuckin’ memory.”

Then, after that, without a backward glance, he walked right out.
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Lyla:

Outside Preacher saying those things to me, the most humiliating thing I’ve ever experienced in the whole of my life was calling my sister to ask her to buy me a plane ticket and then stealing cash out of the wallet Preacher left behind because I didn’t have any on me.

[Shoulders slide forward]

Strike that, I just didn’t have any.

 

I didn’t leave him a note.

I didn’t know what to say.

 

I flew to Indianapolis, and the next day, my aunt was up from Georgia.

She picked me up and she drove me back down south.

 

My family was having an expensive week, seeing as I’d barely driven away with my aunt when Sonia and Julia were off to the airport to fly to LA to get my stuff.

And I’ll note they got my stuff.

My high school yearbooks and the plastic talcum powder box Mom used to keep her jewelry in, pictures, scrapbooks.

The clothes, the shoes, the handbags, even stuff I came into the relationship with, they left behind.

They boxed it all up, posted it home and got back on a plane.

 

I was unsurprised that Preacher and the band finished out the tour.

Tommy wouldn’t allow it to happen any other way.
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Jesse:

I don’t think I gotta tell you, we were all freaked way the fuck out that Lyla was gone.

The band slid straight into a détente the minute we realized she’d vanished.

And I’ll tell you what, the minute Preach gave the slightest inkling he was open to a reconciliation, we all woulda been there.

The problem with that was, Preacher had no idea we were in a détente.

And if he did, he wouldn’t care.

Because he had other things on his mind, seeing as he was in hell.

 

Tommy told me later that when whatever went down between Preach and Lyla went down, and Preacher got back to his room, he had no clue she was gone.

She’d left all her stuff.

As in all her stuff.

Even her purse.

He thought she was off somewhere, cooling off after whatever went down.

It was when he grabbed his wallet and saw his money gone that he went to her purse and saw that everything was in it but her wallet.

She’d taken her wallet, but then he noticed her credit cards were on the nightstand with her room key.

That was when shit got real.

 

I probably should not have told him that Lyla was worried about him.

But I did.

Tommy told me later that he did too.

We both knew Preacher wouldn’t like that she came to us about him, but what the fuck?

I mean seriously.

Everything is disintegrating because one guy’s got something up his ass?

And he’s not talking to anyone about it?

Not even Lyla?

 

I thought he’d hate the idea that Lyla was worried about him, worried enough to come to us, and he’d do something about it.

I needed him to do something about something.

And I guess [shrugs, mouth going tight] he did.

 

[Off tape]

The band were all completely unaware of what was happening?

Yes.

Including Mancosa?

[Nods]

Him too.

And I know, that’s a surprise.

The thing was, Lyla’s dad had reared his ugly head again, so with the band acting up, us deciding to go cold turkey after years of self-medication, Preacher being how he was being, Tom had his hands full.

But in the end, it was just that Preach hadn’t ever told anybody.

Except me.

And Lyla.

 

We finished out our dates, the last two gigs in LA.

Except onstage, it was the arctic if we were around Preacher, and that was coming from him.

He didn’t even ride on the plane with us. He rented a car and drove from Portland to San Fran. He flew commercial to San Diego. And he took a limo back to LA.

 

Yeah, I remember all of that.

I remember the minutia of that time.

Five years of recording and touring is a blur.

When we’re young and hot and the world is laid out before us, ours for the taking, I gotta work hard to recall the goodness.

But that time and what came after.

Fuck, man.

Crystal-clear focus.

 

Do you know in this time if he ever tried to reconcile with Lyla?

I didn’t know it at the time.

Tommy told me later.

Preacher thought she went home to LA.

Tom himself took a day and flew down to go talk to her, take her pulse and set her up for Preacher’s return or make the call that Preacher needed to go down himself and sort shit out.

But she wasn’t there.

There was nothing disturbed, that he knew or could see.

It was a fluke that he saw Lyla’s house keys and car keys sitting on the kitchen counter.

 

I guess Tommy went back and told Preacher and Preacher told him to find her, and it took a bit, but he did.

She was staying with one of her aunts in Georgia.

 

I’m not a betting man, I worked too hard for my money.

[Smiles weakly]

But if I’d known what was happening, I would have put money on him walking offstage after our last gig in LA and going direct to Georgia.

He didn’t.

He went home.

That being to his and Lyla’s pad.

In LA.

 

You didn’t ask, and maybe you already guessed, but in the days after Lyla took off, no one in the band, including me, manned up to try to reach him.

It’s no longer about the problems with the band.

This is Lyla and Preacher, or a Preacher without Lyla, and we already know he’s got something eating at him, without Lyla to balm that hurt…

[Draws a long breath into his nose]

And not one of us even attempted to make an approach.

He wasn’t inviting that but…

[Lengthy pause]

Still.

 

It took me two days to go see him after the tour was over, and I went because Tom had come to me and this was the “later” I keep mentioning.

This was when he told me all this shit was going down.

I was tweaked way the fuck out.

Lyla’s disappearance from the end of the tour had been noticed. People were whispering about it. Our PR folks were getting calls.

 

But it wasn’t that.

Lyla wasn’t there from the very beginning of the band.

But it felt like she was.

[Shakes head]

Straight up, those two were such a unit, there was a fade where one ended and the other started.

They came together.

They belonged together.

They were meant for each other.

So much so, I can goddamn conjure in my head the vision of her standing at his side, holding his hand and leaning into him as he stood beside Tim’s dad’s truck and told me I was a rock star.

I can conjure it as a memory, like it happened just like that.

We couldn’t be who we were without her.

And I do not hesitate in sharing, I didn’t think Preacher could exist without her.

 

So, I go see him at his place in LA, yeah?

[Drums fingers uneasily on arm of chair]

And I figure I first got the battle of him opening the door to me.

But he does.

Right off.

I then figure he’s gonna look like shit. Haggard. Sunken eyes.

[Scoffs]

It’d only been two days since the tour ended and this was Preacher McCade.

But I’d dramatized all this in my head, the band up in the air, Preacher removed from us, Lyla gone.

This is Armageddon, man.

The end of days.

 

[Tucks chin in his neck, then rights head]

He was not haggard with sunken eyes.

[Dips ear to shoulder, rights head]

His gaze was dead.

 

We’re not talking no one home, like he’s out of it or drowning his sorrows in booze or burying them in drugs.

He’s sober as a judge.

But he’s gone.

 

He opens the door right away, I come in.

He walks to the family room in the back without a word.

Lyla’s everywhere but she’s not.

There are pictures of her with Preacher that she’d framed and set around, but other pictures I remembered being there, with her mom and sisters, Audie and Lynie, Jen and Amber, the band, are gone.

This gives me a serious chill.

But she’d also decorated the place.

It’s comfortable and homey. Deep, rich colors. Total LA vibe. Kinda a mashup of mission and old-time Mexican, southwest and Native American. Interesting and a little bit edgy, not cluttered though.

Breezy.

Easy.

Lyla.

I’d spent a lot of time in that room and it wasn’t until then I realized how perfectly balanced it was between Lyla and Preacher.

He stands by the window that looks out at the pool and he’s still sayin’ nothing.

“Preacher—” I start to say.

“The band wants to go clean, the time for that is not in the middle of a tour,” he says to the window. “The time for that is when we’re home, we got time and space in our minds to see to ourselves and each other. You three goin’ through withdrawals while you’re rappin’ with DJs and journalists and havin’ your pictures taken every fuckin’ day is ludicrous. It’s dumb luck none of them cottoned on. We had a couple months left on the tour. Cut back along the way. Get your shit tight. Prepare. And, I don’t know, consider talkin’ to a doctor who could tell you how to do it right and do it healthy. Or if any one of you is that fucked up, we drop the tour and get you straight. Cold turkey was insanity.”

“That makes sense, Preach,” I tell him. “You think you coulda said that a coupla months ago?”

“I had things on my mind,” he tells me.

“You wanna share those?” I ask.

And I will admit, although he made sense, even telling you this now that I know all I know, everyone knows it, at that time, I’m beginning to get pissed.

That’s when he turns to look at me and he says, “We were the band.”

Now, I am not likin’ even a little bit that this is said in past tense.

“I know—” I start.

Then he says, “I shouldered the burden a long time, brother. I need you to do your part once. Once. And you fell down on the fuckin’ job.”

 

[Breathes sharply through his nose, then lifts hand to pinch the bridge and drops hand]

[Quietly] He was right.

He was goddamned right.

 

[After a very lengthy silence, off tape]

McCade’s parents were indicted for murder within a month of that final show in LA.

[Nods]

[Voice is gruff] There’s no statute of limitations for homicide.

As Tom Mancosa was dealing with a nuisance lawsuit that Lyla’s father was lodging, ostensibly to have family heirlooms he claims Lyla’s mother stole from him returned, but in reality, he was using this as a tactic to extort money from McCade, a journalist got through Mancosa’s shield.

He was able to connect directly with McCade.

He was investigating the death of McCade’s six-year-old brother.

[Nods again]

McCade, without Mancosa’s assistance, but in part with the aid of DuShawn Williams and Williams’s family in Louisiana, had successfully buried this information as the band gained status and fame.

At the same time, McCade had plans to take a different tack.

Somehow this journalist got through the net and McCade was working to stall him from publishing, something this journalist was unhappy about, and thus was putting a significant amount of pressure on McCade to accommodate, or he’d publish without McCade’s involvement.

At the same time, McCade was cooperating with the Lafayette Police Department in Louisiana, as for some time after he’d attained substantial celebrity, McCade had been in contact with them, using that celebrity to urge them to direct resources to the cold case of his missing brother. A case that they’d never actually investigated, because the child was reported missing in Florida.

[Nods again]

Yes.

Baptiste McCade’s remains were found buried under the coffin of McCade’s maternal grandmother.

Yes.

An autopsy concluded he was beaten to death. However, his remains shared his abuse was ongoing, likely from the time he was an infant.

Yes.

Loretta and Oscar Williams refused to be interviewed for the article, though both testified at trial, but other neighbors and acquaintances shared with this journalist information corroborating their testimony.

This being that it was known Preacher McCade was the victim of regular and prolonged abuse at the hands of both of his parents.

Yes.

“Give Then Take” refers to the giving of life, then taking of it, and is the story of an adult male’s anger at his parents for taking the life of his little brother. The lyrics are enraged, but vague. However, given this information going public, the meaning of this song, debated for a long time, and never fully explained by McCade or any member of the Roadmasters, became understood as McCade’s story.

Yes.

Neighbors and acquaintances also shared with the journalist and during trial, McCade was particularly close to Baptiste, and many suggested, due to his protective nature when the boys were seen together, that McCade, with greater and greater frequency, missed school or was visibly bruised, battered or otherwise injured, and this was not solely about the abuse he had been enduring, but that he put himself in the path of the abuse his brother would receive.

Yes.

McCade would testify at both his parents’ trials that he was bound in the basement, after having been beaten, but he heard the murder taking place upstairs.

Yes.

McCade’s parents then reported Baptiste missing from their hotel in Pensacola during a vacation six weeks after the child was actually killed. As it was summer, the absence of the child until then had gone unnoted.

Yes.

At that time, McCade reported to a detective that his parents were providing erroneous information, but as this information was received from a child, it was disregarded.

Yes.

As per your account, McCade kept all that was happening during that tour not only from Lyla, but also Mancosa and the entirety of the band.

Yes.

He was surrounded by his family, but he went through this alone.

[Closes eyes slowly]

Yes.
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Jesse:

[Returns to room with two drinks, one mixed with ice—a rum and coke—which he hands off, one a healthy two-finger dose of amber liquid, which he takes back to his seat]

[Off tape]

Thank you.

[Muttering before taking a swallow] Don’t mention it.

I’m sorry, but considering the most recent bent of your story, I feel the need to ask. You drink?

[Lifts drink and grins wanly]

Not really.

A beer now and again.

My baby likes wine, so I take her to Sonoma. Napa. France, ’cause that’s where the really good shit is.

I’ll have a glass with her.

Most of the time, I avoid it.

But after all of that…

[Trails off]

I understand.

 

I’m a fuckin’ millionaire.

[Suddenly smiles with genuine humor]

And when I drink the serious shit, I drink Wild Turkey.

[Lifts glass in a salute]

You can take the boy outta Indiana, but you can’t take Indiana out of the boy.

 

You remember when I told you about Tommy and Preach sitting at the table in that camper, planning world domination?

[Off tape]

Yes.

Well, there’s a lot of stories about a lot of bands. From the almost pathological dysfunction of Fleetwood Mac to ZZ Top’s “same three guys, same three chords.”

Preacher and Tommy were determined that we were not gonna be Fleetwood Mac.

 

[Shakes head]

Don’t get me wrong, every move was not calculated.

Lyla for one.

 

But it is very rare a member of a band goes into that band with a mind to keeping that band together at all costs. With a plan on how to do that. Understanding the pitfalls and planning to avoid them.

They wanna write music.

They wanna play music.

They want people to want to listen to their music.

They wanna bag chicks.

They want success.

They want adulation.

And the last thing on their mind is: this band has talent, it’s going places, so no matter what, this cannot go wrong.

 

When he opened that back-camper door and saw Tommy Mancosa, like he’d sussed out me and Tim, Nicky and Ricky, he sussed out Tom.

And Tommy was an answer to Preacher’s prayers.

 

It wasn’t about making the band the greatest band in the world.

It was about keeping us together and guiding us to a career, not a one-hit wonder, not a footnote, not a cautionary tale.

A career.

I thought it was Tommy, but they had it all strategized.

The both of them.

Tom took care of the journey.

Preacher took care of the band.

 

[Shifts forward in his chair]

You see, and now this is the important shit, so listen up.

From nine years old, Preacher McCade lived for one thing.

To acquire the clout where someone would listen to him.

He told that detective his brother had been murdered. He took a major risk doing that. Literally a mortal risk. His parents beat the absolute snot out of him when that cop asked some throwaway questions to his folks and they figured out Preach did that.

But the man didn’t listen to Preacher.

And at the time, this risk he takes is about ending his own misery.

But it’s also about finding his brother.

 

Like men who beat women, parents who beat their children are master manipulators.

They told that detective that Preacher was prone to telling tales before their son went missing, and since the brothers were close, Preacher was not himself, worried about his little brother and that was how he was coping.

These people are white trash, poor as dirt, but they’re goddamn masterminds.

Dia-goddamned-bolical.

 

He was Larry Bird.

[Nods]

Now, makin’ it clear, Larry doesn’t have murderous parents.

But yeah.

Preacher had a dream and he had talent.

He took that talent and he worked his ass off.

To realize his dream.

 

I have no excuses.

Looking back, there are none.

I shoulda seen it.

I had nine years to see it.

Nine years to see how Preacher took care of the band.

I noticed all Tommy did to keep our shit tight.

I didn’t notice all Preacher did.

Dave’s a fuckin’ lunatic.

Tim’s an airhead.

Shawn’s got more talent than all of us, a solo career he could just reach out and grab, so he could walk at any time.

And I’m clueless.

Preach wrote most of the music. He helped produce the music. He played the music. He promoted the music.

And all that is more than a full-time job.

But he did all of that and also held the band together.

When we wrote songs, he listened to them and included them.

He’s got killer basslines for me. He’s sure Timmy’s got a number of solos, songs he plays lead, songs he sings lead. He sees to it that onstage, Dave gets a ten-minute drum solo and the occasion to act like a wild man. He gives Shawn an opportunity he might not have had to a life he deserved, but the world wasn’t gonna make it easy for him. He includes us in production. He delegates to Tom who sees to our every other need.

So yeah, he was the creative force behind Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters and the star of the show.

And he held the band together.

And that’s basis for sainthood.

 

[Off tape]

The trial was interesting in the sense of the Roadmasters.

[Nods]

That story hit, we were all in to back Preacher.

But he’d disappeared.

We had fucked up, and Tom, DuShawn and me felt that the most, but Dave and Tim also felt like total assholes.

So, even though no one can find him, we’re not gonna make that mistake again.

 

We’re hopin’ he’s with Lyla, but Tommy reaches out to her and she asks that we maintain a distance but shares she hasn’t seen Preach.

 

This is bad.

Where is the fuckin’ guy?

And how’s he coping with all this shit, especially without Lyla, because you know, sister, it’s a goddamn feeding frenzy in the media.

People dissecting every one of our songs.

That detective who didn’t listen to Preacher is still alive, but retired, and he feels like absolute garbage he let that situation slip like he did, and Tommy has to hire security for him because he’s getting death threats from our fans.

Fuckin’ hell.

[Shakes head]

And through this, Preacher is a ghost.

 

I wanna think this is a tactic.

That he’s got it all planned.

That he thinks, if he’s not part of feeding that frenzy, it’ll die down and that’s why he’s keeping his head low.

[Pauses]

It isn’t.

 

But Lyla is with the band.

[Nods]

She’s Lyla.

We’d hit a squall and the boat was rockin’.

So yeah.

Fuck yeah.

She’s with the band.

 

During both trials, every day of each trial, every member of the Roadmasters sat in the gallery.

[Nods]

With Lyla.

[Nods]

However, McCade only attended the days when he was testifying.

[Drums armrest with his fingers and nods]

And he walks into the courtroom, gives his testimony, then out of it, all without looking at the band or Lyla.

[Blows out audible breath and nods]

 

Now, Shawn might tell you different, because I know he feels the weight of it, but this is on me.

I was not sixteen years old and gettin’ my friends together to jam in my garage.

I was a grown man.

Preacher’s name was in the title, but he made it clear from the very beginning, and with every move after, that we were partners.

In my mind and everyone else’s it was his band.

In Preacher’s mind, it was our band.

His and mine.

And what he said to me that day in his crib in LA, the last time I saw him before the trials, he was right.

Once.

He checks out once ’cause he’s dealin’ with his own shit, and it’s big fuckin’ shit.

Just once.

He doesn’t need to have to come to me and say, “Hey, brother, my world is about to blow up, can you look after the boys?”

[Hits chest with his fist]

I’m a grown-ass man.

Straight-up, I should have been at his side all along helping to look after the boys.

And I was not all that time.

And I was not when it mattered.

 

It isn’t my place to say, but in listening to these words, I must point out that it’s easy to see you did step up. You might not have handled things the way McCade would have, but you stepped up.

No, I did not handle things the way Preach would have.

Because he would not have lost control of the band.

 

When Trelane’s book releases, and Preacher is absent, Lyla has for the most part vanished as well, and regardless of the band’s attendance at the trials, once they’re done, Preacher does not resurface and Lyla is removed, therefore, the band faces an onslaught of breakup rumors.

Preacher was right.

I fell down on the job.

I know that.

I feel that.

That shit lives in me.

And I’m not gonna let it happen again.

 

Problem is, Preacher is MIA.

It’s coming clear Lyla is lost to us.

Those trials were ugly, sister. What we heard. What we saw. The media. Understanding on a visceral level what Preacher’s life was like. Hearing that shit come from his own goddamned mouth. Our brother, sitting on a witness stand, relating, in detail, the hell he lived through with those monsters. What he pulled himself out of to get where he got.

And for the rest of the guys, this is all news.

Tim’s dad was an alcoholic and his mom was checked out another way.

Dave’s parents spent their lives livin’ in a cloud of pot smoke.

They all know what happened to me with my friend knockin’ up my sister and losing Dad.

They think Preach’s shit is on the same level of all that.

No one, but me and Lyla are prepared for how sinister and evil this is.

I get word from Lyla that it’s irrevocably over between her and Preacher, I do not dig deep into that because she sounds like she is not lying, and I don’t mean in terms of being firm.

I mean she sounds like her world is ending.

So, it’s over, on all fronts.

It just is.

But it’s my band to look after while Preacher is gone.

And I’m not gonna fuckin’ call it.

 

Way he acted toward Preacher, the way Leeanne played him, Tim has decided it’s time for deep reflection.

[Laughs]

So, he takes off surfin’. All over everywhere.

Hawaii. Bali. Thailand. Australia. Brazil.

[Lifts hand and presses it out]

Now, don’t judge, and if you weren’t going to, I’ll warn whoever you tell these tales to not to do it.

My mom judged.

She was all “That boy never had any sense. He should get to church. He should talk to God.”

She said that once and I replied, “He is, Mom.”

She got what I was saying and never mentioned it again.

 

As you know, this was when Shawn went off and did his own thing.

[Starts laughing slowly but this becomes stronger and stronger before he controls it]

Takes us five albums to win our first award.

Shawn wins three on his first solo effort.

[Bursts straight into laughter]

 

Can we talk about that, even briefly? The awards the Roadmasters won for The Cycle and “Musk”?

What do you wanna know?

Mancosa accepted all of them on your behalf.

Yeah.

Why?

[Leans forward]

My call and no one argued with it.

It was because we’re a band.

It was because we’d made a family.

If Preacher wasn’t with us and Lyla wasn’t in a gown, sitting in the audience, we weren’t pitching up.

We didn’t realize it, but it was all or nothing from the very beginning, rolling out of my parents’ driveway with the Star Wars theme playing.

Barfights and bloody noses and not mentioning we skipped breakfast and lunch when we were sharin’ two small orders of fries between the four of us with our quarter pounders with cheese we ate for dinner.

We’re all in with the bad.

We didn’t get to have the good unless we were the same.

This, however, proved further fodder for breakup rumors.

You know, I didn’t then, and I don’t now.

You didn’t…what?

Give a fuck.

 

Dave goes off and forms the Second Coming.

[Again, starts laughing but does it shaking his head]

The Second Coming.

He’s getting all this flak from the Christian right and all anyone can talk about when this offshoot he’s doin’ gets press is how the title signals the end of the Roadmasters.

He calls me and bitches about this and I’m all “Dave, you named your band the Second Coming.”

“All our songs are about sex, dude,” he replies. “The good kind where you get her off twice.”

[Begins laughing uncontrollably, through it speaking]

“I don’t know why folks aren’t getting it,” he goes on.

“You do know people refer to the return of the son of God, the one and only Jesus Christ as the second coming,” I tell him.

“Yeah. But the dude doesn’t own the name,” he replies.

[Dissolves into laughter]

 

You know, he showed them though.

I loved that. Loved watching it.

Same thing happened with Ringo Starr.

Beatles broke up and everyone thought, “Oh, poor Ringo. What’s he gonna do now?”

Well, I don’t know. Be the first of that group to produce hits and go on to have a kickass career?

[Lifts fist in the air and opens fingers like he’s dropping something]

Boom.

Same thing with Dave Grohl.

I mean, Cobain is the band, what’s this kid gonna fuckin’ do?

I’ll tell you what.

Foo Fighters and Grohl being the Where’s Waldo of rock. I mean, the guy is everywhere. He even plays the fuckin’ CMAs, for fuck’s sake.

[Chuckles]

That guy is the fuckin’ bomb.

 

The Second Coming was a badass band. Dirty and raunchy and fun.

I love their shit.

Still listen to it all the time.

And she won’t say it straight out, but Natalie likes them more than the Roadmasters.

 

You haven’t touched on Leeanne Brewster’s return to the world of the Roadmasters.

Well, I mean, it’s common knowledge.

She told Tim she’s on the Pill, Tim can be a dope, he goes in unprotected, we’re in the thick of shit with everything hitting with Preach’s parents, she shows and tells Timmy she’s pregnant.

He says, “We’ll get a DNA test after the kid is born. It’s mine, I’ll reimburse you for your medical expenses and we’ll make a plan to swing support and custody.”

She says, “I’d prefer to raise my child with two parents together.”

He goes surfing.

[Barks with laughter]

 

Brody’s great, sister.

[His expression takes on a meaningful look]

The image of his dad.

You’d think, Tim blond, Leeanne dark, he’d get her coloring, but he didn’t.

Blond-haired, blue-eyed surfer boy.

[Grins fondly]

Love that kid.

 

And then there’s you.

[Nods]

I got into producing.

Sold a few songs.

And I waited for Preacher to come back to us.

 

Lyla:

The room has become a menagerie as her daughter has returned with the dogs then left in the Mini. Thus, in addition to the two cats, there’s the mutt and the Burmese mountain dog lying on the floor by where she’s sitting, and a tiny, black-eyed, white-furred Maltese that is vying with the tiger cat for ownership of Lyla’s lap.

Lyla controls the situation by allowing them to claim either thigh and returns to the conversation.

 

He reached out to me after.

After the trials.

Preacher sent a note, thanking me for attending them.

 

I played it smart that time and asked DuShawn where he was.

I could tell Shawn was torn, but he told me.

 

Shawn had bought Loretta and Oscar a condo in an exclusive development on the beach in Florida.

Somewhere quiet and calm they could get away from grandbabies and family drama to enjoy their retirement if they wanted to.

Preacher was there.

 

Shawn set it up.

The meeting.

And I drove there.

 

He did not meet me in the condo.

He met me on the beach.

 

Don’t think that’s romantic.

As I’m sure you’re guessing from what happened after, it wasn’t.

We met there because, if I was in the condo, it might be difficult to get rid of me.

On the beach, he could walk away.

 

He had changed.

He was always so much of everything.

So tall and big and handsome and magnetic.

But I had no idea how much his past was draining from him.

 

When I saw him on that beach, he was tan and leaner, fit.

I knew the minute I saw him that he wasn’t drinking or using.

His eyes were clear and bright.

I mean, it was an absolute impossibility, but he was even more beautiful than he’d always been.

 

It says very little about me that I was disappointed in this.

I thought, without me, he’d waste away to nothing.

I knew immediately that it was not good that he was thriving.

 

I was not doing the same.

For once in my life, I didn’t find it hard to lose weight, which he was bound to notice.

But at that moment, I hoped the intense care I took that morning on everything from my hair and makeup to my outfit and chewing a breath mint before I got out of that car were hiding everything else I was feeling.

 

I will tell you his appearance was not because he got what he’d always wanted regarding his brother and his parents.

He got what he wanted but he was not at peace with it.

He was not at peace at all.

How I knew that, I cannot explain, outside the fact that I just knew Preacher, inside and out.

But also, when that kind of thing happens, peace is a forever impossibility.

 

He had told me he wanted this, way back when.

He’d told me that night.

It was one of the things he told me in that dark room in that motel in Indiana the first time we met after he’d pulled his feet out of Amber’s dad’s pool and walked to me and asked if I was okay.

When I told him I was, and he said, all gentle, with that crazy-cool Cajun accent, “Now, cher, don’t lie to me.”

 

And then Jen’s all in to drive us to his motel to have some alone time because she wanted him, but she was glad he wanted me and since no one had ever had me, and he was an excellent candidate for that first, she was all in to help.

Though, at the time, I had no clue he wanted me.

I had no clue why I even went.

Except this was Preacher.

 

And I told him how my dad was always on my case about my weight, and how we’d just come back from a visitation with him and the whole time he’d been up in my face about it.

And I don’t know what it was, how it just flooded out, why it just flooded out for Preacher.

Telling him about how shitty that made me feel and how I looked in the mirror and saw one thing, but my dad saw another, and I didn’t know which to believe.

 

Preacher would make sure I knew which one to believe.

Which one was real.

He’d do it that night.

And he’d keep doing it for as long as we were together.

 

Then he started talking about his mom and dad and brother and we were lying on separate beds, talking to the dark ceiling, but he started talking about that and I didn’t think he was into me.

I thought I’d misjudged him and the guys. Rock studs out for one thing.

But I was wrong, and he was just a nice guy who noticed I was in a bad way and did something about it.

I mean, of course, I thought he was beautiful. Because he was.

I also thought he was totally out of my league and I figured the person who knew that the most was Preacher.

 

He didn’t touch me. He didn’t try anything.

He listened.

And now he was sharing.

God, sharing such…

[Closes eyes, opens them]

[Whispers] God.

 

So, I got out of the bed I was lying on and went and sat on the side of his and took up his hand and held it real tight.

And the minute I did, he whispers, all soft, “Fuck, never in my wildest imaginings, growin’ up, knowin’ I was nothin’, I’d amount to nothin’, that one day a beautiful, sweet girl like you would be holding my hand.”

 

A beautiful sweet girl.

[Pets her animals instinctively while her eyes wander to the window]

[Whispers] Preacher McCade calling me beautiful.

Yeah.

[Looks back]

He let me know which one to believe.

 

I didn’t realize until much later, when I’d had more time with him, when I knew him better, how hesitant he was when he was relating that story to me.

I was so into that dark room, that night, him and what was happening between us, I didn’t even notice it then.

How he changed from when he started telling his story to after I came over and took up his hand.

I can’t know for certain what precisely was going on in his mind. Whether he thought it would disgust me or scare me or I’d think less of him or I’d think he was like his parents.

[Shakes head]

I don’t know.

I never asked.

 

I just know it was a grave and brave risk for Preacher McCade to tell me what he told me.

And when I took it on.

I, [touches chest] me, this beautiful, sweet girl listens and doesn’t judge, doesn’t run away, she comes to hold his hand and then stretches out beside him and whispers from dark until dawn, tangled up in him, all our deepest secrets, all our hopes and dreams, all our fears and realities, all we can fit in, until she falls asleep.

That was it for him.

For him.

And for me.

 

He told me his plans then.

He told me he had to make it so someone would listen to him.

He told me he had to find justice for his brother.

He had to know he was at rest.

He told me they had to pay.

Pay for it all.

What they did to Baptiste. How they treated the Williamses.

They had to go down.

 

The sad part is, we got stuck into life and each other and I forgot about this.

Not completely, but for the most part…

[Swallows]

Yeah.

 

I drove to Florida and I walked up to that beach and I did both thinking we would have this out.

And we’d end it back together.

Because we were us.

There was no way but to end whatever in life, doing it together.

He said some ugly things that were very wrong.

But I got it.

Boy, did I.

But he didn’t share with me and I’d asked, I’d begged.

And we could not ever allow that to happen again.

Last, I’d apologized for striking him, but I needed to repeat that apology and assure him that I’d never done that before, and I never would do it again.

 

But when I walked up that beach and saw him with his jeans rolled up his calves and his tee tight on his pecs but billowing in the wind around his stomach and his hair longer and blowing around his head, his manner self-contained, I knew the conversation was not going to be that.

And I was right.

 

He didn’t look like he was hungry for the sight of me.

He didn’t look like he was missing me.

Both of these I was feeling in abundance.

He also didn’t give anything away.

He just said, “Thanks for comin’, Lyla.”

I wasn’t giving up, not that easy.

Not again.

So, I asked, “You wanna walk awhile?”

[Draws a labored breath into other nose, takes a moment]

“No,” he said. “I meant, it says a lot about you that you showed at those trials. It’s not surprising, but it says a lot about you, and you should know it meant something to me. So, thanks for comin’ to them, Lyla.”

“You already said that in your note,” I reminded him.

“I’m glad I got the chance to do it face to face,” he replied.

“We have more to talk about, Preacher,” I said.

He nodded and said, “Yeah. And I’m glad I get to do that face to face too. Because I loved it, Lyla. Every minute of it. You gotta know, I wouldn’t change a thing.”

Of course, I thought this was hopeful and I was about to touch him before he kept talking.

 

And he did it to say, “But I’m movin’ on, cher. It’s time. And I hope you do too. To good things. To happy. Thank you for the beauty you gave me. I won’t ever forget it.”

 

And then, he left me standing there in the sand, right above where the waves rolled up the beach.

And he walked away from me.

Then he disappeared.

For everybody.
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Interviewer’s Impressions, Recorded After Event:

The dim of the bar is difficult to adjust to after the blinding sun from outside.

It takes a moment.

Only when that happens, the interior is noted.

It is rough. No frills.

And obviously, the business is struggling.

It’s three o’clock in the afternoon, but there is not a soul in the place except the barkeep.

The bartender beckons. His invitation is obliged.

A drink is ordered and served.

It’s half gone before a presence is sensed, which is surprising, as the door to the outside did not open.

At a glance to the side and up, I look into brown eyes that are in a rugged, exceptionally handsome face.

“Hey,” a deep voice with a characteristic lilt says, and a big hand is offered. “I’m Preacher McCade.”
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Jesse:

So, yeah.

Somehow, and I don’t know how, I mean, it’s a miracle.

It’s 2001.

And we survived Y2K.

[Bursts out laughing]

 

At this point, Timmy and me might pitch up and step into a Second Coming gig or sit in with Shawn when he’s out doin’ shows, one, the other of us, or sometimes both.

But there’s dick from the Roadmasters because Preacher is still AWOL.

[Throws up both hands]

Dust in the goddamned wind.

 

The phone rings.

I answer.

It’s Shawn.

“Listen, brother,” he says. “Got a friend who had a friend who has a kid who got into trouble that was not his trouble and this group helped him out. Got him clear a’ that shit. They do a lot of good work like that and they could do a lot more if they had more money.”

So, I say, “Tell me where to send the check.”

“No, Jess,” he replies. “Want your ass here for a charity gig. Start with me, we bring on the Second Coming and end with a Roadmasters reunion. It’ll make a shitload of bread.”

“It would, if it wasn’t akin to the literal second coming,” I say. [chuckles] “Can’t do a Roadmasters reunion without Preach.”

And then, get this, I mean…

Shit.

He says, “Did I say we didn’t have Preacher?”

 

[Hoots]

Swear to fuck, I near-on had a heart attack.

I’m all “Why didn’t you lead with that, motherfucker?”

And DuShawn’s all “This way was more fun.”

[Shakes head, grinning]

Fuckin’ Shawn.

 

So, he tells me Preach is gonna be in touch, and kid you not, I barely hang up and call out to the woman I’m livin’ with at the time to tell her what’s goin’ down when the phone rings again.

I answer.

And hear, “Hey, brother.”

 

[Suddenly stiffens, neck going long, sniffing]

Okay, well…

[Sniffs again]

All right.

I think you get I am beside myself.

I have not heard from this man in six years.

I got two baby sisters, and an older brother.

And he’s been gone for nearly six fuckin’ years. I have no clue where he is. I don’t know if he’s all right. I’m worried as fuck about him seein’ as he vanished when shit was extreme.

And to hide how relieved I am, how fuckin’ insanely good it is to hear his voice again, of course, I give him shit.

 

“Where the fuck have you been?” I ask.

“Jess—” he starts.

“No, seriously, asshole. I’ve been worried sick. Mom has been worried sick. Penny. Lana. Tim. Dave. Tom. Danny. Loretta. Need I go on?”

And, I’m sure you can guess, and he could too, I mean Lyla, even though I do not know if Lyla is worried about him because she is still totally tight with the band, but on the phone or if we’re together, no one ever mentions him.

He’s the Cajun elephant in the room, serious as shit.

But I figure she is.

Worried about Preacher, that is.

 

And get this.

He replies, “I had to take a breath.”

So, I’m all [loudly] “A six-year breath?”

“You needed me to take a breath too, Jesse,” he tells me.

[Eyes get large]

Say what?

He knows what I need?

Fuck.

[Shakes head]

Needless to say, six years, I forgot how fuckin’ aggravating Preacher could be.

 

“Thanks for tellin’ me what I need, asshole,” I say to him.

“Jess, chill out, brother,” he says back.

I remember that.

I do.

Him telling me to chill out.

[Rolls eyes to the ceiling]

Fuck.

 

Then he says, “I hope you’ve been writing songs that you haven’t sold seein’ as this charity gig is the perfect opportunity to relaunch with an album then hit the road on a tour.”

Yes.

He says just that.

Still planning world domination, our Preacher.

I’m all “Dude, are you kidding me right now?”

He’s all “No.”

I’m all “Hello? Maybe you wanna tell me where you were for over half a decade. If you’re good. If you’re healthy. I mean, I’m sure I don’t have to remind you what all was going down, or about to go down when I last spoke to you.”

And that’s when he says, “No, you do not.”

 

So, Tim’s the one who sorts it all seein’ as he has a kid he wants to show off, not to mention a new fiancée.

Big thing at his pad in Malibu.

Roadmasters reunion.

The private one.

 

Shawn shows with his wife Vanessa, who’s about to pop with their first child, so I don’t know how she talked a doctor, and DuShawn, into letting her get on a plane, except she’s Vanessa and she’s never met Preacher, but she’s heard a lot about him and she isn’t about to miss this.

And Vanessa is the kind of woman, she wants something to happen, she makes it happen.

 

Tommy shows up with fifteen of the biggest, thickest steaks I’ve ever seen in my life, even though Tim’s now a fuckin’ vegetarian.

Tom’s got his wife Simone with him, which is good, because she’s French and she’s gorgeous and she’s chic and she classes up every joint, even Tim’s surfer-dude beach hut that has four thousand square feet, direct beach access and a ten-million-dollar view.

 

Dave shows by himself and he brings a case of Dom and a dime bag of weed, times about fifty.

[Grins]

The pills are gone, sister, the blow, and we all learned to curb our appetites.

But Dave is never gonna stop bein’ Dave, thank God.

 

Tim’s girl is named Marty and we’re all pretty certain she peeled herself off an advertisement for surfing at Zuma beach, made herself three dimensional and then ran into Tim.

Wearing a bikini.

She also looks at Timmy and Brody like they both can make sun shine outta their asses.

 

I leave my woman home because I’m sensing it’s not gonna work out and I don’t want some woman I’m about to break up with to blow the memory of this occasion for me.

And the way she reacts to me leaving her behind solidifies my desire to end things with her.

 

We’re all there when Preacher turns up and…

[Pauses]

Give me a minute.

Of course.

[Lengthier pause, clears throat]

He looks good.

Shortish hair, few threads of silver in it, big, full beard, no silver in that.

He’s leaner than I remember which means he seems taller.

And he just looks…

[Let’s out a deep breath]

Good.

 

We all, of course, immediately give him shit for the silver in his hair, until Simone gets fed up with it and offers to pluck [affects bad French accent], “All tree of deez I see, beebee.”

And then I wait until she’s not around to bust Tommy’s chops about the fact I’d come just listening to his wife talk.

Though I don’t know why I bother since, first, she’s in his bed, and second, he’s manning the grill while Tim moans about having steak juice all over his veggie grate and there’s no place Tommy’s happier than standing at a grill, except, presumably, when he’s in bed with Simone.

[Grins]

 

Brody hits hero worship approximately point-oh-five seconds after he lays eyes on Preacher.

Vanessa manages to keep her water from breaking.

Everyone dances around the fact that Preacher is there and we’re all rapping, we’re all reminiscing, we’re talkin’ about the gig Shawn’s putting together and catching up, and Preacher is not saying shit about what he’s been up to the last six years.

And no one mentions Lyla.

 

Simone, God bless her, uses Brody goin’ to bed as an excuse to corral Marty and Vanessa in the kitchen to drink champagne or whatever elegant French chicks do in a kitchen, though I know it ain’t the dishes, and Vanessa didn’t drink any champagne.

And the guys all wander down to the beach where we collectively decide when we’re done wandering and we all sit on our asses under the moonlight in the sand.

That’s when he does it.

Fuckin’ hell.

[Wipes eyes]

That’s when Preach says, waves lapping the shore, and he’s talkin’ real quiet.

“How is she?”

 

Now, Lyla has had an eventful six years.

 

Love the guy, and still, when I see him, which lucky for us both is not often, I gotta fight the urge to punch Cat Trelane in the face ’cause he sniffed around her after she and Preacher split and she never shared. No clue how far that went.

I only know they’re still good friends to this day.

Or as far as her man will let her be good friends with a dude she may, or may not, have had sex with, but one thing is for certain, that dude wanted to have sex with her.

Which, you know, for Lyla’s man, as far as he’ll let her be good friends with Trelane isn’t very far, so I figure Trelane gets a Christmas card.

Maybe.

 

After the trial, and the big split, it takes a while for her to lose the media attention, and in an effort to help her with this, anytime she’s with the band, we’re real careful to make sure there isn’t any press around that might catch it.

We aren’t always successful at this, but we do okay.

 

Sonia moves to Phoenix for work, so Lyla follows her, which is good.

Shawn’s in Louisiana making music with his family, but the rest of us are still in LA.

Except, it’s a guess at this point, Preacher.

He could be Howard Hughes, moving from penthouse to penthouse and making people sign an NDA before he dropped his suitcases for all I know and for all he’s sharing.

 

Bottom line, where Lyla lands, Lyla’s got Sonia close and she isn’t far away from us.

And we aren’t far away from her.

So, this is a good place for her to be.

 

She found her footing during this time, and when she did, we all felt like fuckin’ morons because it was so perfect, right there in front of us the whole time, she’d even had a job at one once, we were all so wrapped up in our own shit, including Lyla, we didn’t see it.

 

She goes back to school and gets her social work degree, learning Spanish while she’s at it, all while working at a center for at-risk youth with an emphasis on music and the performing arts.

She works with the kids and looks after them, did some counseling for a while, but that’s not her jam.

It’s admin and fundraising that’s her jam.

She’s a really good writer and the grants she writes have an unparalleled funding rate.

[Grins]

I’m totally making that up. I have no idea if they did.

I just know a lot of them got funded.

 

But she loves it and it’s perfect for her.

She takes care of people.

That’s what she’s good at.

She watched Preach take care of the band and Tommy take care of the band and she took care of the band.

And she’s seen a lot, done a lot, took her knocks, been around others that took way worse ones.

She might not get every story of every kid she hears, but she’s in a place, on some level, she can understand.

So, she’s got experience.

And they dig her, and not only because she’s all that is Lyla.

But because she’s all that’s Lyla.

So, now she looks after the kids and her staff, supporting them, nurturing them, helping them grow.

See what I mean?

That shit is perfect for her.

 

She doesn’t lean too heavy on me or the guys, never asks, we offer, but she doesn’t take us up on it very often because she doesn’t want it to get to be a thing.

You know, us helping her raise money or pitching up to work with the kids.

She knows she, Lyla, muse to the Roadmasters, Preacher McCade’s and Cat Trelane’s—maybe on that last—ex, could detract from the work she does, and distract from it, and even put her place there in jeopardy.

We all know that too fuckin’ well so we do what we can and give her her space to do what she digs.

Though, gotta say, she doesn’t turn down our yearly donations.

[Smiles]

 

That said, I think that was about her not wanting that shit to come out again.

You know, Lyla, of Lyla and Preacher, doin’ something, even something for good, with the Roadmasters.

It’d open a can of worms she wrassled back into the tin and she wasn’t feelin’ lettin’ them back out.

And you know?

Who could blame her?

 

But on that beach, none of us know what the fuck to say to Preacher’s question because, yeah, she’s good.

But each and every one of us know he nearly destroyed her when he walked away.

 

Dave dives in first, not to answer, to ask Shawn, “She comin’ to the gig?”

Shawn answers, “She hasn’t decided.”

“She needs to come to the gig,” Tim says.

“She needs to do what she needs to do,” I say.

That’s when Preach says, “Shawn, get her to the gig.”

 

[Picks up empty bourbon glass from the table beside him and tips it to look at the bottom]

I shoulda brought the bottle.

[Puts the glass back down]

 

We break up because Shawn’s wife needs to get to bed, Tim wants to check on his kid and Tom probably wants to take his wife home in order to do her.

[Grins]

And make sure that gets in whatever you’re doin’, sister.

Simone loves it and Tom hates it.

But these days, some of the best jollies I get is bustin’ Tommy’s chops.

 

Dave tries to talk Preach and me into hitting some club. There’s some band he’s interested in, he’s kinda cast himself in a role of mentor to a few bands who he thinks have promise, and he thinks this is gonna be one of them.

Preach and me refuse, Dave takes off, and we’re standin’ outside by our cars, and seein’ as I mentioned things were not gonna go further with the woman I’m with, Preach suggests I come to the place he’s at, a short-term rental.

I say yes because I’m glad to have him back. I’m pleased as fuck I got eyes on him again. I’m glad he looks good.

But I’m not at one with Mystery Preacher.

I had Mystery Preacher once and the end result was not one I wanted to relive, you hear what I’m sayin’ to you?

 

We drive down the coast.

He’s renting a little bungalow.

He gets out the bourbon.

We sit out on chairs that are on his back patio, but we got our feet in the sand.

And I say, “Preacher, I fucked up. I know it, man. But—”

He stops me by sayin’, “It wasn’t that. And it sucks you thought that. I hate it. Knew you’d be thinkin’ that and it ate me up while I was gone. But I had to go, brother. I had to go and be neck deep in nothin’ but me to find out who I was as a man whose brother’s body is now finally where it should be. In a grave with a tombstone.”

Then he says more.

He says, “And I had to go, I had to cut ties, it had to be a clean break without anyone able to get to me. I had to do this for Lyla.”
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McCade:

It’s cleared out for us.

I’m sorry?

The bar. It’s cleared out for us.

I’m a regular, they appreciate it, they know I never do this. I wanted a space we’d both be comfortable in without distractions.

So, they cleared it out for us.

 

[Bartender serves McCade what looks like an iced tea]

You’re a regular at a bar and you no longer drink?

[He is not sitting a stool but leaning well forward from his significant height into his forearms on the bar, he turns his head toward me, and he’s smiling]

Darlin’, it’s three thirty in the afternoon.

Of course.

[Clinks the bottom of his glass against mine, which is not iced tea]

Not judging.

[Gaze drops to my notebook]

You’re writin’ a lot.

Well, I find you fascinating.

[Roars with laughter]

 

Jesse:

So…

As I shared, Preacher reaches out to Shawn.

Shawn wants to do something for this legal aid place.

He comes up with the charity concert.

Preacher wants the band back together and making music.

Of course, the band’s all in.

And thus, Tom does not fuck around with going to our label.

And they offer and it’s good. It’s respectable. It isn’t a fuck you, your lead disappeared for six years when you were at your peak.

But it was not what we were used to.

 

That doesn’t matter.

What matters is…

The band is back.

 

We recorded the new album in this place Tim wanted to hit that was out in the middle of nowhere in the desert.

Timmy also tries to talk us into doing peyote before we get down to business. Go on some spiritual quest or something. Do it together as a band.

Like we’re the fuckin’ Young Guns.

Dave says, “This place is phat, but if I’m gonna trip for the first time in half a decade, I want some pussy close by, not a bunch of dicks.”

[Chuckles]

Shawn and Vanessa have their kid by then, but Vanessa is Vanessa. She doesn’t wanna miss anything, and she doesn’t want Shawn to miss anything either. She finds a big house close by to rent, brings her momma to help out and makes a bunch of spa appointments.

And Tom is there, but Simone is not.

So, since Shawn doesn’t want to be puking and hallucinating when he’s getting zero sleep and has a newborn at home, and Tommy’s happy as fuck the band’s back together, but he doesn’t want to draw this shit out unnecessarily because he kinda likes his wife and wants to get back to her, and I lost interest in tripping when I was about nineteen and Preach never tripped, peyote was voted down.

 

We’d all been writing, though Shawn had nothing to contribute to the album since he records his own shit then loses all his money to couture houses to clothe Vanessa so she could be appropriately attired when she was on his arm when he raked in all his awards.

[Laughs]

 

Though no one had been writing as much as Preach.

I mean, seriously.

 

We’re sittin’ around, takin’ a break, and as usual, Dave’s the first to bring it up.

 

McCade:

[Eyes aimed straight ahead at the shelves behind the bar]

Well, what can I say?

I had something on my mind.

Something to relate.

[Turns head to me]

And that was my medium to do it.

 

Jesse:

Preacher wants to title the album Follow Your Star.

And Dave is literally physically averse to callin’ it that. I mean, literally in the proper sense of the word literally. The man nearly upchucks every time he says those three words.

So, he asks how fixed we all are on the name.

 

McCade:

For my part, I’m very fixed.

 

Jesse:

Preacher tells Dave he’s pretty firm on this idea.

Dave tells Preacher that he’s pretty sure, we name an album that, people are gonna think we got Celine Dion featured on one of the songs.

 

McCade:

Right, if you’re gonna dis someone, pick wisely.

Celine Dion is not my thing.

But I don’t hesitate to share with Dave that when the Roadmasters got an upcoming residency in Vegas in the most expensive venue in that fuckin’ town, and it was being built for us, we can flip the bird at Celine Dion.

 

Jesse:

So, Tim might have spent some time reflecting, getting his shit together, learnin’ with hands-on experience to be a great dad and finding a good, decent woman to spend the rest of his life with, but the guy’s still a dope.

And just to say, he’s not gonna be offended by that because he knows he’s a dope.

This he learned during his years of surfing reflection.

[Grins]

So, he leans to me and whispers, [starts chuckling] “Does Preach want one of the tracks to feature Celine Dion?”

[Laughs fully]

This is such a stupid question, I say, “Yes.”

Then…

[Unable to speak further due to laughter]

 

McCade:

Timmy says, “I call lead on that and I don’t give a fuck what song it is.”

 

Jesse:

Then Tim says, “I love her. Have you heard her cover of ‘All By Myself’? I mean, she kills it. She’s Marty’s favorite.”

 

McCade:

[Stares steadily, not speaking]

 

Jesse:

We all…

[Shakes head]

We got no words.

So, Preach tells him…

 

McCade:

“When we do a duet with Celine Dion, she’s all yours.”

 

Jesse:

[Dissolves into laughter, it wanes, and he sobers completely]

Christ, it felt good to be back with my boys.

 

So, Dave provides the band with another Spinal Tap moment and says, “I’m gonna raise a practical question at this point, are we namin’ the album Follow Your Star?”

[Chuckles, but again sobers]

Then Preach says, “Those were the last words Lyla’s mom said to her before she died.”

And well…

[Pause]

Shit.

 

We’re still out in the desert, layin’ down the album, Preach and me at the mixing board with Danny and Hans, who came back onboard because this is a Roadmasters reunion, [grins] when DuShawn’s cell rings.

I do not get a good feeling when he takes the call and walks outside.

When he comes back in, he’s learned…hell, we’ve all learned, he does not delay in sharing.

“That was Lyla,” he says. “She’s decided, and she doesn’t think it’s a good idea to come to the charity gig.”

 

Now, I do not know about everybody else.

For my part, I want them back together.

This is Preacher and Lyla, and the band is back, but the world still isn’t right because those two are apart.

The rest of the guys, I can’t say.

But I know there’s uncertainty, and I know it because I feel that too.

He fucked her up when he disappeared.

And for a long time, it was not good.

That said, my way of thinking, this is Preacher.

He built a band that made the big time, he kept us together, and he put two murderers in prison.

He could win back Lyla and do it right.

Or I hoped like fuck he could.

 

When DuShawn says Lyla isn’t comin’ to the gig, Preacher just stares at him.

No words.

But Shawn mutters, “On it,” and takes his phone back outside.

 

It’s the next morning, Preach and me are at the studio, rappin’ about a fade in one of the songs I wrote that we’re putting on the album, when Shawn shows.

He gets some coffee, sits with Preach and me and says, “Vanessa talked with her and with Sonia.”

He then takes a big breath and I know nothin’ good can come after that.

It doesn’t.

“She’s seein’ someone, brother,” Shawn says. “Apparently it’s gettin’ serious. She knows it’ll be a thing with the press if she shows, and she’s worked hard to get past there bein’ a thing with her and the press. She’s got anonymity now, mostly. She doesn’t wanna go back there and she doesn’t want what goin’ back there might do to this guy she’s seein’.”

Preacher just sits there, staring at Shawn, not sayin’ a word.

But he doesn’t have to speak.

The vibe wafting off him tells a whole story.

Shawn reaches out, clamps Preach on the shoulder, and goes on, “Sonia says she’s happy, Preach. She practically begged Vanessa to get me to get you to stand down.”

His voice gets low and he finishes it.

“China says she’s glad you’re back. She’s glad the band is back together. She’s glad we’re makin’ music again. But she just can’t.”

I feel this for Preach.

I really do.

And to be selfish, I feel it for all of us.

 

You can never go back again.

I know that.

I’m older and smarter, and at that time, closer to findin’ Natalie, so I don’t wanna go back again.

[Smiles sadly]

But I really wanted that for Preacher.

I wanted him to have his girl.

 

When Preach doesn’t say anything to Shawn, Shawn asks, “You good?”

“I’m alright,” Preach tells him, though we both can tell he’s not.

“You gonna stand down?” I ask, partly hoping he does, mostly hopin’ he’s gonna fight for her.

And he says, “She’s happy.”

And that’s when I know, that’s all he wants for her, and she’s got that.

So…

[Breathes deeply]

Yeah.

 

We were rusty.

Shawn and Dave are makin’ music, and Timmy and me weren’t entirely away from it, but I cannot sit here and tell you the Roadmasters got back together and it was like we’d never been apart.

It was not.

 

The thing is, we were not only out of practice as a band, we had to find our new groove.

We had to find out who we were together with all that had come in between.

We had to do somethin’ we knew how to do.

Work hard at it.

[Smiles largely]

And we found it.

 

[Off tape]

Follow Your Star not only never received any flak about the sugar-sweetness of the title, it went on to achieve overarching critical acclaim. When it was released, it was widely heralded as your best work to that date.

At the time, there was discussion that the generosity in reviews had something to do with all that had been learned about McCade, all that had happened with the trials, his subsequent disappearance, and a relief that he was back and doing what he was so good at doing.

But time has told this was not true.

The album was just exceptional.

And although this, nor any of the following efforts of the Roadmasters achieved the commercial success of The Cycle or even Some Like Yesterday…, it is commonly agreed that Follow Your Star heralded a new era for the Roadmasters that wasn’t solely about your reunion or being in a new millennium.

The depth and poetry of the lyrics, the wisdom and resonance of the music would go on to define the band, not overshadowing what had come before, but instead cementing your place in the industry, in the genre of rock, and declaring that you were an enduring act who could grow together as a band and stand the test of time.

Well…

Yeah.

[Grins]

Of the ten songs on the album, only five of them were written by McCade. There are two by you, one written by Clinton, one by Townes, and one that’s the first genuine songwriting collaboration for the Roadmasters, this between you and McCade.

Unh-hunh.

Even so, from start to finish, it was not lost on anyone that every song was about Lyla.

No.

[Shakes head]

I suspect it was not.

[Grins crookedly]
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I was driving home from work when I saw him.

Parked in front of my condo, a big truck.

And leaning against the grill…

Preacher.

My heartrate spiked and my fingers tightened on the steering wheel.

And after I got over the shock (and, okay, thrill) of seeing him again, all that was in my head was that I didn’t think he’d do this.

I really didn’t.

I’d told Shawn no.

And I was torn between fury that he did and relief at seeing him standing there, looking healthy…

And alive.

But as I drove closer, I hated that I liked the longer beard with the shorter hair.

I hated how much I liked how his jeans bunched around his crotch with the way his legs were crossed at the ankles.

I also hated how sinewy his forearms were, crossed on his chest.

And I hated that it was one hundred and ten degrees outside, and he could lean against a truck in jeans, boots and a tee and look like he was hanging out on a breezy, seventy-five-degree day.

I hit my garage door opener, tore my eyes from him and turned into my driveway.

I parked, shut her down and got out of the car as fast as I could, walking swiftly down a drive Preacher was walking up.

And yes.

Oh yes.

I hated that I loved the way he moved.

I’d always loved the way he moved.

The sway of his hips and shoulders, the languor of his gait.

Damn it.

We met in the middle of the driveway.

And, oh yeah.

Being five foot nine, I hated how freaking tall he was.

“Preacher—” I started to launch in.

“Hey, cher,” he said softly.

At his words, those words, I closed my eyes, and if I wasn’t wrong, I might have swayed.

“Baby,” he whispered, and I felt his fingers wrap around my upper arm.

Yep.

I’d swayed.

I opened my eyes.

“We’re not doing this,” I told him, gently pulling my arm from his hold.

“Can we go inside?” he asked.

“No,” I denied.

“Lyla, there are words to be said.”

“No, there aren’t.”

His jaw worked then he said, “You need to listen to the new album.”

Oh shit.

“No, I don’t.”

“You do, before it drops.”

Oh shit.

“Preacher—”

“Baby, press release went out that the band’s back together, the album is coming and we’re launching a tour with Shawn’s legal aid gig. The band’s back. I’m back. And we’re standin’ in your goddamn driveway.”

I got his point.

I didn’t like his point.

But I got it.

Preacher was a magnet for paparazzi even before he was making a comeback after one of the all-time most shocking and heart-wrenching stories of personal trauma hit the mainstream.

And I wasn’t kidding myself.

I was a magnet too.

Especially if he was anywhere near me.

And for the first time in six years, he was.

I made a huffing noise that, to protect my ability to keep my shit together, I had to ignore made his lips quirk, and then I turned and prowled up my driveway.

I not only heard the dull strikes of his boots on cement, I actually felt him follow me.

Preacher there.

Not but a few feet away.

Following me.

The garage led into a tiny utility room with a stackable washer and dryer and minimal storage, and that led into a small galley kitchen.

It wasn’t much, say, a massive kitchen done all in white that leads to a colossal living room also all white with views to LA or a cozy, rustic but also massive kitchen with an island in the middle so large, you could lie fully back on it so your man could eat you out.

But it was mine.

I halted the train of my thoughts and turned on Preacher.

“All right, let’s get this done, whatever it is,” I said.

But he was looking around and I had to shift out of his way as he walked by me to get to the small dining room that had a circular table with four chairs, off which there was the living room.

I gritted my teeth and followed him, stopping in the arch between dining and living when I saw him standing in front of my couch in the living room.

His eyes stopped taking in his surroundings, this precisely being after he’d lingered on a picture of Gram and Gramps I had on my bookshelf by the TV, a photo that used to sit in much the same location in our family room in LA, his attention came to me.

“It’s you,” he said.

“Yeah, it is. All me. And all paid for by me.”

He winced.

I wanted to enjoy landing that successful blow, no matter it was low, but dammit, I just couldn’t.

“I deserved that,” he said.

He did.

And with what he’d been going through at the time, he didn’t.

I wasn’t going to get into that.

“Preacher, I’m seeing someone,” I said.

“I know. Shawn told me.”

I would imagine Shawn did.

However, knowing Shawn did made me even angrier.

“Then why are you here?” I asked.

“I’m here, cher, but just sayin’, you gotta have a lot of other questions that you don’t know the answers to.”

“This is not the time to be smug, Preacher.”

“There are a lot of things I’m feelin’ right now, Lyla, and smug sure as fuck is not one of them.”

I had nothing to say to that.

His expression changed and I threw up every barrier I’d started fortifying from the minute I heard he was back to guard against the beauty of it.

“We needed that time, baby.”

Was he…?

Was he serious?

I stood motionless and it took a grave amount of effort to get my lips to work.

“We did?” I drew in breath so I wouldn’t pass out from lack of oxygen and demanded, “We did? We needed six years apart?”

He started toward me. “Lyla—”

“No!” I shrieked, and he stopped dead.

I’d never shrieked at him.

I’d never shrieked at anyone.

I’d never even raised my voice to him.

Or anyone.

“You do not get to make that decision, Preacher,” I snapped.

“Lyla—”

“You tore me apart. You ripped me to shreds. Six years. Six years!” I shouted. “And you think you can show up and tell me you did it because it was what,” I thumped my chest with a flattened hand, “I needed? That it was good for me? For us?”

“You were drowning, Lyla.”

“Yes, in your shit that was heavy and terrifying and sad, and I could have helped you navigate it if you’d have let me. I wanted…no, I needed to help you navigate it, but you wouldn’t let me.”

“No, Lyla, you weren’t drowning in my shit. You were drowning in me.”

“Of course,” I retorted. “From the very beginning. That was the way it was. That was us. That was what I wanted.”

He shook his head. “No, baby, it wasn’t that way from the beginning, and it wasn’t us. It was you.”

I shook my head too, faster and shorter shakes than his.

“You know, I don’t know what you’re talking about, but I also don’t care. It’s done. It’s been done a long time. You made that decision and you had your reasons. You understand them and that’s all you need. I had no choice, but that doesn’t matter now. It’s over. So over. And like you said back then, we’re moving on. And I know that because we’ve moved on, or at least I have, and I’m good where I am.”

“You needed space,” he returned. “You needed time. You needed to breathe. You needed to figure out who you were.” He threw out an arm to the living room and then toward me. “And you did that.”

“I could have done that with you.”

“No, you couldn’t have.”

“You know, you keep saying ‘no.’ Everything I say, you say ‘no.’ Like you know me better than me. Like you can make the decisions about what’s best for me.”

“I do know you better than you, and it killed, Lyla, but knowin’ that, knowin’ what you needed, I had to make the decision that was best for you.”

I leaned my torso back and crossed my arms. “Well, obviously you felt that way because that’s what you did. I didn’t agree but,” I shrugged, “no matter. No matter then and it doesn’t matter now. Though I will take issue with how much it killed you, Preacher. It took you maybe two minutes to gut me, looking tan and healthy, before you walked away. No drama, which was probably nice, not to have to recover from that as well. But not a tear shed either. All our time together. All we shared. All we gave each other. Two minutes, you rip us apart, you walk away, you don’t look back and you’re gone.”

“You cannot think for a second that didn’t kill me,” he said low.

“I saw what I saw,” I replied.

“Lyla—”

“You told my grandfather I’d always have respect from you, and I do not call that respect. Not what happened in Seattle. Definitely not what happened in Portland. And absolutely not what happened on that beach.”

He didn’t pause even a single beat before he returned, “I think, Audie knew what was goin’ down, he might not have championed the way I did it, but he would have agreed with the fact it had to be done.”

Those words just did not just come out of his mouth.

“I cannot believe you,” I hissed.

“It’s true, cher,” he said gently.

All right.

Enough.

“You didn’t trust me,” I whispered.

He shut his mouth.

“You didn’t trust me to be strong enough to find my way. You didn’t trust me to be strong enough to look after you when your world caught fire. Can you even begin to imagine the pain I felt, first, not knowing what was going on with you? And when I found out, getting up every day knowing you’d be trying to find some way to get through the day without me at your side, and then going to bed every night, not sleeping, because I was in agony, wondering if you got through the day without me at your side.”

“Baby, everything that happened to you, from the minute I walked up to you in that lounge chair by Amber’s pool, to not seein’ it through when you blew me off because I’d fucked up before your mom died, to Josh mouthin’ off and sayin’ shit that dogged you everywhere you went, to you not bein’ able to hold down a job or take a minute and get to know yourself is…”

He leaned toward me and thumped his own chest, he did it with his fist, and he did it way better than me.

“On me.”

“Preacher,” I whispered, about to tell him it was not.

But I didn’t get the words out.

“You’re absolutely correct. I promised your grandfather. I promised Audie. I promised him I would take care of you and you’re snortin’ coke and poppin’ pills and you don’t got a job and you haven’t found your passion and you’re not gonna find it walkin’ in the huge shadow I cast over everything. And that journalist was gonna publish and the lid was gonna be blown off and I was terrified that was gonna happen before the cops got their shit together, found Baptiste, got what they needed to nail it down. And what?”

He leaned back and kept going.

“I drag you along with that too? I know you know because you faced it when you went into that courthouse, and maybe you saw on TV how much worse it was for me, but you were inside, Lyla. You were in the courthouse. So you didn’t see. They were so up in my shit, I could barely wade through the motherfuckers shovin’ their mics in my face, wanting to know how I felt about the fact my parents murdered my baby brother. And I’d already dragged you through cycle after cycle of shit. I’m also supposed to drag you through that?”

I opened my mouth.

He wasn’t done.

He also crossed his arms on his chest and declared, “So, yeah. Fuck yeah. I can imagine your pain because I felt it. I was right there with you, baby. But I’ll take that, cher, again and again, rather than havin’ to watch you go through that with me. And to drag you along with what came after.”

“That wasn’t your decision to make,” I said quietly.

“Well, obviously, you’re wrong about that because it was.”

“I needed you, Preacher.”

“That isn’t true, and I know that shit because you told me that shit. You said it straight up and I’ll never forget it. You said you didn’t need me to live your life and you were right.” He threw his arms out again to indicate our surroundings. “You didn’t need me. And that’s good. That’s healthy. But more, you didn’t need to drown in my shit.”

“Yes, I said that, but I also said I needed you. And I thought you got me but it’s clear you didn’t get me.”

“Lyla,” he said slowly, obviously losing patience, “you are not seein’ this from my perspective.”

“And you aren’t seeing it from mine.”

“That’s the only thing I can see,” he retorted.

“They were all gone,” I said. “All of them. Except you.”

His body gave a jerk.

“You don’t know, and I hate it that you don’t know because I’ll take what I’ve got and what I lost rather than what you had but let me explain it to you. You do not just,” I lifted my hand and snapped my fingers, “get over losing the foundation that lay under you your whole life and move on. They were all gone. Mom. Gram. Gramps. Everyone who kept me safe in an unsafe world. You’re right. Gramps died locked in the prison of his mind, but somewhere in there, I know he felt all right. He felt good. At least about me. He did because he left me to you.”

His throat convulsed with his swallow.

“Of course I was lost,” I continued. “Of course I was floundering. I’d sustained blow after blow after blow. But you were my foundation, Preacher. You were the only thing solid in my life. They were all gone, but before that, Gramps sat at our kitchen table with a euchre hand in his fingers and watched you form a shield between me and my dad, and it became you. He left me to you. That’s what I meant about needing you. I don’t need you to exist. I don’t need you to breathe. I don’t need you to survive. I just needed you to be there. Because I loved you and my grandfather trusted you and I knew down to my bones I’d be okay after they were gone because the one solid thing I had in my life I’d have the whole of my life. And that was you. And then you left me standing on a fucking beach.”

“Baby,” he groaned.

I saw his pain.

I felt his pain.

But I could not be swayed by that pain.

“And Josh could say whatever he wanted, and I could have flashbulbs popping and a thousand mics in my face and a hundred pundits discussing what I was saying about health to the girls of today that I had a big ass if I had you. And having you means having all of you so when you’re working with cops to get your brother justice and journalists are leaning on you to tell stories you don’t want told and you’re fighting with your brothers in the band, I need to be there for you. But you took that away. You got ugly to drive a wedge between us and you made a decision for the both of us and neither of those things are okay.”

“China,” he said, and he was not calling me by a nickname he’d never called me.

“Yes,” I agreed. “I could take anything if I had you, but I’d shatter if I did not and I know that because I did.”

“Lyla—”

“And you can’t come back from that, Preacher. You can’t show up, even looking hot and leaning against a truck and being all that’s you and come back from that. Once something’s shattered, it’s never the same. But in this instance, the Lyla I was, was so broken, I just threw the pieces away.”

When I got done talking, we stood there, in my living room, not a beach where I could walk away, in my living room where I had to look into his beautiful, warm brown eyes as they held mine, pain and regret in his, and there was no escape.

He broke the silence by saying, “That’s what I wanted when I first saw you.”

God, I needed this conversation to be over.

“That’s what I wanted,” he repeated. “That’s what drew me to you. That and thoughts of your ass in my hands and my fingers in your hair.”

I did not smile but he was not being funny.

He kept going.

“I wanted to cradle your fragility in my hands and keep it safe. I wanted that job. I wanted that honor.”

Oh God, I had to end this.

He spoke again before I could.

“But I was wrong, and your grandfather was wrong, and the boys are wrong, and,” he jabbed a pointed finger my way, “you are wrong. Look at this.” He again tossed both hands out to indicate my living room. “You’re not fuckin’ fragile. You never have been. So, there’s one thing I was right about. You needed me out of the way so you could find that, Lyla. And it was torture for us both, but I did one thing where I had to be stronger than you. I gave that to you.”

He then reached behind him and pulled out a CD in its sleeve that it was clear, all this time, he’d had tucked in the back waistband of his jeans.

“We got more shit to talk about, so listen to this, cher, get rid of the guy you’re seein’ and see you in Baton Rouge.”

He tossed the CD on my coffee table and I was hoping with that he’d walk out.

I was actually not hoping that, of course, but I was telling myself I was hoping that.

He didn’t walk out.

He came to me, took my head on either side in his hands, tipped it back, and laid a hard kiss on my lips that was not wet, but it still curled my toes, made my stomach flutter and wet rush between my legs because this was Preacher. I could smell him, feel those hands on me, and I knew I’d taste those lips when he took them away.

Only when he took them away did he walk away.

But this time, as I pivoted to watch him go, he looked back.

“Love you, baby,” he said. “From the second you held my hand in that motel room, always have and always will.”

This, before he turned the corner into my kitchen and disappeared.

And when he did, I licked my lips.

And tasted Preacher.
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McCade:

[Muttering, eyes aimed to the shelves behind the bar]

See you in Baton Rouge.

Fuck, I was an arrogant ass.

[Shoves iced tea glass away and raps with knuckles on the bar before he lifts his chin. In short order, he’s served bourbon. Neat.]

 

Jesse:

Well, we can just say, Preacher driving down to Phoenix to personally deliver an advance of the album to Lyla was a match to a fuse.

Now, mind you, Vanessa does not know him, so Lyla gives Sonia an earful, Sonia gives Vanessa an earful and Vanessa rips Shawn a new one.

Shawn is back in Louisiana, sorting shit for the gig so he’s not close to, you know, say, high five Preacher and then have his ass reamed even more by his wife.

We’re all getting ready to head out there to do some rehearsals and get our shit tight for the show, but for six weeks after Preacher pulled that stunt, kid you not, six weeks, I can barely keep my cell phone charged, it’s ringing so damned often, and when it isn’t, it’s glued to my ear.

Sonia up in my shit to get Preacher to fuck off.

Jules the same.

Penny and Lana both wanting to know what’s up Lyla’s ass that she just doesn’t take Preacher back.

Mom, torn between her two unofficially adopted kids, wanting what they both want, which might be contradictory, so she’s screwed.

Dave and Tim picking sides.

Dave, he picks Lyla.

Tim, Preacher.

Then I get the call.

The fuckin’ call.

 

[Off tape]

[Simms stops speaking for such a long time, a prompt is needed]

What call?

[Focus]

The call from Lyla.

She’s the one person I haven’t talked to yet. I’m giving her space because I figure everyone else is not.

She says, “Hey, Jess. You have a minute to talk?”

“For you,” I say back, “always.”

“Good, I’m sitting outside your house in my car,” she replies.

 

[Shakes head and doesn’t stop]

Fuck me.

Fuck me.

[Stops shaking his head]

I live in LA, the woman lives in Phoenix, and she’s sittin’ outside my house in her car, and she needs to talk.

Fuck me.

[Tips head back to look at the ceiling before righting it]

I know this is gonna be bad.

 

See, I want her for him because I love him, and he wants her and she’s good for him. And I want her for him because he got a raw, bloody deal for the first part of his life and multi-platinum albums don’t repair that damage.

A good woman repairs that damage.

Or, at least, having her makes it hurt a whole lot less.

But I love her too, and if she’s comin’ to me to ask me to get him to back down, I gotta do that for her.

I gotta do that for China.

Caught between light and dark.

No, sister, this just all seemed dark.

 

So, she comes in and I offer her a drink.

She wants a pop.

I get it for her, and we go out to my pool.

She’s got on this flowy skirt that I remember has a lot of red in it and a little black tee.

She flips off her flipflops, pulls up the skirt and sits her ass down beside my pool, putting her legs in.

I roll up my jeans, do the same, and, man, it is not lost on me that I’m in the same position I saw Preacher in just minutes before this epic story started off.

I wait for her to say something. I need her to guide this.

She’s staring at the pool.

And then I wish she’d keep doing it when she turns her head and looks at me.

“I’m pregnant,” she says.

It feels like my heart explodes.

Then she goes on in a whisper.

“And I don’t know how to tell Preacher.”
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McCade:

I still had that pad, up the PCH from Timmy, but I was packin’ up because we were heading out soon to go to Louisiana. [charmingly pronounces “Louisiana” as “Looseeana”]

Jess calls, says he wants to come over.

I don’t got a lot of shit, but packin’s not fun, so I’m down with him rollin’ up so we can throw some back. Maybe go out and get some nachos.

[Blows breath out his nose, drinks some bourbon]

Jess walks in and Lyla’s with him, the look on her face, the look on his.

[Shifts to take hold of barstool and sit down]

[Whispering] Shit.

I know my life’s about to change in a way there’s no goin’ back, those looks on their faces.

 

Lyla:

I was terrified.

Utterly and completely terrified.

 

Jesse:

I didn’t know whether to stay or go.

The way they were looking at each other, I had to find a way to give them both what they needed.

So, I said to Lyla, “I’ll be right outside in the car.”

She nods, barely tearin’ her eyes from Preach.

I give him a look.

Under that bushy beard, his jaw is flexing, almost bulging, and he nods.

Then I go.

 

Lyla:

[Head turns to look at door, smiles softly]

Well, what do you know.

That man always had good timing.

[It’s then the growl of an engine can be heard, and all of the dogs start barking, the ones on the floor rise up and move about agitatedly, the Maltese on Lyla stars yapping and racing around the daybed to the distress of both cats.

The growl of the engine ceases and the cacophony reaches fever pitch before the door opens and Jesse, Lyla’s son strolls through.

He scowls at me and looks to his mother.

“This isn’t done yet?” he asks, at the same time petting two dogs at once while the Maltese that has taken a leap from the daybed yips at his heels.

“Jess,” she murmurs.

More agitation from the dogs as a shadow falls through the opened doorway.

It’s then, Preacher McCade strolls through.]

 

[McCade tips his chin to me then looks to his wife]

Where’s Lynie? (McCade)

Shopping. (Lyla)

Of course. (McCade, muttering)

We’re almost done here. (Lyla)

Good. (Jesse)

C’mon, bud. Let’s get a beer. (McCade)

[Jesse brightens]

If you give my underage son a beer, Preacher, I’ll strangle you. (Lyla)

My son needs to learn to hold his beer like a man. (McCade)

[Lyla’s gaze comes to me] Do you see what I have to put up with?

Don’t let her fool you. She loves it. (McCade)

[He approaches Lyla and is not deterred in kissing her. He engages both hands in order to make certain this happens. He lets her head go, gestures to his son with his chin and looks to me.]

I’m makin’ chili. Stay when you’re done. (McCade)

[The two males disappear behind the door to the rest of the cabin and my attention returns to Lyla.]

 

[Draws in a very deep breath and lets it go]

I think it’s best if we back up a bit.
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Lyla:

It was Loretta who gave me his address.

I did not listen to the CD before I went.

And, mind you, I took this journey a whole two days after he came to see me.

[Shakes head ruefully]

 

But even on the way up there, I didn’t listen to that CD.

I felt it would be far more dramatic to throw it at him in person, after telling him I was never going to listen to it, before I turned and walked away from him.

 

[Sighs, not unhappily]

It didn’t work out that way.
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I sat in my car and stared at the bungalow with the gray siding, white trim and shake roof, thinking how cute it was and how I could hear the sound of the ocean and how the inside was probably even better and I just could not picture Preacher staying in a house like that.

Selecting a house like that.

Who was he now?

Where had he been for the last six years?

What had he been doing?

“No, no,” I said out loud. “I do not care.”

I rolled up my window but got the sound of the ocean back after I snatched up the CD Preacher had given me, opened my door and got out.

There were steps down to the front door, which jutted out to the side of a house built into a rise by the beach, and the door at the bottom of those steps had a big, nine-paned window that took up the top of it.

When he walked up to that door, he’d see me.

This nearly had me turning around, but I didn’t.

I didn’t because Preacher didn’t get to make decisions for the both of us.

Colossal decisions that caused pain and heartache and large chunks of lost time.

Decisions that meant he thought he could stroll back into my life and be all…

All…

Preacher.

And then I’d just listen to a CD and fall right into his plans.

No.

He didn’t get to do that.

And he needed to know that.

And then this needed to be done.

I stood at the door, pressed the doorbell, and steeled myself when I saw his big body coming down a short hall.

It didn’t occur to me I’d see him too, and therefore see he had on jeans (again) and a tee (again) but bare feet.

And his hair was messy.

That was a sexy look on a good-looking guy.

And Preacher was a very good-looking guy.

All right.

Maybe this wasn’t a good idea.

It was too late.

He was opening the door.

God, his face.

He looked so…

Happy.

“Cher—”

I held out the CD to cut this off at the pass, deciding at the last minute not to throw it at him.

“I don’t want this,” I declared.

He looked down at the CD then up at me.

“No,” he stated. “You want this.”

And then he’d hooked me with an arm around my waist and dragged me inside.
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Lyla and McCade:

[McCade is now lounging on the daybed with his beer, two cats and Lyla, taking up most of what had seemed a rather large piece of furniture, but now does not. She’s still sitting cross-legged on it, but he’s curled around her at her back, so her hips are tucked against his lap and stomach, and he’s up with his head in his hand on an elbow in the surfeit of pillows.]

You want this. That was a smooth line. (McCade)

[Twisting to look at him] It was goofy. (Lyla)

[McCade’s brows go up] Goofy?

Yes.

It worked on you.

[Lyla rolls her eyes, but she offers no argument.]

[McCade looks to me and grins] That line got me Jesse.

It got me Jesse.

[McCade looks to his wife and speaks softly] Yeah.

[Her expression softens in return]

You know, you got to tell your story at the bar already. (Lyla)

Jesse’s got the chili in hand. (McCade)

[Lyla sighs and returns her attention to me]

We’ll just pretend he’s not here. (Lyla)

[Off tape]

That might be impossible.

[McCade explodes with laughter. Lyla fails to fight a smile.]
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The short hall had his tee and mine on the floor.

I had his mouth on mine, his hands on my ass, and my fingers on the belt at his jeans when I sensed we were in a bigger space.

I opened my eyes, slid them right and spotted a couch.

I tugged him by his belt toward the couch.

He broke his lips from mine and started guiding us to some stairs.

“Preacher,” I snapped.

“Cher, I am not makin’ love to you for the first time in six years on a couch.”

I took his hand and tugged him my way, saying, “Who cares?”

He tugged harder at my hand and I went flying, slamming into him.

His chin was nearly in his throat with the way he was looking down at me.

“I care,” he growled. “Haul ass up the stairs.”

“Preacher.”

He dipped and the tip of his nose touched mine.

“Haul. Ass. Up. The. Stairs.”

“I forgot how bossy you are,” I clipped.

He looked to the ceiling. “Fuck me.”

I threw my hands out to the sides and cried, “I’m trying!”

Another growl came with no words and then I was over his shoulder and he hauled my ass up the stairs.
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[Off tape]

This is actually very sweet.

See? That’s what I was goin’ for. (McCade)

It wasn’t sweet. It was hot. (Lyla)

[McCade grins]

I was goin’ for that too.
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He tossed me to my back on a bed.

I did not bounce because Preacher was on me.

I forgot to be mad he was so pushy and willing to do whatever he wanted to get his way, and all the ramifications of that, including the good ones I was currently experiencing, when his mouth again came to mine.

Preacher, me, a bed and six years in between, things were pent up.

My hands collided with his.

I was interrupted in unbuttoning his jeans when he pulled my shorts over my hips.

I was barely able to scrape the edges of my teeth along his nipple before it wasn’t in target range anymore because he was dragging my panties down my legs.

And then we were both naked and I had a mind to get my mouth close to something else when I was crying out because I was going up.

He was on his knees in the bed.

And he was holding me to him, front to front.

“Legs around me, cher,” he rumbled.

I did not quibble.

I wrapped my legs around his hips.

He had one arm around me, one hand between us which meant when he bore me down, he was positioned to take me.

And when he filled me, I let out a breath it felt like I’d been holding for six years and my forehead dropped to his.

He wrapped his other arm around me, his hips started moving, and I held on with my limbs as I gazed into his eyes.

“Get your hand between us,” he murmured.

“No, honey, I want—”

“Baby, this is gonna go fast. There’s been no one but you. Get your hand between us.”
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[Off tape]

There was…?

Nope. (McCade)

[Lyla is silent, but her silence shares she did not also abstain.]

I let her have that too. (McCade)

[Lyla turns to her husband and rests her hand against the salt and pepper beard on his cheek.]

[Whispers] Preacher.

[McCade to interviewer] I didn’t like it, and I imagine you can sense that’s an understatement. But if it happened while she was figuring herself out, she needed that too.

This is maybe the most romantic thing I’ve ever heard.

[McCade grunts. Lyla lets her hand drift away from his face and looks to me]

Me too.

I didn’t know he was coming back, you see.

Let’s move on. (McCade)

Okay, honey. (Lyla [quietly])
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Preacher was right.

It went fast.

For him and for me.

Too fast.

I hadn’t even recovered when I wanted it back.

Yes.

I wanted it back.

And then I wanted it to go on forever.

God.

It was so stupid, coming here.

I slid my cheek down his in order to tuck my face in his neck.

He fell forward which meant I was on my back and he was on me.

“Lyla,” he whispered in my ear.

“This doesn’t change anything,” I announced.

For a beat, he was still.

Then everything felt good when his body started shaking with laughter.

He lifted his head, framed mine with his hands and looked down at me.

“Baby, you didn’t drive seven hours to hand me a CD,” he pointed out.

“I felt the drama of the gesture would make my point,” I returned.

“Your point was to come and get a dose of your man.” He grinned arrogantly. “Mission accomplished.”

“Preacher—”

“Don’t,” he rasped, resting his forehead to mine. “I’m still inside you, cher. Don’t. Please.”

I closed my mouth.

“Thank you,” he whispered and touched his lips to mine.

I closed my eyes.

He rubbed his nose against mine.

I opened my eyes.

And seeing him, smelling him, feeling him, connected to him again, tears filled them.

“Baby,” he murmured, sliding out and rolling us to our sides.

But he did this clamping me to him with his arms and legs.

“This was a mistake,” I mumbled, staring at his throat.

“How’d you find me?” he asked.

“Loretta,” I told him.

“Sendin’ her flowers tomorrow,” he muttered.

I tipped my head back and he took one arm from around me to cup my head, rubbing the wet on my temple with his thumb.

“I felt rage,” he said.

“Wh-what?” I asked, confused where these words came from.

“Sittin’ there, in the witness box, lookin’ at him. Sittin’ there, doin’ the same at her. Rage. I can guarantee you’ve never felt that, Lyla, and I hope with all that’s me you never do. It’s consuming. It eats you up. It is no exaggeration to say it’s a damned miracle I didn’t fly outta that box and tear them limb from limb.”

I had wanted this for so long.

And now I had it.

Therefore, I wasn’t going to miss the opportunity to offer him the chance to give it.

Thus, take it.

So, I slid my hands up his chest and held onto his neck, trying not to do it too tight, whispering, “Preacher.”

“It was not good, cher.”

“Honey,” I breathed.

“It was so not good, I was not good for you. I was not good for the band. Lyla, they killed my brother.”

God.

They killed his brother, he heard it and he spent years making it so they’d pay.

And then he did, and they tore him apart.

Again.

I said nothing, just held on to him tight.

“I had to make you go,” he said. “I knew it was all gonna come to a head and I had to make you go. You had to live your life. You had to figure it out. You were wrapped up in me since you were seventeen and I knew I’d go there. I knew it was all about to go down one way or another and what I was holdin’ back in me would break loose. I knew what bein’ back in Louisiana, seein’ them again would do to me. And I didn’t want you around that. I didn’t want you around that for so many reasons, my head felt like it would explode with all of them. You’d never find you. You’d always be all about me. Until I made it so you weren’t and never would be again.”

Although I understood this, I was not at one with it.

But I’d get into that later.

“Where did you go?” I asked.

“The woods,” he answered. “Where no one was. Where I had to drive for twenty minutes just to get to the town limits. Another ten minutes to hit the grocery store. I cleared trees. I built a cabin.”

I was stunned.

“You built a cabin?”

“Yeah. You buy a book, you read it, it tells you what to do, you do it. First year, I was in a camper with a generator, cuttin’ down trees, movin’ dirt. Next year, foundation, framing. You get the picture.”

“You built a cabin.”

“Yeah.”

“By yourself.”

“The electricity and plumbing were tricky. There’s codes. But I wasn’t on the moon and I got money so hired a coupla guys. Other than that. Yeah.”

“You built a cabin.”

He stopped talking.

“Where?” I asked.

His mouth moved in a weird way.

Oh boy.

“Where, Preacher?” I pushed.

“About two hours from your house.”

I felt my eyes get big and my word was high-pitched. “What?”

“Dumb luck you moved to Phoenix a coupla years later,” he muttered. “Though I didn’t know that at the time.”

“Are you kidding me?”

“Nope.”

It was then I stopped talking.

“Looked at maybe thirty patches of land in ten different states. My patch, there’s no view, ’cept trees. Nothin’ around, ’cept critters. Not close to anything, not far away either. Nothin’ in my world was close to perfect then. But I got out of my truck on that land, and for the first time since you walked away from me on that beach, I took a clear breath. Maybe it was because the forces of nature knew, soon, you’d be livin’ two hours away from that patch.”

That was the most romantic thing I’d ever heard.

“I look at it as a sign,” he muttered.

“Preacher—”

“It was physical,” he said fast. “Hard work. Got up early. Moved all day. Chopping shit. Hauling shit. Hammering shit. Ate when it occurred to me. Fell in bed at night after a shower and a sandwich and was so worn out, I’d be asleep almost before I pulled the sheets over me. Downtime, when it was rainin’, or it was snowin’, I wrote songs. I read books. I did nothin’ but stare into space. On occasion, I took time. I climbed to the tops of mountains and screamed at God. I went to a lake and fished and wept that Baptiste barely got old enough to get good at tying his shoes, much less a fishin’ line. I got to a point where I was so deep in the anger, I didn’t think I’d ever go down that mountain except to buy food. Then I thought maybe I wouldn’t even bother doin’ that. I’d plant a garden, hunt and fish and my clothes could rot on me. I wouldn’t see you again. We wouldn’t make babies. I wouldn’t see the band again. We wouldn’t make music.”

I said nothing.

Just held his neck.

But maybe now I was doing it too tightly.

I just couldn’t stop.

“And then one day, I’m walkin’ to the woodshed to get wood, and there’s this fawn standing there, staring at me.”

I pressed closer automatically.

“Little body. Big ears. All legs. Legs that are spindly. Black eyes. Curious. Lookin’ right at me. Not scared at all. Babies, they’re not scared. They aren’t until you teach them how to be.”

I didn’t like where this was going, although fascinated by it, but I knew whatever was coming, I had to take it so he could give it, and then hopefully…

Be free of it.

Thus, I remained silent and started rubbing my thumbs through his beard at his jaw.

“Don’t know where her momma was. I’d stopped walkin’. And it was just her and me and the trees and the woodshed. She was so dainty, I got hold of her, I could break her neck. Tear off her legs. But something that beautiful, that precious, that thought wouldn’t even enter my head. And in that moment, lookin’ at that creature, I’d put myself in the path of a bullet to spare that fawn. If she was in danger, I’d go to the mat fightin’ if it meant she got away and was safe.”

Oh God.

My man.

My beautiful man.

“Then,” he went on, “all of a sudden, she starts and her momma’s barrelin’ over the rocks and scrub, eyein’ me. And momma gets cautious as she gets close, rounds up her baby, and when they clear the rock, they race off. And I stood there a long time when they were gone. It was cold as fuck, stays cold up on that mountain clean into July, which was why I was goin’ to get wood. But I didn’t move. Because all I could think was, I wished Baptiste had that. A momma barrelin’ over rock and scrub to get him out of harm’s way.”

He drew in a shaky breath.

I held mine.

“And I wish I had it.”

I shoved my face in his throat.

“But we didn’t,” he said. “And then I stood there thinking, ‘So what now?’”

I slid my arms around him.

“They took my childhood and they took Baptiste’s life. I get big, get strong, I’m not someone my mother can slap around, kick and pinch and take a hunk of my flesh between her fingers and twist until I taste blood, I’m bitin’ my tongue so hard not to cry out. Someone my father can beat down. They start fuckin’ with the Williamses because I’m there more than home and they can’t make me come home anymore. I’m not scared of them anymore. And with me not bein’ scared anymore, what’s that gonna mean to them? I heard it. They knew I did. I told that cop. They knew I loved my brother. They knew.”

He stopped talking and I didn’t start.

So, he continued.

“They start dickin’ with me, both of ’em, and I know they’re workin’ themselves up. They’re gettin’ tweaked. Then one night, Mister Oscar comes in while me and Shawn are hangin’ about, watchin’ the TV, and he takes me outside and he gives me two thousand dollars in cash and the keys to a piece-of-shit car, and he says, ‘Go, boy. Get out of Louisiana. Now. Drive.’ I looked at his face and I didn’t think. I took the money and the keys, and I got in that car and I got the fuck out of there.” He blew out a breath and finished, “I wasn’t seventeen.”

“You didn’t tell me that part,” I said softly.

“In the end, that’s Shawn’s story to tell.”

I shut my eyes tight, as with them, his folks, it always just got worse and worse.

“Lyla, baby, look at me.”

I took my face out of his throat and looked up at him.

“The thing about that was, Oscar gave me my freedom. I was free. I missed it. From that minute, I was free. And I made music. I made friends. I made a pretty girl love me. I went all the way around the world. I got my brother in a proper casket in a proper grave with a proper marker. I built my own fuckin’ house. And except for that last, they knew I did all that. And there I am, standin’ alone in some trees.”

“I’m understanding your epiphany and how important it was, but I would have liked to have been there. Been there, in that place, and been there for you.”

“You don’t get it, baby. That I had to do that. I had to carve my place in my mountain and I also had to do it by myself.”

“You’re right, I don’t get that because I can haul wood and hammer nails.”

“I was not a man you’d wanna be around.”

“I think I should have been the judge of that.”

“I can guarantee you, you would not be here right now if you’d been there.”

“You underestimate me.”

Abruptly, his expression changed.

Gentle but earnest.

And determined.

“Lyla, cher, love of my life,” he framed my head in his hands and put his face close, “you are not gettin’ me. I’m tellin’ you, what I said at your house holds true. I needed to give you the space to come out from under me and breathe and I needed the space to work all of that out of me and those two did not go together. There was no other way it could be, it had to go like that. And I know, given the choice, you would have stuck by me, and I couldn’t have that because I had to let my life go dark so I could find the light and I’d never let you descend in that darkness with me, so I’d make it so you went away. And when I did, it’d be in a way you wouldn’t come back.”

“Prea—”

“Lyla, baby, I love you and I will for the whole of my life and part of that, an important part, is back then, even if you didn’t wanna do it, didn’t know you were doin’ it, you gave me what I needed.”

My mouth clamped shut.

“At that beach, I walked away from you, and in my head, the same words tumbled over and over, ‘Don’t call my name, don’t call my name, don’t call my name.’ And I got up to that condo and was sick to my stomach. Puked in the sink for what felt like hours. Because you didn’t call my name and I was wrecked. I didn’t know how to be without your love shinin’ its light on me. And I was also so fuckin’ glad you didn’t call my name because if you had, I would have caved in a snap. Then I’d spend the next however long it took wrecking you, truly wrecking you, and I would not have been able to live with myself when I’d done that.”

My head fell forward so my forehead was resting on his line of his nose.

Then he whispered, “She finally gets me.”

“But I…there were…” I swallowed. “You should know…”

“You got a guy,” he stated flatly.

I pulled my head away, but my eyes went anywhere but to him, and I said, “Not exactly.”

“Cher,” he said warningly.

I looked at him. “I lied. Sonia did too so you would…um…”

He started grinning. “So, I’d fuck off.”

“Something like that,” I mumbled.

He kept grinning.

Damn.

All that he’d just said, and he was grinning.

And now I had to say what I had to say.

“I had a thing, with Cat,” I whispered.

The grin disappeared.

But he just said, “Okay.”

“It didn’t—”

“How ’bout, in that, we do what we did before. You knew you weren’t my first. We didn’t talk about that. Now you do the same,” he suggested. “When we were together, it was just you for me, and me for you. And now that we’re back together, we got that back too.”

I totally could do that.

So, I nodded.

Preacher didn’t say anything.

I didn’t either.

Okay.

Now what?

Were we…?

What?

He said “back together” but what did that mean?

Exactly.

“You listen to the CD?” he asked.

“No,” I told him.

“You gotta listen to the CD, baby.”

I now wanted to listen to the CD.

But in that moment, I needed something else.

“Where do we go from here?” I asked.

“Well, in a little bit, I gotta be in Louisiana to start rehearsin’ with the boys. But between then and now, you wanna see my cabin?”
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Lyla and McCade:

(Lyla) As much as we could be together in that six weeks, we were together. The cabin was an easy drive from Phoenix, so I went up on the weekends if Preacher was there, and sometimes Preacher stayed at my place in Phoenix as well.

But he had a lot to do in LA with the album about to drop so this wasn’t as much time as we would have liked to have.

While all this was happening, we had no idea that Jesse was facing an onslaught.

 

(McCade) We shoulda guessed.

[Grins]

Reckon we were in our own world.

 

(Lyla) We absolutely were in our own world.

But we’d made the decision that this would be just us. We had this little window of time where it would be just us in a way that it never was.

So, we took it and in doing so, kinda forgot the people we loved would be worried about what was happening between us.

 

[Off tape, directed to Lyla]

Both you and Simms said you were worried about telling McCade that you were pregnant. Obviously, this worked out well. Why was it that you were concerned?

(McCade [visibly stunned, and perhaps annoyed] to Lyla) You were worried?

Yes, honey. (Lyla)

For fuck’s sake, why? (McCade)

Well, we’d just gotten back together. The album was about to drop. The media were beginning to hound. You’re within days of starting rehearsals to do your first show in six years, and then embark on a tour. You’d been through hell. I’d been through hell. It wasn’t a time to start a family. I mean, we weren’t even living together, and with you going off to tour for five months, that wouldn’t happen soon.

And I know you. If you weren’t pissed I was pregnant, and even if you were in the beginning, you’d want me close. You’d want to keep an eye on me. You wouldn’t want to miss anything. And you were off on tour and I had a job. (Lyla)

All right, I hear you.

Though no way in fuck I’d ever be pissed you were havin’ my baby.

But why didn’t you tell me you were worried? (McCade)

Because you weren’t pissed so I didn’t think it factored. (Lyla)

[McCade turns attention to interviewer]

Make it clear I was in no way pissed.

I was over the goddamned moon. (McCade)

He was. He really, really was. (Lyla [smiling slowly])

 

[Off tape, directed to Lyla]

That day at the beach house, when you reunited, did you listen to the Follow Your Star CD?

[Smiles quickly, openly and brightly]

It took a while.

We had other things we got busy doing.

But after a few hours…

Yes.

[Turns head to look down at her husband, still smiling]

Oh yes.

I did.

 

Jesse:

They got married up at that cabin.

The day after the tour ended.

Lyla was seven months pregnant, and both times she was pregnant, she hit around six months, she was pregnant.

Big ole belly.

[Chuckles]

She did not care.

She knew how beautiful she was.

Don’t matter anyway.

She was happy.

 

Shawn’s aunties made her wedding dress, and, outside Natalie, Lyla was the most beautiful bride I’d ever seen.

 

Left her job in good hands down in Phoenix and started volunteering at an animal shelter up there.

She runs that animal shelter now.

Preacher himself cleared out another patch of their land, little bit farther up the mountain. But it wasn’t only him who built the studio up there.

Roadmasters recorded our next album there and then…

[Slowly smiles]

Well then, the rest, I guess, is history.
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Interviewer’s Notes:

Since their comeback, regardless of some of the bandmember’s side ventures—including DuShawn Williams’s ongoing solo efforts, the Second Coming carrying on throughout the aughts before disbanding in 2011 after Dave Clinton’s partner had their first baby and he wished to spend more time at home with his growing family, eventually becoming (for the most part) a stay-at-home dad, Jesse Simms going on to be a sought-after music producer, and Tim Townes becoming deeply involved in his wife, Marty’s film documentary directorial efforts—Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters released six more albums and toured four times.

All of these albums were recorded in the studio on McCade’s mountain.

The band still records and performs, and to this day is managed by Tom Mancosa.

 

In 2007, Jesse Simms married Natalie Rathwaite, a paralegal he met while the Roadmasters were organizing their third Legal Aid charity concert.

Natalie Rathwaite-Simms has since become a civil rights attorney, and they have two daughters, aged ten and eight: Delphin (which is, incidentally, Preacher McCade’s middle name) and Genevieve.

 

Jesse Simms’s mother, Minnie, died when Simms was fifty.

Thus, she lived not only to see her son earn success in one of the most respected, and enduring, rock bands in history, but also the marriages of all of her children, and the births of six (seven) grandchildren.

 

Simms’s sister, Lana, married an NYPD officer who is now a detective. They have three children. She lives with her family in New York City.

 

Shortly after these interviews were conducted, Simms and McCade, with Lyla and Lana, encouraged Simms’s sister Penny to enter rehab.

Penny is still married to her second husband, they have one child, and she is sober for the first time in over three decades.

 

Penny’s first child is still unknown to the Simmses.

 

After McCade’s parents were found guilty, and the story broke not only about the death of Baptiste McCade, but the conviction of DuShawn Williams and McCade’s parents’ part in that, from before Preacher McCade’s disappearance, until very recently, McCade, the Roadmasters, Tom Mancosa and Williams’s and the Roadmasters’ fans campaigned vigorously for a review of Preacher McCade’s father’s statements as a witness in the prosecution of DuShawn Williams.

DuShawn Williams was exonerated in 2019.

Williams donated the restitution he received to the NAACP Legal Defense Fund.

 

Loretta and Oscar Williams are both still alive and thus have lived to witness their son’s many accomplishments as well as his name being cleared.

Oscar Williams, and posthumously, his father, Buddy, are in consideration to be inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame for their recording careers, as well as their influence and training of not only DuShawn Williams and Preacher McCade, but also Louisiana Jazz, Blues and Funk greats Coltrane Richardson, Maurice “MoMo” Bell, Teona “Baby” Foster and Maryjane Jarrett.

 

DuShawn Williams and his wife Vanessa have three children, all boys: Oscar, Muddy “Mudd” and John Lee, known as “Buddy”.

 

Tim Townes and Marty Townes still surf, make music and films and reside in the home in Malibu that Tim purchased at the beginning of the Roadmasters’ rise to fame. A home that they’ve shared since they met.

Other than Brody, they have no children.

 

Brody Townes is also said to be a world-class surfer. However, even if he’s widely known as one of the best, he did not enter the circuit.

Instead, at the of age seventeen, he started the website RockitRollit.com which is a portal for independent musical acts to submit work, including audio files and videos, in which subscribers can listen, view and make playlists and the artists earn royalties, gather followings and a number have gleaned record deals.

His father provided the startup capital, is a consultant in this venture and all the Roadmasters, as well as Tom Mancosa, sit on the board.

 

Although Brody Townes is in his early 20s, he’s been declared one of the one hundred most influential people in the entertainment industry and it is known his estimated worth is ten times his father’s.

 

Dave Clinton met Janey “YB” (short for “Yo, Bitch”) Rogers, lead guitarist of the all-female punk band, Yeah, I Got Tits, in 2008.

After the duo was banned from five hotels in four cities for destroying rooms, in 2009, Rogers announced she was “off the market,” indicating she’d become engaged to Clinton. She did this during a live interview on an airplane, after which she jumped out of it, parachuting safely to the ground.

 

Clinton and Rogers married on a beach in Fiji in 2010 with Rogers wearing a leopard-print mini-dress reminiscent of Wilma Flintstone and Clinton wearing a misshapen V-neck T-shirt, loose, patterned pants and a shawl-necked collar cardigan much like the fictional “The Dude” Lebowski.

Once named husband and wife, they charged into the surf whereupon Rogers pretended to drown.

The Roadmasters were in attendance and there is a now-iconic picture of the band members and their respective partners standing on the beach close together, laughing at these antics.

Lyla is wearing a T-shirt that states: “I ♥ My Uterus.”

 

After this picture was published, there was such a run on this T-shirt, at one point, they were selling for $1000.

 

Clinton and Rogers filed a petition for divorce the very next day which was granted after six months.

And since their wedding, they have never spent a day apart.

 

Yeah, I Got Tits disbanded in 2012, Rogers briefly fronted the band So What? before she left music altogether and now works as a spokeswoman for a variety of women’s rights organizations.

They have three children, two girls and a boy, Maizie, Daizie and Haizie.

 

In 1997, Tom Mancosa started an entertainment management agency that specializes in musical acts.

Currently, his company has over one hundred employees that provide management and representation to over two hundred and fifty artists in the music industry.

 

Mancosa has also been named as one of the one hundred most influential people in the entertainment industry.

 

Mancosa and his wife Simone have three children, two boys, Frank and Leo, and a girl, Claudette.

 

Rick Pileggi remains in prison on drug, racketeering, assault and attempted murder charges, serving his life sentence without the opportunity for parole.

 

Nick Pileggi has been married four times and has six (seven) children by three (four) different women. He is currently employed as head maintenance engineer of the local high school.

Nick Pileggi requested to be interviewed for this project but was denied by the interviewer.

 

Josh Hardy resides in Los Angeles and, as Simms described during his interview, is a sessions player.

When contacted to offer his version of events, Hardy sent the following statement:

I want nothing to do with anything regarding Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters.

I regret the statements I made about Preacher, Jesse and Lyla only because the Roadmasters made me regret them.

It was a better band when I was in it and they know it. It’s unfortunate they made it so the world wouldn’t know it.

This is a lesson that jealousy is an ugly thing and I’ve lived that for the last thirty years.

 

Upon reading this statement:

Jesse:

[Grins]

Yeah, he’s definitely lived that.

Lyla:

[Laughs uncontrollably]

McCade:

[Shakes head]

Fuck, that guy’s still an asshole.

 

Cat Trelane remains one of the most sought-after and influential photographers in the fashion industry, as well as continuing his photojournalism on tour with several musical acts and throughout the filming of a variety of movies.

Since his first book with the Roadmasters, he’s published seven more.

At a recent retrospective of his work, a segment of the show was dedicated to images of Lyla.

All of the Roadmasters, including Tom Mancosa, and all of their partners, Lyla as well as Preacher McCade attended the opening.

It was noted, however, that McCade and Lyla left early.

Trelane remains unmarried.

 

Throughout the late 90s and the aughts, Leeanne Brewster would consistently, and publicly, give rise to grievances against Tim Townes, and after Townes married, his wife Marty.

Thus, at sixteen years of age, making firm statements he was acting on his own, Brody Townes petitioned the courts for emancipation from his mother, who at the time, shared custody of Brody with his father.

This petition was dropped, Leeanne Brewster gave up custody rights to her son and disappeared from the public eye.

She currently resides in Santa Barbara with her husband, an executive recruiter, and their two children.

She declined the opportunity to provide a statement for this project.

Brody Townes retains a strained relationship with his mother.

 

After his tour when the Roadmasters opened for him, Bobby Sheridan’s career would begin a drastic decline dogged by rumors of rivalries (and not simply with the Roadmasters), professional jealousies, aggrandizing behavior and declining record sales.

In fact, his next album would be widely criticized as, to quote one reviewer, “so derivative in a sophomoric way of McCade and the Roadmasters, it hurt to listen. But this comes as no surprise, since his first three were imitative of Petty and his Heartbreakers.”

He would be dropped from his label in 1994.

Sheridan also declined the opportunity to provide a statement for this project, though on the telephone, he gave permission to be quoted as saying:

“Fuck Preacher McCade and especially fuck Tommy Mancosa.”

He, and what members of the Mustangs that remain with him, currently tour the casino circuit in New Mexico, Arizona and Nevada.

 

Preacher McCade’s father died in prison in 1999.

Preacher McCade’s mother died in prison in 2014.

They both received state-funded funerals that were unattended.
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Jesse:

Guess Lyla’s momma was right.

[Off tape]

Sorry?

We should all follow our stars.

[Dips head to the interviewer’s phone that is currently recording and grins largely]

 

Interviewer’s Disclosure:

I have been employed on a contract basis by RockitRollit.com for the last three years selecting artists for features on the site, and writing those features, along with being a freelance entertainment journalist specializing in popular culture and the music industry, primarily the Rock and Punk genres. The latter of which I began in high school, submitting one of my commentaries to Alt Yes magazine and garnering my first byline at age eighteen.

Prior to commencing the “Fast Lane” project, I became engaged to Brody Townes.

However, it must be noted, I was an admirer of the Roadmasters’ music, had a long fascination with their story and had already made requests in an effort to embark on this project preceding my relationship with my now fiancé.

Before beginning this venture, I had not yet met my fiancé’s father’s band and I requested that Brody Townes not be involved in procuring access to the players for this undertaking.

Thus, he was not involved.

 

However, it should be noted that, even though my fiancé was not a part of this project, I am fully aware I would not have gained access to the band, even if I had not previously met any of them but Tim Townes, if I was not considered by them to be part of the family.

 

The reader can interpret any bias they wish as per my admiration of the band and my relationship to it.
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The Roadmasters’ request, anyone moved to do so by these tales having been told, that they donate to their local nonprofit legal services or child abuse organizations, or they can send their gifts to Childhelp and/or the NAACP Legal Defense Fund.

 

Childhelp: www.childhelp.org

NAACP LDF: www.naacpldf.org
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Interviewer’s Impressions, Recorded After Event:

Just before Lyla’s final interview completes, McCade uncurls from around his wife and exits the daybed with the tiger cat in his possession.

It does not escape notice that the gray cat keeps a distance, but trots behind him.

After we finish, Lyla reiterates the invitation to stay for chili.

She then pushes from the daybed, and I follow her through the door into the inner sanctum.

 

A massive room confronts me.

A room filled with windows.

Furniture.

And warmth.

 

We are immediately in a large kitchen over which is a tall ceiling made of angled skylights, ten of them—five facing five—buttressed braces spanning the overhead space.

There are butcherblock countertops and barnwood paneling.

A top-of-the-line range sits in a hearth of carefully laid river rock, the back of the hearth, behind the stove, is fashioned of brick.

There is a long dining table that seats ten beyond an island made of glossy black cabinets with a startling white farmer’s drop sink in the middle. The table sits in front of a window which both the tiger and gray cat are perching on the ledge of, their tails curling and unfurling, their gazes aimed outside.

I look out the window and see McCade and his son in the gently sloping front area with all three dogs, including the Maltese.

They are at work at a large firepit surrounded by rocks beyond which is a circle of a goodly number of Adirondack chairs.

 

Lyla goes to the stove and lifts the top from a very large, very shiny pot.

When she does, I feel the need to check my notes.

It is my understanding Lyla and McCade have two children: Jesse Baptiste, aged eighteen and Evelyn “Lynie” Loretta, aged sixteen.

The large dining room table and that pot, not to mention a living area with a long couch and a number of comfortable armchairs with and without ottomans aimed at an enormous TV and/or a fireplace that currently has a crackling fire indicate a much bigger family lives in this house.

Lyla picks up a spoon, stirs, and a rich, spicy aroma fills the air.

 

Lyla then moves to the front door that sits between kitchen and dining area, opens it and shouts through it, “If Bobby McGee gets filthy, I’m not the one giving her a bath!”

I look to the window.

McCade just tips his head back from being bent over, laying logs in the firepit, and grins at his wife.

His son shouts back, “Lynie will do it!”

Lyla closes the door and looks to me.

“That means, after they have fun and make Bobby McGee love them beyond compare by allowing her to get filthy, I’m giving that dog a bath.”

She does not appear upset about this.

 

I share I’m uncomfortable roaming their living space freely as pertains to my current reason for being there.

Lyla shares that if Preacher didn’t wish for me to do so, I would not be invited for chili.

“And if it’s okay with Preacher, I’m fine with it,” she finishes.

 

Even in all she and Jesse have shared with me, and my burgeoning position among these people, I feel like an interloper.

Therefore, I do not make a thorough investigation to report for this effort.

I note instantly, however, there are no gold and platinum records on the walls, no awards tucked into shelves, of which, McCade has earned many.

This family reads books.

And if a wall that is nothing but rows of stacked vinyl and compact discs, as well as an impressive shelf stereo system with turntable, is any indication, unsurprisingly, the McCade family enjoys music.

 

There are a number of framed pictures set in shelves and on tables.

I peruse these.

 

A tired Lyla and a proud McCade shoved into a hospital bed, Lyla holding a bundle that has to be Jesse, McCade holding them both.

The same when Lynie is born, except Jesse is tucked in the curve of McCade’s arm and hanging onto his father’s neck.

Further, there are a variety of snapshots of past Christmases and barbeques and vacations and much time spent in and around this cabin set around as reminders of family times, and many of them have one or more of the Roadmasters and their own families included.

And of note, resting at an honored place on a table behind the couch, is a framed photo of McCade, Mancosa and Audie Campbell sitting around a modest but sturdy and well-worn kitchen table, all with glasses of bourbon in front of them, cigarettes between their fingers, a used ashtray is also on the table between the three.

Sonia, Lyla’s sister, is standing, leaning into her grandfather. They have their arms around each other, and like all the men, she’s smiling at what is presumably Lyla behind the camera.

Lynie Campbell, however, is bent over Preacher McCade, her hand wrapped around his jaw, and she’s bestowing a motherly kiss on the top of his head.

 

My biggest surprise is that, pride of place, and rather large, there is a framed copy of The Clinch, a photograph the taking of which infuriated McCade.

But it has to be one of the most seen in the room, as it sits on a shelf just above the TV.

When Lyla notices me studying it, she says, “It pissed off Preacher, but I always thought it was the bomb.”

Seeing it again, it is my opinion she is not wrong.

 

I’m about to ask where the awards and accolades are, but Lyla tips her head to the side, smiles and says, “My daughter is home.”

 

I’m told McCade’s honors are displayed in his studio “up the hill.”

And then Lynie has arrived in a flurry of rustling bags and an excited tiger cat.

 

When we’re introduced, Lynie is much more friendly to me than her brother but has more interest in describing her purchases to her mother.

They decide to go through them later, and after a gentle “put them away, honey,” from Lyla, Lynie disappears into the back of the house, reappears and then exits out the front door.

She is greeted perfunctorily by her brother in a big-brother way.

However, she is encased in a bear hug by her father who also kisses the top of her dark-haired head.

McCade then tucks her into his side and, for some time, does not let his daughter go.

Lynie returns this gesture.

 

Holding each other close, they are standing in front of the woodshed.

 

I then note that the building of the fire is a signal.

For it is not only Lynie who has joined her father and brother, Jesse Simms is out there with his wife and both his daughters.

 

I would then learn something that, until this reporting, has been kept a secret, and my fiancé has left for a surprise.

 

The patch of land that Preacher McCade bought in the Arizona mountains included thirty acres.

In the time between their reunion and now, all the Roadmasters, including Tom Mancosa, have built homes tucked somewhere within walking distance on that land.

Only the McCades live there full-time, but as Lyla fusses about in the kitchen, she explains at least one of the Roadmasters with his family is there at any given time.

 

She shares their house is what “the boys” call “the headquarters.”

And this explains the long dining table and large pot of chili.

 

I’m recruited for service and thus carry out a number of thick, plaid, wool throws with fringed ends after Lyla shouts to McCade, “Tub duty!”

McCade then breaks off from a huddle that now includes Dave Clinton, Janey Rogers, with Simms and McCade’s son, all standing by a roaring fire, while Lynie, Simms’s daughters, and his wife Natalie have rearranged some chairs closer to the fire and to each other, this now including Clinton and Rogers’ very young offspring.

Simms comes to the house with McCade, greets me on the way, and they return to the fire with a large tub filled with beer and soft drinks covered in ice.

 

DuShawn Williams and his wife Vanessa are the next to arrive. And although the rest are in warm, rugged, but attractive mountain gear, Vanessa wears a trim, belted puffy coat and expensive lace-up-the-shins boots.

Their three boys, all around the ages of Jesse and Lynie, herald a breakup of generations, Adirondack chairs are again rearranged, but although Simms’s and Clinton’s children are quite a bit younger, they are naturally included with the teen-aged sect.

 

Tim and Marty Townes and Tom and Simone Mancosa join the group around the firepit.

Tom and Simone’s sons and daughter join the other young ones.

 

At my request during this project, Brody has remained at home in California.

 

Perhaps after the deep dive into the history of Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters that I’ve done for the last several months, with intensive research prior to the interviews, and a longstanding appreciation of the band, I am surprised that the conversation is not reminiscing.

Nor is it about the industry they’re in.

It is about the chili they all are about to consume and if, again, McCade has made it too spicy, or for others, not spicy enough.

It is about a girls’ spa trip the women are planning somewhere in central California.

It is children’s grades, sporting events, lessons, what was last binged on Netflix, books read, movies seen, and quite a bit about McCade despairing that Lyla recently bought their daughter the Mini considering he isn’t a fan of her driving with a number of “I heard that” coming from Lynie.

 

McCade and Lyla are very openly in their element.

They are not king and queen.

They are among family.
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After the chili there is a general sprawl in the living room with the female youth disappearing into Lynie’s room and the males walking to the Williams’s house to play video games.

However, the wives do not segregate themselves from their husbands.

 

Simms queues up the concert video of the show the Roadmasters performed for the Scott-Wright Legal Services Center in August of 2001.

The concert album, and video, are still available for purchase with all proceeds going to the Center.

To date, the concert, the video, the ensuing concerts held in varying places across the United States every other year that are organized by Williams, McCade, Mancosa and all the Roadmasters have made over thirteen million dollars for a number of legal aid organizations since 2001.

I have watched this video at least twenty times.

 

It is a rare privilege to sit with the band and view any of their performances.

Especially this particular one.

To hear them razz each other for dropped chords or coming in an octave too low (when they did not).

To listen in as they debate a setlist, the perfection of which has been carved into rock history.

 

The opening of the Roadmasters’ set, which is the finale of this festival-style concert, is legend.

Played in downtown Baton Rouge, where the Blues Festival is located, with no fanfare and no one introducing them, McCade and the Roadmasters wander onto the stage.

They strap on or sit at their instruments, as the case may be, and move to their mics as the crowd comes to realize they’re onstage.

Before a din can erupt, or even the entirety of the audience knows the players have taken the stage, the band explodes with the opening chords of Thin Lizzy’s “The Boys Are Back in Town.”

With McCade singing lead.

Needless to say, the crowd went berserk.

 

The Roadmasters’ set lasted two hours and thirty-seven minutes and the crowd demanded three encores.

They played their hits.

They played their B sides.

They played covers, including “Life in the Fast Lane,” “Maybe I’m Amazed,” “Lovesong,” launched into an epic, ten-minute version of Steppenwolf’s “Magic Carpet Ride,” and added more recent (for that time) artists including the Gin Blossoms’ “Follow You Down” and “Wonderwall” by Oasis.

They played minimal tracks from their new album.

They did not perform “Give Then Take.”

 

As the concert video is coming to its end, Lynie McCade wanders into the room, going directly to her father. She settles herself on the arm of the double-wide chair he and her mother are sitting in, winding herself around her dad’s shoulders.

Her mother is sitting so close to McCade, she’s almost in his lap.

 

Perhaps he’s been called, perhaps there’s a familial sixth sense of what is about to happen, and an understanding it isn’t to be missed, therefore Jesse McCade also returns to the larger group.

He moves to sit on the floor at his father’s feet and does not hesitate to rest back against his dad’s leg.

In fact, all the younger generation eventually filters back into the living room to watch the final songs of the concert.

 

The penultimate being “Your Eyes” from the Follow Your Star album, an up-tempo love song that nevertheless has melancholy lyrics that detail a searching man’s lonely journey to understanding, and the only thing that keeps him sane along the way is “Waking up and going to sleep seeing your eyes.”

This would be the first single released from that album.

It would reach number eight on the charts.

And go on to win four awards.

 

There is no ribbing and no speaking as the Roadmasters perform this song on the television while the Roadmasters and their loved ones in that living room watch.

 

The next song will bring tears.

 

The concert ends on a cover which is arguably, but not curiously—and if the feel of that room was appropriately assessed, this does not offend the band—what Preacher McCade and the Roadmasters are known for the most.

Their seven-minute rendition of a two minute and forty-four second song that was played with massive energy and almost palpable electricity, even on video, at the end of a balls-to-the-wall concert.

It was understood deeply by their fans and served to launch the band to a new generation of the same.

 

It was introduced by Preacher McCade with the words:

“In my life, five people asked this of me.

The first were Loretta and Oscar Williams.

The next was Minnie Simms.

The next, Jesse Simms.

The last, my Lyla.

I can finally answer.

Yes.”

 

And then they played Pete Townshend’s “Let My Love Open the Door.”

 

 

The End

We hope you enjoyed the show.

Goodnight.
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KRISTEN ASHLEY IS the New York Times bestselling author of over sixty romance novels including the Rock Chick, Colorado Mountain, Dream Man, Chaos, Unfinished Heroes, The ’Burg, Magdalene, Fantasyland, The Three, Ghost and Reincarnation, Moonlight and Motor Oil and Honey series along with several standalone novels. She’s a hybrid author, publishing titles both independently and traditionally, her books have been translated in fourteen languages and she’s sold over three million books.

Kristen’s novel, Law Man, won the RT Book Reviews Reviewer’s Choice Award for best Romantic Suspense. Her independently published title Hold On was nominated for RT Book Reviews best Independent Contemporary Romance and her traditionally published title Breathe was nominated for best Contemporary Romance. Kristen’s titles Motorcycle Man, The Will, Ride Steady (which won the Reader’s Choice award from Romance Reviews) and The Hookup all made the final rounds for Goodreads Choice Awards in the Romance category.

Kristen, born in Gary and raised in Brownsburg, Indiana, was a fourth-generation graduate of Purdue University. Since, she has lived in Denver, the West Country of England, and now she resides in Phoenix. She worked as a charity executive for eighteen years prior to beginning her independent publishing career. She currently writes full-time.

Although romance is her genre, the prevailing themes running through all of Kristen’s novels are friendship, family and a strong sisterhood. To this end, and as a way to thank her readers for their support, Kristen has created the Rock Chick Nation, a series of programs that are designed to give back to her readers and promote a strong female community.

The mission of the Rock Chick Nation is to live your best life, be true to your true self, recognize your beauty and take your sister’s back whether they’re friends and family or if they’re thousands of miles away and you don’t know who they are. The programs of the RC Nation include: Rock Chick Rendezvous, weekends Kristen organizes full of parties and get-togethers to bring the sisterhood together; Rock Chick Recharges, evenings Kristen arranges for women who have been nominated to receive a special night; and Rock Chick Rewards, an ongoing program that raises funds for nonprofit women’s organizations Kristen’s readers nominate. Kristen’s Rock Chick Rewards have donated nearly $130,000 to charity and this number continues to rise.

You can read more about Kristen, her titles and the Rock Chick Nation at www.KristenAshley.net.
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Rock Chick Series:

Rock Chick

Rock Chick Rescue

Rock Chick Redemption

Rock Chick Renegade

Rock Chick Revenge

Rock Chick Reckoning

Rock Chick Regret

Rock Chick Revolution

Rock Chick Reawakening

Rock Chick Reborn

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

Rock Chick

Rock Chick Rescue

Rock Chick Redemption

Rock Chick Renegade

Rock Chick Revenge

Rock Chick Reckoning

Rock Chick Regret

Rock Chick Revolution

Rock Chick Reawakening

Rock Chick Reborn

 

The ‘Burg Series:

For You

At Peace

Golden Trail

Games of the Heart

The Promise

Hold On

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

For You

At Peace

Golden Trail

Games of the Heart

The Promise

Hold On

 

The Chaos Series:

Own the Wind

Fire Inside

Ride Steady

Walk Through Fire

A Christmas to Remember

Rough Ride

Wild Like the Wind

Free

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

Own the Wind

Fire Inside

Ride Steady

Walk Through Fire

Wild Like the Wind

Free

 

The Colorado Mountain Series:

The Gamble

Sweet Dreams

Lady Luck

Breathe

Jagged

Kaleidoscope

Bounty

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

The Gamble

Sweet Dreams

Lady Luck

Breathe

Jagged

Kaleidoscope

Bounty

 

Dream Man Series:

Mystery Man

Wild Man

Law Man

Motorcycle Man

Quiet Man

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

Mystery Man

Wild Man

Law Man

Motorcycle Man

 

The Fantasyland Series:

Wildest Dreams

The Golden Dynasty

Fantastical

Broken Dove

Midnight Soul

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

Wildest Dreams

The Golden Dynasty

Fantastical

Broken Dove

Midnight Soul

 

The Honey Series:

The Deep End

The Farthest Edge

The Greatest Risk

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

The Deep End

The Farthest Edge

The Greatest Risk

 

The Magdalene Series:

The Will

Soaring

The Time in Between

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

The Will

Soaring

The Time in Between

 

Moonlight and Motor Oil Series:

The Hookup

The Slow Burn

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

The Hookup

The Slow Burn

 

The Three Series:

Until the Sun Falls from the Sky

With Everything I Am

Wild and Free

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

Until the Sun Falls from the Sky

With Everything I Am

Wild and Free

 

The Unfinished Hero Series:

Knight

Creed

Raid

Deacon

Sebring

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

Knight

Creed

Raid

Deacon

Sebring

 

Ghosts and Reincarnation Series:

Sommersgate House

Lacybourne Manor

Penmort Castle

Fairytale Come Alive

Lucky Stars

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

Sommersgate House

Lacybourne Manor

Penmort Castle

Fairytale Come Alive

Lucky Stars

 

Other Titles by Kristen Ashley:

Heaven and Hell

Mathilda, SuperWitch (Mathilda’s Book of Shadows)

Play It Safe

Three Wishes

Complicated

Loose Ends

 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON AUDIO

Heaven and Hell

Play It Safe

Three Wishes

Complicated

Loose Ends
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Official Website:

www.kristenashley.net

 

Kristen’s Facebook Page:

www.facebook.com/kristenashleybooks

 

Follow Kristen on Twitter:

@KristenAshley68

 

Discover Kristen’s Pins on Pinterest:

www.pinterest.com/kashley0155

 

Follow Kristen on Instagram:

KristenAshleyBooks
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