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This book is dedicated to my Mother’s memory . . .

The only person in the world who knew me inside and out!





Foreword

I met Suzi when my late husband, Mickie Most, brought her to London from Detroit. Right from the first, I could see she had star quality. She was a one-off, and so determined. I knew she would definitely make it.



I called her parents, Helen and Art (remarkable people) to let them know that she was at my house and safe and sound. They asked me to look after her and of course I assured them I would. I’ve been doing so ever since and I always need to know she’s ok.



Suzi set a trend and I know she will always be remembered as a forerunner.





Chris Most
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Introduction

Knock knock knock.

   ‘Who is it?’

   ‘You’ve got five minutes!’

   Shit. ‘Okay.’

   One last mirror check. Flick the hair. Throwing my towel around my neck I open the dressing room door, stride quickly down the hall, past the catering tent, past security, and finally into the very tunnel that a certain well-known fascist dictator walked through to make his speeches – a very spooky place to be, with echoes of ‘Heil Hitler!’ bouncing off the walls. The venue the Waldbühne, the place Berlin, the date 3 June 2000, my fiftieth birthday.

   I arrive backstage and greet the band. ‘Hi, guys. All set?’

    Honk honk. Tap tap. Ah ah ah ah ah ah ah. ‘Testing one two three . . . testing one two three.’

   ‘Right, everybody, pay attention! I want total concentration tonight. Keep the tempos up and watch me like a hawk – there’s twenty-two thousand three hundred people out there and I don’t want any fuck ups.’

   I strap on my bass guitar, adjusting the tone and volume. Boom boom boom, pacing, waiting. Please God, Let them like me tonight! Now, let’s see. First it’s ‘The Wild One’, ‘Tear Me Apart’, ‘She’s in Love with You’, bang bang bang, no stopping. Then ‘Stumblin’ in’, segues into ‘48 Crash’ and don’t forget it starts with the bass drum only. Right. ‘Glycerine Queen’ into the bass solo, then the drum bit with Andy. For God’s sake don’t forget the new sequence! Then ‘Can the Can’, ‘Devil Gate Drive’. False tabs. Straight into the guitar riff for ‘If You Can’t Give Me Love’, with the acapella section. Okay, I think I’ve got it!

   Tour manager: ‘We’re all set. You can announce her now.’

   ‘Right, everybody. This is it. Have a good one!’ Please God, let them like me – especially tonight ’cos all my best friends are here! I kiss my husband – ‘Good luck, darling.’

   ‘Meine Damen und Herren . . . hier ist Suzi Quatro!’

   Screams. Applause. A shot of adrenalin. The intro tape begins. Guitar riff. ‘Oh Suzi Q . . . oh Suzi Q . . . oh Suzi Q baby I love you my Suzi Q.’ (Dale Hawkins.) The drummer, saxophonist, pianist, guitarist, trombonist and trumpet player walk out and take their places. Little Susie from Detroit takes a big breath and looks up to the heavens. Then  . . .

   Suzi Quatro strides to centre stage and the show begins.



23 October 2006, 12.23 p.m.

Can’t believe I said yes. Ninety thousand words by the end of January – how the hell am I going to do that? But I’ve signed the contract, so there’s no turning back.

   Now, where am I gonna write? I need complete silence. . . . Hey, I got it – what could be better? Thank God I did all that grunt work and catalogued everything. Okay, let’s get my ass up to the third floor. ‘Ego Room. Mind your head’ – I just love that sign. Jesus, look at all this stuff – videos, DVDs, scrapbooks, photos, awards, tour jackets, backstage passes, even my original leather jumpsuit hanging from the ceiling. Sometimes I can’t believe I’ve been doing this job for forty-two years. Now, where the hell do I start?

   I am little Susie from Detroit. I am Suzi Quatro. We are the same. We are different. Born Susan Kay Quatro, Detroit, Michigan, 3 June 1950, Gemini. ‘Duality’ is the keyword.

   Are you ready? Then let’s get unzipped! Little Susie first.
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