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Dave Davies is the lead guitarist and co-founder of legendary rock band The Kinks. With fifty million record sales to their name, The Kinks are one of the most influential bands in history. They have been awarded the Ivor Novello prize for Outstanding Service to British Music, and they have been inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. As a solo musician, Davies has recorded many albums and toured the world. In 2003 he was named as one of the 100 greatest guitarists of all time by Rolling Stone magazine.




About the Book

Dave Davies, legendary lead guitarist of The Kinks, was promoting his new solo album at the BBC when he was taken seriously ill. Lying in hospital, for the first time in years he was afforded the time to reflect on a career that’s spanned half a century. In this brand new autobiography, Davies looks back on the epoch-defining band that’s sold fifty million records. There were the spectacular highs of rock stardom – the excess that comes when booze and any drug imaginable is on tap. But lows were never far away – the shy kid from Muswell Hill struggled with the limelight just as much as he relished it, and he was visited by his fair share of tragedy. Full of tales of the tumultuous times and ups-and-downs of his infamous relationship with brother Ray, along with frequently dramatic and hilarious encounters with the likes of John Lennon, Jimi Hendrix, Keith Moon, Chrissie Hynde and Jeff Beck, as well as detours into Dave’s mystical beliefs, this all makes for a thrilling and wildly entertaining journey through the heyday of rock and roll and beyond.
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me out, then nurtured me, on this journey.

Annie Florence Davies (Willmore)

Frederick George Davies.




PREFACE

A WAKING DREAM

I was standing near a hilltop monastery with four Tibetan priests who were all dressed in white robes. One of them handed me a plate of rice. I looked over and saw another man who looked like he needed to eat, so I gave him the dish. He gulped the rice down, handed back the empty plate, and from nowhere, it was filled with food again. At this point I realised I was having a vision and thought I should wake up. It was about four in the morning, and as I slowly edged back to full consciousness, I heard these words in my head: ‘Lest ye become as little children ye shall not enter the kingdom of heaven.’

In my state of semi-wakefulness, after that very intense dream, I understood the power and magic of those words. I had given the rice to this starving man in a selfless, childlike manner, and my surrender and trust in the universe had created a second state of consciousness, what I call entry into a Zen-like state. I was overwhelmed by the knowledge of this feeling, which stayed with me as I went about my morning routine. We must recognise that the energies and forces surrounding us are very potent and affect our lives, and the lives of others, in profound ways. One time I saw an old woman and was overcome with sadness. I could see her life unravelling in front of my eyes; all her pain, anguish and sorrow. I wanted to speak to her, to do something to make her feel happier. And just as I was about to say hello, another woman greeted her. They both smiled happily and her face suddenly became radiant and filled with joy. It was heart-warming to witness.

We are living through difficult times, but no one should doubt the power of kindness and compassion – a single thought, a word or even a smile can help, and the words ‘trust’, ‘compassion’ and ‘surrender’ keep echoing through my mind. The opportunity to help each other, and the world around us, as never before is great. We need to surrender to the higher good that is all around us, and inside us. Letting go of all the hate and prejudices, and then transmuting that pain, is essential. Negative thoughts and emotions that contaminate our true being will be transformed into positive energies if given a chance. We can help the world with pure loving intent and we will receive help from the universe to do so; this is what the bowl of rice symbolised in my dream. There is a sort of loving code within the universe which stimulates the energies of the mind. If we have a deep desire to help and support other people we can effect change. As I look around me, everyone seems to be carrying a sadness, or a loneliness, and we really have to support and nurture each other to make our lives richer and more meaningful.

The power lies in that Zen state I mentioned earlier, that ‘second state of consciousness’ which affects mind and physical matter. This state is in operation all the time, and can be summoned into being by surrendering like a child. To enter into this state of awareness, we need to reach beyond our most painful emotions. When we wallow too much in pain it is difficult to reach this second stage, where the real healing and magick can take place. Endurance, acceptance, surrender; we must trust that all will be well, just like a child. It sounds so simple, and it can be if we believe and trust in the power. We are all alchemists and should meditate upon this.




PROLOGUE

30 June 2004

I called the album I was promoting at the time Bug. It was a record about a woman who thinks she has an implant in her brain, and I had actually met a Kinks fan, named Ellen, who sincerely believed that aliens had put implants inside her head. What a great subject for a record, I thought. I was living in Los Angeles and I’d flown back to London to do interviews and PR for the album. Which was when I realised, can you believe it, that there was something wrong with my own brain.

A few days after I landed I suffered a couple of episodes of what they call a TIA, like a very mild version of a stroke. I collapsed after the first one and wondered what was going on. Had my collapse been caused by fatigue? By too much flying and gallivanting all over the place? I hoped by slowing down I might recover my strength, but then the same thing happened again. Although I could walk and function fairly well, I was also partly paralysed. I went to the Royal Free Hospital in Hampstead and, when a doctor touched my hands to see how I felt, the effects of the TIA evaporated. How that happened remains a mystery. Ordinarily I’m not a great lover of medication, but I felt I could trust the doctor, and I followed her advice to take the blood-thinning pills she prescribed, and I felt normal again. Big relief.

On 30 June, I was booked for some interviews about Bug at the BBC. I made it through the first one but didn’t feel great. The second interview was with Danny Baker, who didn’t make me feel very comfortable, and during the interview I started to feel ill. My son Christian was managing all the interviews, and I keeled over as the lift was taking us back to the ground floor. I was fully aware of what was happening and didn’t lose consciousness, but had lost all my mobility.

Christian helped me out into the street, at the back of Broadcasting House. The pub on the corner was shut, so I sat on the pavement instead and told Christian to call an ambulance immediately. It felt like I was having one of those TIA episodes, with a severity that made me fear it could be something much worse. While we waited, a strange phenomenon came over me where suddenly it felt like everyone I interacted with, whether an ambulance driver or passer-by, was someone I knew already – very strange indeed.

I was driven by ambulance to University College Hospital, and the doctor there who examined me said I should go straight away to Queen’s Square Hospital, near Russell Square, where they specialise in neurosurgery. After scanning and examining me, a doctor explained what had happened. I’d had what they call an infarct, a burst blood vessel, on the left side of my brain, and that had caused a stroke.

By this time I was in a hospital bed and my right side was hopelessly weak. I couldn’t stand and a male nurse had to lift me up to go to the toilet. My body was in a heightened state of sensitivity, reacting to what had just happened, and I felt like I was watching a movie – or three movies in one. One section, over on the left side, was what had already happened in the past. The central part was what was going on now, and the other overlapping part, on the right in my perception, was the future. I knew who was about to call, or who was going to turn up, before it happened. It was actually illuminating, like barriers between the past and the future had melted away.

In a way I felt good. I wasn’t panicking or feeling isolated, or having any especially negative thoughts. Instead I became ultra-sensitive to everybody’s feelings. I watched the staff, and one nurse in particular, who had just started her shift, freaked me out. As she walked past me, I could see the people who were making her unhappy. She wasn’t just carrying emotional baggage, I could actually see the weight upon her. I had enough problems of my own and thought, Please don’t come near me! This phenomenon of seeing inside people’s pain became a song called ‘God in my Brain’, which I included on an album released soon after I left hospital called Fractured Mindz.

Some of the doctors and nurses proved skilled at putting me at ease. When I had to go to the bathroom or felt hungry, I needed the help of my favourite male nurse. When he wasn’t around I felt very anxious and I’d keep a lookout for him. He would see me poke my head around the side of the cubicle, nod back, and it made me feel so reassured to see him. I thought carefully about how we experience and interact with other people, a subject which preyed on my mind when my elder sisters wanted to visit. They were anxious about what had happened, and I loved them dearly, but I didn’t want them to see me in this condition. I couldn’t have women around me. I preferred the company of men, and my sons were an enormous help. I found that women made me feel too centred and too vulnerable. My sisters had always been loving and supportive of what my brother Ray and I did with The Kinks, but I feared now they would be too gushing and overprotective, which would have become oppressive.

In those very early days I had some great physiotherapy, and I talked to brain experts and psychiatrists. I asked if they could find a space where I could meditate and a very kind doctor found me a side room where I put a chair and my own objects of meditation. I had my Ganesha with me and I did my meditations, which really helped. Although I couldn’t do my proper breathing practice as normal, meditating helped me get back into shape, psychologically and mentally. I would mediate for twenty minutes, and those twenty minutes felt like hours!

It was tough being on my own, but I had already learned about the importance of being on your own when I had a nervous breakdown in the early seventies. I had realised then that the only person who can really help you is yourself. We find help from wherever we can in that situation, from other people and from medical experts, but I needed to spend time on my own, to find out what the fuck was going on inside my head. ‘What’s the next step forward?’ ‘How do I climb out of this place I’m in?’ Knowledgeable people can offer ideas, but in the end we all have to do it ourselves. We’re born alone and we die alone. It’s sad, but that’s life.

I told the therapists that I liked to paint, and painting became my saviour. Painting is all about intuition and creativity, and that, I decided, was going to pull me through. I couldn’t use my right hand, so I used my left instead. Once I got used to it, my left hand became much stronger than my right; I realised then that all those years playing guitar had built up reflexes and muscles in unexpected places. For three weeks I had physiotherapy each morning, little tasks like picking pins and other small objects up from the floor and stretching exercises that were designed to reconnect the wires in the brain, what they call the synapses. And in the afternoons, I painted.

My consultant explained to me how we can re-programme the brain, and I started thinking this is what the media does and how commercials operate, programming our minds until we give in and think: I’ll buy that! Recently, I came across the work of an American neurologist, Dr Richard Davidson, who has written extensively about what he calls neuroplasticity. The brain is like a sponge. To re-educate the brain after a stroke, you do exercises like putting a pin into a hole and then you have to keep up a repetitive motion, putting that pin back into the same hole again and again. It’s like learning times tables at school; repeating the numbers until they stick. This is why I’m heavily into yoga and meditation, because those are areas of the mind and brain that we all need to work on.

I began to see noticeable improvement after I’d asked one of my sons to bring me a guitar. I didn’t have the strength or the coordination to play it, but I realised how important the smell of the instrument was to me, and also touch; just putting my fingers on the strings triggered muscle memory. Eventually I would have to learn to play guitar all over again, although muscles, and the brain, do retain memory. So I talked to my body and asked for its help. I had met patients in hospital who had MS and brain cysts, and all sorts of traumatic illnesses, and usually the worse the illness the more positive I found people were. One woman with MS talked to me about Buddha and about how positive thoughts can build the inner self and I found that really helpful. I’d been hospitalised for about two months in total and learned a lot being with all those remarkable people.

After being discharged, I stayed with Ray for two weeks, which was nice for a couple of days, but soon became a nightmare. My brother is very talented and gifted, and I don’t want to be mean so soon, but I sometimes feel he’s like a vampire the way he draws so much energy from people. True enough, that’s helped him become a great songwriter and he knows how to channel his ability to use people in a creative way. I’m glad he has always been part of my life, but you need to be strong around him. The way he was absorbing my energy during those two weeks, eventually I thought: For fuck’s sake! Ray, I love you, but really I don’t have much to give at the moment.

So I went to stay with my sister, Dolly, who lived near Northampton. She had always been like a second mum to me, and Joe, her husband, was an older guy. The nurturing from my sister, and the strength I gained from Joe, proved to be just what I needed and I stayed at their place for another couple of months. My partner at the time, Kate, was living in Los Angeles, and she flew in to see me at the hospital. She also spent time at Dolly’s house and offered me her unconditional love and support.

During my recovery, I listened to all kinds of music, from Tibetan mantras to Charlie Byrd and Jo Stafford, to Berlioz, and Dvorˇák, whose Serenade in D Minor comforted me like a blanket. Debussy also became important to me. I felt his music feeding that part of me beyond conscious thought. We like to think we are thinking creatures, but that, I believe, is only a very small part of us. Another example: I fell in love with Beethoven’s ‘Pastoral’ Symphony. Listening to it, you can see the birds in the morning when you look out the window, and you hear the wind blowing through the music. It is music in touch with naturalness: with life, nature, animals and trees. I also devoured Beethoven’s Seventh Symphony. I was thinking a lot about yoga and learning to walk again, and that Beethoven piece – with its rhythms and its energy – made me appreciate dancing again. Dancing can help rebuild the neuroplasticity of the brain, not necessarily fully back to normal, but to a point where you can work with things again. Dancing connects the physical with the mental.

All my life I’ve researched the psychic world. I remember being six years old and my mum couldn’t stop me talking: ‘Oh David, you do go on! I think you were born old!’ But I knew there were other energies beyond mundane objects like the table, the teacup, the knife and fork. I discovered, as I got older, that we were quite a psychic family and my mum was very psychic, although she wouldn’t have called it that.

Psychic energy, I believe, reaches out to people like the internet. One of the reasons we’re here is because we’re all a bit fucking mad. We’re trying to join the pieces together and in life you meet people who help to fix bits of the jigsaw. An example . . . in the late 1980s, I had a meeting in Los Angeles with Simon Heath, who’d worked as part of the production team on Die Hard. He had been helping me knock a film script into shape and, during a drunken conversation at a bar in Burbank, he told me how important The Kinks had been to him growing up in Australia, in the outback of some little town. He’d turned on the radio when he was a kid and heard our song ‘All Day and All of the Night’. It was like a coded message, he said, and made him think, I’m going to play in a band. No! I want to make films!

I was a rebel at school. The teachers couldn’t teach me anything, because I felt like I knew more than them, although I couldn’t explain why. That’s where music came into its own because, through sound, I could express my feelings and impressions without needing to write anything down. Music is everywhere and we have to tap into it. How amazing that a kid in small-town Australia heard The Kinks – then all those years later we’re sitting together in a bar in Los Angeles talking about a film script.

Music needs to be structured because we work with materials; making a song is like moulding clay. We must build machines too, but we need to be careful not to let the machines take over. Modern society is so focused around that consumerist way of perceiving things. But feelings matter too. When you’ve been in hospital alongside people who can’t speak, but find other ways to use energy and express themselves, that much becomes clear.

The stroke, the illness, my recovery – it was a new opening for me. When you see people in wheelchairs, because of the task they have in life, these people are often giants spiritually, mentally and emotionally. You don’t need a church to get inspiration about life and spirituality. Go to a hospital, where there are people in wheelchairs, and that should give you all the inspiration you need. We learn from each other all the time. As human beings, we try to help each other.

As kids growing up, Ray was withdrawn and reticent about getting involved in anything. I was more outgoing and I learned to read and write and play football at school, but when I wanted to know something important I’d buy a book, or borrow books from the library in Muswell Hill. There were cheap books they wanted to get rid of at the library, and I was intrigued by all the date stamps on the inside page. Looking at the stamps and the dates, I thought: There’s a whole story before you even open the book itself. I bought The Devil Rides Out by Dennis Wheatley, and the story he told of different worlds that affect our world made me think, this is where I’m at! That’s when I first really started to perceive spiritual, psychic stuff.

My mum used to read tea leaves. You leave them in the cup as you turn it upside down, then study the shapes in the tea leaves. From that you can deduce all kinds of things from the shapes and the symbols.

Lying in hospital for all those weeks handed me a precious opportunity to reflect on my life for the first time since The Kinks became popular in 1964 – some forty years earlier.

I thought about how important my family had been when I was growing up. I had been surrounded by my six sisters, by my mum and dad and my extended family – by the energy of all these women. They stimulated my emotions, my intuition, my senses and my psychic inner-life, and I felt privileged to have grown up around that. We didn’t have money, but it was such a nurturing environment.

Looking back through the whole Kinks catalogue, most of our songs and albums were stimulated by family, by Ray writing about our family. Ray was born in 1944 and I was born in 1947, and we were surrounded by stories of the war and of people who had died and suffered. Working-class families had come through two world wars and the Blitz, and those experiences had made them very resilient and insightful.

I tried to connect everything that had happened in my life and thought about what an ancient Zen guru had once taught, that the world is like an ocean through which pieces of land pop up at random. But dive deep into the ocean and then you see that everything is connected – and the deeper you dive, the more connections you can see.
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