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INTRODUCTION

At the age of 59 years old and being the grandmother of three, I was watching one of the concerts that Bon Jovi did at Madison Square Garden with a friend. I had always loved Bon Jovi since they first started playing but was not able to follow them due to raising my family. As the concert progressed, I started to put the song titles of the songs they were playing in sentences. While I was sitting at my dining room table with the David Bryan CDs the following day, a short story, about a page long, using his song titles came into my head and I wrote it down. From there I began writing short stories of about one page using the other band members. As I like a challenge, I decided to try bigger stories using more song titles and the biggest challenge was this book. Once I started on it, the words just kept flowing and within three weeks I had it all written, then it was a matter of putting it together. Getting it right was important because legally I can not use Lyrics or Music because of Copyright but I can use song titles. Also due to the nature of my books; legally I must place a Reference (exactly as it is down loaded) and Bibliography after the story. I have not attempted to plagiarize or disregard anyone’s copyright by the use of the pictures and the actual pictures used in this book were legally obtained at the time by the original publisher of this book and are mentioned in the bibliography.

Grab a drink, sit down and join Oprah as she chooses the Big Green Freak to tell his story of the dream he had the previous night. Follow his story through the vivid Hollywood Dreams and how his life today has changed from those experiences. Find out the real answer to the mysterious question that is being asked of him throughout the book and know that a total of 1,284 song titles have been used to make this story possible but don’t forget that because of using the original song titles in whole, there are places in the book that could be changed to make it more comprehensible. Every song title from every album, concert on video or DVD, whether it be by the band collectively or solo pieces from each individual band member that I own, has been used in this story. It doesn’t matter how many times a song has been played at different times; the title is used that many times and not just once.

When reading this “Song Title Series” book, I hope that no disservice has been done to the band as well as their adoring fans who read it, for that was not my intention. As I may have missed a song, an album or a concert within this book I do apologize sincerely. I have created and written this story without the sanctity of the band and I hope that if they read this they will enjoy it as well.

INTO THE NETHERWORLD

During the taping of one of her shows, Oprah asked if anyone had recently had any strange dreams.

“Choose me, Oprah!” said the Big Green Freak and I will tell you all about it.

“Go ahead and tell us what your dream was all about.” Oprah said.

“Well” said the Freak, “wandering into the Netherworld was like wandering into many Hollywood dreams that you can walk through anytime you wanted to.

The time that I accidentally stumbled into it, was August 7, 4.15 and it was that hot; 99 in the shade and it wasn’t even the summertime. I was fascinated by the endless horizon from where many walking paths, roads and cruising lines would go.

On one line there was a mystery train that was going to a destination anywhere. A group of people walked around a bed of roses towards the train. A colored woman came up to me and introduced herself and said her name was April and everyday she would board the train and have a nice day at wherever she went and suggested that I should take a trip on the train, maybe even on the one that was leaving soon.

Curiosity welled up in me, so I boarded the train and just after we left the station, the rail staff began serving refreshments but I was warned that they always serve Bitter Wine that tasted like really bad medicine.

Captain Crash and the Beauty Queen from Mars were amongst the passengers in my carriage and when the music came across the speakers in the carriage they got up and did the Netherworld Waltz down the narrow aisle.

The train stopped to take on more refreshments at a little hut on the side of the track and during the interlude I looked out of the window and watched the sun set in a blaze of glory. A single thought came into my head at that moment and that was “Hey God, I believe that it’s my life to live the way I want to, however, I thank you for the entire world and all of its beauty. I will keep the faith I have in you because you do open your heart to everyone including those people who are livin’ in sin.”

I had been sitting down for quite awhile so I decided to stretch my legs and explore the rest of the train. The next carriage was fitted out like a saloon. It had a bar where you buy drinks, tables and seats, a book shelf holding many different types of books and opposite it, a notice board. On the board was a wanted poster, not a Wanted Dead Or Alive poster, just a wanted poster of a runaway who had stolen many items including a diamond ring. There wasn’t a reward offered, just a phone number to contact if she was sighted. I brought myself a soft drink and while sitting at one of the tables I glanced through some of the books before heading back to my seat in the other carriage.

It seemed like we had been travelling for hours before an announcement came through the speakers in the train stating that we were approaching the first stop and if everyone could please return to their allocated seats.

As I sat down, the runaway approached me and asked in a quiet voice “Can I sit in the seat next to you until we reach the first stop because my seat is way up front in the first carriage.” I agreed.

The runaway continued “Someday I’ll be Saturday night but until then it’s my life and everyday I will live it as I want to for I’ll sleep when I’m dead. These days; who says you can’t go home and with a little help from my friends, I will make it and I hope that never in a million years, will you give love a bad name to anyone.”

I think that I might do what that woman, April suggested and check out our first stop, even though they hadn’t told us where it was.

The train pulled to a stop at the empty platform and before some of us were able to get off the train, I heard someone asks “WHO WILL SAVE NEW JERSEY?”

THE WESTERN DREAM

I had noticed that as the train approached the first destination, the countryside had changed from lush green grass and trees to a dry county where the grass and shrubs withered out in the heat. The train’s first destination, Guano City which was a little city, like a picture you would see on a postcard from the Wasteland.

Some passengers like the runaway alighted from the train; however Captain Crash and the Beauty Queen from Mars stayed on board. They were heading to a place further down the tracks because they said that dyin’ ain’t much of a livin’ and that most of the citizens in that town were all talk, no action.

I wondered what they meant by that comment?

Once off the train, you couldn’t help noticing all the signs stuck in the ground. One sign was in Spanish that read “ALEJATE DE LA CAMA DE ROSAS” the other was translated into English and read “KEEP AWAY FROM THE BED OF ROSES”.

Someone commented that they had been there before and that in this city it seemed that good guys don’t always wear white as some of them ended up on the right side of wrong. These days the city has just become a two story town and is open all night and then they got back on the train. I found a small hotel and went in for a drink and something to eat.

The outlaws of love rode into town that evening on a full moon to have one wild night and they were wild in the streets. The citizens hoped that maybe tomorrow they would leave. The next morning; the sun rose in a blaze of glory but the outlaws were still in town even though there were many Wanted Dead Or Alive posters of them hanging everywhere. There was also another poster of the runaway hanging on the wall stating that she was a thief of hearts.

A terrible fight broke out at midnight in Chelsea, a suburb on the outskirts of town where the bitch/slut/liar/whore lived. I could hear people shouting “Don’t you lay your hands on me and you give love a bad name. You are always in and out of love and you always think that I’ll be there for you. It’s my life and someday I’ll be Saturday night. If you think that in these arms you will go out in a blaze of glory .... Think again.”

Somebody else shouted “Billy get your guns while the rest of us go into the Church of Desire to say a prayer for all the innocent people caught up in the fight.” and I followed them in.

“Hey God, give us something to believe in because the trouble in this town is starting all over again. I don’t want to see all that blood on blood anymore or anymore Wanted Dead Or Alive posters hanging up. I don’t want us to keep living our lives like we’re livin’ on a prayer. I have done my best to keep the faith and with a little bit of soul and with a little help from my friends, I want to breakout of this city and runaway from here. Please God hear our prayer.”

Other citizens in the church said “Lord lay your hands on me and help me keep the faith for I’m livin’ on a prayer. Yes, please help us all to keep the faith for we are all livin’ on a prayer.”

Then the citizens inside the church and I heard someone outside yell “Raise your hands. I said Raise your hands.” and then “Ride cowboy ride.” A shot was heard followed by a scream and then there was a thought of another Wanted Dead Or Alive poster being hung on the wall in town.

Just about everybody inside the church, including myself, rushed outside onto the church lawns and heard a man say “I’ll sleep when I’m dead and not before but when you are in these arms, don’t you give love a bad name. I also don’t need any more bad medicine from you either.” To whom he was talking to is beyond me as I didn’t see anyone else around except for the church goers behind me.

We suddenly heard somebody shout out that there was a jailbreak and everybody started running wild in the streets. I thought it might be best for me to find some cover as well, so instead of going back into the church I went into the BAD MEDICINE saloon, where I noticed that on the shelves were bottles of BAD MEDICINE whiskey, BAD MEDICINE rum and BAD MEDICINE wine. The bar was covered with Wanted Dead Or Alive posters that were varnished. They seemed very appropriate for this bar in this town.

About ten minutes after the people had settled in the saloon, a couple of men from the breakout ran through a bed of roses outside the front door, through the saloon and out the back door. As the Deputies followed the escapees through the saloon, it seemed that there was a whole lot of leaving by the other patrons trying to get out of there quickly incase there was a gun fight.

During the commotion, the runaway disappeared upstairs with another one of the escapees and I heard him say to her as they were going up “You were born to be my baby and never do you give love a bad name. In fact I’d die for you so while we can, won’t you lay your hands on me for someday I’ll be Saturday night.”

“I’ll be there for you and I will be there for you everyday. We must both keep the faith and not to be livin’ on a prayer.” said the runaway as they were standing at the top of the stairs.

Another shout was heard, telling the Deputies about the man upstairs and they came rushing through the front door. The escapee who was upstairs jumped through a window into a bed of roses and then climbed onto a horse and rode off as the runaway said in a low voice “Ride cowboy ride.”

The Deputies questioned the runaway
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