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This book is for my family,
so that you may better understand
my heart, my dedication, my lust for life,
and my love for you.
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Spring in Los Angeles, seventy-something degrees, and my agent, Dennis Arfa, had taken me out to the ball game. The Dodgers were up in the seventh. Dennis was working on his second hot dog with not a care in the world. So naturally, in the snarkiest voice I could muster, I asked him, “Why didn’t we ever play Dodger Stadium?”

I’ve been working with Dennis for many a year, and he knows the places we’ve played as well as we do: Budokan, Wembley, Red Rocks, Madison Square Garden. Mötley Crüe’s opened for the Rolling Stones. We’ve packed every outdoor shed we’ve been booked into and headlined outdoor festivals around the world. In Los Angeles, we’ve filled the Hollywood Bowl and sold out the Staples Center. But Dodger Stadium? The only time I’d set foot on the field was to throw out a ceremonial first pitch.

“I guess the reason would have to be your bright idea to break up the band.”

Both of us burst out laughing.

“If you guys ever change your minds,” Dennis said, “just call me.”

A few hours later, I woke my wife up.

“If we ever get back together, we’re going to play Dodger Stadium.”

Courtney’s used to me waking her up after midnight. Most of the time, she’ll indulge me. This time she said, “But, baby, the band signed a contract.”

This was true. A few years earlier, Mötley Crüe signed a “secession of touring” contract—and Courtney knows that I am a man of my word. But I’m also a man who’s ruled by his passions.

“I’ll think of something,” I said.

At the time, I was working on The Dirt—a movie based on the book about Mötley. The book had been a major best seller, and so far the movie was turning out better than any of us would have guessed. Tommy was being portrayed by Machine Gun Kelly. An English actor named Douglas Booth was playing me. So Booth was doing his best Nikki Sixx while the real Nikki Sixx was taking meetings with Live Nation, Apple, Spotify, radio stations, and social media platforms to promote the film. I’d show scenes and snippets from the movie, share some of my own memories, and play the new song I’d written.

Actually, I had several new songs—well-formed ideas that all seemed exciting. I had been woodshedding with John 5, a guitarist who’s played with everyone from k.d. lang to Marilyn Manson and Rob Zombie, and with Sahaj Ticotin, a musician who’d set a record for holding a note longer than any other male singer. We had made a bunch of demos, and I played them all for Bob Rock, who’d helped make Mötley Crüe’s biggest album, Dr. Feelgood, in 1989. Hard to believe thirty years had gone by. But when Bob heard the tracks, he said, “These sound like classic Mötley Crüe songs.” The song I had written for the credit sequence reminded Bob of “Kickstart My Heart”—high praise from the man who’d produced the original.

“We have the songs,” I told Courtney.

The songs—the music—is where it all starts. Without the music, there’d be no club tours. No theater tours. No arenas. No private jets getting us to the arenas. There’d be no money, no platinum records to hang on the studio walls. For Mötley, there would have been none of the love and the hate or the death and destruction that come with the lifestyle. Between the four of us, we’ve got 160 years’ worth of memories to draw on. If this were a VHI special, we’d all say in unison, “Some of the best we’ve had! Some of the worst! And not many that we would take back!”

We’d all be telling the truth. As a kid, I drew bands in my notebooks. Four complementary characters with superhero-like powers on drums, bass, guitar, and vocals. Those guys always looked cool and always had the best songs, played them well, and the lyrics had something to say. In my mind, I was building a new kind of monster.

Those bands were Mötley in embryo form. All I had to do was move out to Los Angeles, learn to play bass, and find three other musicians who saw the world the way I did. In the end, that’s what happened. Of course, it took a ton of hard work, and not just the work you’d imagine. On top of writing, rehearsing, working on our look and stage show, and playing—and playing, and playing—there were the constant demands, obligations the industry made: junkets. Interviews with journalists who drank our booze, did our drugs, and then turned around and slagged us in their magazines. It took years of band therapy to keep us together and remind us of all the reasons we had to keep going.

But I had my own family to look after too. At the time, Courtney was pregnant. Our daughter, Ruby, was due in July. Touring isn’t the easiest thing to do when you’ve got small kids at home. Over the years, I missed more holidays than I could count. I missed birthdays. There were PTA meetings I wanted to go to, but you can’t hop a flight from Japan when the rest of the band’s on their way to Australia.

I couldn’t blame Courtney if she didn’t want me to go. If she asked me to stay, I’d stay. If she didn’t ask me to stay, my feelings would be hurt. But now that I’d brought it up, we both knew I wouldn’t stop thinking about it.

“You have the songs,” Courtney admitted before drifting back off to her sweet, mysterious dreams.
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“Live Wire.” “Looks that Kill.” “Shout at the Devil.” It’s the hit songs that made us a hit band. They’re what the audience craves and demands. The audience is a big part of the monster we’ve built, and much as we love to play deep cuts and covers and songs we’ve just written, we give the monster the red meat it needs.

The new stuff is important. Without it, we’d be stuck in stasis and turn into a cover band: Mötley Crüe plays Mötley Crüe.

But it’s just as important to keep writing hits. We can still smell one when it comes along. We’re the same band we were on day one. The same four guys. Older and smarter and no longer starving, but lean and efficient and fifteen thousand days wiser than we used to be. Sometimes we’ve been smart enough to keep going. Sometimes we’ve known when to quit.

Early on, we learned a lesson. Up in Grass Valley, Nevada, we’d gone on a radio show. It was the first time we’d been on a radio station. But when we did an in-store, later that day, no one came. We stood there, looking through records, pretending to shop. Three guys with blue-black hair, one guy with bleached hair, and we just happened to be buying records! A few hours earlier, we’d been so excited. Now, nobody knew who we were. We didn’t want to be seen like that, standing around, shuffling our feet, looking disheartened. As we were leaving, we saw a cool-looking guy with long hair.

I was like, “Oh, there’s another musician!”

“Hey, how you doing?” I said.

“Hey, what’s going on?”

“You’re in a band? I am too!”

The guy nodded.

I asked him, “What band?”

“Supertramp.”

I was a Supertramp fan. There were some Supertramp songs I loved. But before I could ask any questions, the guy said the one thing you usually don’t want to hear from an old band you’ve loved: “We just recorded two new ones.”

“Oh! That’s amazing.” I wasn’t cynical about it.

“Yeah,” he said. “We never talk. People live in all different places. One guy in England, one in Florida. I live here, so we recorded the twenty-four-track parts and shipped them to each other.”

“You didn’t play them together?”

“We never even saw each other. I didn’t talk to them once.”

The guys and I walked back to the van in a daze.

“You have to promise that will never happen to us.”

“No way, dude. We’re brothers for life.”

But lo and behold, when we recorded new tracks for our own greatest hits, we weren’t on speaking terms either. We weren’t speaking when we wrote The Dirt. Each of us worked on our chapters in private. We didn’t even look at each other’s parts until the whole thing was assembled.

That wouldn’t have worked out so well on the stage.

For us, it had become impossible to paper over the cracks that start showing after five years or ten—and by that point, we had been going for twenty.

When you’re young, you can show up hungover, wearing the clothes you’ve been wearing all week, and somehow you look good. You look good in your tight pants and heels and have all your hair. Then one day you wake up, and it all takes more effort. Musically, you may have gotten much better, but physically, it’s become more of a drain. Getting out on the road is a drain. Staying out on the road is a drain. Onstage, you feel the same, but it takes longer each time to recover, and dealing with the other guys can be exasperating.

For every rock band that’s able to push past that point, there must be thousands that fail. Maybe we didn’t because we were balanced just right in a few crucial ways. But there were certainly times when I wouldn’t have bet on our long-term survival.

Tommy is extremely driven. That’s an invaluable thing when we see eye to eye.

Mick doesn’t care about anything except for his parts and his tone. He doesn’t care about pyro, costumes, the stage show, or anything else—he only cares about his guitar. He plays so loud, we’ve all got hearing damage. But that’s who Mick was when we met him, and it’s who Mick is today.

Vince is a Gatling gun. He blows in. He does his thing, and it’s usually two hundred proof. Then he goes off on his own, like a wolf or a lone samurai.

Often enough, that adds up to a functional unit. When we’re in agreement, we’re driven, passionate, and very focused: “This is who we are. This is who we were born to be. This is what people want from us, and this is how we deliver the mail.” But when Tommy and I aren’t seeing eye to eye, Mick’s being passive, Vince can’t be bothered, and I have a bee in my bonnet that’s driving all of us crazy, it takes more than flowers and candy to get us in line.

Historically, one of the problems we’ve had is our communication. Early on, I would insist on rehearsing whole sets, playing backward from the encore, then forward again, building our intros, breaking every song down, remaking it, breaking it back down one more time. It was relentless. To the other guys, it might have seemed frivolous and redundant, and we did it seven days a week. The only way out of this vicious circle of rehearsal was to have a gig, but the only way to do a gig was to have new music or a new song. Then, when we did have new songs, it meant booking a gig at the Whisky, the Star-wood, the Troubadour, or doing dates up the West Coast. The band had to be working and focused, and my focus was always full-time on the band. I was obsessed. Being obsessed was the only way to get great, to get ready, to know in our bones that we could compete with the big boys. But it didn’t make me the easiest person to get along with. I’m not always a walk in the park, and as we’ve gotten older, some of the other guys are like, “Dude, don’t tell me what to do.”

That’s a good thing. When we were younger, they’d just seethe and snipe behind my back, and I ignored it for ten years or twenty, until it all came up in band therapy.

Most of the time, we get past it. Sometimes I’ll storm off. But then I’ll remember what life was like before Mötley.

Going down to the Starwood on punk night, alone. I’d be in heels, a band like Fear would be playing, and someone would scream in my face, “You’re a faggot!” Or I’d get spit on and I’d throw my glass—not the drink out of my glass, but the actual glass. I’d bust the guy’s forehead open. Then I’d get my ass kicked and get thrown out of the club.

The other guys in the band were the same way. Lock us in a room, and we’d fight like crazy. Vince and Tommy would get into it, I’d get in the middle to break them up, and we’d all end up with black eyes—except for Mick, who just watched and shook his head. But out in the world, we were different, a united front. One time, after a long night of drinking, a guy with a Fu Manchu moustache offered us all amyl nitrite. I was too far gone to try it, but Tommy and Vince did, and right away they started fighting. I went to break them up, and we were scuffling when four or five dudes walked over to us: “Hey, what the fuck are you doing?”

We turned and jumped those guys. After we’d beaten the shit out of them, Tommy and Vince went back to fighting each other. When they were punched out, we went into the parking lot and shared a bottle of Jack.

That was Mötley Crüe on speaking terms.

Not the most functional band in the world. But functional enough when it mattered. By the time The Dirt film came around, we had gotten back to a good place. Seventy-three million people watched the film. In the studio, with Bob Rock back in the producer’s seat, we had recorded those new songs—and they really had sounded like real Mötley Crüe songs.

I’d driven around LA, listening to them on repeat, looking for flaws.

After a week of that, I had decided, “These songs hold up.”

After that, I’d called Tommy.

“Roll your eyes,” I had said. “But doesn’t it just feel like something is missing?”

“Like what?”

“Like touring.”

“But didn’t we promise that we wouldn’t tour?”

“I know. I know.”

It took a while to convince him that sometimes a promise is meant to be broken. There was a way out of the contract we signed—but only if all four of us agreed to it. If all of us weren’t on board, none of us could be.

“Nikki, we told everyone we’re done with touring,” Vince had said.

“I know. I know.”

We got Vince to agree to a meeting. Mick was curious too. We talked to our manager, partner, and label head, Allen Kovac, who had already made a few calls of his own.

Allen Kovac is a genius. He’s the guy who helped us get our masters back from Elektra—and, in doing so, made a real difference industry-wide. He’s been with us for twenty-seven years. He’s my personal manager as well as the band’s. And for all those years, we’ve only ever operated on a handshake.

I would trust him with my life. I might even trust him with my wife.

“If you’re serious,” Allen had told us, “Live Nation’s interested in a big way.”

Now it was time to speak to Dennis again.

“The movie’s exciting,” I’d told him. “But if we did tour, would it have the same charge that it used to? We’ve done a million arena tours. If we were to do this, what would be different?”

“Live Nation doesn’t want an arena tour. They want to do stadiums.”

“Does that mean Dodger Stadium?”

Dennis laughed. “Yes,” he had said. “Aren’t you glad we went to that baseball game?”
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In 2019, only a few guitar bands could pack a stadium, much less go out on a stadium tour. U2. Radiohead. Springsteen and the E Street Band, in their prime, could have probably sold out the state of New Jersey, but would they have racked up the same numbers all over the place that Taylor Swift or Beyoncé could have drawn? I’m not so sure. The clubs we’d started out playing held a few hundred people. Theaters could hold a few thousand, and arenas fit thousands more. (Madison Square Garden’s a good place to play, and it holds about twenty.) Next came the outdoor sheds: anywhere from fifteen to thirty thousand. But stadiums, which start at around thirty thousand and can be triple that size, have always been the holy grail.

It was ambitious. But every time I hear “rock is dead” or “guitar bands are dead,” all it does is light a fire. Technology has its place, but I don’t like rock and roll that’s made on laptops. I don’t like the idea of dragging and dropping loops, moving this hook or chopping that part up and putting it somewhere else. The older I get, the more I want single takes of a performance. I want to leave the mistakes in, move on, and be raw. I tell Courtney all the time, “I want to do a record like Led Zeppelin I or the first Aerosmith album. Write the songs, go to some shitty rehearsal room, eat shitty pizza, cut the album, mix it, and release it.” I’m not a person who likes to go slow—I don’t believe anything sounds better than real guitars, real drums, and real bass playing real songs with a history that goes from Chuck Berry and Little Richard to Aerosmith and AC/DC. And I’ve played for millions of people, so I know that millions believe the same thing.

All in all, it took a couple of band meetings—but a $100 million offer can be very convincing.

The guys in Def Leppard are all friends of ours. They stepped up to say, “No question. We want to do this with you.” After that, we didn’t think of the bands we wanted to go out with as supporting acts. Plenty of people were crunching the numbers. We were more focused on throwing a party. An around-the-world celebration for us and the fans.

Early on, we asked David Lee Roth.

“I don’t open for bands that I influenced,” he said.

I shook my head. “Dude. You’re gonna play in front of eighty thousand people! When is the last time David Lee Roth played for eighty thousand people?”

We were all big fans of David’s. We’ve always been fans of Van Halen. Obviously, we’d been influenced by them—who hadn’t? But David passed.

Joan Jett was next on our list. We ranked Joan highly not only because of her songs, which we loved, but also because she’s always been a real pleasure to work and hang out with. Thankfully, she didn’t play hard to get. Now it was us, Joan Jett, and Def Leppard. Then the boys and girls in market research told us we needed to get one more band from that era.

Poison was the band they settled on.

We were not thrilled. The four of us felt that Mötley had been there from the get-go. Metallica, Mötley Crüe, and U2—for us, those were the bands from the era that came to mind. Guns N’ Roses came later, and that was a hard band to argue with too. But then there had been an onslaught of bands we didn’t feel were really real. Bands fabricated by industry people who’d said, “We need our own Mötley Crüe. We need a blond singer and three guys like that.” The same thing happened with alternative bands later on: you had Nirvana and Pearl Jam, and then you had a lot of bands that looked and sounded a bit like Nirvana and Pearl Jam but were just watered-down, lightweight versions of the original.

Well, it turned out we were wrong. Our fans wanted what they wanted, and what they wanted was us and Def Leppard, Joan Jett, and Poison—and if we were going to go out and tour one more time, we were going to give our fans just what they wanted: hours and hours of hit songs delivered with musicianship, attitude, and the biggest show they’ve ever seen.

With that lineup in place, we put eight shows on sale. They sold out right away. Eight more shows sold out just as quickly. Eight more shows—same story.

We all thought, “Wow, what a nice way to celebrate the movie! What a great way to go out one last time!”

With twenty-four shows booked and counting, I knew I’d have to shift, full-time, to training mode.
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Every musician has his or her own way of going about it. For me, training mode is a beast with multiple tentacles. There’s the physical part, the mental part, the emotional part, and the musical part. Stage design comes next, along with broad concepts and an overview of what the whole show is going to look like, what it represents, what we’ve all got to say, and why right now is the right time to say it. But physical conditioning makes everything else possible, and for Mötley, that’s deeply entwined with our setlist.

We build each one out of five-minute segments. Technically, some of our songs are shorter or a little longer, which also leaves time in between songs if one of us wants to talk to the audience. In reality, you can only use up so much time. Before you know it, you break curfew, the promoter gets fined, and the band’s looking at fines: suddenly we’re paying $50,000 for going one song over the limit. In some places—Europe, Japan—if the band goes too late, people can’t take the subway or train back home, plus the promoters will actually turn off the power. If you truly care about people, you can’t just go out there and jam. So at five minutes a song, we build out, in accordance with the kind of show we’ll be playing: two hours if it’s just us. Ninety minutes if we’re the headliner. Those lengths dictate our workouts too.

What I’ve done, going all the way back to the days of cassette tapes, is print the setlist out and put it right next to wherever I’m going to do cardio. If we’re opening with “Kickstart My Heart,” I’m going to burst through the door with guns blazing. If the third song’s going to be “Home Sweet Home,” I know that I can slow down to a walk on the treadmill. If the next song is “Wild Side,” I’ll kick it back up—but “Wild Side” has a breakdown halfway through it, and I know I’ll be able to catch my breath then. With a lot of bands, you’ll look over at the guitarist halfway through the set and see that he’s panting. I factor the stamina it takes to avoid that into my workouts, timing each segment to match all the songs.

That’s ninety minutes flat-out on the treadmill, followed by two hours of weights. After that, I’ll spend another hour and a half with my bass, sitting and playing the songs straight through in order. Eventually, I’ve built my stamina up to the point where I’m doing the entire show physically and musically without feeling destroyed. Then I’ll do the whole musical part standing up. That’s one more thing that can trip a band up. You sit down and play and think you’re in pretty good shape. But get out on stage, and the same thing will kill you.

I carry the setlist with me long after it’s been memorized. I tape it next to the bathroom mirror and to the side of the fridge—that way, I have to see it whenever I want some ice cream. For the stadium tour, we hired trainers and a nutritionist. All of a sudden, we were all watching our intake of proteins, carbs, and greens and keeping track of the calories we burned. The nutritionist made sure we ate enough to get through our workouts while maintaining a five-hundred-calorie-a-day deficit.

It might not sound very sexy, but if you want to compete—if you want to stay in the ring with the big boys—you find yourself doing whatever it takes.

Before long, I was shredded. My stamina was way up. Mentally and emotionally, I was fully charged, fired up, feeling inspired whenever I picked up a bass or guitar. And because my health is directly connected to my creativity, I could barely go out to the store to buy milk without getting ten new ideas I’d have to pull over to write down.
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On the Final Tour, we had twenty-one trucks and buses carrying us and the gear. We’d built a roller coaster for Tommy and his rotating drum kit. We’d put on the biggest pyro show anyone had put on, anywhere, ever. We lit the whole top of our lighting rig and had flames shooting down at us while we played. The whole band was covered in fire retardant—a clear spray applied to our stage clothes. We had fire extinguishers set up at twenty-foot intervals and buckets full of rags soaking in water in case any of us caught fire. On past tours, Tommy had gotten burned. I’ve been burned more times than I can remember. Your mom told you this, and I’m telling you now: if you’re playing with fire, you’re going to get burned. But we’ve always loved playing with fire. When Mötley Crüe started out, it was simple: I’d cover myself in lighter fluid, and Vince would ignite me—no tricks. Down and dirty. Something a little more advanced, going all the way back to 1981, would have been snaking a wire down from a nine-volt battery to a little cage in the heels of my boots. That ignited pyro chips—my boots would be smoking—and in a small club, it looked cool: “What the fuck? The guy’s boots are on fire!”

But in a much bigger space, you wouldn’t have even seen it.

For the Final Tour, we put a flamethrower on my bass. It weighed one hundred pounds and shot thirty-foot flames. I could also ignite my mic stand, which we had suspended on chains. Those chains allowed me to grab the mic stand and throw it. A burning mic stand flying through the air is something you can see clear to the back rows and still think, “That looks awesome.”

We had acrobats. We had fireworks. We had one crane for me and another for Vince. We should have called it the Holy Fuck Tour—and the stadium tour’s set design had to top it. Because we’d taken pyro about as far as pyro could go, I wanted to see if we could top ourselves while using no pyro at all.

Our production manager, Robert Long, has been with us for a very long time because he makes the impossible happen. I don’t like to hear, “It can’t be done.” For me, “can’t be done” is just a starting point. “No one’s ever done that before”—that’s not a challenge for us, it’s a given, and that’s where technology comes into play. For this tour, we wanted big screens. Super-powerful imagery.

“We’re picturing a postapocalyptic, Japanese-type environment with giant robots,” I said to Robert.

“Okay,” he said, getting excited. “We’ve got projectors now that can roll up and disappear. We’ll set up meetings with the laser companies—I know you guys have talked about using lasers instead of fire, but I see a way of doing both. If you want to reconsider ‘no pyro,’ we’ve got pyro now that can shoot jets of flame into balls of flame. You won’t believe the effects we can do.”

I’m open to new ideas—as long as they top all our old ones. I’m always trying to outdo myself. I’m always trying to outdo Tommy, and Tommy’s the same way with me: “I want to go upside down. I want to fly over the crowd. I want to do something no one’s even thought of!” Tommy can hit just as hard upside down, and while Tommy and I are pushing each other, Mick’s working on getting his guitar to sound bigger and louder than anything we’ve heard before. I don’t have to compete with Mick on technique. I like to play simpler—a little more punk rock, a little more in the pocket, like Cliff Williams from AC/DC. I have some big riffs, but mostly I like to stay where I feel sexy and dirty. That’s it: four people creating a sound that’s blown past every obstacle anyone’s put in our way. Seeing us do that onstage every night makes the fans realize they can do the same thing with whatever challenges they might be facing. I know, because when the lights come on at the end of the night, I see the change in their faces. We all see it, and we carry that with us to the next town. That’s what rock and roll is at the most basic level. It’s what fuels Mötley Crüe—and we try not to take it for granted, even though it takes a lot out of you too.

We knew that because of our families, our ages—because of the years we spent pushing our luck physically, chemically, karmically—we didn’t have many years left as a band. What we did have was one hell of a consolation prize: twenty-nine stadium shows packed into three months that were going to go by like a bullet. And that was only the start of the tour. Behind the scenes, we were led to believe there were a hundred more shows in the offing.

It was a good thing we’d gotten in shape.

We decided to call it the Stadium Tour. Starting in Texas, at the Alamodome, we were playing all over the country before ending up back in Los Angeles, where we were scheduled to play a Labor Day show at SoFi Stadium. Not Dodger Stadium, like Dennis had promised. But there was a consolation prize for that as well: SoFi Stadium is much bigger.

Live Nation announced the dates in December, leaving me seven months to spend at home. Planning ahead, I scheduled breaks in between shows to maximize time with Courtney and the kids. It hasn’t always been easy, balancing my family’s needs and the band’s. This time, it felt like I’d gotten the formula right. I kept up with my workouts. I ironed out the details so that, out on the road, we could stay focused on what we’d be doing onstage. I crossed all the t ’s I could see, spent my days dotting the i ’s. The weeks flew by, and it wasn’t until February that I was out driving and heard a report on the news: A virus was spreading. The start of a pandemic, the newscaster said.

By the end of the month, a football stadium with eighty thousand screaming fans was the last place anyone in the world would have wanted to be.


OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Title


		Copyright


		Contents


		1. The Stadium Tour


		2. Snake River


		3. Just Kids


		4. Nona and Tom


		5. Twin Falls


		6. Jerome


		7. McCleary’s Drugstore


		8. Seattle


		9. Teenage Wasteland


		10. Diamond Dogs


		11. Back on the Farm


		12. Los Angeles


		13. Eruption


		14. London Calling


		15. The Spotlight


		16. Nikki Nine


		17. Niki Syxx


		18. Nigel


		19. The Starwood


		20. New Monster


		21. Stick to Your Guns


		Picture Sections


		Acknowledgments








Guide



		Cover


		Contents


		Start










		i


		ii


		iii


		iv


		v


		vi


		vii


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16














































































































































































































OEBPS/images/line.png





OEBPS/images/title.png
by
Frank Feranna
and

Nikki Sixx





OEBPS/images/ch1.png
The Stadium Tour
Chapter1





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/cont.png





OEBPS/images/line1.png





