(Free and download) File size: 17.Mb

Reckless: My Lifeasa Pretender

“Heartfalt and beoutifully writhen ™ —The Huffingfon Post

MY LIFE AS A PRETENDER o
Par Chrissie Hynde

DOC | *audiobook | ebooks |
Download PDF | ePub

Dtails sur le produit Rang parmi les
ventes : #328230 dans eBooksPubli le:
2015-09-08Sorti le: 2015-09-08Format:
Ebook Kindle

(Free and download) Reckless: My Life
as a Pretender

Par ChrisseHynde: Reckless: My Life
asaPretender before purchasingitin
order to gage whether or not it would be

1 worth my time, and all praised Reckless:

CHRISSIE G
HYNDE

4

Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurChrissie Hynde, for nearly four decades the singer/songwriter/ undisputed |eader of the
Pretenders, is ajustly legendary figure. Few other rock stars have managed to combine her swagger,
sexiness, stage presence, knack for putting words to music, gorgeous voice and just all-around kick-

assedness into such a potent and alluring package. From Tatooed Love Boys and Brass in Pocket to Talk of
the Town and Back on the Chain Gang, her signature songs project a unique mixture of toughness and
vulnerability that millions of men and women have related to. A kind of one- woman secret tunnel linking
punk and new wave to classic guitar rock, she isone of the great luminariesin rock history. Now, in her no-
holds-barred memoir Reckless, Chrissie Hynde tells, with al the fearless candor, sharp humor and depth of
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feeling weve come to expect, exactly where she came from and what her crooked, winding path to stardom
entailed. Her All-American upbringing in Akron, Ohio, a child of postwar power and prosperity. Her soul
capture, along with tens of millions of her generation, by the gods of sixties rock who came through
ClevelandMitch Ryder, David Bowie, Jeff Back, Paul Butterfield and 1ggy Pop among them. Her shocked
witnessin 1970 to the horrific shooting of student antiwar protestors at Kent State. Her weakness for the
sorts of men she calls the heavy bikers and the get-down boys. Her flight from Ohio to London in 1973
essentially to escape the former and pursue the latter. Her scuffling years as a brash reviewer for New
Musical Express, shop girl at the Malcolm McLaren and Vivienne Westwood boutique 'Craft Must Wear
Clothes But The Truth Loves To Go Naked', first-hand witness to the birth of the punk movement, and serial
band aspirant. And then ,at almost the last possible moment, her meeting of the three musicians who
comprised the original line-up of The Pretenders, their work on the indelible first album The Pretenders, and
the rocket ride to Instant stardom, with al the disorientation and hazards that involved. Theit all comes
crashing back down to earth with the deaths of lead guitarist James Honeyman Scott and bassist Peter
Farndon, leaving her bruised and saddened, but far from beaten. Because Chrissie Hynde is, anong other
things, one of rocks great survivors. We are lucky to be living in a golden age of great rock memoairs. In the
aptly titled Reckless, Chrissie Hynde has given us one of the very best we have. Her mesmerizing presence
radiates from every line and page of this book.Extrait1Beautiful TreesThefirst thing I think of isnt the
rubber tires or cars or factories--its the trees, and they will always be my lasting impression of it.The first
one | saw was the cherry tree. It was expecting me. Trees have personalities, subtle but a baby can tell. The
house on Hillcrest Street stood on the crest of a hill paved with red bricks. When a car drove up it made a
distinctive sound like a Spaniard rolling hisRs. | loved that sound and | loved that house painted blue, the
color of choice for an Akron house, with its covered porch you could sit on when it rained. And | loved the
pond in Uncle Harrys backyard next door. But mostly | loved the cherry tree.Melville and Dolores, Bud and
Dee; Mr. and Mrs. M. G. Hynde. Akron, Ohio; Rubber City; Tire Town. Those were the different names of
my three parents. father, mother, hometown.Father: blue eyes, Marine Corps uniform, playing a harmonica.
He held me aloft so high | could have touched the ceiling. Mother: perfect nails, Elizabeth Taylor hair, red-
and-white striped dress, impeccable. Hometown: streets, trees, streams, the Ohio seasons. | learned
everything | needed to know from the three of you.My mother was from Summit Lake. Her dad, Jack
Roberts, was an Akron cop. Her mother, Irene, a seamstress, played piano in the church, Margaret Park
Presbyterian. It was to her house on Hillcrest Street where they took me from Peoples Hospital that day in
September 1951.Summit Lake was Akrons Coney Island, the place for boats and rides and summer
pastimes--and thats where Bud and Dolores starting seeing each other. They were bound to meet because his
sister Ruth had married her brother Gene.In later years, my dad spent many hours researching the Hynde
family tree. He even trawled through the family records in Edinburghs town hall after | married a Scotsman.
(Yes, theres my dad wearing a fishing hat, Bermuda shorts and Hush Puppies, wandering the cobbled streets,
always looking up.) Scotland--Home of Golf, as said on the teatowel | gave him that he displayed above his
workbench in the garage where he crafted his own golf clubs, listening to the police band on his radio.Oh,
Bud, why are you listening to that? My mother, critical of any hillbillyish behavior.Now, Christy, do your
neighbors know youre Scots? he asked loudly, every time he came to London. They dont care, Dad. Theyre
Greek.The family heritage fad for families started in the seventies. Before that, if you werent part of an
ethnic minority like African, Italian or Jewish, you were simply American. There were no Hispanics or
Asians around, not up north. We looked and sounded like the characters in cowboy showson TV: Have
Gun--Will Travel; Tombstone Territory; The Rifleman. (I knew all the theme songs.) White Europeans: we
owned the joint. | must have been fifteen before it occurred to me to ask where the Hyndes came from. And
the Craigs, the Roberts and Joneses. According to my father they, asin we, had come from Scotland via
Nova Scotia. His theory: Now, Hynde was originally spelled H-Y-N-D--the E was added as a flourish! (Most
of his sentences began with now.) | think the flourish referred to the florid style of script they wrote in back
then. | must have heard him say that fifty times.My mothers people were from Caerphilly, and must have
found jobs in the coal mines of southern Ohio, as Welsh coal miners would have. Wales? Where the heck is
that? Is that a country? | asked. Her mother, Irene, had been adopted along with her brother and sisters,
Edna, Glovinaand Louie. | never knew why; | forgot to ask my mother when | had the chance.My maternal
grandparents, the cop and the seamstress, divorced. | never asked about that, either. It was uncommon to
divorce back then. My mother wouldnt have talked about it anyway. Theresalot | never knew, | suppose,
like with every family.Before she married she went to New Y ork City to work asamodel. | never



appreciated how bold that was for a girl back then. It was the Land of Opportunity, but people like mine
didnt get very many back then. Now | see thats where her sense of glamour came from. Always ultramodern.
Then she became the wife and mother she was born to be, like every woman in her community.When | was
eight she went back to work, as a secretary, but she always made dinner and did the housework. | wasnt
allowed to come to the table in bare feet. She ran atight ship.Grandma Roberts was living with us when she
died. She moved in with us on Stabler Road, leaving the little apartment in North Hill where shed been on
her own since the Hillcrest days. | was ten when she had a heart attack at the dinner table. An ambulance
came and took her away, and we never saw her again. The thing that shocked me most was my mother
saying, Oh, God. Oh, God. Id never heard her talk like that before. Was that swearing? No, it couldnt have
been. We werent alowed to swear.My grandma Hynde was the last one of their generation. She spent the
end of her daysin an old peoples home playing bingo. We always went to her house in Tallmadge for Easter
and would spend the day with Aunt Ruth and Uncle Gene and our double cousins, Dave, Dick and Marianne,
all five of us sharing both sets of grandparents. No, that wasnt a hillbilly thing. Not if my mother had
anything to do with it.Grandma Hynde listened to the baseball game on the radio and did crossword puzzles
as good as anyone. By then, Americans were starting a new trend: not to have aging parents live in the
family home. It wasnt the modern way.My brother, Terry, played clarinet. Kidsin the neighborhood called
him Benny after Benny Goodman. Then he moved on to the sax and became as fine a sax player as Ive ever
heard. He was the musician of the family, not me. The only time | ever saw Terry star-struck was when |
introduced him to Neneh Cherry. Her dads Don Cherry! Terry could hardly speak.l had no concept of life
beyond Akrons leafy borders--the warehouses, factories, valleys, streams and woodlands, with their dramatic
transformations. For all | knew every town had red brick roads and every fourth house was painted
blue. Thats when Akron was the center of the universe.Thirty years earlier, Akron and Washington, DC, had
been the fastest-growing cities in the nation. Akron was the rubber capital of the world and we had all the
major factories--Goodyear, Goodrich, Firestone, General, Mohawk, Ace--and Washington had the White
House.Almost everyone had ajob in one of these factories, including my grandpa (Leonard) Hynde, who
worked for Goodyear Tire Rubber. Hundreds of West Virginians moved up to Akron to get jobs as rubber
workers, so many that it was often referred to as the capital of West VirginiaWhen you walked down Main
Street in Akron you either caught the fragrant whiff of rolled oats from the silos at the Quaker Oats factory
or the acrid smell from one of the rubber factories. The latter, the distinctive pong like you get patching out
in ahot rod, will still conjure to an Akronite the days when the city was the famous Rubber Capital of the
World. We were big and important, renowned for rubber and the Soap Box Derby, which took place every
year, kids from across the nation submitting their custom-built racers, one of which would soar downhill
faster than the others and claim the trophy to national acclaim.We had industry and abundant, rolling
farmland for hundreds of milesto the south, east and west. (See how proud | am?) The Seneca Indians
named it Ohi-yo, meaning, It is beautiful, beautiful river. Yes, Ohio: so beautiful. My dad kept a collection of
Indian arrowheads in a cigar box. Boy Scouts in his day were encouraged to collect arrowheads--it wasin
the handbook. My dads were carefully |abeled to tell precisely where each had been plucked from along the
banks of the Cuyahoga Valley that the Eries, Seneca and other bands of Ohio Indians (I know they arent
referred to as Indians these days, but cmon--they were the Indians to us) traveled through, portaging their
canoes across What by the time of my father were their burial grounds. The Amish and Mennonites settled
there, their farms extending across Pennsylvania, so that they were often referred to as the Pennsylvania
Dutch, although they were actually of German origin. They never used electricity or anything technol ogy-
driven. The men wore beards but never a mustache, as that would be reminiscent of the military and they
were devout pacifists. Even buttons were prohibited because buttons evoked military connotations. They
were afamiliar sight in their somber black buggies drawn by somber bay horses that aso pulled their plows,
everything done by real horsepower. It was thrilling to see an Amish buggy when our family took a
customary drive into the country for tomatoes, apples or corn, according to the seasons.How strange it
seemed, me in the convertible with my modern parents and the Amish in their old-fashioned clothes--women
and girlsin long dresses, puffy sleeves and white bonnets, the men and boys in suspenders holding up their
rough cotton trousers--dressed like extras in afilm featuring the pioneers.They never changed. Its still just as
common a sight to see a buggy nowadays, antlike atop a bridge traversing a twelve-lane highway as trucks
and cars roar beneath them. They continue to go about their business the same as they did when the
countryside was a sanctuary in which they could live out their austere lives undisturbed. With their steady,
unchanging commitment to family and community, they remain a testament to their beliefs and values. They



can put up a barn in one day; ordinary citizens can hire them to construct outbuildings. Ohio wouldnt be
Ohio without the Amish.Frank Seiberling, the founder of the Goodyear Tire Rubber Company, built an
English Tudor country estate on seventy acres of wooded land in 1912 in West Akron--the twelfth-largest
house in America--and called it Stan Hywet Hall. It inspired the many mock Tudor mansions that still line
Portage Path, named after the trail where the Indians once portaged their canoes, and elegant Merriman
Avenue and all the surrounding areas with English street names--Mayfair, Hereford, Wye, Eton, Edgerton,
Dorset, Hampshire, Wiltshire--names | only recognized as English when | returned years later.Every city in
Ohio had atrain depot: Cleveland, Columbus, Cincinnati, Dayton, Toledo, Sandusky and Y oungstown, even
the smaller towns, Seneca, Barberton, Lodi, Lorain and the rest.At one time America had the best train
system in the world, probably because most of the men who built it were chained to other dedicated workers
and not given time off. Along with the tracks that soon spanned America came alot of music because, as
well as picking up the heavy chain that bound them, they sang. The slaves gave us tracks of many kinds.By
the end of the fifties the extensive passenger-train system was, like the Indian Nation, history, so if it wasnt
for the music there would be little else to show for all that hard work.Ohio seasons were the ones pictured in
calendars. Summers, hot and lazy, buzzing with life, pungent and green. Autumn, hesitant at first, slate-
colored skies and |leaves of scarlet and gold that dropped off the trees and covered the ground like an Indian
blanket. Winters, harsh, the first snowfall like a fresh sheet thrown over the houses, storing them away until
spring. Wed always have awhite Christmas. Then came the spring, all blossoms, birdsong and fragrant
breezes. Geese in formations of military precision came and went throughout. Canada geese, my dad
regularly reminded us. People always say Canadian geese. Its not Canadian geese, its Canada geese! Aunt
Binny, Grandma Roberts sister, and Uncle Harry lived next door on Hillcrest Street. Uncle Harry tended his
tomato plants in the dappled sunlight while | watched the fish swim and glitter in his pond. Aunt Binny
made us hand puppets out of socks, elaborate works of art they weretoo. | loved going to their house
because | knew where they kept their stash of Beemans Gum, just inside the top drawer of the sideboard in
their dining room.Akron houses smelled of wood polish and ironing and rhubarb pie, and seemed like the
foundation of civilization itself. But it was a foundation about to shift. Our houses were in the way of
progress. We had to move.But we didnt have to move from our houses; we had to move our houses. All
those homes standing in the way of the expressway, which was planning its nationwide takeover, were
hoisted onto logs and rolled out of the way. Out of the way of the coming of a new America.lt was
essentially the beginning of the end of Akron as a city. There were ditches where the houses had been, and
wet clay got churned up to the surface where you could see and smell it. Even as athree-year-old, it seemed
all wrong to me to be exposed like that. The pond and the cherry tree were left behind to be dealt with by the
bulldozers. My cherry tree.Red bricks were hacked out and the streets abruptly dropped off at metal barriers
prohibiting entry into the inner belt. Every street becoming a dead end. Across the swath of concrete, its
other half could be found, spliced like aworm, still wriggling. The streets, houses, people and
neighborhoods were simply in the way of this urban improvement, insignificant next to the endless expanse
of highway that would soon swallow America.2Cuyahoga Falls ...Terry! Christy!When my dad got out of
the Marines, after wed moved to North Carolina and Florida to be with him, we moved to 8th Street in
Cuyahoga Falls, a stones throw from Akron. He would forevermore talk proudly of histime serving his
country when hed had malaria three times. While serving on Guadal canal in the Pacific hed had a glimpse of
the mythical others--but for the rest of us, well, it would be some years before we paused to consider life
beyond our borders: life outside of Ohio; life outside of the pages of Life magazine. We were the norm, the
mean, the gold standard.He got ajob with the Ohio Bell Telephone company and would be aloyal employee
for the rest of hisworking life. He had a Y ellow Pages badge permanently pinned to his golf hat or fishing
hat. Oh, Bud, take that silly hat off! was a plea oft heard around Hynde House.Revue de presseHeartfelt and
beautifully written. The Huffington PostSnaps with wit. . . . Reveals an extremely rare and brave character.
New York Daily NewsSharp. . . . Moving. . . . Restless and emphatic. The Wall Street Journal Hynde is an
irresistible, unapologetic storyteller. USA TodayA love letter to rock nroll. . . . Honest and distinctive. . . .
[Reckless] gives an accurate sense of what its like to sit down with Chrissie Hynde. . . . Acerbic, clever,
confrontational. The New Y ork Times Book Rich and ragged. . . . Engaging. . . . [Hynde]writes just like she
lives, and just like she makes music. She doesit her way, which is an inimitable multiplicity of things:
impulsive, untamed, ragged, proud. The Daily Beast Chrissie Hyndes autobiography, Reckless, out-rocks
them all. The Washington Post Rebellious, fierce. . . . Full of engaging stories, dry wit and revelations. The
Guardian (London) Fascinating. . . . A portrait of an era. Vogue.com [A] fascinating memoir. Financial



Times Entertaining. . . . Sarcasm and dry humor shine through. . . . One can amost hear her deep, sneering
vibrato. Pittsburgh Post-Gazette A stirring tale of rock, regret and redemption. . . . Unflinching. . . . Reckless
isasurvivorstale, aportrait of awoman bolstered by conviction and buoyed by extreme fortitude. The
Buffalo News This long-awaited memoir tells [Hyndes] life story in full and utterly fascinating detail. . . .
She brings a fantastic eye for detail, a withering and sardonic sense of humor, and a fearless emotional
honesty. Library Journal



