“Yeah, man. Don't forget it. Bring thar into che rehearsal room,” he said.
“Ler's work on ir. I'd like to wrire some lyrics o it

When it came time to actually write and record the song, Lenny few
me out to New York. He lived in Manhattan buc he'd sec himself up in a
studio across che river in Hoboken, New Jersey. It was where he'd recorded
his debur album, and where he was doing the basic cracks for his nexc albutm.
We took the train there from his apartment, and he plaved drums while I
laid che guitar down for whac became "Always on the Run.” It was a lor of
fun, very raw and steipped down, the wav it should be done. There's nota
lot going on on that track, bur it sounded really good; he put the bass and
vocalson lacer. The scudio was like Lenny's castle; every inscrumenc was in
place—he could jump from guitar to bass to drums and get it all down as
his inspiracion dictated.

I had broughr Renee with me on char trip and we were staying in mid-
town at a hocel close to Lenny’s apartment and had spenc che night before,
a Saturday, carousing extensively. [¢ was summertime, & was hot as hell,
and once I got to Lenny's place char Sunday merning, I discovered thar due
tosome outdated rule called che “blue law” on New York's books, no bars
or liquor stores were open art all.

Ic wasn' exaccly how I pictured chis collaboracion going down and ic
was abour to bea problem. I remember hanging around Lenny’s apartment
waicing for him ro get ready. The place looked like the world’s biggest closet
of vincage clothes had vomiced all over the room: there were garmencs ev-
erywhere, covering every available surface. It was ten a.m., I was raking chis
whole scenein, and [ was craving adrink.

“Hey man, do you have anything to drink?” I asked.

“No, man, [ don't think so,” Lenny said. “You want to smoke a joint?”

“Thars cool. T could really use a drink, though,” I said. "Can westop by
a bar ora liquor store on the way?”

*Tden't know, man,” he said. T don't think so. Thac's all closed on Sun-
day.”

“Oh yeah?" I said, gerting a lictle bit nervous. “Do your neighbors have
any booze? [ need a drink, man.”

Lenny did his best; he procured what seemed like a thimbleful of vodka
from his neighbor. I downed it bur ic was like throwing a Band-Aid ata
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gunshor wound. Aswe hopped on the PATH train ro Hoboken, which is
a crip of about twenty minuces, I began ro experience alcohol derox: my
hands shook, | was light-headed, itritable, and anxious. [t wasn't some big
myseery- -[justneeded a fucking drink, like now. My reserve of civilicy was
equally dry.

“Hey Lenny, man, we have to find some vodka righe away,” I said. “T can'
play unless I get a fucking drink.”

Lenny could relate ro a degree, I suppose: he needed his por o creare
and write music—the only difterence was that his body didn't malfunction
if he didn’t have it. Every bar on the way looked like they'd not been open
since 1955. Whenwe got to his scudio, Lenny senc his people our in search
of booze. I'm not sure how they got it, but they returned with some vodka
around twelve, and once they did, we sercled in. We recorded "Always on
the Run” in under an hour; the raw, sponraneous energy of that track is
right chere i the inal product.

THE ACTUAL RECORDING ©OF THE GUITARS
and vocals of the IHusion albums happened ar the Record Plant in Los
Angeles. This was a great time for me as a guitar player—we had so many
songs and so many possibilicies for sounds and techniques in our new
marerial. I was really on cop of my game ar thac point, easily coaxing out
the sounds I wanted, all of it came to me so Auidly during chose sessions. |
had some cool guirars to call upon because, for first cime in my life, I had
the funds to assemble an arsenal of them.

Ar che cime [ had a 1958 Gibson Flying V, I had a 1958 Gibson Ex-
plorer, and a few Travis Beans, a few sorted acoustics—Martin, Gibson,
Taylor, ecc. T had chis grear Spanish lamenco-style acoustic and a couple
of Dobros and a handful of vintage Les Pauls, plus my staple Les Paul
replica wich its Seymour Duncan pickups. I'd rented a load of guicars, bur
for most of the tracks [ used a Les Paul. There were moments when I
needed a Travis Bean, usually when I was doing extensive slides (" The
Garden™), or a Dobro {"You Ain't che First”), as well as when I needed to
use a tremolo bar ("You Could Be Mine™). It was a glutronous guitar expe-
rience for me (I even cook nwenty guicars on the road); I was determined
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