
CHAPTER 17

LEGO RECORDS

And then Phil quit the band. I only knew because I saw it on Facebook.
He’d put up a statement announcing his departure yet hadn’t even
mentioned it to us. What the fuck? I called him. No answer. I called Matt
and he’d just seen it too; it was news to both of us. Eventually, Phil called
back and said that he hadn’t been happy in the band, had decided to leave
and here was an invoice of his accumulated expenses since joining.

Remember the tip about money? Well, things got ugly, fast. Phil had all
the band’s money in his studio safety box and was haggling over how much
he felt he should give us back. It felt like a power move rather than
anything financially motivated. He was obviously pissed off and using
whatever weapon he could to stick it to me. But why? And why no
warning? A band meeting, perhaps? Grievances raised, apologies made? I
wasn’t given the chance.

Now, I know what you’re thinking, and I needed to ask myself the
obvious question – was it me? Why couldn’t I keep a damn line-up
together? And did I make Phil feel like he couldn’t speak to me? Granted,
not every former member of the band had quit, some had been asked to
leave, but either way, I sure as hell wasn’t able to keep a happy unit for very
long.

The standard shelf life of a member of Kyshera seemed to be two years
max. My take was that people joined the band thinking we were ‘going
places’ but when they realised it was a gruelling slog, a madman’s marathon
with no reward in sight, their staying power vanished. But it was always in
the back of my mind, and undoubtedly yours too, that maybe it was me. I
just could not keep a constant line-up together and by this stage I couldn’t
discount the possibility that the root cause of this incessant dilemma, the
common denominator which had plagued the band since its inception, was
me. Yet nobody would say it. I racked my brains for what it could be. My



concern had always been whatever was best for the band; it was never about
me personally and if I was doing something to fuck the band up, I would
gladly change. Was I too controlling? Too precious? Or just a fucking
wanker?

In the end, I think it came down to the fact I gave too much of a fuck.
The music meant everything to me. Plus, I had a lot of very heavy personal
stuff invested in the band’s success. For me, it wasn’t about having a laugh,
getting wrecked and ‘jamming, bro’. It was about creating intense,
meaningful art and trying to escape the scourge of poverty that had bullied
me and my family all my life. In my family I was the one with the talent, I
was ‘the hope’, the one they invested their expectations and belief in. The
pressures that came with that burden, year after year, could keep me awake
at night.

As those years whizzed by and my every effort failed mercilessly, I grew
more and more intense, angry, driven and overly serious. And that was not
what most people thought they were signing up for when they joined a rock
’n’ roll band. Fuelled as I was by a deeper personal motivation, my
resilience and tolerance for taking the relentless blows eclipsed everyone
else’s, and it became a common feature of the band that people would just
surrender after a while and bail out. It also meant that it wasn’t always a fun
band to be in and I wasn’t always a fun guy to be around. I might be wrong,
though, and I do wish I knew.

In Phil’s case, we’d started clashing a while back. Phil was a different
character to me – a qualified computer programmer, an organised, order-
following, attention-to-detail guy. Me, I’m a big-picture guy, a creative guy,
a messy, self-taught jump-in-and-learn-while-you-fuck-it-up guy. As Phil
became more involved in the band business, we had radically opposing
views on what decisions to make, with Matt the lukewarm water between
us. Phil needed order, he needed guarantees and he expected everyone we
did business with to behave in a respectful and upstanding way.

God knows I wanted that, too, and in a sane world he would have been
right. But we weren’t in the normal world, we were in the music world, and
I’d been struggling in the business long enough to know that the music
industry was more like the wild west. There was no order, there were no



guarantees, no one truly knew what they were doing – most were just
blagging it and occasionally getting obscenely lucky. That’s the terrain I
was riding in and our general clash of world view had started to get in the
way. The gigs had slowed down and as the inevitable disillusionment began
creeping into our newest member, we had the familiar feeling that we’d hit
a brick wall.

Despite a busy few years releasing records, getting great reviews and
doing hundreds of gigs, the industry was still wholly disinterested in us. I’d
contacted hundreds of hand-picked managers, agents and labels, and the
tiny few who bothered to reply would always say ‘you’re not doing
enough’. I’d spend so long emailing some days that I’d get shooting pains
down my wrists and my fingers would go numb.

It’s a shame because, outside the band, I was having one of the best years
of my life. That’s the rub; when you’re really trying to ‘make it’ as
something, it overshadows everything. No matter how incomprehensibly
fortunate you may be in all other aspects of your life, it all gets measured in
comparison to the almost unattainable fantasy of being a rock star. Or to the
crushing realisation that you are still not a rock star and that you’re broke as
fuck. So broke, in fact, that just to keep up with my meagre outgoings
(cheap food and keeping a car on the road) I resorted to selling the only
material possessions I had left: my recording equipment. Mixing desk,
outboard gear, microphones – all of it. The only items I couldn’t bring
myself to part with were my computer and speakers.

Here we were again. Phil left the band the night before I was scheduled
to start recording my guitars with Jeff Rose in Newport and I’d been so
pumped that for the first time ever when making a record, I would get to
enjoy just being a guitarist and not have to be the tea
boy/engineer/editor/babysitter/admin clerk/Uber driver. Jeff was known for
his big guitar sound and I was excited about the session. I called him,
apologising for the inconvenience, and explaining that the album would be
a no-go until further notice.

‘Fuck that!’ said Jeff.
‘The show must always go on. He just quit a great band, fuck him. I’ll

see you at 11.’



I needed to hear it. I was pretty down in the dumps, beating myself up
and blaming myself for the whole mess. Jeff suggested ploughing on with
electronic drums, in the same way I’d done on our earlier albums, so I
quickly edited some together, got off my sorry arse and turned up for the
session. And I’m glad I did; it was just what I needed. Like a sulky dog
losing its shit over a new bone, a day blasting fuzzy guitars turned my mood
around just like that! I came away from that first session with a revived
sense of confidence and purpose. This album needed to be made!

Operation New Drummer was launched immediately, but we also needed
someone to stand in on our cover gigs too, since our album fund had been
rinsed by Phil’s exit. We had gigs that weekend and if we didn’t keep the
money coming in, we couldn’t afford to finish making the album.

Who did we know who could slip straight into action with no rehearsal?
Why, none other than our friendly, pipe-wielding, cunt-smashing, cider-
blagging, genius ex-sticksman Mr Rhys Jones! For an even third of the fee,
he said he was in. And he slotted in like he’d never been away. The first
time he mentioned ‘killing some cunt’ I just laughed – I was past it now. We
had successfully completed a crowd-funding campaign, which gave us
much-needed extra help for the album release, and thank you so much to all
of the gorgeous people who got behind that. You know who you are! It
seemed that somehow, we’d make it happen.

Back in the real world, my teaching job was starting to get on my nerves.
I couldn’t complain; there are way harder jobs out there than teaching guitar
to a bunch of kids who think you’re awesome for it, but the surrounding
stuff was beginning to grate. The council politics, the bureaucracy, the
budget cuts, the increasing demands, the paperwork, the other teachers
talking to me like I was a pupil, and the not paying me for months at a time.
I started to feel that it had run its course.

Nor was it an ideal job for my nightly drinking habit. One Tuesday
morning I woke up to see my work desk toppled over, computer monitor
plunged face down on a floor littered with empty beer cans and dirty
clothes, a scraggly curtain half hanging off and a sticky note in a bedside
ashtray reminding me of the school performance that day – which I’d
already missed by the time I’d woken up. I felt terrible and ashamed, but



neither were worse than the hangover. I called in with some bullshit excuse
about my car breaking down but as I lay there assessing the sad state of
debris around me, I wondered whether a part of me had started to break
down as well.

The recording of Circle motored on around my teaching days but in order
to speed things up and save money, I constructed a DIY vocal booth in my
bedroom out of two bookcases and quilts, and began recording as much of
the vocals as I could at home. We recorded all of Matt’s bass parts in a
single day at what was left of The Shack, and I programmed all of the
drums and electronic parts at home, cutting down on studio recording time,
which we needed to save for studio mixing time.

After a few weeks, the bitterness started creeping in. This wasn’t how the
making of this album was meant to pan out, and once again I started to feel
like I was doing everything – putting out fires and cutting corners. When
Matt excitedly suggested that we film the process like we had with Made in
China, I replied with something to the effect of, ‘I hate the fucking process
and I can’t wait until it’s over’, which Matt took as a no.

My morale started plunging to new lows making Circle, and it didn’t take
much to send me spiralling downwards like the guy on the album cover. All
I wanted to do was make a record and I was starting to get tired of the
pointless uphill battle that came with everything. I was certain Roger
Waters didn’t have to put up with this shit!

And then, true to the emotion-tugging, hope-teasing, endorphin-wrecking
norm, in one month we got both a manager and a new drummer! We’d had
quite a few drummers try out for us already by the time Matt saw Glyn
playing in a covers band in Cardiff, and some of them were incredible, but
when Glyn came and played with us, right away, we knew. He was perfect.

If Rhys was The Terminator of rhythm, Glyn was its Shakespeare. With a
richly nuanced and layered musicality to his powerhouse delivery, not only
could the guy play (and I mean, really play) but he was energetic, positive,
funny, eccentric and one hundred per cent enthusiastic about…well,
absolutely everything! That riff you just played? That’s the best fucking riff
Glyn has ever heard. Play it again, play it again! We needed that energy
about now. There was also an emphatic kindness and warm sincerity to



Glyn that was apparent as soon as we met him – a heart on the sleeve kinda
guy. And he believed that aliens control us from the moon, which is always
a plus.

In a single session it was a done deal and Kyshera had found their guy.
For us, it seemed too easy! Sean, the new manager, was a fast-talking, ‘all
business, no small talk’ type dude from Detroit, who’d received our
promotional mass email mail-out containing demo tracks for the new album
and replied with interest. He thought our new direction was strong, was
amazed by how much we’d done by ourselves and wanted in. Our recently
burned fingers wouldn’t be signing anything with anyone anytime soon,
though, so we cagily began working with him on a non-exclusive trial basis
to start off with. And fair play to the guy, the first thing he did was promptly
get us a national booking agent, which we desperately needed to get a good
tour for the album’s release, and by the end of the same week he’d lined up
a US label and a PR rep.

Compare the events so far in this chapter and you can begin to see why
mental-health issues are so rife in this business. In the space of a day, you
can sink to the depths of total despair, doubt, and defeat, and then, out of the
blue, a new opportunity will tease your dreams and dopamine into
overdrive, usually to brutal disappointment a little while later. Compounded
by the permanent state of multi-tasking and tension – this sustained, highly
charged electrical stimulus to your brain wreaks havoc on your grasp of
normality. You are standing to attention and ready for action even in sleep.
That rollercoaster, every day for a few years is enough to thoroughly frazzle
your emotional, nervous, and cognitive systems, especially when blanketed
with chemical coping methods.

After a frenetic few weeks it was as if the debacle with Phil had
happened years ago, with Matt and I now regularly rushing back and forth
to London, meeting with Sean, liaising with the team he was putting
together for us and rehearsing with Glyn. I felt like all the stress of making
this damn album might turn out to be worth it and I was grateful to Jeff for
not letting me bail on it.

Brewing behind the scenes were several European tours I’d been working
on, and they were all due to happen this year. We hadn’t confirmed all the



dates yet, but we were going to be playing main support on all the UK dates
for the US rock band ‘Boy Hits Car’ that July, which was awesome. Also
on the cards was a Scandinavian tour with the ginormous Swedish band,
‘Amaranthe’, in the autumn.

Things were starting to look up again. We pencilled the album release for
after the summer, giving us a good few months to build up the promo. We
couldn’t afford to pay for the company that Sean wanted us to work with,
but I was still in contact with the former PR guy at Daghorn’s label, a
fellow-victim in that whole mess, and I thought it would be cool to send the
work his way instead. His business and personal life had been devastated by
Daghorn, and he had suffered far worse than us. I thought it would be in the
spirit of solidarity to bring him on board, and it wasn’t just charity; he was
good as well!

In the build-up to the tour, our lead single, ‘Break This’, was getting
some good radio-time and the pre-release reviews were all positive.
Everything seemed to be going as it should, except that Sean had started
invoicing us for his expenses. We hadn’t signed a contract with him, and we
hadn’t discussed any expenses payments – we also couldn’t afford them,
especially as they were all for swanky hotels and other unnecessary
luxuries. We’d become sensitive to being exploited, and Matt and I had
reservations about it all.

Our new booker was booking us a national headline tour for after the
album came out and things were generally moving in a good direction, but
we were, as always, fucking broke. Paying for Sean’s 11am room-service
whisky was starting to jangle my balls a bit. We also needed a promo video
for ‘Break This’, but we needed someone who could make a decent video
for hardly any money.

A friend of mine suggested a guy called Scott Carey, and boy, were they
right. Scott shot the whole thing in a few hours, in one location with one
camera, and comfortably within our budget. My kind of guy. Scott would
go on to produce all our future videos as well as my solo videos. I felt a
team was building.

When July came, we were aching to do some shows. The weather was
gorgeous and, after all the headache that goes into planning an album



release, the time had come to get away from the computer and do what we
were made for. Our collective work holidays and sick days pooled, we were
ready for tour. US band ‘Boy Hits Car’ hold the world record for the
highest stage-dive ever after their singer, Cregg (who Matt kept calling
Greg), dived from an insane sixty-eight feet onto the crowd below. Our tour
with them was a snug little stint around the UK, with shows from
Edinburgh down to Basingstoke, so we hired a cheap little transit van and
Dan Donnelly, my long-time mate from the WhiteOak Studio days, joined
us as merch guy/photographer/drinking support.

Bewilderingly, what followed was one of the smoothest, most drama-free
tours in the history of music. Sometimes, not often, the stars align in your
favour and the bullshit parts for a minute. This was one of those moments.
Great weather, great traffic, easy routing, the other bands were all super-
cool and we played some of the best mid-level venues in the country, such
as the Craufurd Arms in Milton Keynes, Bannerman’s in Edinburgh,
London Underworld and my favourite venue in the UK, Nottingham Rock
City. New friends were made in every city, and the new line-up? The new
line-up fucking rocked. We realised on that tour that Glyn was more than
the new guy on drums; he was a friend. He got ‘it’, he got ‘us’. We had a
great laugh together and looked out for each other, and that seemed to add
something to the energy on stage because we were fucking fierce every
night.

‘Are you in some kind of trouble, Glyn?’
As well as being lovely, Glyn is…let’s say, a tad gullible, and he makes

the fatal error of listening to Matt Warr. Matt, as we know, is a world-class
prankster, and boy, did he have some fun with the poor little lamb.

‘Trouble? What?! Why, mate!?’
‘Well, I’ve had these Nigerians calling my house for days now, looking

for you. Something about “the money”? Is everything OK, man?’
Every one of these daily wind-ups was so blatantly ridiculous that none

of us could fathom why on earth Glyn would fall for them. Matt would say
something increasingly outlandish and sit and watch as Glyn ran about for
hours, checking messages, making calls, asking questions and trying to
figure out ‘who the Nigerians were’, or why Mickey Mouse was in the



Illuminati or whatever today’s nonsense was. I’d always crack first – I’m a
useless liar and I can’t keep a straight face.

‘He’s fucking winding you up, man!’
‘But why would he do that?!’
‘That’s what he does, dude! Ignore him!’
‘But why are Nigerians after me?!’
Oh, Jesus.
Things at Camp Kyshera were going well! The only problem we almost

had was in London. I got an email, while on the road, from some bloke who
said he was the promoter of the London show and that we had been moved
from main support to first on the bill, at 6:30pm. Fuck that! I explained that
we were confirmed to play main support on all dates and were listed as such
on the tour poster. There must have been a misunderstanding. A back-and-
forth ensued and it transpired that the band he wanted to push in on our slot
was his son’s band. Surprise sur-fucking-prise! There was no chance. Our
slot stayed, end of. He then sent me a bizarre message telling me to ‘be
careful of who I fall out with’ as ‘people know people’. So, when the
London show came around, I was expecting to have to deal with some East
End gangster. Instead I met a sheepish little bloke in his late fifties who is
not, nor has ever been, a promoter. Or a gangster. What he was, in fact, was
a part-time window-cleaner whose son was in a band.

Tip number 7 for upcoming bands: everyone in this business will treat
you like you’re twelve, assume you’ve been on the circuit two minutes and
try to exploit you to fuck. Don’t fall for it. Case in point, our new manager
Sean was still sending over invoices for expenses we knew nothing about
and which had nothing to do with us. We soon found out that they were
another band’s expenses – another band to whom he had just given our
Scandinavian tour – a tour that I had lined up.

I knew our winning streak wouldn’t last long and in a matter of weeks, it
was games as usual. We were gutted; that tour right off the back of this one
would have been perfect. I told him no more expenses and no more Mr
Manager. He played the innocent little flower routine. They always do.

Tip number 8 for upcoming bands: if you don’t like arguing or
confrontation, you’ll have to delegate someone who does, because there’s



gonna be a whole lot of fighting if you want to get out alive. I don’t like
confrontation, but I do like my band, so I rise to it if I must. It would be
nice if you didn’t have to, though, and if people could just do their fucking
job without taking the piss, but honey, this ain’t a rom-com.

The album was originally scheduled for an October 2014 release, but our
PR guy suggested moving it to six months later to fully ramp up the promo.
Our booker agreed, so we did it. Circle was scheduled for release on 16
March, 2015, the day after my thirty-fifth birthday. We decided to use the
extra time to line up some more promo videos and rebuild our finances
(thanks again, Wonderwall). ‘Inertia’ was filmed at the disused former
mining colliery in Penallta and ‘Gone’ at the old Coal Exchange in Cardiff
– both visually stunning local locations. Penallta was a jump-the-fence-and-
go situation, whereas the Coal Exchange was closed until further notice, but
the vast, empty, regal expanse of the place was perfect for what I had in
mind and I managed to blag permission for us to film there, for one night
only.

The house scenes were shot at a friend’s house and feature the alternative
adult model Lady Lauren, who got to do something many others would love
to do: punch me in the face, repeatedly. It looks like a mere slap in the
video but on the day, Lauren kept going wide and clocking me on the nose,
ears, eyes – everywhere other than my bloody cheek. I was seeing stars by
take fifteen and I started to suspect it was a conspiracy on behalf of the
other guys to see me get my comeuppance.

During this bonus downtime, did I go on a holiday? Catch up with
friends and family? Chill out? Nope. I stayed in that dark little bedroom and
worked on expanding Konic Records into a music-publishing company,
managing to blag a network of partner companies in each country around
the world.

I know, it’s exactly what you were thinking, too, right? I’d been trying to
get a publishing deal for ages but, true to form, despite all the commercial
song-writing I’d been doing, and despite already earning a regular little
income from it all, I just could not get a deal! For the life of me, I still
couldn’t fathom the industry’s choices. For so long I’d watched as
seventeen-year-old ukulele players would get huge deals and gushing



column inches without a single song written, only to be dropped a few
months later. Yet here was a band that had a proven track record, was
touring, had a back catalogue, making its own releases, generating its own
money, getting great reviews, getting radio play, had a songwriter who was
already writing to spec for a variety of clients and earning money from it,
and I couldn’t even get a fucking call back!

And then I did get a call back. And a meeting.
I had to catch the 5am Megabus to London to get there on time to meet

one of the UK’s biggest music publishers, at the exclusive, members-only
Groucho Club in Soho. I told work I was ill. It was mildly snowy when I
left Wales but by the time I’d got to London, it was an all-out raging
blizzard.

Surprisingly, the meeting was still on, so I waded my way through the
battering snow in clothes that were chosen to look cool but were now
sopping to the knee. Beating the doorway interrogation, I waited at the bar
to be summoned to meet the wizard. I waited…and waited. Melting and
dripping all over the posh flooring, I could feel my working-class peasant
triggers being pulled as I sipped the only drink I could afford there: a water.
I felt like everyone was judging me. They weren’t.

Eventually, finally, it was my turn! But don’t get excited, it took less than
ten minutes for me to be humoured and politely churned back out into the
snow. You see, there were lots of ukulele players to get through and could I
get back to them once I’d scored a few Grammys?

That four-hour trip back on the Megabus would be my last. I’d given up
all hope with these fucking visionless, complacent, out of touch, old-school
dinosaurs and I made the decision right there and then to do what I always
do – I’d do it myself.

As the warmth of self-righteous clarity coddled my frozen exterior,
something else entirely was consuming the bloke in the seat next to me. It
started with the coughing. The loosening of collars. The fidgeting around in
his seat. Then came the sweating. Lots of it. Then the groaning and
involuntary bursts of, ‘oh god’, ‘what’s happening?’, and ‘aaaaargh!’ Just
my luck, sitting next to the fucking bus psycho.



I moved across to the pleasant-looking elderly lady opposite. Out of
drama’s way, not my problem. Then she started. Same format. Coughing,
choking, clutching at her throat. She glared at me through sweaty, tear-
smeared eyes that hissed, ‘What have you done to me?’ Flummoxed by the
two post-apocalyptic zombies writhing around on either side of me, I
started to sweat myself, and I promptly opted for another seat switch.
Except that nobody would have me. Heads shook, seats became full and it
was right there in the aisle where it hit me. A moving bus became a
bouncing washing machine. My balance faltered, my throat locked up, my
palms were numb and sweaty. I clambered straight for the only seat left –
the toilet – and immediately projectile vomited all over the place.

I don’t know if you’ve ever tried to be sick in a moving Megabus toilet,
but it’s not easy. For a start, you have to do it standing up because there’s no
room to bend over. And of course, you’re getting tossed from wall to wall
as you do it, throwing vomit in all directions as you hold on for dear life.
That little cubicle looked like a collaboration between Tracey Emin and
Jackson Pollock. If it was in the Tate, I’d be lauded for my genius and
artistic commentary on the hypocrisy of modern consumerism, or some
such bollocks.

Funnily enough, I felt bloody great after it and skipped breezily back out
into the coach like a free man, to gasps of horror from all others on board.
My two victims were both spread out horizontally across seats and looking
very, very unwell. I plonked myself down next to a nervous student and had
a nap. That was the event that marked my decision to set up Konic
Publishing. I was still building things out of Lego.


