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Introduction


“Bubbles! Oh come on Sharon! I'm fucking Ozzy Osbourne,
I'm the Prince of fucking Darkness. Evil! Evil! What's fucking evil about a shit load of bubbles!”



Search for Ozzy Osbourne on the Internet, and chances are that remark will be one of the first hits you get. Because, more than all the millions and millions of words that have been written about him, those fractured sentences uttered by him best sum up the sheer dichotomy of the man.

To many people, those who have followed his career since 1970, or have picked up on his music in the four decades since then, Ozzy is the Prince of Darkness, a man whose music has sound tracked so many demonic fantasies that, if it's true what they say about the Devil having all the best songs, then Ozzy's been stuffing his jukebox for forty years.

To those who discovered him through The Osbournes reality show, though, he's a family man as well, one who may act crazy when the cameras are on, but who really likes nothing better than to settle down with his family, watch TV, and then relax in…a bubble bath? Well, maybe not.

This book is about both of those personas, and a handful more besides. It depicts Ozzy from every angle: the family man and the Prince of Darkness, the politician and the sex object, the drunkard, the druggie, and the epitome of sobriety. It is about rock ‘n’ roll and how it can save your soul, and modern life and how it damns it. There will be moments of laugh-out-loud comedy, and scratch-your-head craziness. He will deliver some shocking confessions, then turn around and confess that he's shocked. There will be moments of deep introspection, and tenderness, too.

But most of all, there will be Ozzy, pure and unadulterated, four decades worth of his ripest ripostes, oddest observations, deepest dreams, and most articulate answers. Yeah, articulate. Because he might come over like a crazy person when you watch him on TV or hear him on the radio, but when you sit down and seriously consider what he's saying…

Well, he said it best. He's fucking Ozzy Osbourne. And he's got a few things to tell you.

But first…

First, I'd like to tell you a story.

Riffing on the name of one of Britain's best-loved candies, Ozzy Osbourne shrugged disdainfully in the early 1980s: “The nearest Sabbath ever came to Black Magic was a box of chocolates.”

At the end of 1968, however, it was difficult for anybody, confirmed chocoholic or otherwise, to avoid some reflection on the Dark Arts. Scything out of the psychedelic underground as it searched desperately for fresh alternatives to the rules of the establishment, the successor (logical or otherwise) to the Beatles' drive into transcendental meditation, Satanism was the counter-culture's next big thrill and, from the Sunday tabloids to the Rolling Stones — opposite poles that had hitherto rarely agreed on anything — it lay correspondingly upon everybody's lips.

“We have become very interested in magic,” Stone Keith Richard warned the Sunday Express. “We are very serious about this.”

And there was more. Study the faces arrayed on the Beatles' Sgt Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band sleeve, and influential English occultist Aleister Crowley peers out from there as well. British blues legend Graham Bond, whose Organization band proved the seminal training ground for some of the later 1960s' greatest instrumentalists(Cream's Jack Bruce among them), was a loudly practicing occultist; and Jimmy Page, at that time guitarist with the Yardbirds (but later to fly Led Zeppelin to glory), had friends all over the world seeking out diabolic literature for his personal library. It was already common knowledge that the Devil had all the best music. Now it seemedas though he had all the best musicians as well.

It was guitarist Tony Iommi who first voiced aloud the thought that his band, Earth, could do a lot worse than attach their own star to the underworld firmament.

Iommi, vocalist Ozzy Osbourne, bassist Geezer Butler, and drummer Bill Ward had already been playing together for a couple of years, during which time Earth had developed a great reputation around their native city of Birmingham, England. But that was all they had, a reputation — and the dubious honor of Iommi having spent four days as a member of Jethro Tull at the end of 1968.

What they needed now was something to transform that reputation into reality;something that would make people sit up and pay attention. Glancing out at the cinema that stood across the road from the band's garage rehearsal space, watching the queues of customers patiently awaiting whatever was showing that week, the quartet mused aloud about how it was always the horror films that drew the longest lines. It was the age of the Hammer Studios' greatest epics, the seemingly endless litany of variation son Bram Stoker's Dracula; but, equally, it was an age that had been irrevocably flavored by the success of Roman Polanski's Rosemary's Baby, a genuinely frightening film that didn't simply tap into the prevalent counter-culture zeitgeist; it stormed it in a manner that the likes of the Rolling Stones could only dream of.

Neither was it the cinema alone that was making money hand-over-cloven hoof, nor merely the music industry that was so delightedly dancing with the devil. For every unreformed hippy kid who still sat in a park, his nose buried in The Hobbit or the I-Ching, there were now three times as many fearlessly devouring the works of Dennis Wheat ley, the greatest of all Britain's pulp occult authors. From the war pigs snuffling in the trough of Vietnam, to the hollow hell of starvation and famine in Biafra, civilization itself was bracing for an encounter with the Dark Lord, and Osbourne couldn't help but wonder: if people were willing to pay good money to be scared by a movie or a book, how much would they pay to be scared by a rock band?

Earth had already driven their sound into a dark, almost stygian, cavern, a bludgeoning of enormous riffs, a tsunami of bass and percussion and, over it all, a vocal that shrieked and whooped like a banshee. It was a primeval sound, one that seemed to predate even the most barbarous rock 'n' roll in its unerring reduction of its component elements to one solid wall of slow-moving, gut-shaking, heart-haunting noise.

But the further Earth moved away from the standard blues and rock 'n' roll covers that were their regular repertoire, the further their chances of finding an audience seemed to recede. If they were to succeed, they needed to begin again — same sound, same musicians, but a very different name and a very different image. Osbourne's horror rock idea was a sound one, to be sure. But, according to Ward, it was still a major decision.

In the end, the decision was made for them, the evening on which Earth were booked to play the prestigious Birmingham Ballroom. They'd sensed some thing was amiss the moment they arrived at the venue, and saw the best-dressed audience of their lives, older than the usual Earth crowd…older, in fact, than any band's crowd.

The audience, too, shifted uneasily as it watched four unkempt, hairy musicians make their way across the stage, to pick up and plug in their electric guitars. Unbeknownst to Osbourne, Ward, Iommi, and Butler, another band named Earth had recently emerged on the local scene, one that not only had money and influence behind it, but also the respectability conferred by their note-perfect recreations of an old-time orchestral dance band. The promoter had booked the wrong Earth.

Earth played a handful of driving blues numbers to an almost preternatural silence, then fled the stage. Now, back in the garage, they knew that it was time to make the long-simmering name change.

Earth played their final show under that name at the London Marquee on March 11, 1969; with near-optimum timing (and, of course, not a little forethought) they would make their debut as Black Sabbath at the same venue two nights later, on March 13. The only thing that spoiled the symbolism was the calendar itself — the date fell on a Thursday that year.

The original Black Sabba this a 1963 horror film directed by Italian Mario Bava and starring Boris Karl off as both a vampire and as the linkman between the three tales that comprise the movie. Known in the USA as The Three Faces of Fear, Black Sabbath had proven an enduringly successful film in the UK. It also happened to be one of the four members of Earth's all-time favorite films — and a damned good band name as well.

It certainly seemed to be well omened. As the band rehearsed together the same evening that they adopted the new name, Butler and Iommi were both messing around with some riffs they'd come up with, seeing if anything gelled — when suddenly it did, their independent noodlings slamming together as though they'd been playing the song all their lives.

It was a magical moment, and it only got better. Ward picked up his drum sticks and began, tentatively at first, but with increasing confidence, to play along. Then Ozzy took the microphone and started to sing the first words that came into his head…"What is this that stands before me?"

The song that would become both the group's anthem and its statement of intent was born and, though its eventual title would never make its way into the lyric, even before they'd finished playing, Ozzy knew what he wanted to call the song. Like the band itself, it was to be "Black Sabbath."

Relaunching themselves onto the local circuit, reintroducing themselves to Earth'sold hangout at Henry's Blues house, Black Sabbath quickly found that news of their name was traveling fast. Overnight, audiences that once comprised shiftless blues fans and hapless passers-by, seemed to be solidifying into something else entirely, a gathering of pale young men and deathly white women who, clad in black and festooned in silver, literally haunted the edges of Henry's Blues house, scarcely moving, barely applauding, but driving the band on through the force of their will alone.
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Bill Ward, Ozzy, Geezer Butler, and Tony Iommi at the start of their careers.


This energy affected the band. The lyrics got darker, the bass got louder, they stopped wearing jeans and started turning up in all-black, with little silver pentagrams and symbols. And that's when the rumors started to fly — rumors that were ripped straight out of the day's tabloid headlines.

Geezer Butler has long believed that Black Sabbath had a spirit that looked out for them, a “fifth member” of the group that none of the others could see or speak with, but which was always by their side — at least until the rival deities of chemicals, alcohol, money, and ego conspired to chase it away. His name was Henry, Butler said, smiling — but it was a smile that acknowledged merely the mundanity of the name when applied to so miraculous a presence. Henry himself was no laughing matter.

Most of the time, Henry simply concerned himself with the business of the band, a helping hand at rehearsal, a guiding thought in songwriting, a beacon of inspiration that, ultimately, led Black Sabbath not simply to fame and fortune, but to levels of success that exceeded even their bravest dreams. Right now, though, Henry may be had something else to concern himself with, although it would be another couple of months before Black Sabbath discovered precisely what that was .

They were playing a club in the north of England, nobody remembers precisely where, when a self-described witch told them that a slighted coven had indeed placed a curse on them, consigning them to a life of shattered dreams and broken spirits.

Ozzy said nothing, but the visitor watched him thoughtfully finger the crucifix that his father had made for him. Then she shook her head and answered the question that he hadn't even thought of asking yet. “No, those things didn't have anything to do with it. They do look good, though. You should keep them on.”
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CHAPTER 1


GROWING UP OZZY



John Michael Osbourne was born on December 3, 1948, in Aston, a suburb of the English midlands city of Birmingham. The city, like the country, was still recovering from six years of World War Two — Birmingham, one of Britain's major industrial hubs, had been damaged heavily by German bombing and many businesses were still struggling to pull themselves out of the bomb sites and craters that littered the metropolis.

His parents were lucky enough to have jobs with two of the companies that were back on their feet. Ozzy's father, John senior, was a tool maker at GEC, while his mother, Lillian, worked for Lucas, a company that made auto components. With five children to support, they needed all the income they could raise.

Today, an army of sociologists and psychologists would very likely flock to describe his childhood and upbringing as "under-privileged" but at the time, it was normal. Almost without exception, the generation of Britishrock musicians that rose up during the mid- to late 1960s (and beyond) were raised under similar circumstances, by parents who fought to put food on the table, amid the rubble and debris of the most destructive war the world, let alone a tiny island off the coast of Europe, had ever seen.

Labor relations were poor, as companies struggled to save every penny they could, often at the expense of their workforce's paycheck, and the only future that was mapped out for the children being born in those years was the same gray, monotonous routine that had already consumed their parents, their grandparents, and so on back in time. You left school at fifteen and found a job in a factory. At eighteen, you would be called up for National Service — eighteen months of compulsory service in the military. You would then be released back into the workforce, to hope that your old job was still available. And there you would remain until you retired at sixty-five. Then you died.

Of course there were escape routes. A gifted athlete or sportsman might carve out a few years of glory in his late teens and twenties, at alented thespian might break into theater, film, or even the new-fangled television (assuming it was n't just another technological gimmick that would blink out of sight the moment something better came along). A good musician might land on his or her feet in one of the many dance bands and orchestras that then toured the ballrooms and nightclubs of the land.

But every one of those options demanded one thing. Talent… and a prodigious talent at that. There was no democracy in the arts or sports worlds back then; no grassroots circuit on which a merely “able” performer might be able to muddle by. Either you had “it”  or you didn't, and the young Ozzy Osbourne probably didn't know what “it” even was .

Then rock 'n' roll came along, and the rules changed overnight. Suddenly there was an alternative, and with it, ambition and aspiration. For the first time, a generation didn't have to content itself with merely dreaming about a glorious future. For the first time, kids could look about and see that future unfolding all around.

Even kids like Ozzy.
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“When I was born, I weighed ten pounds something like fourteen ounces. I was one of the biggest children ever - they thought I was twins, you know? The midwife said to my mother, 'This guy is going to be huge.' I swear to God, it's the God's honest truth. Destiny rules me, man.”



(1982)
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“My mother was an amateur singer, my father was an amateur drunk.”
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“If I could change anything about myself, I'd give myself the serenity I've been looking for since I was a kid.”
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“I tried to strangle my younger brother 'cause I hated him.”



(1982)






"I come from a rather large family, three older sisters and two younger brothers. I've had a very, very unique life. I often sit back and remember when I had no money — when you're in the middle of it, you get depressed, thinking it's going to last forever. All of a sudden, out of nowhere — a bolt of lightning — here I am!"



(Launch.com, 10/30/1998)
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“I'm very well off; I've got property all over the place, I've had a very fruitful career. But I've never had a number one album in America. But I've lasted several generations and somebody says to me, ‘Do you notice any difference in the audience?’ I've been doing it now for thirty years. Some of the fans are older, but I've picked up new fans along the way.”



(Launch.com, 10/30/1998)
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“My father hated his brother Harold — my whole family's fucking nuts; my sister's been committed twice. For real — she's like fucking over the top. My other sister's an absolute neurotic wreck. My whole family has this fucking thing of lunacy, you know? I use my lunacy for better ends.”



(1982)






“My neurotic sister Iris…once she'd cleaned the house, you couldn't move. You couldn't breathe, you couldn't touch a thing, you couldn't eat. You had to sit there. And I got up and beat the shit out of her. Blacked both here yes, and fucking pounded her around the room. I thought I'd better go and see my father…'cause he's going to kill me when he comes back and sees the sight of her face. Sure enough the bus comes, fucking off the bus, he's singing his fucking lungs off on the bus and getting the bus revved up. I said, ‘Daddy, I've just beaten Iris up.’ He says, ‘Good job. Fucking 'bout time you fucking whacked her’.”
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“I left school at fifteen, went to work, and cut my thumb off the first fucking day. Sewed it back on.”



(1982)
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“My father was a fucking gem. I got my front from my father, and my singing voice from my mother. ”




“I was the classiest fucking shoplifter you ever met in your life. Coat over the arm, ‘Scuse me, sir’ — bong! Gone. I'm a rock and roll rebel.”



(1982)
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"I was the kind of nutter people liked to be around — I'd do anything. Basically I was the clown, I always have been. I was never a bad guy. When I got successful, it gave me a ticket to be a lunatic, but I didn't do it with any malice, apart from whacking the wife 'round the ear now and again.”



(Independent, 2009)
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“I was always dirty and smelly. The kids teased me unmercifully, which is why I spent the first bit of money I earned from music on drugs and strong fucking cologne.”
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“I tried to hang myself once. I thought I wanted to find out what it's like to be hung. In England, you get these fucking terraced houses, and you get things they call entries, sort of alleyways, and you get these bars on the entries. I thought, well, I want to hang myself — this is God's honest truth. So I got my mother's was hing line, made a noose, put it over the bar in the entry, then fucking jumped off the chair and held the rope. I thought, ‘If I'm gonna die, I'll let go of the rope and I'll fucking be okay.' My father come out of the house and caught me doing it, and he beat the shit out of me. I thought, ‘Fuck, I should have done it for real.'”



(1982)
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“I suffered from dyslexia and attention deficit disorder. Nobody knew what it was — they used to sit you in the corner with a dunce's hat.”



(Independent, 2009)
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“I set fire to my sister once. Didn't like her. I poured gasoline on her skirt and set fire to her. I got beaten round the fuckin' house, as usual.”



(1982)
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“When you're young, you're stupid. You do silly things. I did (the O-Z-Z-Y tattoo across his knuckles) when I was 14. I could have had it removed, but why? It's my trademark. People stop me and say, ‘Let me have a look at your hand.'”



(Launch.com 10/30/1998)
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“I used to wear, you know these kitchen sets, these cleavers? Butchers' cleavers? Where I came from, it was kill or be killed.”
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Ozzy was sitting pretty in 1981 and enjoying the commercial success of his first solo album, Blizzard of Ozz, certified four times platinum in the U.S. (a feat he again achieved with 1991's No More Tears). Blizzard Of Ozz is one of very few albums to achieve such certification without the benefit of a Top 40 single.



“I was in for burglary. I used to work with this Irish guy called Pascal Done gal. He used to go and clock houses, find out when people went to work, then we'd burgle them. This time the idiot didn't realize the house he was watching was a boarding house. People had gone to work but the owner was on night shift and he was still in bed. When we broke in he beat seven shades of shit out of us.”



(Sounds, 1981)
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“I was good at playing truant.”



(Mojo)
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“I got three months — it was burglary, larceny, assault, ABH, and possessing dope all in one thing. Mind you, I was on the run at the time so I quite liked the nick — free food, free tobacco. It was heaven to me, 'cos I'd had no dough. I shared a cell with a murderer. He used to tell me about all the ways he'd killed people. I quite got into it at the time.”



(Sounds, 1981)






“Birmingham was n't and isn't a very rich area. It was rather dreadful and everybody in my family worked in factories, really mindless jobs that were physically exhausting. My dad thought I should become a tradesman, to get a chance and better myself, get away from the factories. I tried to become a plumber. It didn't work out; it was n't for me. Then I tried to become a bricklayer. It didn't work out. Then I tried to be a construction worker — same story. Everything I tried seemed to be doomed.”



(New York Rock, 2002)
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“Shortly before I left school, the Beatles got popular and they were my first addiction. I could switch off, forget my surroundings, and dive into the music. It was something magical, almost a spiritual experience for me. Of course, my dad hated it.”



(New York Rock, 2002)
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“The Beatles were revolutionaries and their music was revolutionary music. You know, they we reconsidered to be a bad influence because they gave the kids ideas, the ideas to do something else with their lives than was te it in factories or become plumbers. For adults, it was a dangerous thing. But for us, they were heroes.”



(New York Rock, 2002)






“I would sit for hours daydreaming — wouldn't it be great if Paul McCartney married my sister?' You know when there's a certain song on the radio and you think, ‘I remember dating that girl,' or whatever.
You're thrown back into that tune, the smell, the aura of that time. It was a very enlightening part of my life, and the Beatles were a big part of it. They started my dream rolling. And how I got from that to Black Sabbath I don't know.”



(Observer, 2007)
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“I used to do some crazy things. I was quite yappy, really. When I was 18, I nicked some stuff, a load of woman's clothing. I was going around selling stockings in the pubs. Eighteen years old, they caught me and I went to prison. That's where I got all tattooed. I did it to pass the time in prison with a needle and India ink.”



(Rolling Stone, 1971)
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“I'm a lunatic! I went through a shop window, fighting with three guys. My arm was virtually fucking ripped apart. I was on a glucose drip for twelve hours, had several pints of blood pumped into me. I'd just gotten out of prison…burglary.”



(1982)






“I was 17 and pissed off and I wanted to seethe world and shoot as many people as possible — which is not much different from being in a band these days, the rap world anyway.”



— On wanting to join the army (Mojo, 2000)
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“How far did I get? About three feet across the fucking front door. They just told me to fuck off. He said, ‘We want subjects, not objects.' I had long hair, a water-tap on a string around my neck for jewelry, I was wearing a pajama shirt for a jacket, my ass was hanging out and I hadn't had a bath for months.”



— On trying to join the army (Mojo, 2000)
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“For years my mother would say, ‘When are you going to pack up this rock 'n' roll nonsense and get a proper job.' And my dad would say, ‘You've got to learn a trade' — he was a toolmaker. I thought joining the army would please him.”



(Mojo, 2000)






“If you haven't got your own mind and can't do what you want, you're not an individual, just part of a mass.”



(1972)
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“The society trip in England is that you go to school, then get a job, and at the age of twenty-one you get married. You work the rest of your life in a factory and when you retire at the age of sixty-five you get a gold watch; forty-five years in a factory with stinking oil, polluting the land. I used to work in a factory and I used to see these blokes dying on their machines. That just blew my mind.”



(1972)
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“I've been dictating [my autobiography]to my son, who's helping me on his computer. I'm spending a lot of time doing research. I've just got up to 1971, when I went crazy and dived through the window. My life is so full of interesting stories…”



(Launch.com, 2/11/2000)






“On January 20, Nineteen Seventy-fucking eight, my father died. The fucking ironical thing about the whole deal was — he was fucked, he had like cancer from his throat, what's this tube down to your stomach? Esophagus, testicles; he was riddled with it — he died in the same hospital that my daughter was born seven years prior. My daughter was born 11:20 on January 20th, and my fucking father died seven years later in the same hospital at 11:23 on the 20th. It was fucking weird, man.”



(1982)
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“When they go, they're out of their misery. But what freaked me out more than anything else was the funeral. I was singing fucking ‘Paranoid'in the church… Seconal, drunk… it blew me away. All the family came that I'd never seen for fucking years, and they were making comments. In England, it's a weird scene at a fucking death.”



(1982)






[image: illustration]






CHAPTER 2


SABBATH BLOODY SABBATH



Everybody knows the Black Sabbath story. They're the band fronted by the guy who bites the heads off bats and doves. They're the band that worshipped their devil, whose singer landed his own reality show. He's criminally insane, they are inherently evil and, between them, their music has driven their own fans to suicide.

At least, that's what the tabloids say. The reality, of course, is somewhat different, although forty years after Black Sabbath launched their career — and gave birth to the heavy metal genre that still dominates the modern rock landscape — that reality has often been both purposefully and inadvertently obscured, by the band, by their audience, and by the modern media's perception of the entire package.

In late 1967, Ozzy teamed with three friends, Geezer Butler, TonyIommi, and Bill Ward, in a band called Polka Tulk, and prepared tojoin the wild ferment of local talent thrusting its way into the public eye. The Moody Blues and the Move had already put Birmingham on the rock 'n' roll map; now they were being joined by a host of new groups, including Robert Plant's Band of Joy, Christine McVie's Chicken Shack, Denny Laine's Electric String Band, Jeff Lynne's Idle Race, and many more.

Polka Tulk became Earth became Black Sabbath, and attracted the attention of independent producer Tony Hall, who secured them are cord contract with the Fontana label. After just one single, the group was transferred to the sister Vertigo label, a newly formed company specializing in progressive rock. Black Sabbath, the band's debut album, was released the following February, among the first Vertigo label releases. Months later, they scored their first hit single. In October 1970, following the band's first American tour, "Paranoid" reached No. 3 on the UK chart(No. 61 in America), and established Black Sabbath at the forefront of the now burgeoning heavy-metal boom.

Black Sabbath remained among rock's premier attractions for the next five years, their popularity only flagging as the band's own energies began to dissipate. The blur of live and studio work that the group undertook during this period — they recorded an album a year, and undertook five world tours — is rivaled, according to rock legend, only by the tempest of sex and drugs that accompanied the rock 'n' roll.

But Black Sabbath was also plagued by business difficulties, and a series of financial and tax-related misdoings that plunged all four members into serious difficulties. It was in a last-ditch attempt to release themselves from the grasp of the multitude of sharks feeding from the band that Black Sabbath finally aligned themselves with one of the biggest sharks of them all, legendary manager Don Arden.

The stories told about Arden are both legion and, as history has proven, extraordinarily litigious. Alongside fellow 1970s entrepreneurs, Led Zeppelin's Peter Grant, David Bowie's Tony DeFries, and the Beatles/Stones' Allen Klein, he developed a reputation of near-untouchability.

What nobody — least of all the members of Black Sabbath, as they passed through his office and nodded to his 18-year-old receptionist daughter, Sharon — expected was that the great man was teaching her everything he knew…and then some.

Although their recruitment to Arden's managerial stable promised to breathe new life into Black Sabbath's increasingly exhausted body, the realities of the group's continued existence did not change. Two final albums (the latter marked by an utterly unexpected UK hit single, "Never Say Die") prefaced the end; a last American tour, during which they were absolutely upstaged by the supporting Van Halen, confirmed it.

Osbourne was sacked by Black Sabbath in 1977, immediately before work began on the final album. He was replaced briefly by fellow Birmingham vocalist Dave Walker, and then by American Ronnie James Dio.
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“The reason Black Sabbath evolved was this: at the time we were fucking doing it…we wanted to be successful; we wanted to be rich. We wanted to get out of that fucking shit hole we were living. We were originally called Earth, and we thought, ‘What do people really love to fucking hear? What do people really want, ‘Sugar sugar sugar, trying, true true true,' and all this fucking lot coming out your radio?' I'm thinking I've got no shoes on my feet. I'm walking around in fucking rags. I said to the guys, ‘Listen, man — there's so many fucking people out there, talking how wonderful the fucking world is, and there's so many of us fuckers that ain't got nothing.'”



(1982)






“We never consciously knew what we were doing: we were just four innocent guys — very awkward and very unorthodox — who played what we were feeling, trying to make ourselves feel good.”



— On what it is about his band's music that has made it last so well (Independent, 1996)
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“My mother said to me, ‘Get a proper job. Quit this fucking around.' She still thinks it'sa crazy fucking thing I'm doing. ”
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“We were living in Birmingham. No shoes on my feet. And I thought, ‘This shit is for the rest of my life.' I put the radio on, and there's some guy, ‘If you go to San Francisco, be sure to wear a flower in your hair.' And I thought, ‘This is bollocks, the only flower I'm likely to wear is on my fucking grave.'”



(Observer 2007)
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“Frank Zappa, who was a very techno guy, invited us to a restaurant once where he was having a party. He said, ‘The song “Supernaut” is my favorite track of all time.' I couldn't believe it. I thought, ‘This guy's taking the piss: there's got to be a camera here somewhere…'”




“I used to play in a band called Rare breed, but the guitarist really annoyed me. Tony, Bill, and Geezer were playing in bands, but they kind of split around the same time and that is how we all came together. It was really funny; I vaguely knew Tony. We went to the same school, but he was older than I am. One day I went into a record store and put up a sign saying ‘Ozzy Zig seeks gig.' I used to call myself Ozzy Zig because I thought it sounded cool and I thought everybody would start asking who Ozzy Zig was . Anyway, Tony showed up and I thought he'd think I'm a complete idiot, but he ended up joining our band.”



(New York Rock, 2002)
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“We started off playing jazz and blues. Cream, Fleet wood Mac, John May all's Blues breakers, the Beatles, and Jethro Tull were our influences. Atone point, we had a bottleneck-guitar player and a saxophone player.”



(Rolling Stone, 2004)
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“You go on stage and see 15 people in the circle battering each other to pieces. We've still gotta try and say, ‘We love you,' with this guy lying on the floor with a bottle sticking out of his throat. ”



(Melody Maker, 1975)






“I once went to a fortune teller, and she said that I would have a thousand pounds in the bank by the time I was twenty-one…and that I would be a very famous person. At the age of twenty-two, I had a thousand pounds in the bank — excess of — and I was getting success. It was n't planned. I don't know what the fucking hell's happening to me.”



(1982)
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“We told our friend Alvin Lee from Ten Years After that we'd changed our name to Black Sabbath, and he says, ‘You won't go very far called that.'”



(Rolling Stone, 2004)
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“The early days with Black Sabbath were the best years of my life, and when we get together we always talk about those days. You know, remember when you OD'ed?”
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“I was the guy who used to get all the shit and eat all the chocolate. I remember once we were down to our last ten pence and we went, ‘What shall we get? Four bags of chips or ten No6 tips? Fuck it, we'll get the fags.”



(Music Toob, 2009)






“We recorded the first album on our way to catch a ferry. The manager goes, ‘Just stop off for the day and record them fuckin' songs you've been playing.'It was fucking primitive: Two four-track machines in a studio smaller than this room! Twelve hours later, we were finished. It was like, ‘Wow, I thought recording records would be a lot harder.'”



(Rolling Stone, 2004)
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“I remember when the first Black Sabbath album came out I thought, ‘Great, I can show my dad.' We put it on the old radiogram and I remember him looking at mum with this really confused look on his face and turning to me and saying, ‘Son, are you sure you're just drinking the occasional beer?'”



(Mojo, 2000)
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“I suppose we are similar to Grand Funk Railroad, but I hadn't heard of them until our third tour here. We didn't realize how big they really were until we played the Forum with them and they just packed the place — two nights! They turned the crowd on, but musically they didn't do anything forme. I'm not saying they're a bum group, because they've gotta be a good group for people to dig them. Personally, I like to hear music which is considerably different than what we play.”



(1972)






“We'd finished recording (second album, Paranoid) already when we wrote‘Paranoid.' That song came about when our producer told us to jam for four minutes. I came up with the vocal line, Tony came up with the riff, and Geezer came up with the lyric. It was done within an hour. If I couldn't create a great vocal melody, I would just sing along in unison to the riff, like on‘Iron Man.' It was the easiest solution — I wanted to get the fucking thing done.”



(Rolling Stone, 2004)
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“We thought, ‘Let's scare the whole fucking planet with music.'”
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“When someone identifies with the downer song that I'm singing, they're able to put their energies into the music and relieve their frustrations. It's good therapy. If I make people feel good, I feel good. The band and the crowd gets off on each other and it's a tremendous trip: Peace Power. I don't wanna see people get busted on the head. I've been through that whole trip, been knifed a couple times, and it's not much fun.”



(1972)






“Well, you know, people describe us sometimes as if we ran around fields with pitchforks in our hands. I think they expected flames to shoot out of the cover of our second album. Want some Doritos?”



(Circus, 1972)
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“The trouble with English and European crowds, is that they listen to you as if you were a jukebox. They shove in their 14 bob, or whatever it is, and expect you to work your balls off. What I dig about America is if you do a duff gig because you're worn out through traveling and you're not into it, they still digit because they're into your trip.”



(Disc, 1972)
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“It's every British band's dream to play the States. When we got there finally, we fucked as many groupies as we could. In San Francisco, they even had a Black Sabbath parade! Coming from Birmingham, England, where the fuckin' sun never shines, it was magic to us.”



(Rolling Stone, 2004)






“What I dislike about studios is you'begot a 24-track desk and this monster of a machine to screw around with. I hate studios.
It's like being in an incubator for six months.”



(1978)
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“When we did (the Volume Fouralbum), it was like one big Roman orgy — we'd be in the Jacuzzi all day doing coke, and every now and then we'd get up to do a song.”



(Guitar World, 2000)
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“One night me and Bill were fucking drunk and taking a piss together. I see this aerosol can and squirt his dick with it. He starts screaming and falls down. I look at the can and it says, WARNING: DO NOT SPRAY ON SKIN — HIGHLY TOXIC. I poisoned Bill through his dick!”



(Rolling Stone, 2004)
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Ozzy and Tony rock out during the Live Aid concert in Philadelphia, PA., in 1985.



“There's one thing that everybody has got to understand about Black Sabbath's lyrics. They're not downer lyrics. They're just telling everybody where it's at. People must think we sleep off the rafters with wings on our backs every night, taking reds and drinking wine. We're just people.”



(Melody Maker, 1975)
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“Sabbath were a hippy band. We were into peace.”
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“In the seventies with Sabbath, if I'd had a crystal ball that said you would be hailed into the nineties, and the next century, I wouldn't have believed it. I didn't for a long time anyway. I thought people were taking the piss with that ‘I'm not worthy' stuff.”



(Observer, 2007)
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“Black Sabbath had the same members all the time and that was boring. That was the thing with Sabbath — we all wanted to split, but we didn't know where to split, how to split. I certainly didn't know how to audition people. What do I know about good guitar players or drummers or whatever? I just sing.”



(Creem, 1986)






“We all thought we were tin gods. But at the end of the day it just turned round and kicked us in the teeth. I just want a simple life for a while. I just want to be an ordinary, everyday, run-of-the-mill guy. Inside I ain't a tin god. I ain't a tin of beans walking around. And that's what I began to feel like: a product. ‘Buy Ozzy Osbourne and he'll clean your carpet faster than anything else.'”



(NME, 1977)
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“(The Rock And Roll Hall of Fame)…Just take surname off the list. …The nomination is meaningless, because it's not voted on by the fans…”
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“The end of Sabbath and me (was ) because they wentin a fucking macho way, and I never. They went sort of like, ‘We ain't gonna do this, we want five towels, we want fuckin' eight bars of soap, we want fucking Courvoisier,' all this shit. It was bollocks to me, because I still remember my roots, where they never.”



(1982)
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“I want to write a book. It's going to be all the fun we had…not.”



(1979)
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