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After my high school crush had taken out a juvenile restraining order on me (read the
story about how that happened here), I followed the restrictions of my punishment
and didn't try to call or see her. I released my frustrations and pent-up urges in less
romantic ways and got into vandalism and shoplifting. That ended up escalating into
mail fraud and landed me in trouble with the police again. I had impersonated a local
Michigan law-firm and wrote a fake letter on behalf of the underground cartoonist,
Robert Crumb, posing as his lawyer. This all blew up in my face but I managed to get
out of it because I was only 18 years old. To cut a long story short, I decided it was time
to get out of the area for a clean break. I moved to New York City and soon signed up to
do Andrew WK. I wrote this song, called I Want To Kill, shortly after arriving in the city.
The lyrics show what kind of a place my head was at!
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And When I Come
It's What I Use
If You Can't Win
Then I Can Lose
No Time For Life
No Time For Death
I Want To Kill
I Want To Make Sex
And They Don't See
And They Don't Know
They Can't Dance
They Can't Go
And When I Come
And When I Come
I'll Kill Everyone
Everyone
I Don't Know What's Happening
I Don't Know What's Happening
I Feel Like I'm Going
I Don't Know What's Happening
It's Starting It's Going I'm Coming
They Know It
I'm Coming I'm Coming I'm Coming
Kill
Kill
I Want To Kill
Kill
And They Don't Feel Bad
When You're Down
And They're Coming Blood
When I Come Around
And When I Get Home
And When I Come
I'll Kill Everyone
Everyone
I Don't Know What's Happening
I Don't Know What's Happening
I Feel Like I'm Going
I Don't Know What's Happening



It's Starting It's Going I'm Coming
They Know It
I'm Coming I'm Coming I'm Coming
Kill
Kill
I Want To Kill
Kill
I Want To Kill
Kill
Kill
Kill
Kill
Kill
Kill
I Want To Kill
Kill
Kill
Kill
Kill
Kill
(Scream)(Ow!)

Despite moving to a new area, I still couldn't stop thinking about the girl behind the
song My Destiny. Part of me was just scared of getting in trouble again, but my
infatuation was still very much alive; I had just pushed it deep inside me, and it was a
matter of not letting it out. I got pretty good at controlling it, mainly by occupying
myself entirely with Andrew WK. But one night, I saw her again, and all my pent-up
feelings were let loose. Here's how it happened… 

After we launched Andrew WK, my career immediately took off – it was an overnight
sensation. I was on TV, on the radio, in magazines and newspapers, and touring around
the world playing concerts. It was getting to the point where a lot of people I grew up
with were seeing me around and shocked that "the troubled kid" from school was now
some sort of "rock star". I was pretty low-key about any of the celebrity or fame I was
receiving, but I couldn't deny the excitement of all the attention. On our first big US
tour, we played every major city. When we played in Cleveland, Ohio, I heard a rumor
that the girl was coming to the show. Of course, my heart skipped a beat and a lump
formed in my throat. I was terrified but also thrilled. I refused to believe she was
actually going to show up, but I was aware that she had moved to Cleveland to go to art



school, so it was possible. I just couldn't believe that she would want to see me after all
I had put her through. I figured she hated my guts and would never want to see me
again, so I put her out of my mind. 

We played our concert and had a great show. After, I was signing autographs for the
audience in the parking lot behind the venue, when all of a sudden, there she was. It
was probably the most scared I have ever felt in my life. I don't know how to explain
the feeling. It was a mixture of total terror and absolute happiness. She made me
almost sick with lust. I tried to avoid looking at her as best I could – but it was
extremely hard to resist. The whole experience was overwhelming, and I excused
myself from the rest of the fans and basically ran to my tour bus. After all, I still had the
restraining order hanging over me (I wasn't quite 21 yet, which is when it ended).

After trying to catch my breath and slow my racing heart, I heard a knock on the door.
It was her! I couldn't believe this was happening. What do I do!? I had a choice – I could
either ignore her knocking (like she had ignored my knocking all those years earlier)
and just let this miracle moment pass, or I could muster up my courage and answer the
door. Maybe now, because I was doing well with Andrew WK and having success, she
would give me the time of day! I gave myself a big mental pep-talk and answered the
door.

"Hello," I said. I could barely talk – my mouth was so dry, and I was shaking with such
force that the words were choppy. "Hello, Andrew," she said. 

I invited her onto the bus and into the private back lounge, where it could be just her
and me. I felt dizzy. My eyes were blurry and my ears were kind of ringing. My heart
was beating so hard that I felt like I was having a heart attack. Still, I kept telling
myself, "You can do this. You have to do this. This is what you wanted. This is your
dream come true." We made our way into the back of the tour bus and I closed the door
behind us. I was shaking, sweating, and felt like I was about to puke. I'm sure she could
tell, but she didn't say anything. Instead, she sat down next to me on the bench seat
and looked into my eyes. 

"It's great to see you after all these years," she said. "I want to apologise for getting you
in so much trouble back in high school. I think that song you wrote is really sweet, but
back when I was younger, I was too freaked out to handle it or appreciate it." 

I couldn't believe what she was saying! Here she was apologising to me! "No!" I said. "It's
me that wants to apologise to you! I am so embarrassed about that song and that I was



so obsessed with you. I'm really sorry for being so stupid back then." 

"It's OK," she said. "We were both really young. Plus, you've obviously grown up a lot.
You're doing really well now with your music and I think it's really cool." 

What happened next was probably the most shocking, terrifying and awful experience
I've ever had with a girl. All of sudden, just when I felt like everything was going great, I
felt my nervousness intensify to a sickening degree. The room started spinning and my
heart started beating harder than ever. I really felt like I was going to die – I couldn't
catch my breath. The last thing I remember is that my head started to throb and my
stomach started to hurt really bad – I couldn't see or hear anything. I blacked out. 

I woke up in a hotel bedroom with my tour manager and some of my band standing
around. What the hell had happened? Why aren't I on the bus? Was it all a dream?
Where is she?

Turns out, I had experienced a severe anxiety attack and my body had shut down. If
that wasn't bad enough, when I lost consciousness I also accidentally went to the
bathroom in my pants. All of this happened right in front of her and, of course, she
freaked out like crazy. She ran out of the bus and got security from the venue to call an
ambulance. She thought I had died and was really scared. The medics determined I was
fine, just a little stressed out, and took me to our hotel and gave me some fluids to
rehydrate me after all the diarrhoea. I don't remember anything except blackness and
then waking up in the hotel.

I never got the girl's phone number or had any way to follow up with her. I asked the
venue security if they had seen her and they told me she left in a hurry. That was the
last time I saw her and have never seen her again since. 

I've obviously not told this story to many people except my closest friends. Publishing
this is a part of the emotional therapy program I've been doing. Letting out these
painful and humiliating experiences is supposed to be healing, so I'm going with it.
Looking back now, I feel like maybe me passing out at that perfect moment was the
universe's way of punishing me for what I did to the girl with My Destiny in high
school. It was the ultimate golden opportunity and my body couldn't take advantage
of it. I guess karma really is a bitch.

Andrew WK's double release, Close Calls With Brick Walls and Mother of Mankind, is out
now.
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… we have a small favour to ask. Tens of millions have placed their trust in the
Guardian’s high-impact journalism since we started publishing 200 years ago,
turning to us in moments of crisis, uncertainty, solidarity and hope. More than 1.5
million readers, from 180 countries, have recently taken the step to support us
financially – keeping us open to all, and fiercely independent.

With no shareholders or billionaire owner, we can set our own agenda and provide
trustworthy journalism that’s free from commercial and political influence, offering a
counterweight to the spread of misinformation. When it’s never mattered more, we
can investigate and challenge without fear or favour.

Unlike many others, Guardian journalism is available for everyone to read, regardless
of what they can afford to pay. We do this because we believe in information equality.
Greater numbers of people can keep track of global events, understand their impact
on people and communities, and become inspired to take meaningful action.

We aim to offer readers a comprehensive, international perspective on critical events
shaping our world – from the Black Lives Matter movement, to the new American
administration, Brexit, and the world's slow emergence from a global pandemic. We
are committed to upholding our reputation for urgent, powerful reporting on the
climate emergency, and made the decision to reject advertising from fossil fuel
companies, divest from the oil and gas industries, and set a course to achieve net
zero emissions by 2030.

If there were ever a time to join us, it is now. Every contribution, however big or
small, powers our journalism and sustains our future. Support the Guardian from as
little as $1 – it only takes a minute. Thank you.
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