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A first reading of the “memoirs of Myke Hideous” calls to mind the biblical tale of Samson and Delilah.  Samson, you will recall, was the hero of ancient Israel who derived his strength from his long hair.  Attracted to Delilah, a beautiful collaborator of the Philistines, Samson yielded to her entreaties and revealed the secret of his power.  The Philistines set upon him that night, shaved his head, blinded him, and took him as their slave, keeping him alive only to serve as an object of scorn.


In Mr. Hideous’ real-life tale, he is seduced by the promise of rock stardom with the band The Misfits after he is hired as lead singer during their tour.  Repeatedly cajoled by the band to cut the hair he had taken eight years to grow as leader of The Empire Hideous, Myke—like Samson—relented, only to find his vitality diminished as a misfit among Misfits.


Samson’s hair eventually returned, and he found his revenge by toppling the pillars of the Philistine temple, killing 3000 of his tormentors.  In writing his book, Myke accomplishes much the same thing, laying waste to those who sought fame and riches at the cost of integrity, including—for a while—himself.  


One of the book’s enduring—and endearing—images is Myke’s final concert with the original Empire Hideous lineup.  Literally sweating blood and tears to capture the moment—his face covered with blood from eight hypodermic needles injected during the act—Myke and the band rocked their way through the set, ending on a decidedly non-grotesque note: Paul Anka’s “My Way”, popularized by Frank Sinatra.  The image of the gothic Empire king turned Rat Packer is singularly appropriate: Myke’s memoirs are not simply a diary of life on the road or a settling of personal scores.  Rather, his is a tale of integrity: the people who have it, and those that don’t; those who lost it and—in the end—one man who regained it.


In a perceptive introduction, Christian Uhl describes “the author’s encapsulating nugget of wisdom”: “Take your destiny into your own hands.  It won’t come to you.  And for god sakes, take the longer way, your way.  The real way…”  King of an Empire to the Shoes of a Misfit is a travelogue of this longer path.  It is a day-by-day accounting of the hell that accompanies the unswerving devotion to a personal ideal: the torment that nearly broke the spirit of a fine musician.  Filthy accommodations, spitting fans, grueling tour schedules, and backstabbing band-mates: Myke details it all amidst the struggle to find what was “under my nose the whole time”: the abiding awareness that he was meant for the music and it was meant for him.


Present day readers know that Myke brought this realization with him when he reconstituted The Empire Hideous and released the startlingly powerful “Say Your Prayers” the following year.  The opening of that album warns of “great danger”: not only the danger of the terror clones who define our ruling elites, but the danger that accompanies any creative quest.  Unlike Sampson, who died with the toppling of the temple pillars, Myke survived the loss of his ponytail—and his identity.  We can only hope that, strength renewed, he will find the power to transform these memoirs into a movie script and soundtrack destined to rock this Empire.

