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Standing behind a monumental wall of speakers, I catch a slight breeze bringing the aroma of the crowd to me. Weed, patchouli, tobacco, hot dogs and hot bodies; and something else, the smell of anticipation and excitement. Turning to our `medic` girl, I bend and inhale the line of coke that she has carefully prepared. It is not lost on me; how ludicrous it is to employ someone to prepare our drugs. I hope she does not see the tremor in my sweating hands. Behind me I can hear our manager kicking off at the concert promoter, something about unlicensed posters; I hope the promoter has the sense to come clean before he finds large sausage fingers vice like around his throat, he`s surprising quick for his size, and far more astute than people realize. Doing another line, I blank out the threats of violence and focus on the excitement in the crowd.   Our drummer slides artfully behind his kit, and the wall of sound builds like a wave in the crowd, whoops and cat calls, and throngs jostling for a better view. He throws a few shapes and sounds in his last moment checks, he looks on form, which is always a wonder to me, considering the amount of vodka he consumes. From the other side of the stage the base player enters, not acknowledging the crowd, making straight for the front of the drum kit. Theirs is a symbiotic relationship. I often joke about their psychic connection, but it is uncanny how they can listen to a tune written by our lead guitarist, look at each other, and play something that just takes it to another level.
And here he is, with the surety that nothing is going to happen without him, our lead guitarist. Having just left his underage girlfriend in the green room, he casually does a line, and straps on his guitar. Giving me an intense stare, his mouth curls at one side in a wry smile and he steps onto the stage, a black magician composing himself at the start of his ritual. He has willed this band into existence with the intensity of a stalking tiger, sending a tingle on the back of my neck when he invades my aura.
 Bouncing lightly on my feet, I give the adrenaline something to do, shaking it out of my hands, I judge how long to allow him before I step out into view.
And then its me...everything comes into sharp focus as I walk up to the microphone. I note every piece of gaffa tape holding cables in place, the sheen on the guitarists silk shirt, fairy light touching guitar strings and cymbals. Turning to face the crowd, and they greet me like a long-lost lover. Opening my arms and allowing the love and desire of 57,000 people fill me. 57,000 people, a sea of bodies that even from my vantage point on the stage, I can hardly see the end of.  This is what omnipotence feels like, and I stand and savor it, this is something so uncommon it could make sex with one person obsolete. This intimacy with so many people is far more addictive than any drug. Looking at the faces in the front row I want them as much as they want me.
 
