
My life inside and outside of AC/DC

MARK EVANS



First published in 2011

Copyright © Mark Evans 2011

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in  
any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying,  
recording or by any information storage and retrieval system, without prior  
permission in writing from the publisher. The Australian Copyright Act 1968  
(the Act) allows a maximum of one chapter or 10 per cent of this book, whichever  
is the greater, to be photocopied by any educational institution for its educational  
purposes provided that the educational institution (or body that administers it) has  
given a remuneration notice to Copyright Agency Limited (CAL) under the Act.

Allen & Unwin
Sydney, Melbourne, Auckland, London

83 Alexander Street
Crows Nest NSW 2065
Australia
Phone: (61 2) 8425 0100
Fax: (61 2) 9906 2218
Email: info@allenandunwin.com
Web: www.allenandunwin.com

Cataloguing-in-Publication details are available  
from the National Library of Australia  
www.trove.nla.gov.au

ISBN 978 1 74237 579 3

Internal design by Post Pre-press Group, Australia
Set in 11.5/16.5 pt Utopia by Post Pre-press Group, Australia
Printed and bound in Australia by Griffin Press

10  9  8  7  6  5  4  3  2  1

The paper in this book is FSC certified.
FSC promotes environmentally responsible, 
socially beneficial and economically viable 
management of the world’s forests.C009448

mailto:info@allenandunwin.com
http://www.allenandunwin.com
http://www.trove.nla.gov.au


For My Girls



PROLOGUE 1

Prologue
Paris, April 1977

Ever since I could remember I’d wanted to travel. I didn’t 

quite recognise it as travel at the time, of course, but I was 

aware very early on that there was a lot of stuff out there to see 

and experience. Some of my first memories are of painting 

pictures of what I thought to be far-off, historical, often mys-

terious places: the Pyramids, Big Ben and even the Sydney 

Harbour Bridge. (Hey, I was from Melbourne; Sydney seemed 

like another world to me.) I was intrigued by the notion that 

there were countries on the other side of the world and that 

the people there spoke different languages, ate different 

food, wore different clothes, and were just so . . .  different. 

There seemed to be one major problem, though; just how did 

I get to these far-off, wonderfully different places? I was from 

a working-class family, raised on a rough-and-ready housing 

commission estate in suburban Prahran. What chance did I 

stand of travelling the world?

The answer lay in becoming the bass player in AC/DC. 
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Thanks to a tip-off from a buddy of mine, I joined the band 

in Melbourne in March 1975. I had just turned nineteen. 

We gigged, toured, recorded, drank and basically caroused 

our way across Australia during my first year on board. We’d 

achieved very healthy chart success and earned the ire of 

parts of the establishment, which prompted us to dub a 

tour ‘Lock Up Your Daughters’. When that run ended it was 

deemed a damned good idea to do exactly the same through 

the UK and Europe. And away we went.

By 5 April 1977 we found ourselves in Paris, on the fag end 

of a European tour supporting the Ozzy Osbourne-led Black 

Sabbath. The gig that night had been at the Pavillion de Paris, 

which was not dissimilar to our old haunt in Sydney, the 

Hordern Pavilion. The Paris Pavillion had the added attraction 

of being on the site of an old slaughterhouse, so the venue was 

known locally as Les Abattoirs. I had no doubt the place suffered 

a serious hangover from its gory and inglorious past. It smelled 

exactly as you would imagine a former Parisian slaughterhouse 

to smell, except for one thing—it was much, much worse.

But the city itself was another story. Paris in the spring-

time is a fantastic place. If there isn’t already a song with the 

title ‘Paris in the Springtime’, I want to know why. And it was 

an exciting place for a bunch of young guys in a rock and 

roll band. When I say ‘young’, I am referring to the players in  

AC/DC, not our beloved and fearless social director and 

singer, Bon Scott. He was known to one and all as the ‘old 

man’ and it was a bit like (no, it was very much like) having 

your slightly crazed uncle on the road with you. You know the 

one; he gets outrageously pissed at weddings and tries it on 

with all the young lassies. Bon was all of thirty, but to me he 

was a relic from a past generation.
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Paris being Paris and AC/DC being AC/DC, we were all 

giving it a good going-over during our stay, except for, on all 

but very rare occasions, Angus Young, a teetotalling guitar-

ist in schoolboy uniform. As for the old man, Bon was keen 

on a drop of red, sometimes substantially more than a drop. 

And Paris was just the place to get plastered on a robust red. 

During this visit Bon and I had lucked out—we were keep-

ing company and rubbing shoulders (along with other parts 

of our bodies) with two very attractive French girls. We had 

spent a couple of hectic days and nights in their company 

and decided to repair back to our hotel off the Boulevard 

Saint-Germain with our dear new French friends after the 

Pavillion gig.

Parisian hotels are, shall we say, compact at best. More 

often than not they feature these tiny little balconies, with 

barely enough room for two people—two small people at 

that. Bon and I were shellacked but sharing yet another bot-

tle of red on the tiny balcony, watching the sun come up 

over the City of Light. Paris looks absolutely magnificent at 

dawn, probably not much different from how it would have 

appeared a hundred years before, or even more. I could 

understand why the city had been such an inspiration for 

writers, painters, musicians and the rest. It seemed like time 

had been suspended. 

So Bon and I were on our balcony, sipping away, feel-

ing more than a little pleased with ourselves and our deux 

filles Parisiennes très attirantes. We were well and truly lit up 

and savouring a stunning Parisian sunrise. Life was good. I’d 

come a long way from Prahran—and in a pretty short time.

As I was having a serious gloat to Bon, who was some-

what the worse for wear after two days on the turps, he 
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stared fixedly at the Eiffel Tower with an odd look on  

his face. 

‘What’s up, mate?’ I asked him.

Slowly, Bon turned to me. ‘You know,’ he said, ‘there’s a 

tower just like that in Paris.’
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Chapter 1

The Prahran Hilton

I was raised in what would now be called a ‘blended fam-

ily’, not that I minded or even cared. I was the youngest of a 

family of four kids—my eldest sister Laura and my brother 

John are from my father’s first marriage to a beautiful woman 

named Susan, who died of a brain haemorrhage when they 

were very young. I vividly recall seeing a portrait of Susan in 

our home in the Melbourne suburb of Murrumbeena and 

thinking she was a movie star. Whenever I see that photo in 

my brother’s home, I’m immediately back in our old place, all 

those years ago. It’s a truly warm feeling and it’s a time I miss 

immensely. 

My other sister, Judy, who is five years older than me and 

the closest in age, was from my mother Norma’s first mar-

riage. Being the youngest, I was doted on and spoiled and 

probably made Judy’s life hell, for which I now apologise. 

My mother’s first husband, Bud Mintovich, was born in 

Australia to Russian Jewish parents. He was serving in the 
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Royal Australian Navy when they were married; he and my 

mother were only nineteen. They had been married for only 

two months, and Mum was pregnant with Judy, when Bud 

sailed for Okinawa aboard the HMAS Bataan. The Bataan 

was docked at Okinawa when the Korean War broke out on 

25 June 1950, and the ship was then attached to the US Navy. 

Bud wouldn’t return home for fifteen months. During that 

time he was part of the landing of United Nations troops at 

Pohang-dong, patrolled the Korean Straits, was involved in 

numerous blockades and bombardments, and came under 

fire on a daily basis.

Bud returned a much-changed man. Warfare had clearly 

taken its toll. He was stressed and withdrawn, barely twenty-

one but with a ten-month-old daughter and living with his 

in-laws. When the chance came for Bud to move his new 

family to Darwin with the navy, my grandfather, Will, flatly 

refused to let my mother and sister leave, and the marriage 

broke down. What brightened the place up at that time was 

the presence of a couple of kids from the next street, a nine-

year-old boy and thirteen-year-old girl, who would visit on 

a daily basis to see ‘Mr and Mrs Whit’ and the baby. The 

kids needed some light too; Laura and John had just lost 

their mother, Susan. Although strictly speaking my siblings 

are a stepbrother and stepsister and a half-sister, I’ve never 

thought of them as anything other than my brother and 

s isters. They’re my family; it’s as simple as that. 

I reckon it’s fairly safe to say that my upbringing was a 

little challenging. I spent a lot of my youth in flat 56 of a hous-

ing project named the Horace Petty Estate in South Yarra. It 

was a pretty grand name for a dump. To me it will always be 

the Prahran Hilton—or Club 56, as my mates dubbed it. The 
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Horace Petty Estate comprised three twelve-storey blocks of 

flats and around thirty or so four-storey blocks. These were 

all prefabricated concrete constructions, bolted together like 

packs of cards. It was stinking hot in summer and in winter 

it was like living in a massive esky. After a stifling Decem-

ber day you might be lucky and have a cool change blow in, 

but as the concrete slabs started to cool they’d contract and 

start shifting. This was followed by a groaning noise and the 

occasional crack. It wasn’t real comforting if you were living 

anywhere above the ground floor. 

I once read a newspaper article about the Housing Com-

mission projects, complete with a photo of the Hilton taken 

from the air. The title of the article was the horace petty 

estate . . .  a social experiment gone wrong. Thanks very 

much! 

The move to Prahran from Murrumbeena seemed like 

great news for our family. Our house in Murrumbeena, while 

not a complete dump, was rundown; it lacked basic crea-

ture comforts like hot water, carpet and an inside toilet. It 

was cheap, though, which was about the only thing going for 

it. John and I shared an enclosed first-floor sunroom which 

looked out over Murrumbeena Road, towards the railway 

station. At night, our room was lit by a giant polar bear adver-

tising Sennett’s Ice Cream that resided on the awning outside 

my window. I used to listen to it hum and crackle as I drifted 

off to sleep. 

Come winter it was appropriate that there was a polar 

bear living outside my bedroom window; our house felt like 

the North Pole in the winter months. I’d be lying there in 

bed, shivering, wearing pyjamas, footy socks, footy jumper, 

beanie, the works, with that smartarse polar bear happily 
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humming away outside. After particularly bitter nights I 

would wake up numb from the knees down, my hands ach-

ing like crazy. 

My family had fallen on hard times. My father was having 

trouble finding work. He’d lost his salesman job at Patterson’s 

Furniture on Chapel Street, Prahran. He had been charged 

with assaulting a cop, who wound up with a broken arm and 

jaw, lacerations and bite marks on his butt. This was not from 

my dad, mind you, but courtesy of our trusty family dog, 

Chris.

My brother John had been with two pals at our local milk 

bar (the one with the polar bear on top) when the police-

man told them to move on. One thing led to another and the 

policeman started hitting John’s head against a brick wall. At 

that moment my father and Chris came around the corner, 

which spelled bad timing for the copper. The local busybody 

saw it all and made a statement, Dad was arrested and ended 

up on the front pages of the Melbourne papers. It came to the 

attention of Sir Maurice Nathan, the chairman of Patterson’s. 

Dad was sacked immediately; ‘he was not fit to be seen by 

the public’.

My father, John and his two friends were all charged with 

the assault—Chris the dog got off—and went to trial. On the 

advice of a well-heeled friend we engaged Sir Frank Galbally, 

the top criminal lawyer of the day. They were found guilty, 

fined heavily and received two-year good-behaviour bonds. 

The defence was a huge expense but thankfully their ben-

efactor paid all costs and fines.

This was when we moved a few suburbs north. Our brand-

new three-bedroom apartment was on the fourth floor of a 

‘walk-up’ in South Yarra. It came complete with hot water 



THE PRAHRAN HILTON 9

and heating, and Dad arranged for some carpet and new fur-

niture, which gave us the feeling of upward mobility. All we 

needed was a phone to complete our ascent, but Dad was 

unmovable on that one. ‘They can come knock on the door 

if they want to talk to us,’ he said. Just who ‘they’ were was 

never made plain, but I’m sure you get what he was telling us.

The fact that our address was South Yarra and not Prah-

ran was a big deal. South Yarra was (and is) an extremely 

affluent area of Melbourne, but our new home, the Horace 

Petty Estate, was squeezed into a crap corner of it. If people 

asked where you were from and you told them South Yarra, 

you were almost certainly a toff, but once they realised you 

were from ‘the flats’ you were definitely right back there on 

Shit Street.

Just around the corner from our place was the Harold Holt 

Memorial Swimming Pool, another unfortunately named 

spot, given that in 1967 the then PM jumped in the drink and 

never came back.

When we moved, I decided I wanted to stay at the same 

school, Murrumbeena State School. My folks heard me out 

and said that if I was prepared to do all the travelling by myself, 

it was okay. Plus, I could walk to the station each morning 

with Dad, just the two of us, and talk. Unfortunately that 

didn’t last long because his health was failing, and although 

he’d found work on the night shift at Repco Auto Parts, and 

then in the furniture department—of all places—at Foys in 

the city, he had to stop work not long after. I caught the train 

from Hawksburn Station, sat out six stops and then walked 

up Hobart Road to school. I did this for half of fifth grade 

and all of sixth. Rail travel came with an added bonus. I was 

befriended by two pretty teenage girls at Hawksburn Station, 
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who attended the MLC school at Caulfield. They insisted I 

sit in between them and cuddle all the way to Caulfield.  

I offered no resistance.

Murrumbeena State School was the absolute opposite of 

the Horace Petty Estate. No one swore, spat or thought about 

punching or kicking anyone or anything. No one was ever 

sent out of class, or got kept behind after school. We even had 

our own swimming pool in the schoolyard, plus two foot-

ball fields. I couldn’t have asked for more. I led two lives: an 

ordered, disciplined one at Murrumbeena State and a cha-

otic, tribal, Lord of the Flies existence at the Prahran Hilton, 

with my only sanctuary up on the fourth floor.

I was an average student. I never stood out academically 

but I didn’t get into trouble, either. I lived to play footy, and 

played all year round. From second grade on, the top ten per 

cent of each class were given an Honour Certificate to reward 

their performance. I wasn’t even close in years two, three and 

four, and then I started missing days regularly in fifth and 

sixth grade to help care for Dad, so I did my schoolwork at 

home. My marks actually went up and I got Honour Certifi-

cates in those years. I came third overall in my sixth-grade 

class. 

While I don’t think too poorly of the Hilton, it took some 

getting used to. I was ten years old when we moved in and we 

hadn’t been there for long when I was beaten up every night 

for a week as I walked home across the estate from Hawks-

burn railway station. My injuries weren’t serious, although I 

did need a few trips to the Alfred Hospital for a broken nose 

and to get a few stitches. It was becoming a bit of a regular 

thing when my dad pulled me up and said: ‘How long are you 

going to put up with this?’ I had put in a few playful spars with 
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Dad and my brother John, a good boxer who later turned pro 

and took world champ featherweight Johnny Famechon the 

full ten rounds, only to lose on points. But I wasn’t a fighter.

My usual assailants were a group of three: two brothers 

and their chubby mate. This kid was huge, and a couple of 

years older than me, a big thing when you’re ten and scared. 

He was the one assigned to do me over the next time our 

paths crossed, but being much smaller and faster than him, 

I gave Fatty the slip. Which was great for me but not for him: 

as I scarpered his two so-called mates turned around and 

beat the tripe out of him. It was merciless. It’s strange; I could 

handle being beaten up, but had some real issues with these 

guys beating the crap out of their ‘friend’. So I turned around 

and yelled at them to quit it, which provoked the standard 

response: ‘What are you going to do about it?’ Tentatively, I 

walked back towards them and saw the guy on the ground. 

He was a real mess. There was blood everywhere and he was 

blubbering—he’d also pissed himself. As I got closer I discov-

ered he’d shit himself, too. So there he was, beaten senseless, 

crying and marinating in his own piss and crap. Not a stellar 

day for the big guy.

I didn’t have a plan and, frankly, was ready to shit myself, 

too. But I just had this feeling of pure rage, maybe for the first 

time in my life. Without thinking too much I dropped my 

school bag and took an almighty swing at the older of the 

two brothers. It was the first ‘real’ punch I’d thrown in my life. 

The punch, even if I say so myself, was a ripper, catching him 

flush on the chin. I think I was as stunned as he was, because 

he went down as if I’d hit him with a cricket bat. I have this 

memory of the guy falling straight back—all I saw were the 

whites of his eyes and him dropping. His brother took off like 
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a shot, yelling, ‘I’m getting my dad.’ I wasn’t far behind him, 

straight up the stairs and into our apartment. 

Dad was there; he was home a lot in those days, although 

I didn’t know exactly what was ailing him. What I did notice 

was the huge smile on his face—in fact, it’s my warmest 

memory of him. Smiles were at a premium those days; I had 

a feeling he knew something was up regarding his immediate 

future. Dad reached over and ruffled my hair. ‘Nice punch, 

mate.’ He said I’d done the right thing, sticking up for some-

one in trouble. Dad had been watching me from the kitchen 

window and had willed me out loud to turn back and help. It 

was one of the last strong memories I have of my dad.

It’s odd to look in the mirror and see my resemblance to 

him. It’s a warm feeling. I know I have my father’s smile; my 

sister Laura’s eyes still well up if she sees me break into a grin. 

I have his olive skin tone; we’d both turn an identical colour 

if we’d been out in the sun. ‘You’d get a tan if you slept with 

the light on, son.’ I can hear him saying that now. I can still 

feel how good it was to get a hug from him, and how good it 

would feel if he surprised me and said: ‘Take the day off from 

school, mate, let’s go to the beach, just us.’ I can also feel how 

those hugs lost their strength but never their warmth as he 

faded away from all of us.

My father was an interesting fellow. He was tough, an 

ex-boxer who trained my brother. He was hard and soft at 

the same time. He was also what some might call a ‘colour-

ful racing identity’, and seemed to have friends all over the 

place, particularly in the Chinese community. My godfather 

was Chinese. When we’d go to watch our team Carlton play, 

we’d stop at one pub for lunch, another for a ‘quick beer’, and 

another, then another. I was amazed how friendly everyone 
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was, and how we never seemed to pay for anything. ‘Pat and 

his boys are here! What you having, young fella?’ For me it 

was always a red lemonade and a packet of chips.

My mother told me how one evening early in their rela-

tionship she and Dad were on their way to visit my future 

godfather, who lived in Canning Street, North Melbourne. My 

father became aware that three men were following them. 

Dad greeted my godfather on his porch and called out to 

him, ‘Which way to the station, mate? We’re lost.’ He got the 

directions, gave my mother a hug, placed something heavy 

into her coat pocket and took off for the station, simply say-

ing: ‘See you later.’

Dad crossed the street and the men followed. When Dad 

returned he was cut, battered and bruised. ‘It would have 

been a lot worse if they had got the gun,’ he told Mum.

Apparently Dad changed his ways not long after I was 

born. Mum had a massive nervous breakdown, was hospital-

ised for six months and endured many bouts of electroshock 

treatment. Dad was left with the four of us to care for. That’s 

how he became a furniture salesman at Patterson’s in 

Prahran.

 Still, I didn’t really know my father as well as I would have 

liked to, although what lessons I did learn from him are still 

with me. I was about as prepared as I could be for his pass-

ing because it was obvious it was a battle we weren’t going to 

win, especially during the last six months of his life. I loved 

it when I’d come home from school and would go to my par-

ents’ room—Dad was bedridden by this time—and Mum’s 

lipstick would be the only colour evident on my father’s face.

He’d smile at me and say, ‘Your mother’s been at it again, 

Mark.’
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It still makes me laugh, even though he didn’t have the 

strength to wipe the lipstick off if he’d wanted to. It sums up 

my take on Dad. He was obviously in a lot of pain and trying 

to come to terms with his imminent departure but he still 

wanted to share a joke with me—at my mother’s expense, 

of course. He was a relatively young man, virtually the same 

age I am now, and he knew he was dying. But he still wanted 

to make his son laugh in an atmosphere where laughs were 

hard to come by. 

One afternoon in late March 1968, I’d been kicking the 

football with my mate Steven Kelly (who is my brother-in-

law’s brother . . .  is there a specific name for that?). It was 

getting late and I was on my way back to our apartment 

when I saw my brother walking towards me. I knew this was 

it. He was married and not living with us; why else would he 

be here and look like that? I knew it was Dad and I started 

running. I went straight past my brother and into our block 

of flats.

Dad had been deteriorating for a month or so. His pain-

killer intake had been upped so he wasn’t lucid much of the 

time, but we could still talk between the morphine backing 

off and the pain overtaking him. He was drifting away; we all 

knew it. He did his best to see visitors, but it was painful for 

everyone. It’d drive him nuts when friends would lose it. ‘Go 

cry somewhere else—tell me a joke, or piss off,’ he’d say when 

some old pal would start blubbering.

I used to sit with him. He looked like a skeleton with skin 

attached; he seemed to be shrinking, but his smile was still 

there and I could sometimes snatch a chat with him. I would 

set up my stuff on the bed and work away, fixing my Scalex-

tric slot cars when he drifted off, and wait for him to come 
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back. Eventually he would stir. ‘Shit, are you still here?’ he’d 

chuckle. 

I know the rest of the family tried to shield me from the ill-

ness. I was only twelve but I wanted to spend time with Dad, 

help him if I could, even if it was just to get him to the toilet 

and clean him up. I knew it was getting near the end when 

he couldn’t walk and needed a wheelchair. During those last 

couple of weeks I could lift him out of the chair with a bit 

of extra effort and onto the toilet. It felt good to be able to 

help, move his pillow, get him another ice cube to suck on, 

just do something to try to make him feel better. I’m not sure 

that kids get enough credit for being able to handle trag-

edy. I have the feeling, from my experience, that they have a 

great capacity to adapt to adverse conditions. Youngsters can 

breathe some much-needed fresh air into real shitty situa-

tions, purely through their honesty.

This day in late March, when I got to Dad’s room, he was 

making some awful sounds. Mum was holding onto him, 

rocking him back and forth like you would a sick child. ‘Don’t 

go, Pat!’ she was saying. Mum broke down completely when 

she saw me. It felt weird seeing Mum so upset. I went to go 

to her but she shooed me away and asked John to take me 

outside. 

John and I stood on our balcony, overlooking the basket-

ball court. He looked at me but all he could say was, ‘Sorry, 

mate.’ We stood there for a while. John had his arm round my 

shoulder. ‘I’m going to see Dad, you stay here.’ I could hear 

everything happening inside from my spot on the balcony. The 

awful noises were becoming less audible as Dad slipped further 

away and we waited for the ambulance. I was getting numb; it 

was confusing. I was listening to the noises but I would drift 
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away, watching some friends play basketball on the court sev-

eral floors below. Then a noise would drag me back. Where was 

the ambulance? Why was it taking so long to get here?

When the ambos did arrive, the lift was too small for the 

gurney, so Dad was strapped onto a stretcher, which had to 

be turned almost upright to get inside the lift. The ride down 

only took twenty seconds or so but it felt like an eternity; it’s 

embedded in my memory forever. He was limp, sagging on 

the stretcher and his breathing was ragged. The lift floor was 

filthy and smelled of piss. Dad’s feet were bare. I was wor-

ried his feet would get dirty, because he would hate that. He’d 

never go anywhere barefoot. 

He was loaded into the ambulance with Mum and John 

while I looked on. All his noises had stopped. I was sure he 

was gone. It was very, very quiet, except for the slap, slap, slap 

of the ball being dribbled down the concrete basketball court 

across the car park. I rode the stinking lift up to the apart-

ment and sat alone in my room. Dad died on 22 March 1968.

I still miss my father; in fact I miss him more as the years 

pass. There is just so much I would have liked to share with 

him but didn’t get the chance. Dad, John and I did, however, 

share a love of the Carlton Football Club, the Mighty Blues. 

I cherish the memory of watching the Blues at Princes Park 

from atop Dad’s shoulders, eating fresh peanuts and pick-

ing the shells out of his thick, black, Brylcreemed hair. I’d cry 

when the Blues copped yet another belting, but Dad would 

comfort me, saying: ‘There’s always next week, son.’ I tried 

not to cry in front of John when, six months after Dad died, 

the Blues finally won the 1968 Grand Final. I turned to John, 

to see him absolutely drowning in a sea of tears. I yelled to 

the sky: ‘I TOLD YOU WE’D DO IT!’ 
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All through sixth grade at Murrumbeena State School, I’d 

take Fridays off to stay home and spend some time with Dad. 

In 1967, just before Christmas, I remember telling him that I 

didn’t want to go to his funeral. 

‘That’s all right,’ he said. ‘You don’t have to go if you don’t 

want to.’ 

My god—how must he have felt? My blood runs cold 

when I think of one of my kids saying that. I didn’t go to his 

funeral and it’s probably the reason I still struggle with those 

memories. I carried a lot of guilt around for quite some time 

about not going. I still have dreams where my father pops up 

and says, ‘I didn’t expect to see you here.’ Ouch.

Richard Moran was a first-year teacher at Prahran High, 

who started at the same time as me. He would have been 

only in his mid-twenties; he was quite straight and proper 

but would readily break into a smile. He didn’t put up with 

any crap, yet while he was strict you knew where you stood 

with him. He was the teacher that got me into reading—he did 

this purely by referring to books in class. I’m not sure if it was 

meant to trigger interest, but it did in me. Harper Lee’s To Kill a 

Mockingbird and Hemingway’s The Old Man and the Sea were 

two that he mentioned and they became favourites of mine.

Mr Moran would keep an eye out for me. I was class cap-

tain and we got along well from the start. One morning, 

during English class, he could see that I was not quite with 

it. He gave me a little bit of a hurry-up for being distracted. 

Then he got annoyed and asked me to stand up.

‘Now, Mr Evans, can you tell me what I was talking to the 

class about, please?’ 

‘No,’ I answered.

‘Then what is the problem this morning, Mr Evans? Please!’
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He was building up a head full of steam but then backed 

off, which was a little out of character for him. A few minutes 

later he walked down to where I was sitting, while the class 

was working away. He leaned on my desk.

‘What is going on with you today? What is the problem 

here?’

‘It’s my father’s funeral today,’ I said. ‘I didn’t want to go, 

so I came to school.’

Mr Moran’s face went blank. He looked away for a 

moment, and then he put his hand on my shoulder. 

‘We haven’t been told anything about this. I am so sorry.’ 

By this time his face was as white as a sheet. He then asked a 

really stupid question: ‘Are you sure?’ 

I didn’t need to reply. He could see the answer for himself. 

No one had contacted the school to let them know Dad was 

gone. I’m certain my mother meant to but the call never was 

made. 

Mr Moran said, almost to himself: ‘I wonder what he 

died of?’

‘Cancer,’ I replied. 

‘No one here even knew he was sick. Why didn’t you say 

something, Mark?’ 

I had no answer for him. Was it my job to say anything 

about it? I was confused; it was like I was outside of my body, 

watching the scene unfold. How could this happen? Why 

didn’t he know and why did Dad have to die?

•

In 1971, by the time I was fifteen, Dad now gone three 

years, my mum wanted to move out to a house at beachside 
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Seaford, about forty kilometres away, to be with her new 

partner, Jock Livingstone. I could understand why she 

wanted a new start with Jock, getting away from the Hilton 

and the memories of losing Dad. I had no issue with her 

leaving. I just wanted her to be happy again. 

But I didn’t want to change schools, so I stayed in our 

place at the Prahran Hilton and Mum agreed to check in with 

me regularly to ensure the joint was still standing. Mum cer-

tainly wasn’t crazy about the arrangement at the outset but I 

had always been very independent; she had taught me how 

to look after myself domestically. Still, it definitely took some 

time for her to adjust. I was pretty lucky to have my own place 

at fifteen. Some place, though: the Hilton was infamous at 

the time as a launching pad for suicides. They’d ride the lift 

to the roof and jump. 

I was once in the kitchen with a cute young lady by the 

name of Terri Mannix, who was a friend. As we talked, I saw 

something flash by the window, followed by this noise, which 

I could only describe as the sound of a hefty watermelon 

being hit by a truck. I had a bad feeling but went out to the bal-

cony anyway. I had to have a look. I wish I hadn’t: the image is 

burned into my subconscious. The jumper ended up looking 

like something by Picasso; it was horrible. It amazed me that 

a body could fall that far to the ground—twelve storeys—and 

not just blow apart. It was the first time I’d even seen a dead 

body. He’d landed on a logo that looked a bit like a spacecraft. 

I turned to Terri and said, ‘At least he had something to aim 

for.’ You could get a bit desensitised living at the Hilton. 

My best friend was Graham Kennedy, who also lived at 

the Hilton. Graham was a Glaswegian; he’d once played soc-

cer with my soon-to-be bandmate Malcolm Young, when he 
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was about ten years old, on the streets of Cran Hill. Graham 

told me that his father Neil had seen a jumper at the Hilton 

on his way home from work. He described how this bloke 

fell straight down, with his arms by his side, feet first, ‘like a 

bloody missile’. The poor guy planted himself in one of the 

project’s freshly dug garden beds. One local wag described 

the jumper as ‘our new garden gnome’. Someone approached 

me at a party with a Polaroid of the guy, asking me to sign and 

verify the thing, which was a bit much, even for me. (Polar-

oids were to become notorious on the road, particularly with 

a certain member of the AC/DC crew, who aptly renamed 

them ‘Pornaroids’.) 

When I was fifteen, a few of my mates and I were invited 

to a ‘turn’, as parties were called at the Hilton, that was being 

thrown by a bunch of older blokes. The proviso was that we 

brought along a dozen bottles of Vic Bitter and some girls. 

For some reason—still a complete mystery to me—girls were 

called ‘brushes’. Anyway, we were walking along the first-

floor balcony to the ‘turn’ when a partygoer came crashing 

through the flyscreen door, all the while getting a real thrash-

ing from two huge guys. 

After a very solid beating, one of the attackers said to the 

bloke: ‘Come on, mate, up you get. Tidy yourself up now. 

You’re all right, off you go, toddle off home.’ Then he said 

to his partner, ‘Give us a hand, will ya?’ They picked up the 

poor punching bag and threw him straight off the balcony. 

When he landed, it sounded like a smaller watermelon this 

time. The big bloke looked at us, took the bottles and said: 

‘Thanks, boys. Where’s the sheilas?’ 

Luckily, an assortment of bushes and shrubs broke some 

of the bloke’s impact, but we thought he was another dead 
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one, for sure. His attackers went inside but we didn’t; we were 

still wondering what to do about the new addition to the gar-

den. Maybe the party wasn’t a good option after all.

Then I heard a voice from below.

‘Hey—have they gone inside? Are they gone?’

It was the guy in the shrubs. I couldn’t believe it. He was 

alive. We gave him the all-clear and up he got and took off 

like an Olympic sprinter, putting the big strides in, never to 

be seen again. I don’t know what he had in his system—we 

had heard about ‘speed’ yet had no idea what it was; we were 

drinkers and nothing more—but this guy would have been 

sore as hell the next morning, or whenever the gear he was 

on backed off. 

Still, my memories of the Hilton aren’t all bad. I know I 

have mountains of reasons to hate the place, constantly 

being pushed around, threatened and beaten up. And the 

place was a shithouse, with a lot of deadbeats, deviants and 

weirdos hanging around all the time, plus the regular bash-

ings and associated mayhem that went on. I lost my father 

while I was living there, too, so I really shouldn’t have any 

affection for the joint. Yet I’ve always been of the opinion 

that memories are selective, if you have a positive outlook. 

It would have been easy for me to cry ‘victim’ and give up, 

or figure that the world owed me something because I’d had 

a rough start. But I’ve got no time for professional victims—

some people endure unspeakable tragedy and still find a way 

to move on. Maybe my early training in shitty situations at 

the Hilton helped me later on in life, when I’d get seriously 

tested. You can learn a lot from watching people fuck up, 

if you have your head on straight. It’s like a role model in 

reverse: I saw people fucking up and promised myself that 
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I’d never sink that low. Graham and I finally woke up when 

we started earning some money. I distinctly recall him say-

ing, ‘We have to get out of this shithole. Let’s save up and go 

to London.’ That was the plan. Even just having a plan, no, 

a dream, made me feel better. The idea of somehow getting 

away appealed to me. 

Steve McGrath was another good mate of mine, a guy 

I met through football. He’d stay at the Hilton with me on 

weekends and we’d get up to things that teenage boys want to 

but usually couldn’t—that is, inviting girls over to, erm, ‘spend 

the night’. But this was Club 56, where pretty much anything 

went. Soon enough Steve would play his part in not just get-

ting me out of the Hilton but introducing me to a whole new 

world of possibilities, going by the unlikely name of AC/DC.

Steve was a little put out when I found a steady girlfriend, 

Glynis Edwards. It put a rather large dent in our weekend 

shenanigans. Glynis was from Stevenage, England and was 

barely sixteen when she appeared, smiling, on the scene. She 

would stay over on weekends but virtually moved in when 

she found a job at a real estate agent in South Yarra. It does 

seem a little trailer trash-ish that a seventeen-year-old boy 

was living with a sixteen-year-old girl but our mothers were 

fine with the situation. And really, short of sending Glynis to 

a convent, it would have been going on regardless. We were 

real good mates, too, something that’s been a trend for me 

in relationships with the ladies. I’ve always enjoyed female 

company. In the main I find them a lot more interesting than 

guys and not just for the physical reasons—but that can defi-

nitely get my attention, too. I’ve never been uncomfortable 

in the presence of women. I was shy, possibly, when I was 

young, but that’s it.
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There was always the opportunity to mix with girls in ‘the 

flats’. There were at least a couple of thousand people living 

on the estate, so a good percentage had to be in my target 

demographic, i.e. female. I did like to share myself around 

before Glynis came on to the scene, and afterwards, too, with 

all due apologies to her.

I wasn’t just mixing it with females of my age, either. Prior 

to hooking up with Glynis, I was given a very intense intro-

ductory course in sex education by a young, married mother 

of three who lived in our building. I got to know Helen (not 

her real name) just through saying hello, helping her out with 

the shopping, and basically being a good guy. You would have 

wanted to be a good guy around her, too. She was a hottie, 

in her late twenties when we first met. I was at her thirtieth 

birthday party, and Helen had a little too much to drink and 

made it very obvious to a lot of people that she had taken 

a shine to me. I was getting some pretty weird looks from 

some of the ladies, so I guessed they smelled a rat. Thank-

fully, hubby was pissed to the eyeballs and oblivious to the 

fact that his wife wanted to wear me as a hat.

I’m probably one of the few people on earth who lost his 

virginity when all he’d set out to do was wash his new pair of 

Lee Rider jeans, but that’s how it happened. That is one of the 

great things about life—you just don’t know what’s around 

the corner. In my case it was Helen.

Each floor of the Hilton had its own common laundry, 

equipped with an industrial-size washer and an old-style 

freestanding spin dryer that used to make a hell of a racket 

and vibrate like crazy. I had just been to see Boris the Tailor, 

an old Jewish tailor who supplied us young guys with Levis 

and Lees, cowboy shirts and the like. I always got a discount 
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because Boris was sweet on my mum. So, as we all know, you 

had to wash the stiffness out of new jeans or you’d be walking 

around like the Tin Man from The Wizard of Oz. Down to the 

laundry I went.

The spin dryer was gyrating away, as loud as ever, so 

Helen didn’t hear me when I entered the laundry. At first I 

didn’t get what she was up to, but I soon realised that the 

spin dryer was doing a job on the towels and Helen. I was 

stunned, frozen to the spot. ‘What the fuck do I do here?’ I 

wondered. I was close to taking off out the door at the speed 

of light when Helen looked over, and I can only assume she 

was too far gone to care. She reached over, got me in what I 

can best describe as a bear hug and dragged me to the floor. 

At that stage I was ready to shit blue lights.

Helen led the way, of course. I was fourteen and had no 

idea about sex. But that was how I lost my virginity, on a cold, 

hard concrete laundry floor. It was the start of a beautiful 

friendship.

•

As a kid growing up in the late 1960s and early 70s, I had two 

passions away from women: playing Australian Rules football 

with East Hawthorn Football Club, and music. I was a rover, 

an on-the-baller and a sneaky little fucker near the goals. 

Don’t mind telling you, I loved kicking goals; all on-ballers 

do. One season I beat the future Melbourne and Victorian 

State of Origin captain, Robbie Flower, in a goal-kicking 

competition. I wanted to play football professionally and 

was mad keen about my team, Carlton. Still am. This was the 

era where Carlton reinvented the code and managed to keep 
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robbing Collingwood in the big games, thanks to players like 

Alex Jesaulenko, John Nicholls, Sergio Silvagni, Robbie Walls 

and the guy who started it all, the great Ron Barassi. 

I have a photo of me and Ron that takes pride of place in 

my bar. The photo was taken at a ‘President’s Lunch’ before a 

game between the Sydney Swans and Melbourne at the SCG 

in 1997. It’s surely one of the very few photos in which I’m 

wearing a tie, but you couldn’t get in without one. Ron has 

always been a hero of mine, since he was Carlton’s captain–

coach in 1966. I’ve had the chance to chat with him a few 

times and it has always been a huge buzz. The guy is larger 

than life, bristles with character and is an absolute gentle-

man. He surely has the greatest smile in Australian sport. 

Some years later, I asked Ron to sign the photo at a Swans 

barbecue. 

Ron looked at the photo, studied my face, looked me up 

and down and deadpanned: ‘What happened?’

I got very serious about playing the game in my teens. I 

was sixteen when I played my first game for my new club, 

St Kilda City, feeder club for AFL (then VFL) team St Kilda. 

In the first minute a massive opponent and his well-directed 

elbow took me out. I went down in a heap and came to with 

one of the trainers telling me, ‘That’s about the worst broken 

nose I’ve ever seen, son.’ Why, thank you so much. He was 

cleaning my face with a wet towel and said, ‘How ’bout we 

fix it?’ 

He duly cupped his grimy hands either side of my nose 

and—Crack! Scrape! ‘There you go,’ he said. ‘You’d never 

know.’ At that point I was back on my feet but ready to pass 

out. I was spitting, swallowing and coughing up blood and 

seeing everything in black and white. My eyes were starting 
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to close up. I made it to the quarter-time break and our coach 

came up and congratulated me for playing on. 

‘I thought he’d killed you,’ he said, referring to my early 

knock. He asked me if I had another quarter in me. ‘A little bit 

of pain won’t hurt you.’

I did make it to half-time, and played okay, too, but dur-

ing the break my eyes completely closed and that was it. I 

couldn’t see for days afterwards. Football really was every-

thing to me but self-preservation and the fact that I was 

zoned to play at St Kilda—in the unlikely event that I was 

good enough, big enough and actually survived—all went 

against my football future. 

Music was sneaking up on the inside, anyway. I was 

immersed in music from day one. My father was a fan of 

the silky-smooth Nat King Cole. My mother preferred Frank 

Sinatra. But the fun really started with Laura and John. They 

had Elvis Presley, Eddie Cochran, Fats Domino, Jerry Lee 

Lewis, Little Richard and Buddy Holly blasting all the time. 

There was me, dancing my diapers off, smack dab in the mid-

dle of a house full of jivin’ teenagers. The Beatles, the Stones 

and The Who would come into my life soon enough, cour-

tesy of Judy. Years later, when I worked in the vintage guitar 

business, I got to know the Beatles’ George Harrison, a real 

character and a gentleman.

When a few mates started messing around with guitars, 

well, that was it: count me in. I bought my first bass guitar for 

the reason that most players take the leap—out of necessity, 

because no one else wanted to play bass. I fancied myself 

another John Entwistle, The Who’s killer bass player. I was 

never subjected to much in the way of formal music lessons, 

which may or may not come as a surprise to anyone who has 
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heard me play. The few lessons I did have were courtesy of a 

great guitar player named Tony Naylor, who taught at Allan’s 

Music on Collins Street in Melbourne. My pal Graham Ken-

nedy and I took four lessons each and pretty much winged it 

from there.

The first real large-scale gig I ever saw, at Festival Hall 

in Melbourne with Graham, was a show by the English 

rock band Free. Although they shared the bill with Manfred 

Mann’s Earth Band and Deep Purple, Free blew them both 

away. I was fifteen, and from that moment on I wanted to 

play in a band. They were just so cool and very young, too—

their guitarist, Paul Kossoff, was only four years older than 

me. Suddenly, after seeing them, a life in rock and roll didn’t 

seem so unrealistic to me: if these guys could get this far, 

well, why not? I’d seen other shows at Festival Hall, including 

Creedence Clearwater Revival, who were amazing, but Free 

were my pick.

The only time I disappointed my mother was when I 

knocked back her suggestion that I learn to play the bag-

pipes with the Caulfield City Pipe Band. I have no idea where 

that notion came from, but my mother could and still can be 

wonderfully eccentric at times. Imagine what the residents of 

the Hilton would have thought about me in a kilt! The irony, 

of course, is that some bagpipe expertise would have been 

more than handy when I joined AC/DC and we were record-

ing ‘It’s a Long Way to the Top’. But how was I to know?

My mother did, however, encourage both Graham and 

me with our guitar playing. She always had an ear out lis-

tening to us slaughter the Rolling Stones, The Who and the 

rest of them, when she checked in with us at the Hilton. This 

was during our acoustic phase, but I can tell you it all wore 
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a bit thin once electric guitars, amps and drums appeared 

on the scene. Loud apprentice rock bands are not welcomed 

with open arms in a twelve-storey concrete block of flats. My 

mother disapproved of the volume but always supported us; 

she saw music as a way of keeping us off the street and out of 

the police station. That had to be a good thing.

I bought my first bass from the Oriental Pearl Loan Office 

on Chapel Street, South Yarra, for twenty-two dollars. It was 

a pawnshop, a dank, dark, dusty cave of a place inhabited 

by a varied assortment of oddballs and misfits looking for 

a change of luck or for some mug to hustle. The shop did a 

roaring trade in ‘second-hand goods’. It was run by a little 

guy named Neil who happily accepted an Education Depart-

ment cheque that was actually intended for the purchase of 

textbooks for my fifth year at Prahran High School. That bass, 

a really bad copy of a Fender Precision bass, is the reason I 

play right-handed, even though I’m a natural leftie. I wanted 

to flip it over and play left-handed, like Paul McCartney, but 

the strings weren’t long enough to reverse. The only fix would 

have been to buy a new set of bass strings, but I didn’t have 

another Education Department cheque handy. So I taught 

myself to play right-handed. 

Being a leftie definitely had its drawbacks. My first-

grade teacher—an absolute horror of a woman—couldn’t 

abide left-handers and would seat all the ‘afflicted’ stu-

dents on the left-hand side of the desks. She would patrol 

the aisles with a wooden ruler and whack you on the 

knuckles if she caught you with a pencil in your left hand. 

So we lefties were beaten into being right-handed. She also 

used to belt anyone unfortunate enough to stammer, the 

sour old bitch.
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I didn’t expend much time or energy at Prahran High; 

most of my education has been self-inflicted. In the five and a 

bit years that I was there I don’t think I ever attended a week in 

full. I was always skipping days. And I didn’t do a jot of home-

work either—and I mean not ever. Yet I managed to blag my 

way through, and decided to apply for a studentship, a schol-

arship that was intended to pay my way through teachers’ 

college. Teaching would also qualify me for ten weeks’ annual 

leave, and that certainly had its appeal. The odd thing about 

my time at Prahran High was that I failed only one subject, 

and miserably, too. That subject? Music, of course. 

School was almost a part-time thing for me. Technically I 

wasn’t skipping school because my mother knew all about it. 

It wasn’t her style to force me to attend, but I can’t recall her 

even talking to me about it. I suppose if my grades suffered 

badly it might have been different.

It’s no coincidence that the subjects I did enjoy were 

invariably taught by teachers I liked. English was my favour-

ite; as long as I can remember I’ve been fascinated by words 

and how they work. By the time I got to Prahran High I had 

started to read seriously, but for some reason the books 

that were set on the course went mostly unread, such as 

J.D. Salinger’s The Catcher in the Rye. Do people write books 

like that purely to drive schoolkids nuts?

History and geography were also fine by me. I was learn-

ing about other countries, something that was always going 

to hold my attention, likewise Miss Starr, the history teacher. 

She was tiny, not classically beautiful, but put together like no 

one else I’d ever met. It was as if God was seeing how much 

He could get away with. Maths absolutely baffled me; it was 

like another language, which I guess it is in a lot of ways. 
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Algebra remains a mystery to me, although my youngest 

daughter Virginia is nursing me through year-eight maths. 

The sciences were a pain in my butt; the only part that got 

me going was astronomy. Now that was cool—still is.

Football was a large part of school, too, even if the inter-

school games against Richmond and Fitzroy High were more 

like unarmed combat. I’m glad I played for Prahran High, 

because we had some real psychopaths on our team. One 

guy would play the whole game pretending to be a cowboy, 

running along, slapping his butt, making out that he was rid-

ing a horse, all the while bellowing ear-shattering ‘yee-hahs’. 

During one game he smacked an opponent and knocked 

him clean out. When the umpire sent him off he explained, 

‘But he was dancing with the sheriff’s girl.’ Another one of 

our guys was apt to ride an imaginary motorcycle. We never 

lost a game.




