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As Lady Gaga rapidly approaches her 28th
birthday – it's in March, if anything she says or
does is to be believed – all eyes are on her; we
all want to see whether, having been Born This
Way, she will die this way too. Rare, slightly more
sensible outbursts in a radio interview quote her
as saying:
"I want to change this code in the atmosphere
that in order to be remembered I must die young.
In order to be remembered as a legend, I must be
dead first. This is unhealthy."
In order to be remembered, Gaga, you might
want to try doing something original; perhaps
you should have gone at 26. Apparently Russian
Roulette is not the same without a gun, maybe try
it with a gun, eh? However, before we condemn
the woman, we must remember that in the event
of their Lady's death, the collective wailing of
her Little Monsters the world over would make
Typhoon Haiyan seem like a butterfly's sigh.
Hang on in there Gaga; you're on the Edge of
Glory.
Welcome, tearaways, to the 27 Club. The elite
society whose members gain eternal youth,
where the drinks have long since stopped flowing
and the laughter has stopped, but the needle's
still in the vein and the music is exquisite.
In 1969 original Rolling Stones guitarist Brian
Jones drowned in a swimming pool at his home
in the English countryside, one month after being
asked to leave the band he founded. Apparently,

according to the rest of the band, his drug
use had got out of control; you know it's
bad when the self-embalmed Keith Richards
is telling you you've got a problem. A year
later guitar prodigy Jimi Hendrix died of
asphyxia in London due to taking a tad too
many barbiturates (surely any is too many?),
and just 16 days later singer-songwriter Janis
Joplin died of a rumoured heroin overdose
at a Hollywood hotel. Less than a year after
Joplin’s passing, poet and lead singer of
influential rock band The Doors, Jim Morrison,
overdosed in the bath of a Parisian apartment,
though rumours about the inauthenticity of
this story have circulated for years. Each of
the four artists was 27 years old. All these
deaths being within two years of each other,
the myth of the 27 Club was born.
The mid-1990s brought another epidemic.
Why was the number 27 claiming so many
of our brightest artists? Was it because 27
is the age that Saturn, ruler of sorrow and
regret, first appears in the zodiac charts or
due to the New Testament having 27 books
(and rock 'n' roll being 'satanic' music). Or
is it, in fact, as simple as, after a decade of
substances not sustenance, this is the age
the human body decides to say, 'Fuck it'?
Following Kurt Cobain's suicide in 1994 (pipe
down conspiracy theorists – Courtney was
too fucked up to kill him and get away with
it, she couldn't even kill herself), the grunge
star's mother said publicly, "Now he's gone
and joined that stupid club. I told him not
to join that stupid club." Kimberly Cobain,
Kurt's younger sister, claims in his youth he
discussed his morbid ambition to join this
legendary club. Post Jones, Jimi, Janis and
Jim, had the club become a members-only
society that everyone wanted entry to? After
all, who wouldn't want to be among such
illustrious company?
Just over a year after the divine Kurt's death,
27-year-old Kristin Pfaff overdosed on heroin
in Seattle. Pfaff was bass player for iconic
all-girl rock band Hole, rocking alongside
vocalist Courtney Love, Kurt's recent widow
(ooh, maybe Courtney offed them both?).
In 1995 the beautiful Richey Edwards of
British band Manic Street Preachers, age
27, went AWOL, having withdrawn $4000
from his account. During the next two weeks
there were confirmed sightings of Richey at
various locations near his childhood town
of Blackwood, Wales. He then disappeared,

seemingly into thin air, despite the lengths
obsessive fans are still going to for answers.
He was declared 'Presumed Dead' in 2008.
When, in 2007, Amy Winehouse experienced
the first in a chain of drug-induced fits, she
voiced her fears about her health to her
mother Janis, saying, "I don't think I am going
to survive that long." So, having consumed
all the alcohol on this planet, off she hopped
to that Winehouse in the sky. Janis remarked
openly, "It's almost as though she's created
her own ending." Amy was 27. Could the 27
Club have become nothing more than a selffulfilling prophecy? After her death, Amy's
publicist Maurice Bernstein stated, "I don't
think the music industry always, with their
hands on their hearts, can say they acted
in the best interests of getting these artists
healthy." No shit, Maurice – think of the
money posthumous greatest hits albums can
generate. She goes Back to Black, and straight
back to the top of the charts.
So we've got Janis Joplin with her possible
heroin overdose, Jim Morrison with no
autopsy results and rumours of a feigned
death, and Richey Edwards, who always
claimed he had the intelligence to fake his. No
one seems to know why half of the members
of the 27 Club died, so the all-knowing media
seems to have conceived the club as that
reason. I reckon the real question here isn't
why did they all die at 27 but rather where did
they all go at 27? What gang have they all been
initiated into at this age? A gang that only
welcomes members with prestigious musical
ability and a capacity for Class As rivalled
only by earlier members? A club that has allies
within the law and the ambulance services,
which enabled 45 musicians to individually
fake their own deaths?
The music industry probably has this power.
OI, SIMON COWELL YOU BASTARD, WHERE ARE
THEY? Are they all on a comet now with Janis
doing the Full Tilt Boogie to Jimmy’s spinetingling guitar, watching Amy neck Rickstacy
cocktails (Southern Comfort/vodka/Baileys/
banana liqueur) while Kurt bleaches his hair
at warp speed? Wherever they are, we miss
them.
HOLD UP... This means we've still got eight
years of Bieber’s gifts to music to endure;
who's up for starting a 19 Club? Simon?
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