


Vinee Bell’s Long Rehabilitation

by Joe Mitchell

I pot stitches all over py body....
Litry to walk straight and tall and narow
1S fust @ stagger with a beal
They call me Frankenstein
That’s not even my ndme.

— From Gary Burgess' “Franken-
stein.” the opening track on Vince Bell's
debut LP, Phoerix

ecember 22, 1982: It's

3am. Vince Bell has just

wrapped up a long re-
cording session with producer
Christopher Cross on what is
1w be a three-song demo tape of his most
recently written material. Cross and Bell have
assembled an all-star cast of supporting mu-
sicians, most notably Stevie Ray Vaughan anl
Eric johnson, in hopes of adding that exira
lile bit of sparkle thar will help cach the
attention of a label with the money and
inclination to put out a full-length LE.

After listening 1o that day's recordings, Bell
feels confident the strategy will pay off, He
bicks the: stragglers at the studio farewell be-
fore walking out into the winter morning ane
departing alone in his ear. At the intersection
of Riverside anc 1-35, Bell pauses at the flash-
ing red, four-way stop before cautiou sty redl-
ing through 1o head east on Riverside. He sees
a car moving rapidly southbound on the ac-
cess road tohis lefr, but he figures itwill stop,
just- lice he did.

Bt thiat car-didn’t stop, Tt didn’t even slow
down until it smashed into the driver's side of
fell's car, sending the promising 32-year-old
musician hurtling through the passenger side
doar (“That door didn't open, either," recalls
Belly and more than S0 feet through the air.
when emergency medici] technicians arrived
anthe scene, Bell was unconscious; lying face
down ina pool of gasoline that had flowed all
the way from his crumpled avtomobile,

1 remember the lights,” Bell says calmly
after swaliowing a bit of the chegy, muffin he

halds alafr in Lis-oight hand like Sir lsaac
Newon pendering the weight of an apple.
His lefrhand rests penthy on the smooth plastic
sutface, of one af the an deco mbles inside
Fi Im:ﬁ%&ﬁﬂ- S W shift awiy
from & Eize into mine as he medi-
tates momentarily on the next rauwmatic
memory he will recount for this stranger with
a micro-cassette recorder. 1 begin o realize
just who it is he Inoks like. He looks like
Steven Spielberg

From the

“All 1 remember after that,” he continues,
his eyes once again making directcontact, but
thistime with a wild spark inthem, “is my right
arm. It weis nothing but this big red mush in
this hig pool of blood.” Bell holds out his right
forearm and shows me the underside, There's
a scar about@ quarter inch deep and three-
eights of andnch widg. It stars abouwt three
inches above the elbow crease and runs a
perfectly scraighe ine up the arm for approxi-
mately eight Inches Before stopping a couple
of inches shattef hisgvrist. It looks eerily like
a scar from an efsnt suicide atempr. “See
thar," Bell declares forcefully, “that's where

they stuck a metal rod, and all sorts of other
bacii e

et stuff inte my anm. This is my bionic arm.”

He then holds his now empty right hand up
nesr his face. The tips of teé fingers aim for the
ceiling as he wiggles all four simultancously.
They are stiff. Any motion within the upper
joints above the bottom knuckley appears to
be tinged with, pai '-E‘I:ﬂ'-il'llll'_v'. “The
doctors had 1o sew up the muscles and
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tendons in each one of these" he says,
pointing to each individual digit. "But get
this," he sags, .wl_q.spn;:i.ug;;' if he were about
to tell u state secrét, He holds up his thumb
and gently moves the op pad up and down
a few fmest_- | =" .

“After surgery, the doctor comes in and

says, ‘wiggle vour fingers.' I did. Then he
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