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pictures taken first shot self-timer only, 1 per room, late 2005 to late 2007,captions clockwise starting 1
top left, copyright Jochen Rueckert 2007, first limited Edition October 2007






Foreword
by Hayden Chisholm

The writings and photos of Jochen Rueckert are short stills of a life in music constantly in motion. They remind us of
the comic tragedy of our time and strip away the romanticism associated with the touring musician. Whilst taking off
my shoes for another security check or answering another endless hotel questionnaire | have often meditated on the
absurdity of my situation as a traveling musician and wondered how | could relay this ongoing nightmare. The wait is
over. Now Rueckert strikes back with this series of anecdotes and views into his traveling life that set the record
straight. Too often we let banality and ignorance go by unpunished, here is a man who has just about had enough.

As a jazz drummer he has reached the heights of his profession, playing with musicians the world over. His talents
as a writer and photographer are here revealed for the first time in this small limited edition. | had to ask myself, what
brings Rueckert,often imitated and marveled at for his flawless technique and profound sense of time, to suddenly
change the drum sticks for the pen and open up for us the reader a new perspective on the travelling musician?
Perhaps it is the countless people who remark on how fascinating it must be to be constantly on the road playing
concerts. Was it simply one nightmare flight or one early check-out too many that inspired him? Or perhaps he simply
wanted something different to a CD to sell after the concerts. Either way, it is an honor for me, to write a few words
introducing this work.

This book consists of 8 short stories and over a hundred self portraits made by Rueckert in hotel rooms around the
globe. For over 12 years since he relocated from Cologne to New York he has been touring extensively with a myriad
of bands. The situations he describes are | am sure ones that have been repeated in various forms throughout his
touring life. Sad, tragic even, but true. Having been with him in several of these scenes | can testify to their full accu-
racy, and would even go as far as to say that he has still left the big guns for the next series of writings. Should the
need arise, | am sure Rueckert has enough material for volumes.



Born and raised in Germany, Rueckert is firmly rooted in the Teutonic tradition of exact analysis and thoroughness.
Translating these faculties into English gives us wonderfully complex phrases that are closer to Thomas Mann than
Elvin Jones. His knowledge of aircraft which usually greatly exceeds that of the average stewardess provides for some
marvelous entertainment onboard. Roller coasters, breakfast buffets and other modern absurdities are described with
an encyclopedic vigor: "the ride's main feature is a corkscrew and was built by the California based company Arrow
Dynamics, though named plainly "Arrow" at the time of erection".

The buoyant chatty Australian on the plane with sunglasses, the stewardess called Jennifer, the cocky promoters and
over-sexed band members all spring to life as characters because they are so real. No one in these scenes escapes
the magnifying glass of Rueckert’s all-perceiving eye and ruthless wit.

We are constantly reminded of the maxim "the more you know, the more you suffer" and almost wish on our protago-
nist the "Xanax-induced half-sleep" he speaks of to relieve him of the pain of communicating with the half-dead in the
world he describes. Our sympathy goes out to him however, as he constantly tries to diffuse situations with his soft
manners, come to the aid of his band members, and sometimes even accepts blame himself : "you return to your room
to find it might have been your own mistake, not having slid the card through the reader at the optimal speed.”

The photographic oeuvre of Rueckert is another art form deserving of the same level of analysis present in his writing.
His approach is simple : First shot, best shot. In each of the countless Hotel rooms he has frequented he allows him-
self only one shot through the self timer mechanism of his small digital camera. We can see in the 108 prints the
breadth of visual imagination of the artist; perspective and composition are dealt with in an intuitive and playful way.
There is a deathly silence that pervades these prints, the kind of silence that we can feel, not hear. It is perhaps not so
far from the loneliness and isolation of Moench’s "The Scream", only there is no outward scream here; instead, the
drummer is usually sitting , red bull in hand, contemplating something we can only guess at. In light of the texts that
accompany these prints, | have the feeling that something has either just happened or is about to happen to the pro-
tagonist. The sterile emptiness of these hotel rooms is the only haven from the numbing ignorance of the outside world,
on- or offstage.

The symbolism in the compositions is never far away. New Testaments versions tossed on the floor, empty cymbal
cases, or the beautiful reflection of the sailboat in the dirty Izmir Sea next to the room resembling a prison cell all point
to bitter isolation, longing, and silent retreat from the cacophonous bilge of the touring life.

The bitter sweet taste of reality is never far away and the moments of relief in Rueckert’s world are short lived, just as
the moment of orgasm passes one by before we know it, leaving us lonely and vulnerable.

"The exhilaration of arriving in the southern hemisphere in mid-summer is tainted by the thought of the reverse effect
you will eventually experience on your way home, arriving in NYC in the middle of winter".

4



