Steven Paul (Elliott) Smith was born in 1969 to Gary and Bunny Smith.

He was born in Omaha, Nebraska.

About a year after Elliott’s birth bunny and Gary got divorced.

Elliott was raised with his mother, Bunny who moved to Texas taking Elliott with her.

He was raised in The “Duncanville Area” (near Dallas)

Gary smith, Elliott’s father worked as a psychiatrist, Elliott shared his fathers way of speaking, 

A special considered way of speaking. Well aware of the importance of how the words are in shaping, how words can illuminate, condemn, charm, you name it.

Elliott was brought up in a religious family.

Elliott never went to church after moving out.

He always thought a lot of life and existence. In a interview Elliott recalled:

"I was brought up in a religious household. I don't go to church. I don't necessarily buy into any officially structured version of spirituality. But I have my own version of it ... I don't really know what happens when you die. I don't like the idea of being buried. I would prefer to walk out into the desert and be eaten by birds ..."

Elliott’s thoughts are very much recalled  in he’s songs.

Not only the thoughts about life and all that.

Everything that happened in his life was in his songs.

The previous mentioned  way of speaking that Elliott had made his songs harder to understand and I think that’s a good thing.

An example is Elliott’s troubled relationship with his stepfather which was mentioned in some songs

This part is from “some song” that was never released on a record but it was played many times at Heatmiser concerts (Heatmiser is Elliott’s Previous band)

“Charlie beat you up week after week
and when you grow up you're going to be a freak
want a violent girl who's not scared of anything
help me kill my time
cause I'll never be fine”

and this is from No confidence man

"Charlie got a band in his hand, a rubber loop, says I'm the man you really want, so just act natural. Don't try to tell me your bullshit scheme. cause I gotta split, I'm late to leave, he gave me nothing but grief, some bullshit story, only I would believe. I've heard quite enough ... and you're full of it all the time."

It's hard for me not to see that this song is written by a boy trying to leave the troubles at home.

Elliott played many instruments  he started to play piano when he was 9 years old, When he was 12 his father gave him a guitar and he decided to learn play guitar,

He liked bob Dylan a lot. He liked the way Dylan used the words and he also loved Dylan because of the fact that bob Dylan loved words.

One artist frequently cited as an influence wasn't even known to Elliott, it was nick drake.

Nick drake’s music is a bit like Elliott’s but softer lyrically.

(even though I’ve only heard about two of nick drake’s songs)

I like Elliott’s music because he’s such a good guitar player and he plays his own music and uses his own words, that makes his music so much more personal and deep.

His music and soft voice cuts right into me, I guess that’s what you call deep music, music that goes deep inside you.

Elliott died at the age of 34.

He committed suicide tight in the middle of the recording of he’s last album “From a basement on a hill” that probably will be released this spring in US.

 The following part is a comment from a fan after Elliott’s last show

“Elliott is playing with Sam, Aaron Embry, and the magnificent drum god Scott McPherson on the sticks, in Lupo's Heartbreak Hotel, Providence, Rhode Island.
His face when he sings seems almost to float above the microphone. His eyes softly closed, sometimes squinting as if he were having a flashback to some sharp stab of emotion, at other times serene and at one with himself & the music. His long dark silky hair framing his face like a halo around a bodhisattva's transfigured visage. A sudden smile quivering over his lips like a wave crashing on the beach. His voice, now whispery & almost translucent, now hectoring and relentless, now high and vaporous and filled with almost unbearable rapture. Especially when he slowly floats from high note to high note on "Waltz No. 1" which is an incredible song whether live or on record. 
I kept thinking the concert couldn't get any better, and then he would find some new cascade of notes or choir of rhapsodies that transported the audience to a still higher realm of bliss. One of the kids on the street afterwards commented spontaneously: "It's like going to church." Yeah, like going to church is supposed to be--a true spiritual experience, a contact with something fine and authentic and genuinely transcendental.”
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last call

last call
he was sick of it all
asleep at home
told you off and goodbye
well you know one day it'll come to haunt you
that you didn't tell him quite the truth
you're a crisis
you're a icicle
you're a tongueless talker
you don't care what you say
you're a jaywalker and you just just walk away
and that's all you do
the clap of the fading out sound of your shoes
made him wonder who he thought that he knew
last call
he was sick of it all
the endless stream of reminders
made him so sick of you sick of you sick of you
sick of your sound
sick of you coming around
trying to crawl under my skin
when I already shed my best defence
it comes out all around that you won
and I think I'm all done
you can switch me off safely
while I'm lying here waiting for sleep to overtake me
yeah yeah you're still here but just check to make sure
all you aspired to do was endure
you can't ask for more ask for none
knowing you'll never get that which you ask for
so you cast your shadow everywhere like the man in the moon
you start to drink you just want to continue
it'll all be yesteryear soon
you start to drink you just want to continue
it'll all be yesteryear soon
church bells and now I'm awake and I guess it must be some kind of holiday
I can't seen to join in the celebration
but I'll go to the service
and I'll go to pray
and I'll sing the praises of my maker's name
like I was as good as she made me
and I wanted her to tell me that she would never wake me
I wanted her to tell me that she would never wake me
I wanted her to tell me that she would never wake me
I wanted her to tell me that she would never wake me
I wanted her to tell me that she would never wake me
I wanted her to tell me that she would never wake me
I wanted her to tell me that she would never wake me
I wanted her to tell me that she would never wake me
I'm lying here waiting for sleep to over take me
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