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Dear Editor. Cover —
Thank you for that generous review of (my album) "I Don't Wanna.” One
Sara Varon

point, a lot of reviewers think that T perversely withheld my work from
the public when I was playing. It's not so, without telling the story in this 2. Punk’nhead
letter (it's a long story and there would be a different chapter for each by Jake Austen
phase I went through) I did form bands and play in public, and I couldn't 3. Mlustration
get any traction. [ went through a period of offering myself as a sideman \
on violin in 1975, played with an R&B singer at the Club Martinique in by Sean the Sean
August 1975, he couldn't get it going commercially. 5. Final Curtain
The public and the backup hz;ve to lift you the wfuy wind lifts a glider, by \ John Battles
otherwise nothing happens. [ suppose many performers are in a good ;
equilibrium with the subculture and don't face the barren response 11. Dirty Wurds
problem, but I could not overcome it. "I Don't Wanna" was worked up by John Battles
with a view to an actual sectarian Marxist group; they didn't have any use ~ 24. Welcome to
for it. T was not shrewd enough to handle the capit‘al expense aspect of Chicago by Stu Helm
forming a band and that may have cost me an overnight success. By the
mid-Seventies. I could handle that problem, but the music itself couldn't
seem to find a fitting venue. I played at Anthology Film Archives, the by Robert Dayton
Kitchen, Experimental Intermedia, it never took hold. Actually, there are 29. Drac-Man

P! Y
;ome s[lrfivki:.g rock—lla(ar;r;i s;ngsh and suph(jl hopsllto relfease in the rl11ear by Robert Dayton
uture, I find it remarkable that they received a public performance at all. . .
Many reviews compare me to acts which are decades later, seemingly 30. Psyc:hlc Eye Kid
without understanding that the future follows the past, it doesn't precede by Plastic Crime Wave
it. (I wish I did know how to be in 1964 after 1984, actually, time 32. Unknown Hinson
dislocation is an open pr(f)blem in fmy other "career" [see henryflynt.org], by Ken Burke
but I don't have a ghost of an idea for a solution yet.) I'm trying to say that .
work of mine which is found acceptable today had no context to relate to 37, Booge'is the, Oty
when 1 did it. CBGB (do you know what that means?) turned me down to Answer by Merinuk
play at the beginning of 1975. They were one hundred per cent punk by
then, probably. cont. on page 68
Don't want to give the impression that I'm regretful. The road was
blocked and so I found something else to do. (Much of it e
represented on the web site.) But I do have a strong sense of an nm
opportunity foregone because I was in the wrong place at the
wrong time
Best wishes, Henry Flynt

28. I'm From Heaven

Wondering where
to =
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I’'m sure you select your reviewers carefully, but in the “Behind The 2 & Stk

Music” article I think you slipped. Your writer “JA” adamantly distanced 2, Rickey RatiTrash gligaise ;i 4
3 Bootsey X and The Lovemasters)

hls-‘.or herself from vunhlp acts -- John l?f:nver, Tony (?.r‘lando, DﬂYld 3, MolC (EriBronhs) Buy them at a wide
Cassidy, Harry Chapin to name a few. His or her neurosis about being range

: 5 4. Rat Scabies (Damned) of hard-to-
considered “square” takes up space where the reader could have learned e : W ) :
"M y fi
more about the subject. 5. John "Mouse" Michalski tv : IWG.I}IIIII ind music

And he or she dropped this shallowism in the Jefferson Airplane review: Eﬁ?eusr:[ Z :;iﬁ;calrlg: hl‘; Yinite and (;:nDL:
“If you're a Baby Boomer, this is your band.” In his or her zeal to not be Rh %n?n Roclg(ersp' s [ with an
considered unhip, he or she denigrates an 18-year (1946 - 1964) swath of " e : tmbeatable
humans that he or she supposes marched solely to the tunes of Hendrix,

We also
carry

1. Milli Vanilli s, selection

4 of soul,
the Doors and the beloved Jeff Airplane. This is not enough proof, but I g g;)il::i?:;;a{zee jazz, L.a_tin.
suspect that JA is secretly a “rock critic.” - Art Fein "Of Hollywood" = ; ] Brazilian,
4. Bingo Gazingo and

o hip h
DeaEditd 5. Rudy Protrudi 20l ltJ‘ 4 gsp

If you haven't already heard, the latest CD by NRBQ "Dummy" (on their /
own Edisun label) has a great track called "Hey Punkin Head", as well as /@
a cover of a popular song-poem "Little Rug Bug", and some cool new [
originals like the title track (there's a hilarious video for this song that is
destined to be scen nowhere). "Do the Primal Thing" (nearly a monkey-
rock song) and "My Imaginary Radio". I'm a longtime fan of the band,
and I just attended their pair of 35th anniversary concerts at the Calvin
Theater in Northampton, Mass. They were really brilliant, magical special
shows where NRBQ got together with all their past band members and
some guests for a couple of big celebrations of the bands long history. Do
you accept suggestions of nominations for the Hall of Dynamic
Greatness? If so, then [ humbly nominate "the boys"-NRBQ.

-- Scott Cornish

haggis_buffet.blogspot.com
ruthlessreviews.com/top1 o/
10blackmetal.html
SteveMandich.com/
evelincarnate/kneivelrock
www.sillydaddy.net
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EDITOR’S NOTE: Welcome to another issue of Roctober. To demonstrate the
biggest cliché in zine editorials, I apologize for this being a few months late. It
was running a few weeks late because I just completed the Roctober inspired
book, TV-A-Go-Go: Rock on TV from Americar Bandstand to American Idol.
which will be out next Summer. Then a few delays out of my hands pushed it
to the first week in November, which provided us with election results that [
thought warranted some updates to the magazine. Hopefully you are holding
this in your hands within calendar year 2004, and our next issue is already
almost done. and will ship February. The theme of this issue was supposed to
be lots of comix, plus a themeless potpourri of all kinds of goofy stuff. but
sadly, it has a sort of theme. During the many months since our last i1ssue many
greats in the world of pop culture that Roctober obsesses over have passed
away. So this issue, in addition to featuring John Battles regular column of
obituaries, we have articles mourning the recent deaths of a Ramone and a New
York Doll. And what hits us in the heart most is that of the many heroes
(Rodney Dangerfield), villains (Terry Knight) and redefiners of moral
boundaries (Rick James) that have left us recently. some have been true
members of the Roctober family. Two Roctober Hall of Dynamic Greatness
members left us recently. Cordell Jackson was one of the most wonderful
ladies we ever dealt with. Not only did we interview the Rockabilly
artist/record executive/songwriter (most famed as the old lady guitarist who
smokes Brian Setzer in a TV commercial, but beloved for her 1950s Moon
Records output as well) several times, but of all of our Hall of Dynamic
Greatness honorees, she is one of the ones we know read Roctober religiously
(she called us up after John Battles wrote a poem about Carl Perkins to ask if
she could set it to music). She also hung her Roctober plaque, featuring a
caricature by artist Joe Fullerton, in her kitchen and called it her favorite award
(she pointed it out each time she warmly welcomed a Roctober writer member
into her Memphis home). Her October 14" passing deeply saddens us and she
will be greatly missed. Compounding our sadness was the November 8"
passing of Roger Johnston of the monks. The monks are one of the greatest and
most legendary garage bands, and if you have never heard their album black
monk time you have missed out on perhaps the best punk album ever made.
Much of their greatness can be attributed to the amazing drumming of Roger,
unlike anything you’ve ever heard. Pre-dating the ‘tribal” or “Burundi Beat™”
drumming of Adam Ant and Bow Wow Wow by many years, Roger’s
ominous, primal floor tom-heavy beats were hypnotizing and fear-inducing.
Counter that with his humorous vocals on the song “Cuckoo,” and you have an

artist whose spare but powerful output really covers all the emotional bases.
When I absurdly and miraculously was invited to a monks reunion at singer
Gary Burger's home years ago Roger had been through some rough times but
was warmly embraced by the brotherhood of monks and the complicated, but
genuine and profound, relationships between these men was wonderful to
observe, and Roger truly appreciated their support. And despite having
survived the rough times, he still displayed tremendous humor. The boys had
been messing around with some recordings but Roger was not physically up to
playing. Amazingly, when the band had their official reunion a few years later
in New York in front of+a packed house of monk-maniacs, Roger (as I
mentioned in my review) was by far the strongest link in the monks chain.
expertly demonstrating the powerful drumming that made their record so
amazing. When the monks played again earlier this year Roger could not
perform as he had recently had a lung removed. He was paid a full member's
share and was there in spirit at what was a triumphant comcert, but he was
missed. Many folks survive with a single lung (Link Wray has hved about 100
vears one-lunging it) so I didn’t expect to hear the sad news early this
November. He will truly, truly live on forever through his magical music.
Finally, a man who was indirectly responsible for Roctober, and all
contemporary history-miinded pop music mags, also passed recently. James
Porter will memorialize him below. Enjoy the issue and be thankful all these
greats blessed us with their creativity.
-Jake Austen, editor| ;

Greg Shaw die  ~n October 19 at age 55 of heart failure. He wasn't the first

indie-label owner or fanzine publisher, yet all the garage-rock e-groups were
bgzzing about the great man's death. By the following Monday, the only thing
blgger was Ashlee Simpson's lip-synch gaffe on Saturday Night Live. Both
topics were ripe for discussion that weekend, but only one was discussed with
any kind of respect. And it sure wasn't Ashlee Simpson.

When rock magazines were still new in the mid-late sixties, Shaw was one of

Continued on page 60
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THE FINAL CURTAIN
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Gentleman John Battles is a great fan of all and a good friend o many of the legends of
Rock & Roll. Here he pays final respects 1o some of his favorite artists who have
recently made ¥he transition from mortal +o immortal

Richard Tepp (nee Howard/Howie Tepp) lead singer and multi-
instrumentalist, of the legendary 60s Garage band, Richard and
The Young Lions, passed away in June, after a courageous battle
with Leukemia. Tepp, who was besieged with physical problems
(brought on, in no small part, from having been shot three times)
for much of his life, pulled a surprise move in 1999 by reuniting
with the original Young Lions (seven members strong!), resulting
in a triumphant return to the stage at The 2000 Cavestomp!
Festival. I was there, and I can still scarcely believe what I heard.
These guys could not be touched for pure Garage Punk Power,
but what impressed me the most was the cameraderie between the
band members. It was so genuine, you'd have sworn that they
were still the same teenagers who'd met and started playing Rock
n’ Roll together some 35 years before....and who's to say they
weren’t? Theirs is a success story that doesn’t translate into
dollars and cents as much as getting a shot at immortality by
doing what they loved the most, and then getting to do it all over
again! Richard was admittedly brought into the position of
frontman for his unbelievably long hair, somewhere between
Prince Valiant and Conan The Barbarian (that is, IF Conan had
actually combed his hair!). With the exception of Moulty, Augie
Meyers, and a few other brave souls, no one was sporting hair like
that in early 1966. Tepp backed that profile with some of the
snarliest, snottiest Punk vocals yet, though he was equally at ease
with a moody, Folk-oriented ballad. The band's debut, "Open Up
Your Door", one of the finest Garage Punk singles ever, made
inroads into several markets, notably in Detroit, where the fuzz
driven fury of the guitars, a wild, stompin' beat (African drums
were employed to beef up the sound), plus Richard's unhinged
vocals made it a huge hit with the local kids, and quite possibly
made a big impression on a young MC5, who had yet to release
their first recordings. Two excellent singles followed, "Nasty" and
"You Can Make It" (which was,intentionally conceived in the
"Open Up Your Door" mode, but was made even more interesting
with the addition of chimes). The band did not originally have a
very long run, but they made up for lost time, upon their
reforming, with an endless stream of writing, recording and
performing. They'd been just as hard at work putting together
killer cover versions of 60s Garage classics as they had been

writing new material in the same vein. I've been privy to hearing a
few of their latest recordings, and, buddy, my jaw was on the
floor! They sounded like a young band, minus the unfortunate
influences of the last 30 years. Their new album will, sadly, be
released posthumously, but Richard insisted on finishing all his
vocals, even when he knew that his time was running out. The
album will feature new material, a couple of_remakes, and just
one cover, and it will hopefully coincide with a separate release of
all six original singles and b-sides, which, with the exception of
"Open Up Your Door" (which appears on the "Nuggets" box set),
are now difficult to obtain. I had the pleasure of meeting Richard
at the band's soundcheck for The Cavestomp gig, and he certainly
lived up to the description given by all his friends, a gentle soul,
polite, friendly, and self-effacing. Drummer Mark Greenburg,
better known as "Twig", had this to say: "When I first met
Richard, I'd just turned 18. It was at Don's Drive-In, in Livingston
(New Jersey), and he had the longest hair I'd ever seen! We
laughed from that night on, in 1966, for the rest of our lives. He
was just a fun-loving ball of laughs, and a great guy. I'll really
miss him, he was a great performer and a great friend. The band
and I, we all love him, and we will go on. We promised him on
his deathbed that we would. We've already had several people
offer to audition, so, whatever changes do take place, we will
carry on. He will always be there with us. I know he's looking
down on us now, laughing and saying, "You schmucks! What are
you gonna do, now?!” The Young Lions will rise to the task, and
make King Richard proud. What sets them apart from so many
other bands is that they're truly a brotherhood, just like Robin
Hood's Merry Men, King Arthur's Knights of The Round Table,
or Ralph Kramden's Raccoon Lodge. The King is dead, long live
The King. Note: I was just informed that-a successor has been
named, Richard's son.
%

Arthur Kane - In a life plagued with so many near-fatal mishaps
and career setbacks, Arthur Kane weathered an unrelenting storm
that came to a halt only with his sudden, untimely, death. Taking
his nickname from the Buck Rogers villain, "Killer" Kane, Arthur
got in on the ground floor of the emerging post-Velvets New
York underground music scene by joining a short-lived (but

THAT REMINDS ME OF BUCK ROGERS

BACK IN2973..,
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undeniably seminal) band called Actress, which also included
drummer Billy Murcia, guitarist Rick Rivets (later in The Brats),
and singer/guitarist Johnny Volume (a stage name he'd soon
change to Thunders). Singer David Johanson would eventually
round out the lineup that, by early 1971, would briefly play out as
The New York Dolls. Before long, however, Rivets would get the
sack, with Sylvain Sylvain, a close associate and friend of the
band (AND the guy who came up with the name in the first
place!), stepping into the picture. Of course, The Dolls, despite
two great LPs and an incendiary live show, never lived up to their
full potential. They were the "Next Big Thing" that should have
been. The Rolling Stones even contemplated signing the group to
their new label, but quickly wrote them off, Mick Taylor
informing them that they had six months to straighten out, to
which David Johanson replied, "Go screw.” The worst was yet to
come, after a series of runarounds comparable to the later, label-
hopping Sex Pistols' dilemma, they finally got signed to
Columbia, who didn’t know how to market a band with a group
image that horrified Middle America, becoming the butt of
countless homophobic remarks (no pun intended). Even John
Lennon called them "a bunch of fucking faggots!” In truth, they
were straight as an arrow, but, by no means, narrow. While they
were on good terms with the post-Stonewall Gay and Transvestite
sets, it was understood that they'd willingly oblige the many
beautiful women who'd come around, looking for a kiss...and
THEN some! The real stumbling block, insiders will tell you, was
the group's more than casual dalliances with drugs and alcohol,
though the roller coaster didn’t really slide off the tracks until late
in the Doll's career. Still, Arthur was definitely the hardest hit,
predating Thunders' and (second drummer) Jerry Nolan's later
heroin habits with a severe drinking problem that often rendered
him unable to play (roadie Peter Jordan frequently subbed for
Arthur on the road), and a run of unbelievably bad luck that
followed him for most of his life. His girlfriend, Connie, cut off
the tip of his thumb (a rumor that she'd cut off the entire thumb
probably persists to this very day), forcing him to sit out The
Dolls' L.A. debut, though he appeared, sitting on stage anyway,
while Peter Jordan subbed on bass. The wound healed, but
Connie's reign of terror was far from over. She'd later take a
broken beer bottle to her then-boyfriend, Dee Dee Ramone's, ass
(The Ramones would soon immortalize her, upon her inevitable
death, with the scathing "Glad To See You Go"). Meanwhile,

AIN'T No WAY
BuUT UP FROM
HEREI AsY‘ e

back in the jungle, a lack of hit material, the inability to get a third
album out, plus a reputation for unreliability, sealed The Dolls'
fate. A rescue attempt came in the form of a new manager
(though it's been argued that he wasn’t their manager at all),
Malcolm McLaren, who thought it would be "chic" to drape a
Chinese Communist flag behind the band, and encourage them to
espouse Maoist rhetoric at a time when a fake Commie screamed
"BEAT MY ASS!!!" even louder than a fake Transvestite. In the
midst of a quickie tour of Florida in 1975, The New York Dolls
split up, with Thunders and Nolan forming The Heartbreakers
with Richard Hell (and, almost, John Felice, of The Modern
Lovers and Real Kids), Johanson and Sylvain sticking it out a
while longer under The New York Dolls' banner (or under several
variations of said name), and Kane (would you believe?) staying
on in Florida, forming the band, Killer Kane, with Blackie
Goozeman, who'd go on to fame as Blackie Lawless with "Shock"
Metal purveyors, W.A.S.P. Goozeman was a fan who subbed for
Thunders, who'd already returned to New York, on guitar for the
remainder of the Floridian tour. He got a LOT of mileage out of
the New York Dolls connection, telling interviewers that he was
actually a member of the group, and downplaying the fact that he
only played (at most) a few gigs with them. Still, the one release
by Killer Kane, a three-song e.p. released in 1976, isn’t bad, at
that. It's not unlike the better tracks recorded at the time by (Ron
Asheton's) New Order. In other words, it sounds like what those
later L.A. Metal bands should have sounded like, but never did, in
a word, RAW! Kane returned to New York and formed The
Corpse Grinders (great name, and years before Hardcore!) with,
of all people, Rick Rivets. They released one 45 (I can't tell you
how it sounds, I don't have it). The band wore boiler suits with
plain black armbands, and "Night of The Living Dead"-style
makeup. In an unexpected turn of events (that would've made
McLaren jump for joy!), the band was accused of flirting with
Fascism for wearing common mourning armbands (just as I had
been, once, when I wore one for one of my professors who'd
passed away). Eventually, Arthur would be reunited with Jerry
Nolan in The Idols, which also featured Barry Jones, the Black
Johnny Thunders. Unfortunately, they too only released one
single, which successfully combined The Dolls' sound with the
current Punk rhythms they directly inspired. The Idols, along with
Mick Jones from The Clash, would also go on to play in the
backing band for Sid Vicious' disastrous engagement at Max's

Kansas City. Documented evidence
that even an all-star band couldn’t
save a sinking ship is still readily
available on CD. Later, in 1986, The
Idols did some shows with Johnny
Thunders, one of which was released
on video (apparenly by Arthur
himself), and recently on CD. It's a
great performance, Johnny's old pals
bringing out his best. Arthur would,
however, go on to be least musically
active of the former New York
Dolls, with his personal life taking
more turns for the worse. He either
fell or jumped from a third story
balcony in L.A, where he'd since
relocated. Though he eventually
recovered, Kane also sustained near-
fatal head injuries iIncluding a
hemorrhage to the brain) when he
was beaten savagely, and left for
dead, while walking home during



the L.A. riots. Though, remarkably, Kane did survive, his future
prospects looked grim, his only musical project of note being an
excellent reworking of "In Cold Blood" on a Thunders tribute
disc. Sylvain waxed euphoric to me about the track, in an
interview for Bad Trip, in which he also expressed a desire to get
Arthur back in the studio. Meanwhile, the surviving New York
Dolls were still getting offers to reform and tour. One strange
rumor implied that a review might be put together around Arthur,
with help from Mike Monroe of Hanoi Rocks and Gilby Clarke
from Guns n’ Roses, but, the chances of the three remaining
members (Kane, Sylvain, and Johanson) ever performing together
were down to (REALLY) slim and none, until, an unlikely offer
by Morrissey (I say "unlikely", because he'd been an early
advocate of the band, even releasing a well-meaning, but error-
laden, fan book in The 70s, but he later went on to renounce
them) to appear at a festival he was assembling in Manchester,
England. This, accompanied by an offer to appear at Little
Steven's Underground Garage Festival in New York, found the
revamped group getting ready for their first shows together in
nearly 30 years (though various ex-Dolls had shared stages many
times in the past, they were never actually billed as The New
York Dolls). Arthur, who'd reportedly cleaned up, and was doing
much better than he'd been in some time, must have found it life-
affirming to walk on that stage in Manchester to a standing
ovation. He would have surely seen the same reception in New
York, but the worst that could have possibly happened, did.
Arthur had suddenly taken ill, and was given the shocking facts:
He was in the advanced stages of Leukemia, and was not
expected to live much longer. He only lived for another week.
The band has decided to fulfill the New York date, which will
have happened by the time you read this. Whether or not the latter
day Dolls decide to perform together again, Arthur himself put it
best: " After our assassins are dead and gone, The New York
Dolls will live on and on and on...” You can bemoan the rotten
luck, or you can rejoice that Arthur Kane is free, and that he can't
be hurt anymore by the cruelties of circumstance, and the
indifference rendered upon him for the pain he suffered as a
result. I never met Arthur myself, and he's one of only two
members of the classic Dolls lineup that I never got to see
perform, but I'm sure that those who knew him well would agree,
he went out doing what he loved, and, now, he's back with
Johnny, Jerry and Billy, doing it all over again. NOTE: Since
writing this, I've been informed that the revamped Dolls destroyed
at Little Steven's Festival in New York, and that another show, in
L.A, is in the works.

Ray Charles-There are a lot of things that I could tell you about
the great Ray Charles, but, they'd all be things you've heard or
read somewhere else...how he lost his sight as a child, grew up in
the segregation-era Deep South, and went on to be one of the
most influential singers, songwriters, and musical stylists the
world has ever known, sustaining an immensely popular
recording and performing career that spanned half a century. Of
course, none of us could ignore that the news coverage of Charles'
death was swamped by the Caesar-like worship of Ronald
Reagan, who, of course, passed the same week. A wiser man than
I said that future generations will be remembered by their, art, so
there's no doubt in my mind which man has left the more
endearing legacy, and I would support the bid to put Ray Charles
on the ten dollar bill, as suggested on a recent New Yorker cover.
I realize I'd have a better chance of laying an egg than ever seeing
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that day, bu, a more fitting accolade is due the man who wore the
title "Genius" like no other. Charles' loss is, of course, one that
will be felt around the world, a world that is so much the richer
for the legacy he left behind, for great music, yes, but also for
perseverance in the face of overwhelming adversity. Ray Charles
decided, at an early age, that he was going to be self-supporting
and perfectly able to adapt in a sighted world. It's important to
note that, in his day, the color of his skin may have assured him
second class citizenship in the eyes of the law and much of
"decent" society, but his lack of sight, too, was then regarded as
another social, as well as physical, debilitation. We all know that
Ray Charles wasn’t having any of THAT shit, don't we? I only
speak the truth, friends. As Chuck Berry put it, Ray Charles had
the ability to reach all of us, whether it be through Soul, Jazz,
County, Gospel, R n’ B, you name it. If he wasn’t single-
handedly creating a genre, he was busy elevating it to the next
level. James Brown may have invented Soul music, but he was
following the example of The Master. Rock 'n' Roll might have
happened without Charles' influence, but no 50s rocker, Black or
white, worth his salt, would have denied the importance of his
music to the development of Rock ‘n’ Roll. Many artists tried, but
none could attain the plateaus that Ray Charles seemed to reach
almost effortlessly ("They tried to make me sing like Ray Charles
when I first went to Specialty", said Little Richard, "It was like to
have KILLED me!"). His own inroads into Country music might
have seemed contradictory, but Country was just another style of
music he'd grown up loving, and when he put his own spin on it,
it stuck. Arguably. only Johnny Cash demanded the same high
standards from himself and those around him, and could reach as
phenomenal a range of people, cutting through barriers of race,
class, age and sensibility like a chainsaw through so much wheat.
Hey, I just call 'em like I see 'em, and now that Ray Charles CAN
see, I'm sure he'd be pleased at the harvest he's left behind, and
that the world is that much better off for it.

Richie Cordell - Though best known for his writing and
production work with the still-underrated Tommy James and The
Shondells, as well as being a staff hitmaker for the mighty
Buddah label, Cordell's influence spread beyond the classic
Bubblegum era. In The 80s, Cordell would go on to produce The
Ramones and Joan Jett, two acts that definitely knew the value of
The Gum. Of course, Jett went on to have a hit with Tommy
James' post-Cordell classic, "Crimson and Clover", while Tiffany
and Billy Idol were later pukin', I mean, dukin' it out in the charts
with their respective versions of Cordell's best known tunes, "I
Think We're Alone Now" and "Mony, Mony" (which Idol had
released many years earlier on an e.p, along with "Dancing With
Myself", a Generation X song that would also take years to chart,

nder his own name, in The U.S). The Ramones didn’t score any
hits under Cordell's tutelage, but the resulting LP, "Subterranean
Jungle", probably their best album since "Road To Ruin", found
the band reclaiming their musical turf, Punk AND Bubblegum.
One reviewer called it "The perfect blend of "Sugar, Sugar" and
Heavy Metal.” Another said, "If The Clash can make The US.
Top Ten with their worst album, so can The Ramones.” "Mony,
Mony,” the Bubblegum jewel in Cordell's crown, has an
undeserved bad rap today, due to it's oversaturation via weddings,
Bar/Bat Mitzvahs, etc, but I wouldn’t know. When my Brother
got married, a D.J. was hired with the understanding that "Mony,
Mony" was not to be played. Two of my cousins are M.O.T.s, but
I was unable to attend their Bar Mitzvahs. I don't know why some



people don't dig it, it's got everything-Garage Punk minimalism
and pure Bubblegum charm. It WAS Pop-Punk before Pop-Punk
(A damn sight more tolerable, too). A few years back, The Pretty
Things (with Ronnie Spector riding shotgun), saved Cordell's
work from the clutches of squares by doing a boss cover of Mony
X 2. Bubblegum continues to be an influential factor in musics
both underground and mainstream, even as the classic B.G. period
fades from view (a cultural oversight that the book Bubblegum
Music is the Naked Truth has sought to rectify, and, by Gum,
they've suceeded). Cordell came from a time when the producer
was arguably the real star, which I guess holds true today, even as
production values become more and more sanitized and
imminently predictable, many a successful modern producer has
learned a few tricks from Cordell's example, but who raised their
glasses in his time of passing? We do.

Tony Randall - Of course, most people know Randall for his
whining, neurotic, obsessively clean, not to mention, hilarious,
characterization as Felix Unger on The Odd Couple, one of the
greatest sitcoms of The 70s (Arguably in the Top Three, along
with "All in The Family" and "Sanford and Son"), but his comic
genius was not limited to that one, undeniably great, role He gave
the performance of his life in Will Success Spoil Rock
Hunter?(Frank Tashlin's equally great follow-up to The Girl Can't
Help It), in which Randall plays a T.V. ad man who secures a
contract with Jayne Mansfield to endorse his client's product,
"Stay Put Lipstick", but things go awry, and Randall inadvertently
becomes a sex symbol himself, known as "Lover Doll" to his
hordes of female admirers, all due to a simple misunderstanding
(Randall is mistaken for Mansfield's new beau, when, in reality,
her true love, GROUCHO MARX, returns to cool her jets). In
The Seven Faces of Dr. Lao an outstanding Fantasy film directed
by George Pal, Randall shines as an elderly Chinese magician
who can transform himself into a Yeti, a Gorgon, Pan,
Apollonius, a (sort of) human headed serpent, anything but an
American actor with a passable Asian accent, I grant you, but this
is a truly offbeat role that Randall seemed to relish (though, as
Michael Weldon points out in The Psychotronic Encyclopedia of
Film, the opposite was true). In Hello, Down There, Randall plays
a man living in an experimental house at the bottom of the ocean.
Richard Dreyfuss, as his teenage son, leads a Garage combo that
sings a pretty cool song to a dolphin called "Hey Little Goldfish.”
In Love, Sidney, which aired in the early 80s, Randall really broke
convention (for the time) by playing, as he did on "The Odd
Couple", a divorced man with a daughter that he dearly loves, but,
this time, his character turns out to be gay [editor’s note: and
Felix wasn’t?] or, perhaps, bisexual. I havn’t seen the show since
it originally aired, and I don't recall the issue of the man's
sexuality really being pushed too hard, but it was groundbreaking
stuff, whether the makers of any modern sitcoms that have
benefited from token gay characters have acknowledged this or
not. It certainly wasn’t on par with "The Odd Couple", or more
people would remember it today (I can scarcely remember the
show Ted Knight starred in as a cartoonist in, either, but you're
damn right I watched it). Of course, Randall's impeccable timing
was the perfect foil for Jack Klugman's meticulously cultivated
"Slob" act. The two had a rare chemistry onscreen. Offscreen,
their friendship was really touching. When Klugman emerged
from cancer treatments, alive, but with a raspy, almost
unintelligible, voice, Randall arranged to have the two of them
perform a short dramatic vignette on T.V. as soon as Klugman

8

was well enough to perform with him. That gesture, I think, gave
Klugman the confidence to stay in the game. The two also hosted
a "Nick at Nite" Odd Couple marathon shortly thereafter,
featuring "The Odd Couple on Ice" with skaters actually dressed
as Felix and Oscar, with giant Mardi-Gras style whole head
masks in the comic likenesses of Randall and Klugman. There's
no putting the real “Odd Couple” on ice, though, theirs is a brand
of comedy that will hold up in years to come as surely as it does,
now.

Russ Meyer-Russ Meyer has already been spoken of highly by
his peers and the press, but whether he really got his just due in
his lifetime is open to question. Like a lot of people, the first
Meyer film I ever saw was the amazing Faster, Pussycat, Kill!
Kill! and it remains one of my favorite films of all time.
Presumably, like a lot of people, I expected an unintentionally
hilarious feature with B-grade production values. What I got, of
course, was a swiftly directed, engaging action picture (and, I
don't even LIKE action pictures as a rule) with gorgeous
cinematography and, of course, even more gorgeous women.
When Meyer's masterpiece did opt for laughs, you GOT it -
"Lady, you sure got a funny sense of humor," "TRY ME! I GET
FUNNIER!” I quickly became a fan of Meyer's work, and, later,
had the pleasure of meeting the man in person. Later, still, I
briefly dated a woman who actually hated Faster, Pussycat.
Normally, I wouldn’t let stuff like that get in the way, but, it kind
of disturbed me that anyone would respond so negatively to such
a great film with such far-reaching appeal. Even though Meyer's
work is highly regarded by women with strong self-images, he
would, on occasion, be accused of exploiting women, usually by
people unfamiliar with his work. The many incredibly beautiful
women that have graced his films, Tura Satana, Raven De La
Croix, Kitten Natividad, Haji, Uschi Digart, and his wife at the
time Eve Myers, to name a few (it bears noting that the stunning
Ms. Myers was not as top heavy as many of her peers, proving
Russ was no mere fetishist with a one-track mind), are presented
as goddesses, bolder and stronger than the men who wish to
conquer them, and always getting the upper hand, too. The men in
Russ Meyer's films are usually handsome and virile in
appearance, but, more often than not, unable to "measure" up to
the ladies, and they almost always seem to have the words "Kick
me" burned on their ass. Charles Napier, whom Meyer predicted
would be a big mainstream "He-man" star upon leaving his
employ (and _he should have been, but he lacked the
humorlessness of an Eastwood or a Bronson. Fortunately, he's put
in great performances in The Blues Brothers, and more recently,
the Austin Powers series). Obviously, Meyer loved women. He
had his preferences, but, Hell, who could fault him? Women of
Meyerian proportions still stop traffic today. I've seen it happen.
"When you got power, baby, use it for a while."-Joe Jackson.
About 15 years ago (give or take a year or two.), Russ Meyer
appeared at Facets Multimedia for a screening of what many
consider to be his magnum opus, Beyond The Valley of The Dolls.
His comments were rather telling. He said that 20th Century Fox
refused to release just two of their pictures on home video, one
being Beyond The Valley of The Dolls, the other, Myra
Breckenridge. Both films, of course, are now easy to find, though
Myra was only released on DVD several months ago. He also
announced plans to make a new movie (Meyer dropped out of
filmmaking when pressured to depict hardcore sex.) with some of
his original stars, noting that Haji hasn't aged (he was right.), and



neither had John LaZar (best known as "Z-Man" in Valley),
stating that he STILL looks like Z-Man (the most recent photo
I've seen confirms this somewhat, though not to the extent that he
frequents the mod haberdashery.). The film, tentatively titled The
Breast of Russ Meyer, was never made. Valley, of course, was co-
written by Roger Ebert, who noted what a great time the two had
assembling crazily hip quotations (that emerged from the cast
members like so many comic strip balloons), in his eulogy to
Meyer in The Chicago Sun-Times. Of course, some were so good,
like, "I'd like to strap you on sometime!" or "You will drink the
black sperm of my vengeance,” that they turned up in later Meyer
classics, such as Supervixens and Beneath The Valley of The Ultra
Vixens. Ebert himself could barely conceal his pride when calling
out Michael Meyers on T.V. for using his best line, "This is my
happening and it freaks me out! Meyer struck me as a satisfied
individual (understandably so), with a sense of humor that was
just as keen as it had ever been. He mentioned going to a fertility
clinic, and the attendant, who knew him, saying, "You know what
you have to do, Russ...” "Oh, Christ!! I haven’t jerked off in
years!!!” Russ Meyer believed in living large, but was quick to
point out that anyone can if they put their minds to it. I consider it
an honor and an inspiration to have met Mr. Meyer, and found
him to be about as nice a man as you could wish to meet. Please,
friends, keep the dream alive.

Johnny Ramone - Since last issue, we've heard the shocking
news about Johnny Ramone's lengthy battle with prostate cancer,
and as we went to press we heard the news that he finally
succumbed to the disease. Those who would like to make a
donation, in Johnny's honor, to Prostate Cancer research, can do
so at www.ProstateCancerFoundation.org.

Lest we forget: Marlon Brando, Fay Wray, Curtis Gordon, Robert
Quine, Ray Condo, Carl Wayne (The Move).

Get Well, Dave Davies, Mike Smith, Soupy Sales, Forrest
J.Ackerman

Special Dedication to Paige Howell. Paige Howell was best friend
and wife to my good friend, Bruce Ciero, the former editor of Bad
Trip. I got involved with Bad Trip around the same time as
Roctober, and found Bruce and his bride-to-be, Paige, to be great
people, and a lot of fun to work with. Paige brought a lot of great
ideas to the magazine, and was one of the primary reasons it
became (in my humble opinion) such a fine zine. I spent
Thanksgiving weekend with Bruce and Paige several years ago,
and, while I was grateful for their hospitality, I was especially
touched by the genuine love the two of them had for each other. It
didn’t have to be mentioned, you felt it just the same. A lot of
people were closer to Paige than I was, but I could always tell her
about my troubles, and she helped me put things into perspective.
I'm sure she did that for a lot of people, as I've learned, though to
no surprise of my own, that Paige had many friends, from her
students (Paige's primary gig was teaching) to the extended Bad
Trip family, and the many area bands Ciero and Howell had
befriended. When Paige had been diagnosed with cancer, she
fought hard, and the possibility of a recovery seemed good. I
really believed that she would pull through, as I think many
people did. We were wrong, and, for that, I'm very, very sorry.
My condolences, and those of the entire Roctober staff, go out to
Bruce, Paige's family, and the many friends of Bruce and Paige.
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THE ROCTOBER MEDIA EMPIRE!!!

#20 *LIMITED SUPPLY* 5STH ANNIVERSARY. WEIRD AL, KISS, EQUALS, GOBLINS,
GODZILLA, LOS CRUDOS, RUNAWAYS, DOLLY PARTON, ? (QUESTION MARK),

WEST COAST POP ART EXPERIMENTAL BAND, JOHNNY THUNDERS

ONLY THE STRONG SUBSCRIBE!

Don’t miss out on the best deal on earth....

SUBSCRIPTIONS ONLY $10 FOR 3
ISSUES ($15 CAN/MEX, $20 WORLD)

Subscriptions and back issues available w/ credit card
online at www.dustygroove.com/roctober.html
Check out roctober.com for more stuff

ROCTOBER BACK ISSUES

Send Concealed cash, Money Orders or Checks TO
1507 E. 53RD ST. # 617 CHICAGO, IL 60615

Make checks and M.O.'s out to Jake Austen
BACK ISSUES AVAILABLE $4 EACH. ($5 CANADA, $6 WORLD)
BOLD=INTERVIEW. ITALICS=COMIC
#38 TV ROCK - DAUGHTERS OF EVE, SNOOP VS. NARDWAUR III (W/
MAGIC JUAN), KING DIAMOND, HANNA BARBERA ROCKS, GOODIES,
BEATLES, MONKS, CANNIBAL CORPSE, IDES OF MARCH, ART FEIN.
JERRY LEE LEWIS, MARV WOLFMAN, BEHIND THE MUSIC EP GUIDE

#37 JOE TEX, ALL SPORTS BAND, SIMPLY SAUCER, REGISTRATORS,
BAINCA BUTTHOLE, COLIN QUINN, SUBSONICS, DISCO DEMOLITION.
CHIPMUNKS, CRIMSON SWEET

#36 CALIFORNIA GOLD ISSUE (W/ BONUS SID LAVERENTS CD) SID
LAVERENTS, GAMMA GOOCHEE, GUY CHOOKOORIAN, ROY C., GENE
SIMMONS, THOR, PUPPETMASTER BOB BAKER, CRIMSON SWEET,
JERRY ZOLTEN, DIXIE HUMMINGBIRDS

#34 ONE MAN BAND ENCYCLOPEDIA - OVER 1,000 ENTRIES! HASIL
ADKINS, FRANKIE CAPRI, BROTHER DANIELSON, HOMER
HENDERSON, KING LOUIE, IRON MAN MIKE CURTIS and hundreds more

#33 NEGATIVE ELEMENT/STEPE BROTHERS, HANDSOME DICK, TRIO
MOCOTO, C*NTS, MARGO GURYAN, SOLOMON BURKE, T. BUBBA
BECHTOL, PEDRO BELL, NARDWUAR VS. JIMMIE “]J.J.” WALKER, PAUL
BURLISON - BONUS: NEGATIVE ELEMENT/STEPE BROTHERS CD

#32 HIP HOP ISSUE - FAT BOYS, KATEY RED, NELLY , JIMMY CASTOR, 2
LIVE CREW, BUSTA RHYMES, VANILLA ICE, MYSTIC, SNOOP, DJ
ASSAULT, RUFUS THOMAS, BLACK PUNK ROCK 1976-1983

#30 ROBOT ROCK N ROLL, ARTHUR LEE MAYE, SCOTT RADINSKY,
CAPTURED! BY ROBOTS, SHRIMPENSTIEN, GILBERT AND GEORGE,
ROCKET FROM THE CRYPT, CAVESTOMP 2001, RICHARD AND THE
YOUNG LIONS, SYNDICATE OF SOUND, TROGGS, BLOWFLY, ARCHER
PREWITT, JUGHEAD, MARTIN AND LEWIS, DLR, SNOOP DOGG, CRISPY
AMBULANCE, BRYAN GREGORY, ANDY STARR, JUNIOR BROWN

#29 SAMMY DAVIS JR /MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL ISSUE: EUGENE
CHADBOURNE, REV. NORB, LALI DONOVAN. MIKE LAVELLA, VIC
BONDI, GEORGE TABB, DR. DANTE, MARK MURRMANN, CYNTHIA
PLASTERCASTER, HR, JAMES BROWN, AC/DC, GRANDE OTELO, MILES
DAVIS, THE MILLIONAIRE, THE RAT PACK, MARTIN & LEWIS, MARK
ROBINSON, plus ABOUT 1,000 SAMMY DAVIS, JR. REVIEWS!

#28 COMEDY/NOVELTY RECORDS ISSUE: REDD FOXX, RUDY RAY MOORE,
THE DICKIES, KID CREOLE, ANDRE WILLIAMS, LOS STRAITJACKETS, T.
VALENTINE, PAT BOONE, SWAMP DOGG, MACEO PARKER, XUXA,

#27 PSYCHEDELIC SUPERHEROES, PLASTIC PEOPLE OF THE UNIVERSE,
MARVIN RAINWATER, D.J. FONTANA, CHUCK BERRY, KENNY WAYNE
SHEPHERD, MISFITS, ROCK & WRESTLING, FLAMING LIPS, GREGG “MR.
COMPILATION PRODUCER” GELLER, DAVID LEE ROTH, CHARLES
SCHULZ, LITTLE RICHARD, WAX TRAX RECORDS, DON “SUGARCANE”
HARRIS, SCREAMING JAY HAWKINS

#26 COMICS GALORE ISSUE: CIBO MATTO, ALVIN CASH, BRUNETTI’S
NANCY TRYOUTS, ROCK&WRESTLING, SPARKS, TIM MAIA, DAN CLOWES,
MORTIIS, JOHNNY LEGEND, TERRY JACKS, MONKS, HALL OF DYNAMIC
GREATNESS CALENDER

#25 UPDATE ISSUE: JERRY BUTLER, HASIL ADKINS, CORDELL
JACKSON, CHARLES WRIGHT, R. KELLY, THE FLYS, TRIKK BABY,
KOTTONMOUTH KINGS, SCREAMING LORD SUTCH, ORION, MUMMIES,
SAM THE SHAM, GOSPEL MIDGETS/JOY BOYZ, LOU CHRISTIE, ANDRE
WILLIAMS, GEORGE ELLIOT, FELA, JOBRIATH, CRIME, THE PHANTOM,
THE FAST, SKiP SPENCE, KISS, DION MCGREGOR, EDDIE MONEY, BILLY
LEE RILEY, RONNIE DAWSON

#24 VANILLA ICE, PATTI SMITH, 7THE NUGE, SUGAR PIE DESANTO,
SWINGIN' NECKBREAKERS, G.G. ALLIN, ALBERT AYLER, STRAWBERRY
SHORTCAKE, WIX , RAY SMITH, WAYNE WORLEY, WAYNE KEELING

#2 1 'LIMITED SUPPLY' SPICE GIRLS, CARL PERKINS, KASENETZ-KATZ, CRAMPS,
DAVID ALLAN COE, MOE TUCKER, ANNABELLA LWIN, MORTIIS, THE
MAKE*UP, EDIE ADAMS, SKIP SPENCE

#19*LIMITED SUPPLY* ROCKNROLL AIDS QUILT, RICKY WILSON, QUEEN, PETER
ALLEN, LIBERACE, KLAUS NOMI, ESQUERITA, SYLVESTER, EAZY E, FOUNTAINS OF
WAYNE, BO DUDLEY, MAYO THOMPSON, SHONEN KNIFE, PHAROAHS

#18 *LIMITED SUPPLY* CHICAGO ROCK &SOUL TOUR, ALICE COOPER, EIGHT
GREAT JEWS, TINY TIM, THE TRENIERS, MILT TRENIER

#17 ZINE TRIBUTE ISSUE, ANDRE WILLIAMS, WALKER BROTHERS, ?,
STANDELLS, JOHN HOLMSTROM, NICO, KICKS, DORA HALL, JANIS
MARTIN, P-FUNK

#16 *LIMITED SUPPLY* MONKEY ROCK'N'ROLL, DENNIS DUNAWAY, NEW COLONY
6, ? & THE MYSTERIANS, TYRONE DAVIS, SAMMY DAVIS, JR., MONKS, GOBLINS,
HALL OF GREATNESS POSTER

#15 JAYNE COUNTY, CYNDI LAUPER, OSCAR BROWN, JR., JOHN DOE,
RON KITTLE. GEORGE STRAIT, OLIVIA NEWTON JOHN, LOU CHRISTIE,
SERGE GAINSBOURG, WANDA JACKSON, LITTLE JIMMY SCOTT

#14 *LIMITED SUPPLY* GO NUTS, R&B ECCENTRICS, KISS, WAYNE KRAMER,
SAMMY. INCLUDES PUNK'NHEAD FLEXI DISC WITH SONGS BY GIRL TROUBLE,
MCRACKINS, PEDRO, GOBLINS, BUTTERGLORY, SCISSOR GIRLS AND MORE!

#13 GREAT AND SMALL ISSUE. JERRY LEE LEWIS, SUGARLOAF, KIDDIE-
A-GO-GO, ROLLINS & ROKY, VELVET CRUSH, PEDRO BELL, THE MONKS,
GARY GLITTER., THE HISTORY OF MIDGET ROCK AND ROLL, , KENNY
"R2D2 " BAKER, KID DYNAMITE, HFH, GARAGESHOCK, WILDGIRL
GOGORAMA BONUS HALL OF GREATNESS POSTER

CHIC-A-GO-GO VIDEOS!

Chic-A-Go-Go, Roctober's own Cable Access Kid's Dance Show
available on video. See the stars lip synch to their hits! Each volume

approximately 2 hours, in a custom box, a recorded in SP mode. HERE
IS A SAMPLE OF EPISODES... COMPLETE LIST AT ROCTOBER.COM

Each volume is $10 ppd.

VOLUME 1: # 1 w/ The Lone Ranger & 3 Blue Teardrops, # 2 w/Oscar Brown,
Jr & The Kaisers, # 3 w/Andre Williams & The Goblins, # 4 w/ "Velvet Welk"
VOLUME 2: # 5 w/the monks & Scissor Girls, # 6 w/Jan Terry, # 7 w/
Leviathan, # 8 Prince tribute artist Teee
VOLUME 3: # 9 w/The Exotics and Treniers,
Wurds" # | lw/Mink Oil, # 12 w/The Pharaohs
VOLUME 4: # 13, Fireshock Special w/Volcanoes, Bouncing Balls, Chinese
Millionaires, Hentchmen, Quadrajets, Goblins & The Crown Royals, # 14
w/Lord of Lightning & Bobby Conn, # 15 w/ Shonen Knife & New Rob Robbies, #
16 Steppers Special w/ Herb Kent The Kool Gent 1
VOLUME 5: # 17 ? & the Mysterians Special, # 18 Psychedelic special w/Red
Krayola, # 19 Skateboards, #20 Monkey Rock'n'Roll

VOLUME 44 #172 w/ Happy Supply & Los Crudos, #173 w/Tokyo Expando &
Causey Way, #174 Outsider Special w/Hasil Adkins, Daniel Johnston, Irwin
Chusid, Tapico, Weslet Willis, The Big Doowopper, Frank Pugno & Clate “The
Unknown Great” Cooper, #175 Ha Ha Hanukah 2000

VOLUME 45 #176 w/Joan Baby & Samantha Arndt, #177 w/Earwig Spectre,
#178 Sammy Davis Jr Special Pt. | w/ Herc, #179 w/Acid Mother’s Temple, The
Bellrays, Blowfly, Bratmobile, The Dictators, Pamela Des Barres, Shellac :
VOLUME 46 #180 In Heaven They Be 2G. #181 w/Undefined & The Hip
Hopper, #182 w/Emperor Penguin, The Motion, Reagan National Crash Diet,
#183 w/Jerry “The Iceman” Butler, The El Doradoes, Masqueraders, Otis Clay
VOLUME 47 #184 w/ T. Valentine, Magas, The Goblins, Hoodoo Hoedowr},
Gussie, Cynthia Plaster Caster, & Straightedge Santa, #185 Sammy Davis
Tribute Pt. 2 w/ All Star Sammy Karaoke featuring Thax, Shappy & more, #186 w/
Elmore James, Jr. & XBXRX, #187 w/ Zora Young & Tallulah

VOLUME 48 #188 Sammy Davis Jr. Tribute Pt. 3 w/Maestro Harrell,
#189w/Jimmie Lee Robinson, Frank “Little Sonny” Scott & Ruby Keeler, #190
w/The Eternals & The Mashers, #191 Passover In Puppettown 2001

VOLUME 49 #192 w/Harvey Sid Fischer, Selby Tigers, Cattivo, Laurie
Berkner, Canned Hamm, #193 Potpouri 2001, #194 w/Chestnut Station, John
Greenfield Rock Band, #195 w/Frisbie, The Mystechs

VOLUME 50 #196 Sth Anniversary Special w/ The Mulqueens! #197 Best of 1996
#198 Best of 1997 #199 Best of 1998

VOLUME 51 Chic-A-Go-Go 200! .

VOLUME 52 #204 Best of 2000, #205 w/Danielson Famile & Sonnets, #206
w/Good Rats, 7000 Dying Rats & The Racoons, #207 w/Fugazi, Competitorr,
The Ex, American Boyfriends

VOLUME 76 #300 w/Gene Chandler, LaDonna Tittle#301Superstars of Love,
Bud Melvin & 2 Girls with Guy Names #302 w/ Tijuana Hercules, Count The
Stars, French Kicks, Crooked Fingers , Lloyd Kaufman & The Toxic Avenger
#303 w/ Video Jamboree IIT

VOLUME 77 #304 w/ Farm Crew #305 w/ Bus Boys, Bangers & Mash, Bob
Baker & His Marionettes & Miss Joy Of Joy House #306 w/ Snoop Dogg, The
Shakes, Guy Chookoorian, Sid Lavarents & Superman! #307 Meet Nardwuar
The Human Serviette W/ The Evaporators, Rahzel, Jinmie Walker, Gene
Simmons & Thor the Metal God!

VOLUME 78 #308 w/ Pat Smillie & Fourth Rotor #309 w/ Tortoise & Finesha
#310 X-Mas! #311 w/ Phenoms, Busy Kids, Spoon & Rocket From the Crypt
VOLUME 79 #312 w/ The Shifties & Janet Bean #313 w/Pod Blatz & Scotland
Yard Gospel Choir #314 Art Party #315 w/ Shooting Blanks, Dismemberment
Plan, Paris, TX, Jets To Brazil & TV On The Radio

# 10 w/ Pedro Bell & Dirty
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"The % $#@!!
Dirty Wurds!"

By John Battles.

Justin Pomeroy and Mike Peterson were the original rhythm and lead
guitarists and founding members of The Dirty Wurds, a Chicago-based
Garage band that made the jump to more traditional Chicago Blues d la
Paul Butterfield. The Wurds have gone on to legendary status on the
strength of their first single, "Why,” one of the most insane punk
screamers ever, viait's inclusion on Pebble Vol.5. Little other recorded
evidence of the band's punk/Blues power exists. There was an extremely
rare single on Chess which (to my knowledge) has only been reissued
on a retrospective CD focusing on the late Mark Hannon, a former Dirty
Wurds singer and harmonica player, (good luck finding that). There was
also an excellent 45 on Caped Crusader a few years back with two
unreleased tracks. As fine as those other sides are, "Why" is the kind of
record cults are built around. It's been widely covered, and based on that
single’s infamy there was even an all-girl Garage group in The U.K. that
named itself The Dirty Burds (which included Lois Tozer from The
Embrooks - - while we're on the subject of rockin' gals, Justin's sister,
Debbie Pomeroy, played drums with The Daughters of Eve, profiled last
issue, and has recently accepted a gig drumming with The Cadillac
Angels, an ace Rockabilly outfit that's toured and recorded with Wanda
Jackson!). This piece is an attempt to tell The Dirty Wurds' real story,
and the only way to do that is to let them tell it in their own words
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DIRTY WURDS PO GAco. ILLINOIS

RECORDING FOR CHESS RECORDS. o
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(Clockwise from noon): Jim Savage, Al Miller, Mark Harmon‘,
Mike Peterson (center) Justin Pomeroy. Photo by Don Bronstein
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Preface by Mike Peterson: " I learned to play the guitar early on, yet it
took four years until I got into a musical combo. I played rhythm guitar
in a band called The.Esquires. Then, after that, I played in a different
musical combo, where I was called upon to play lead guitar. After two
years of early 60s Rock 'n' Roll, I joined a band in 1965 with a bunch of
fellas on my block who had the idea to blend Folk music with Blues.
This band had no name, but soon became The Dirty Wurds Blues Band.
We all lived in Chicago, so we'd all go down to Old Town, at North
Avenue and Wells Street, to see and hear the Blues played by Junior
Wells and Buddy Guy. We soon visited a club called Big John's to hear
Muddy Waters. Every time we went to see Muddy, he would have all
kinds of different musicians sitting in and backing him up as he sang and
played his slide guitar. It was exciting to feel the raw volume jumping
out of their old Magnavox amps with one 12" speaker and rattley old
reverb units over thick, old guitar strings that seemed, at first, somehow,
slightly out of tune. Yet, that whole song sounded just right. I remember
seeing the amps and drums and musicians slightly vibrating a few inches
off the worn wooden floors, as if they were some sort of spiritual,
musical beings that could never be torn or separdted from each other,
ever again. Chicago was shaking with sounds of many colors.
INTERVIEW WITH JUSTIN POMEROY AND MIKE PETERSON
BY JOHN BATTLES

JOHN: I think it's fascinating that you were able to go down to Old
Town, while still in your teens, and see Muddy Waters, Junior Wells
and Buddy Guy. What were some of the places you played at in Old
Town that some of these Blues musicians would have played at, too?
JUSTIN: We played at a place called "Like, Young, but the #1 place on
Wells Street at the time was Mother Blues. Also, Big John's, which
Mike already mentioned. On Sunday, they would have "No Liquor
Day,” and, during the day, Muddy Waters would play, with James
Cotton on the harmonica, and all the teenyboppers from the area would
come in, and the place was just packed. We had just come out with that
record, "Why,” and our lead singer, Mick McAleese, he was a pretty
wild guy, so he jumped up on stage with Muddy Waters! Were you there
that day, Mike?

MIKE: How come I don't remember that? It was the 60s, that's why!
(laughs) Did Muddy kick him or anything?

JUSTIN: No, they let me play guitar, and they let Mick sing, and he did
splits on stage, and Jim Savage (Dirty Wurds' bassist) was there. Mick
sang one of Muddy Waters' songs, and Muddy Waters just stood by,
pulling his chin, kind of grinning, looking at him like, "Wow, could this
be happening?.” Mick had absolutely no timidity. He was just up there,
grabbed the mike, took over the stage. It was like, "Hey, I'm in this great
band, The Dirty Wurds, and we're influenced by Muddy Waters, this is a
great honor, and I'm gonna do my best job ,” that was his attitude. There
was a great amount of excitement in Old Town at the time. I was taking
lessons at The Old Town School of Folk Music in 1962, maybe '63-'64,
and there was another guitar player there, a little bit oldésythan me, that I
really looked up to, his name was Lowell Shyette, and he later went on
to be the guy that founded The Little Boy Blues. He had real long hair,
and I was hanging out with Lowell, and going to the coffee houses
where he played. And Fred Holstein was running the folklore center
downstairs. John Brown's Leather Store was across the street, and The
Seed, the underground newspaper, was also there about a year later. |
used to walk into John Brown's Leather Store, and Peter, Paul and Mary

prvould be sitting in there. One time, I walked in, and John Brown was

sewing suede pants on Mary Travers for her concert that night. He was
sewing the pants on her! We used to sit down and jam, and Bob Gibson
would come in, and when The Byrds did their first Chicago concert, they
were hanging out at the folklore center, and they were hanging out with
John Brown, and that's how I met Roger McGuinn and David Crosby.
That was before The Dirty Wurds got together, but, then, about.a year
later, we opened for The Byrds at The Civic Opera House. You hear a
lot of stuff about The 60s, how it was so exciting and wonderful...people
got so tired of hearing that, it became politically correct not to talk about

. it. So, Hollywood doesn’t talk about it anymore, MTV doesn’t talk about
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it anymore. Really! I hardly hear anything, it's like it's completely
washed away. When they do retrospectives on TV, now, they talk about
the 80s music, the 90s music, sometimes the 70s, but, they're like, "Oh,
no, no, no! We're not gonna talk about The 60s, because that's already
been talked about.”



JOHN: But, this is a period that hasn’t been covered enough, it was
like 60s Rock n’'Roll Ground Zero, when bands like yours were
discovering that they could do it for themselves. I think the interest
is coming back, though.

JUSTIN: You think so ?

JOHN: Yeah, you've got Little Steven's Underground Garage radio
show playing this stuff all over the country, and programs like it on
the internet. There's been a few documentaries, but if they can't put
a label on it, they won't touch it. We call it "Garage,” but people
aren’t sure what that means anymore.

JUSTIN: There was a feeling in the air at that time that if you wanted to
get a band together, you just had to send out a thought, like, "Hey, we
need a drummer,” and, all of a sudden, you had a drummer! Nowadays,
it's so hard, not just because I'm a lot older, but, a lot of the younger
people, the music today is so variegated right now, that, let's say you
need a drummer, the drummer might say, "No, no, I only do Hip Hop,”
or, "No, no, I only do R & B, I don't do that kind of music .”
Everybody's on a different trip, but, at that time, everybody was on the
same trip, it seemed. Like, when I first heard Mike, Mike was going to
high school with me, and when I first heard him playing with this band, I
just thought, "Hey, I want that guy in The Dirty Wurds,” and I said,
"Hey, Mike! Come over to my basement, listen to this band I put
together!” Mike says, "Okay,” he comes down, and, after our rehearsal,
he says, "Yeah, sure, I'll join your band!"

MIKE: It was more alive than what my band did! We did Beatles songs,
it was just a pure Rock band that wore silver jackets.

JUSTIN: He had a real "greaser" band with sharkskin suits, but they
were great, they were like The Ventures, but, all of a sudden, Mike says,
"Yeah, sure, I'll join your band, and, then, his band says to him, "Are
you crazy? What are you joining this band for?” and Mike says, [ don't
know, I just like this band,” and, so, he joined our band, and, before you
know it, we were kind of a mini-hit, y'’know? This was in late '65, and
we were together 'til '67. Now, Lowell Shyette, who I mentioned earlier,
I saw Lowell start The Little Boy Blues, and I went and heard them for
the first time at The Centaur, this coffee house on Wells Street that was
opened by John Brown, the leather maker. He made all The Dirty Wurds
their guitar straps, he made The Beatles their guitar straps, too, and he
made The Byrds their suede capes. David Crosby wore this beautiful
Robin Hood suede cape with the high collar. I have one, too, that John
Brown made for me. It's a blue one, David Crosby had a brown one.
John Brown had a great leather store, and he was a big influence on me.
He was kind of a guru, musically, he helped me become more "beat" at
that time. It was an exciting time, Lowell started The Little Boy Blues,
and I was a Folk purist, I couldn’t believe that he was going to play
electric. Jim Savage was a banjo player that I was starting a little group
with, we were doing Bluegrass, we were doing Folk music, and singing
double harmony. Then, when The Byrds came out, I couldn’t believe it.
At first, I didn’t like it.Then, I couldn’t put that record down,
"Mr.Tambourine Man,” cos Dylan was my ultimate idol, I just loved
Dylan. So, the combination of The Little Boy Blues getting together,
Lowell Shyette, Jim Boyce, Ray Levin, Paul Ostroff, and hearing The
Shadows of Knight opening for The Byrds' first Chicago concert, at
McCormick place, on the rising stage, and hearing The Byrds, I thought,
"Wow!” I had a Fender Stratocaster that my Uncle willed me when he
died, so, I thought Jim and I would try playing some electric music. We
were doing it just for kicks. The Dirty Wurds started out as part of a
joke, even the name. Jim and I were doing a lot of gigs, and we were
offered a gig playing for a "Sweet Sixteen" party, and this was before
even Mike had joined the group, at a restaurant in Evanston called The
Tally-Ho Restaurant. We went up and auditioned, we were always
auditioning, and Jim and I wore those suede boots that were real baggy,
all the Folkies on Wells Street wore them at the time. We were the only
ones in Senn High school who wore those boots, and we had tight pants,
we dressed real "Beat,” we had those big, thick belts, and T had a belt
made by John Brown with a big, round buckle...anyway, we went down
there and did this great audition, and we really sounded great. We did a
lot of Flatt and Scruggs type music, and we did some funky old Blues,
some Robert Johnson songs. This lady said, "You guys are great, you're
hired! But...could you do some Rock n’ Roll, too?.” Jim looked at me,
and went, "Oh, my God...,” and I looked back at her, and I said, "Sure,
we'll play some Rock, too..” She said, "Great! You've got the job." The
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gig was in three, four weeks, and Jim said to me, "Why did you say that?
How can we play ROCK, man ?!” I said, " Look, she's paying us $150
to play for this party!,” and that was a lot of money, back then! So, I
said, "Look, here's what we'll do, we'll play Chicago Blues. We'll play
some Muddy Waters, We'll do Chuck Berry, we'll do like The Rolling
Stones are doing,” and Jim says, "Look, we're selling out, man, we can't
play Rock, we're Folk musicians, man!” But, I said, "Well, look, if we
play Electric Blues, we're not selling out, we're playing music that's
indigenous to where we're from. I've got the Fender Strat from my Uncle
Art, you can borrow an electric bass,” and, he said, "But, I play banjo
and guitar!” Anyway, we found a drummer real fast. My sister knew a
guy named Marc Bringman, got him in. Jim finally agreed to play
electric bass, so he borrowed the bass from Rick Cohn, who later
became our manager for a short time. He had an old semi-hollow bass,
an EB3, and actually the first gig we did was me on guitar, and I wanted
Mike in the group, and Mick McAleese was hanging out with me at that
time, he had dropped out of High School, tall guy, with long, black hair,
and he said, "Hey, man, I sing the Blues, I can sing all that stuff." He
had collected 45s of Muddy Waters... and I had 'em, too, I had all these
Chess and Checker 45s, we had Howlin' Wolf, Muddy Waters, Junior
Wells, Buddy Guy, Lightnin' Hopkins, and I had a pretty good Blues
record collection, so we sat down in my basement. Mick McAleese
started singing the Blues, Jim was playing bass, I was playing guitar, we
had a drummer. Then, we needed a name for the band, so, here's how we
got the name, I knew we were only going to have one gig as an electric
band, so, I thought, "How about blowing everybody's fucking mind?!
(laughs) Now, Blues is dirty music, it's roots music, so, I stayed up all
night one night, I'm thinking, "Muddy Waters...muddy, muddy, dirty,
roots....” I even thought of the name "Grass Roots" before that band
came out, and I thought, "Chicago Blues are dirty Blues...dirty..what's a
good name?" My father was really into Lenny Bruce, and his
autobiography had just come out, called, How To Talk Dirty and
Influence People. and, he gave me that book to read, and I had it on the
floor, next to my bed, and I'm sitting there thinking, and I see that book,
and I go, "Dirty words, that's it! Dirty words!” The next day, I went up
to my dad, who was a Lutheran Minister, and I go, "Dad, you know that
gig we're doing at the Tally-Ho Restaurant, we're gonna do it electric,
I've got a name for that gig, you wanna hear it?” And I was afraid he
was gonna go, "You've gotta be kidding!” I told him, "We're gonna call
ourselves The Dirty Wurds, playing the Blues,” and my Dad says,
"GREAT,” with his fist in the air, "Great! Oh, that's a great name!” We
played a few gigs at The Tally-Ho, but Mike joined right after that first
gig. And, when he played, oh, God, was he good...

MIKE: I was just learning it, though ! How could I be good?

JUSTIN: I'd give him a record, he'd take it home, he'd come back, he'd
know it. He'd play it right on the spot. We weren’t planning to stay
together after the first gig, but, then, the girls were screaming, and they
all wanted our cards. We didn’t have cards, so we gave them our phone
numbers, and, out of that one gig, we got all these other gigs, so, then,
Jim said to me, "Should we stay together?,” and Mick McAleese said,
"Yeah, man, of Course! We've got a BAND, man.” So we did all these
gigs, then Mike joined, and then, gradually, we got a much better
drummer. We had a fan club in Evanston High School, we had one at
Senn High School, little, mini-fan clubs, just for fun, and we were doing
some gigs at a place called The Pink Phynque on Sheridan Road, right
near Lunt (Note: the club, which was located near where I live now, was
on Sheridan, between Columbia and Pratt streets, a few blocks from
Lunt. It's now a dry cleaners. I've seen it spelled as "Pfink" in the past,
but a flyer that Justin showed me had it spelled "Phynque” However,
one of the other bands was listed on the flyer as The IDS of March!!!-
JOHN). It was a very exciting time, Mike and Jim and I were growing
our hair really long, and we were learning all these cool Chicago Blues
songs, plus a few Rolling Stones songs, but I told the guys in the group,
"If we're gonna stay together, why should we copy British bands?
They're copying us! They're copying the Blues. Why don't we just
develop our own sound?” And, I really liked that harmonica sound that
James Cotton had with Muddy Waters, and I said," We've gotta have
that THICK harmonica sound,” because, I remember, when I was a kid,
my mother was sick a lot back in The 50s. My father was sending me
down to the Southside of Chicago to my grandmother's. My
grandmother was somebody I couldn’t stand, and she'd say, "Don't play



with those colored kids,” but I used to play with the Black kids, and, I
remember, this one kid, his name was Oliver, I think. He used to take me
over to this basement where this band played. I was only 8 or 9 years
old, and I don't know who the band was, all I remember was these Black
musicians playing the Blues, there was smoke all over the basement, and
I was the only White kid, and we'd sit in the window, listening to this
music, and this one guy was playing the harmonica, and he was making
his harmonica sound like a car horn. He said, "Watch this, I can make it
sound like a Cadillac!-"HONK, HONK, HAHHNK"-Okay, here's a
Buick-"HAAHNK, HAHNK, HAAHHNK.” He said, to play harmonica
properly, you've got to sound like a car! Then, I realized that the real
Chicago Blues musicians like Paul Butterfield, his harmonica sound,
James Cotton, even Lowell Shyette, were getting that thick, Southside
Chicago harp sound, not the thin sound that you heard on The Yardbirds
records, Keith Relf, or even Brian Jones with The Rolling Stones, which
I loved. But it was this real, gutsy, dirty Chicago harmonica sound. So, I
wanted to audition harmonica players. I'd put the word out through our
fan club, and we got all these calls, and this one guy called up named
Marion Kriczka, who now teaches painting at The Art Institute of
Chicago. He said, " Hey, I play the Chicago Blues, I'm from the west
side, and I play Blues harp.” I said, "Do you have that thick sound or the
thin sound?,” "The THICK sound, the car horn sound.” Then I said, "
Can you play like Paul Butterfield, or Lowell Shyette of The Little Boy
Blues?” He said, "Oh, are you kidding? Those are white guy sounds,”
but, Marion Kriczka was White, too, so I said, "Come on over, I'll
audition you.” So, he came on over, and he wore this black leather,
Southside of Chicago jacket, and he had this blonde pompadour, he
looked like James Cagney, he was really a tough guy. He pulled out his
harps, and, oh, did he play well. He was on that Caped Crusader 45 (on
"Mellow Down Easy").It has a picture of Alex Wald on there, but, Alex
Wald came later, when Marion had to quit, to go to The Art Institute.
But, that's how we started to develop more of a Bluesy sound. We were
really influenced by The Paul Butterfield Blues Band, I have to tell ya,
we used to go down to Big John's and hear them play from outside,
because we couldn’t get in. One night, Eric Clapton was in town to play
with John Mayall's Bluesbreakers, and he came to Big John's that night,
and I saw him walk in the door, and I was outside, maybe with Jim
Savage, trying to hear Paul Butterfield, and then, later, Eric Clapton
came out, and said, "Oh, my God...that guy puts me to shame...,”
meaning Mike Bloomfield. Mike Peterson was only 16, 17 years old, but
damn it, he could play very close to Michael Bloomfield's style. He had
incredible talent at that time, and sometimes Mike would take a Paul
Butterfield record, take it home, come back the next day, and he knew
every solo, note-by-note, plus, he could elaborate on that, improvise
even beyond that. That's how we went from kind of a wild punk/Blues to
a little bit more of a Southside Chicago Blues sound, that's what we
were trying to get, and, then, Marion Kriczka left, and that's how Alex
Wald came in. Marion Kriczka joined the group around the same time as
Mark Hannon (vocals, harmonica-also featured on the Caped Crusader
45.-John), and we played together all that summer of '66, I think, and
into the fall, and then, either late '66 or early '67, Marion had to leave, so
we got Alex Wald, who played with us through part of '67, and then he
quit for some reason, and then we also got a new drummer, we went
from Bob Curtis (who still plays regularly in Chicago. He played in the
original Mighty Blue Kings, as well as a version of The Rockin' Johnny
Blues Band, along with Mike Peterson) to Eric Long, and Al Miller, our
last harmonica player, came in at the same time, and. then, we played
the rest of the spring of '67, through the Summer of Love, when we
played on North Avenue Beach every weekend. That was a really
exciting time. '67 was a magical time for Rock...

JOHN: Did you flirt with Psychedelia at all during that time?
JUSTIN: Well, when The Dirty Wurds played first, with Mick
McAleese, we did The Byrds show, and the Sonny and Cher show, we
were doing more psychedelic stuff. We had a light show at the time. We
would play a song, and, in the middle of the song, all of a sudden, our
drummer would start to go double time, and Mike would just go crazy
on the guitar, and click in that fuzztone. He was real influenced by Jeff
Beck and The Yardbirds, so I would say our "Psychedelic" period
happened early, and then, we tried to get more pure Blues. In our
attempt to make pure Blues, we were sounding pretty psychedelic
anyway. When Eric Long joined the group, we were playing at Like,
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Young, there were light shows. Wherever we played, the place was
packed, and we had Cliff and Henrietta and Dorothy. We had these
Black dancers dancing with us (There's some great recollections about
them in the Caped Crusader 45 liner notes.-JOHN) We had a lot of
young, Black people following us at the time, which was cool.

JOHN: That is cool that you sustained such a large Black following,
which was unusual back then.

JUSTIN: It was, because most of the Black people in those days had
moved to Soul music and the Detroit sound. They didn’t want the Blues,
because they thought of The Blues as slave music, old-fashioned music,
but there were others who didn’t feel that way, and liked what we were
doing.

JOHN: Who were some of the other bands you played with, and did
you ever play The Cellar in Arlington Heights, or any other clubs
outside of Chicago?

JUSTIN: The Dirty Wurds never played at The Cellar, but I played The
Cellar with Bob Carter in another group that I was in for the few years
after The Dirty Wurds broke up. I'd been to The Cellar before that, too,
but, The Dirty Wurds never played there for some reason, isn’t that
weird? Now, Paul Sampson was the guy who ran The Cellar and
managed The Shadows of Knight, and Carl Bonafede ran The Holiday
Ballroom. We played The Holiday Ballroom, which was on the
Westside of Chicago, it was a greaser club, and they pelted us with
pennies. There was a big fight, a big riot, where the Police had to come.
We were on stage with our long hair, playing for this greaser club. The
chicks in the audience had these big, bouffant, 60s, hairsprayed do's.
MIKE: They wanted The Del-Vettes!

JUSTIN: They wanted The Del-Vettes. We were playing this wild
music, and it was really good music, but, they just really didn’t
understand it, like, "Who are these sissies with long hair?” So they were
throwing pennies at us onstage, and, I'll tell you a funny story....when
we were opening for The Byrds at The Civic Opera House about a
month earlier, there was a big riot, okay, because we played "Why,” and
the girls were all screaming, and then, The Byrds came out and played
their new song, "Turn, Turn, Turn,” and then, the girls jumped into the
orchestra pit at The Civic Opera House, and started climbing up, onto
the stage, and they couldn’t control them, so, then, they closed the
curtains on The Byrds. The Byrds kept playing, as if nothing happened,
and the girls were screaming and, very aggressively, climbing up on the
stage, and the stagehands were grabbing the girls' fingers as they were
making their way up to the stage, and throwing them down into the
orchestra pit, which was really dangerous, and this one guy started
pulling out all the guitar plugs on The Byrds, and David Crosby punched
the guy. John Brown, from the leather store, was driving the limousine
for The Byrds, he was backstage, and he punched out a few guys, and,
then, David Crosby got real mad, got real red in the face, walked right
by me, and he looked at me, and he said, " No one does this to a Byrd.” I
thought it was so cool, that he had such self-esteem. TF{&y got into their
limousine, all The Byrds did, and Mrs. Friedman, a little Jewish lady
who ran Rock Productions, who had hired The Byrds, ran up to The




MIKE: Yeah. I don't remember the breakup, though.

JUSTIN:You don't remember that?

MIKE: I just don't, I was just too far gone All I did was play guitar, and
there was nothing else for my whole friggin' life, it was weird...

JUSTIN: Do you remember joining The Little Boy Blues?

MIKE: Yeah! (All laugh) 1 don't know why I did it! It was terrible! I
didn’t even like them. We were playing Motown music.

JOHN: This was a little later? (The Little Boy Blues started out much
like The Dirty Wurds, but later became more of a “horn band,” as did
many Chicago Garage bands. Later, still, they put out a moderately
psychedelic Pop/Rock LP on Fontana.- JOHN)

MIKE: It was in '67. I quit The Dirty Wurds for about 6 months, and I
played with The Little Boy Blues, because their guitarist, Paul Ostroff,
left.

JUSTIN: And, remember how you came back? At Mother Blues! You
hopped right back up on stage, and Carmie, our substitute guitarist,
jumped off the stage. Carmie was this little Jewish guy, he wore a derby,
smokin' this cigar, he did a lot of acid. We were onstage doing this great
gig, Muddy Waters was in the audience, and Otis Rush would come and
hear us play every Monday night, August and September of '67, at
Mother Blues...

MIKE: I remember Siegel-Schwall, they came in, and we had that good
drummer, Eric Long, and the band sounded so nice...I was up on stage,
and I remember those two Blues guys that were getting albums coming
in on 'em, and, they just looked at us, and their jaws dropped. They were
hearing something that was really mellow and nice, and it made me feel
good, 'cause we were looking up to them!

JUSTIN: I was playing Blues piano on a Wurlitzer at the time, and,
Corky Siegel, that's what he played, too. Corky came up to me, and said,
"Hey, man, I like your playing.”

MIKE:I heard him say something to you like that. It's good to get pat on
the back once in a while, when you're getting beat on the streets!
JUSTIN: But, the girls would come to Mother Blues, but they couldn’t
get in, because it was an adult place, and they were serving liquor, and
they had a high window, so, the girls were on top of each others'
shoulders, jumping up and trying to see us. My girlfriend, Trish, was out
there, and, they wouldn’t let her in. But, the first gig we did at Mother
Blues, Mike came, and he was still in The Little Boy Blues, and I saw
him in the back, watching us, and you had that look in your eyes, Mike,
like, "Boy, do I wish I was back in The Dirty Wurds!”

MIKE: "Do I want some of THAT candy!"
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JUSTIN: The guitar player completely comprehended it, and he looked
at me and he said, "Hey, you know, I'm just doing this temporarily. If
you want Mike to jump up on stage, go ahead,” and, I said, "Is that O.K.
with you?” And he said, "Sure, man,” and I looked at Mike, and I said,
"Mike! Do you wanna play?” and he said, "Yes,” and you came up, and
you were back in the band! You were right there, against the wall at
Mother Blues, and you looked really sad, it's like, you wanted to come
back into The Dirty Wurds! (Both laugh)

MIKE: I had the puppy dog eyes, it got me back in the group, so, it's
O K. Right after that, the group broke up or something. I don't know, it
might have been that it took a little longer.

JUSTIN: Yeah, we played the complete gig at Mother Blues, and then,
right after that, we had the big schism, and then we broke up. Then, in
1969, when I was at Roosevelt University, I put together another Dirty
Wurds for political rallies, anti-war rallies. What happened was,
Roosevelt University was a very liberal, left-wing school with a lot of
musicians, they had a good music program there, and they came up to
me, some of the political people, like the S.D.S. You see, the students
had taken over the University, and I had run for Senate, and I won, and,
at one point, the students carried me into The Dean's office, and they
shooed The Dean out, and they plopped me down, right in his seat,
because I had real long hair. I didn’t want to do it...

JOHN: But, they put you in that position...

JUSTIN: Right, but, they wanted The Dirty Wurds. They said, "Can't
you get The Dirty Wurds together to play for these big events?” And I
said, "Okay ” so I got another lead singer, John Dinghart, I got Bob
Carter back on drums, and we called ourselves The Dirty Wurds just for
about 2 months, and we were on all the big posters that'd say, "Anti-War
Rally-Musical Guests: The Dirty Wurds,” you know, and it was really
good, and that was really good for publicity, it brought a lot of people.
But, Mike wasn’t part of that. Mike had sort of disappeared for a while, I
don't know what happened to you, Mike, but it was about a year later,
and then, slowly, you started coming back, and we started jamming
again, stuff like that, but, I started a three piece group after that, called
Pop, with Bob Carter on drums and vocals, and my girlfriend, Lauren,
played bass and sang. She had a lower voice than me! I played a Fender
12-string. We were sort of like The Byrds, sort of Psychedelic Folk-
Rock, it was an experimental group. We did all originals. That group
played at The Cellar, and The Kinetic Playground, too. Did you ever go
there?

JOHN: No, I would've just been a little kid.

JUSTIN:It was the coolest club that I've ever been to in my life, so well-
designed...

MIKE: It was real earthy looking, with a wall behind the stage, and
these moving amoebas, Y'know ?

JUSTIN: Well, they had a 360° screen, it was 360° all around, with a
control room hanging from the ceiling that looked like a flying saucer.
In there, they had three or four guys, real busy, I never saw such
energetic guys in my life. You'd look up there, and they were setting up
all the light shows and showing movies. It was amazing. It was called
The Electric Thyeatre originally, but, they changed the name because
they were getting sued by The Electric Circus in New York. I heard
Albert King there, B.B.King, The Byrds, The Who. You know, The
Who played there a few times. That was the biggest place at the time,
except The Aragon (which still functions today, though the acoustics are
horrendous!-JOHN). The Dirty Wurds played at a club on the Southside
a few times a week, deep Southside, Stony Island and 80th street. For a
while, T had the poster from it, but I can't find it! But, it was a cool
poster, kind of a psychedelic poster, and it said "Stony Island...The Dirty
Waurds, with go-go girls, LaVern and Linda,” or something like that.
(Laughs)

JOHN: So, it was a Black club?

JUSTIN: Yeah, it was a Black club. We never played at The Regal...we
almost got a gig at The Regal. We had people who tried to get us a gig
there, but they thought it would be too much to have a white group.
White groups didn’t play there at all. This club on Stony Island was
white and Black. Most of the white kids were really tough, greaser-type
kids, but they liked the music. They liked us better than they did at The
Holiday Ballroom on the Westside, where we got in that big riot. You
know, Carl Bonafede, who was managing The Buckinghams, my Sister's
group, The Daughters of Eve, and some other bands, he was pretty big,
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Byrds and said, "Boys, you've got a contract to play another 45
minutes.” They said, "Lady, we're outta here! We're splitting! We don't
like being treated this way, you closed the curtain on us.” Then she
freaked out, went up to my dad, cos he was a Minister, you know, and
she said, "Reverend, do you think you can help me talk The Byrds into
coming back on stage?" So, my Dad said, "Sure,” so, he went up to the
limousine, there's John, John Brown knew my Dad, too, and he said,
"Hi, John, Hi Roger, Hi David Crosby...listen, why don't you guys get
back out and play?” And, David Crosby looked back at my dad, and
said, "Fuck you, Father.” My mother was standing there, and my mother
had a temper, and she looked at him, and she said, "Fuck YOU,
asshole.” And David Crosby got real contrite and embarrassed (He
should have! You don't call a Protestant minister "Father" unless you're
his kid! - JOHN). And he looked at my Dad, and he was wearing his
clerical suit with the white collar and the cross, and he says to my dad,
"Please forgive me, Father.” My Dad said. "It's okay, it's cool. Come on
guys, play a few more songs, I'll make a deal with you. I'll go out there,
I'll get the girls to settle down. If T get them to settle down, will you
come on?" They said, "YES.” He goes out on stage in front of thousands
of teenagers, and says, "Hello! Let me get your attention! Hey, hey,
settle down, settle down...do you want The Byrds to come back on ?
("YEEEAHHH!!!") Listen! They might not! ("BOOOOOO!!!") BUT, if
everybody gets reeeaal quiet, settles down, and goes back to your seats,
I can promise we'll bring The Byrds back on, but you've got to do this
for me, we've got to have total silence....” Everybody goes back to their
seat. There's absolute silence in the whole Civic Opera House. My dad
looks at the curtain, and goes, "Okay, you guys ready?" (Mike laughs)
Don't you remember this, Mike? This was the same concert where we
played a Psychedelic version of "Louie, Louie,” and I was using
feedback out of my amp, and I got blood all over my Stratocaster
because I was strumming so hard. Anyway, it was a great concert, really
exciting. So, The Byrds came out, and the first song they did was "Roll
Over Beethoven,” Folk-Rock style, with the 12-string guitar, it was
really cool. So, anyway, I remembered David Crosby saying "No one
does this to a Byrd,” when The Dirty Wurds were playing at The
Holiday Ballroom, there were all these greasers out there, these were
tough guys, they were throwing pennies at our guitars, and we were
getting mad, so I went up to the microphone, and said, "No one treats
The Dirty Wurds this way!” and these guys started jumping up on the
stage, and Marion Kriczka started unscrewing the microphone stands,
and he gave us each a microphone stand.

MIKE: Rod Todoravich, who was one of our road managers, was there,
and he was a big guy. He had a hammer, one time, on somebody.
JUSTIN: He looked like one of the Hell's Angels. But, these guys, they
jumped up on stage, and we were pushing 'em off the stage, and, all of a
sudden, all these police cars appeared in front of The Holiday Ballroom,
and they separated us, and we got paid and everything, but, they
wouldn’t have us back. That was a club that we played at, though. We
also played at The New Place in Algonquin...

MIKE: Where Mark got attacked in the hamburger store?

JUSTIN: YES!

MIKE: Mark got punched out and he flew across a table, and, my friend,
he had a hammer in his hand, and he was going to go after these four
guys, there might have been more than that, but it was all The Dirty
Wurds, we were hungry, we stopped after the gig, the Pastor was with us
at the time. What'd he do ? He held up his hands!

JUSTIN: Yeah! He said, "Guys!' Settle down! Settle down!”

MIKE: But, you see, in those days, there weren’t many people with long
hair. Long hair didn’t really make the scene in Chicago until around the
end of '68, or '69, really, so, to be a band in '66 with long hair down your
shoulders, you couldn’t walk down the streets in Chicago without
somebody pulling up and saying, " HEY, HIPSHIT! GET A
HAIRCUT,” or, "HEY, FAGGOT,” so, it was really hard. Sometimes
we'd get into fights...

JOHN: So, you were really some of the first longhairs in Chicago,
then.

MIKE: Right. The Paul Butterfield Blues Band didn’t have long hair.
JUSTIN: To have that kind of hair, then, you were asking for a lot of
trouble, but, you know what? After The Dirty Wurds kind of hit it big,
we could wear our hair long in Senn High School. I remembered right
after the Evanston High School show...we were supposed to play four
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half hour sets. The third set, half way through, we were stopped by the
principal and the other teachers. My dad got very upset about this, and
one of the newspapers called my dad, cos he was there. (Reads): "The
Reverend Pomeroy took issue with the principal. “ This is really a
humiliation. These boys have played at 26 places since last summer,
including churches and restaurants, and no one has been offended.” The
Reverend Mr. Pomeroy said the performance was interrupted as the
group played a slow number, "As Tears Go By.” He added, "It's a very
slow song. It's like interrupting "Silent Night,” he said "(All laugh). Can
you imagine, people reading this? A Reverend, a Lutheran
Minister...indignant about what happened to his son's Dirty Wurds
band? "They were so disgusting and obscene, we were going to pull
them off the stage if the faculty hadn’t stepped in.” That isn’t true! They
got somebody to say that, because the kids loved us! The Principal was
quoted in the paper as saying, "It was a vulgar display, the music was
unusually loud, the combo was obnoxious, and they were also
disreputable-looking.” Those lines made us very big, because every
teenager said, " Hey! I wanna go hear this band play!” I like this one,
too, the title reads, "The Dirty Wurds are For The Burds!,” written by
this NURD! (Both laugh), but, I love this article. Stuff like this was
really good for us. It was right in January, we came back for our next
semester at Senn High, and I had my long hair, and I went to my new
classes, and I'd sit down, and our new teacher would say," Guess what?
One of those boys was in my homeroom this morning, you know what
I'm talking about, one of those Dirty Wurds was in my homeroom” and,
I'm sitting in the back of the room, and everybody's laughing, and she
goes, "Gasp! Another one!” A few years ago, Mark Hannon was
interviewed by this magazine in England called Shindig! (Note: Mark
Hannon replaced Mick McAleese on vocals and harmonica. Both
Hannon and McAleese are now deceased.- JOHN). Because they did
this interview with him, Mark called me up about three years ago, and
said, "Hey, since this came out in England, in a sense, we've kinda hit it
big in England (laughs) 30 years later! Why don't we put The Dirty
Wurds back together, do a few gigs, and capitalize on that?" So, I said,
"Great idea!,” then I called you, Mike, and then, we got Bob Carter, and
we got that bass player, and we practiced a few times, but, then Mark
found out that his lung cancer had come back, so we never ended up
doing it. But, I got a little upset with Mark, when I read this article,
because he changed the history a little bit...So I wrote him a very
literate, long letter with the corrections, not because it was such a big
thing, but, I used a little humor, I wasn’t pissed, but, he called me back
up, and was real contrite, said, "Justin, I'm so sorry, you're absolutely
right. I've been telling the wrong story.” You know how, sometimes
when you're telling the wrong story, all of the sudden, you start
believing it. But, he was telling them, the reason we broke up was
because he wanted to play the real Blues, and Justin and Mike Peterson
only wanted to do Psychedelic music. There was some truth to that, I
was more progressive. I wanted our music to be Bijes, but, more
progressive. The real reason we broke up was because Mark wanted to
change the name of the band. He said, "It's a screwy name. We're so
tight, we're so good, people love us, we should call it The Mark Hannon
Blues Band,” and I said, "Mark, listen. You are a great singer, you're a
great showman, you've gotten great on the harmonica, I love you, and I
wish we could change the name, too, but, you know what? The Beatles
is a stupid name, there's a lot of stupid names, but, it's too late, people
know us by this name, we've got to keep it.” And, he said, "Look, if
you're not gonna change the name, I'm just gonna break away,” and, at a
certain point, after this big gig we did at Mother Blues, he and Al Miller
and Eric Long got together, and there was a schism within the group,
and he said, "Hey, I wanna start my own Blues band, and that left Mike
and me, and Jim Savage. At that point, I was at Roosevelt University,
and I was so worried about getting drafted, I was very happy with the
group stopping at that point. I didn’t feel bad that it broke up, but, that
was the real reason. It had nothing to do with me not wanting to play
Blues, and I got that across to Mark, and he finally admitted it to me,
and said, "Hey, man, you're right. You're the one that wanted The Blues,
you're the one that insisted on The Blues, even when I wanted to do
other songs, you stayed with Blues, you stayed with that harmonica
sound.”

MIKE: That's what I thought.

JUSTIN: Yeah, do you remember?



he was a disc jockey, he was called "The Screaming Wildman.” He used
to come over and hear our band practice. I saw him about 4 or 5 years
ago, and he came up to me and said, "I just want you to know, you guys
were fabulous. T came this close to asking if I can be your manager, and
I know I could have pushed you, but, I just had so much on my plate at
the time, but, you guys were really tight, you guys were hip, you were
cutting edge, and I wanted to manage you, I really did. I agonized about
it a lot, and I finally decided, I can't take you on right now, but I just
want you to know that I would have managed you.” I thought that was
pretty cool, cause he was big. He had all these other bands he was
pushing, but they were all Buckinghams facsimiles, they had horns, they
had a lot of help in the recording studio. I always felt that The
Buckinghams were not totally authentic, because, when they recorded,
they used a lot of studio musicians, this is what I've heard. When we
recorded, we just rolled our crummy old amps in ourselves. When we
recorded "Why,” Stu Black, the sound engineer, said, "Why don't you
guys go home and learn how to play your instruments and come back
and see me later? (Laughs) Later on, we recorded "Mellow Down Easy"
with Stu Black as our engineer, again, and he ran up to us and said, "
Hey, you guys! This could be a hit!,” because of Mike's guitar solo. He
was real excited, so, he changed his tune in six months. So, we really
progressed fast, even though, when I hear "Why" now, I dig it. But, at
the time, I didn’t like it, because I thought it was too raunchy, but, I love
it, now. b
JOHN: Tell me about the rivalry you had with The Little Boy Blues,
and about some of the other Chicago-area bands you might have
been associated with...
MIKE: Well, when we were on the lake, near Old Town, that big, grassy
area, Paul Butterfield's bass player sat in with us one time.
JUSTIN: Yeah, and Elvin Bishop, who was also in Butterfield's band at
the time, sat in with us, too. All the bands that played in the Summer of
Love at North Avenue Beach used our sound system. A band would call
my dad and say, "Hey, we're gonna be playing on North Avenue Beach,
can we use your sound system?” And my dad would say, "Sure.” There
was a band called The Yellow Brick Road, they were a Psychedelic
band. There was a band called Saturday's Children, this guy named Buzz
Dommers was in that group (Looks at the track listing on a "Pebbles"
CD)....no, wait...was it Yesterday's Children? Or Thursday's Children?
All these groups about Children...The Foggy Notions, I knew those
guys, they were influenced by us. One of those guys went to Senn High
School with me....there it is, Nobody's Children, that's the group,
Nobody's Children (Not to be confused with the Texas band, "Nobody's
Children" of "Good Times" infamy-JOHN), we knew them. The Little
Boy Blues, we had a rivalry going with them, because we were both
doing that punk/Blues thing, but we were friends with those guys, we
liked 'em a lot. We were friends with The Knaves, too, they were a hot
group. I hear Howie Berkman is up in Colorado, now. The big bands at
the time, besides The Dirty Wurds and The Little Boy Blues were The
Shadows of Knight, The Buckinghams, Ides of March, The Cryan'
Shames, The Mauds, remember The Mauds?
JOHN: They're playing next week at Halsted Street Market Days!
JUSTIN: Is that right?
MIKE: The Flock.
JUSTIN: THE FLOCK!
MIKE: Remember Snake? That long, white hair on Snake, the lead
singer? (I think he 's referring to Flock frontman, Fred Glickstein,
whom, incidentally, I recently met at a Dr. Wax record store, one day
" after meeting the keyboard player from Michael and The Messengers on
a CTA bus-JOHN),
JOHN: All these bands that are still around are doing the fair
circuit these days, The Buckinghams, The Shadows of Knight,
Cryan' Shames, New Colony Six (The Flock recently played, minus
Goldstein, at the legendary Gateway Theatre, and at Peace Fest, for all
you trainspotters.-JOHN).
JUSTIN: Maybe we should do this, Mike. Maybe we.should get The
Dirty Wurds back together, get Bob Carter...we could do it...the thing is,
the music just seemed to get better and better, and it was at that high
level, and, I thought, by '67, that we'd have a pot-smoking President in
The White House! Everybody did! We just thought the music was going
to go on and on and on. We didn’t know it was going to end! 16

MIKE: We didn’t have Clinton back then. If we would have, it would
have been better. The Police wouldn’t have been allowed to beat down
on us. What was that all about? Let's beat up on other human beings, I
mean, how sick. ,

JOHN: It happened a lot, right here in Chicago .

JUSTIN: It was a hard city to be, like, a Hippy at that time, to be an
individual, just to be yourself, and dress any way you want to dress.
Now, people can get away with it much more. If somebody wants to be
punk, you can punk out, or, if you want to be Goth, go Goth.

JOHN: It doesn’t mean they're not going to have trouble, but, not
like there was before

JUSTIN: Right.

JOHN: I was looking at these local magazines like Psyche Pscene in
'68, and almost none of the guys in these pictures have got long hair,
and you guys had REAL long hair, I mean, that was like Pretty
Things long hair! That was outrageous at the time. It looked so cool,
but, it just wasn’t done!

JUSTIN: Right.

JOHN: People have this revisionist version of the 60s where, as soon
as "Louie, Louie" fell from the charts, and The Beatles came in,
suddenly, all the men had long hair, and of course, that's not how it
happened. It's not just about hair, but, I'm sure, for you guys that
meant something, it was asserting your individuality in a hostile
world.

MIKE: What about that time on Lake Shore Drive when those guys
attacked us? Two Black friends of ours were in the car with us, and they
took over, and they beat 'em all up? (Laughs) Henrietta and Cliff. Cliff
goes up to the van's glove compartment, and says, "I need something!
Anything! Oh, there's a hammer, good!”

JUSTIN: Two guys in a car were following us because we had long hair,
and they were like big football player kinds of guys, and they were
throwing beer cans at our car, and, when we got to a red light, they were
yelling out, "Hey, you faggots!” And, all of a sudden, the two Black
girls and the Black guy, Cliff, with his motorcycle jacket, jump out of
our car, and jump into THEIR car, and start beating these guys up,
because they wanted to beat US up.

JOHN: What's the story with those Chess sessions?

JUSTIN: No one can find them. We cut the equivalent of a whole
album, or maybe two albums, worth of Blues at Chess Studios. We've
tried real hard to find those tapes. Somebody has 'em, somewhere, but
we sounded so good. I was playing piano and slide guitar, Mike was
playing lead guitar, but, sometimes, he was playing with The Little Boy
Blues, so we had Carmie playing. We also had Jim Savage, Al Miller on
trumpet and harmonica, Mark Hannon singing, and, also, playing
harmonica, and we had Eric Long on drums. We did have a single on
Chess ("Born in Chicago" b/w an outstanding punk version of "In The
Midnight Hour,” one of the most overdone covers of the era.- JOHN),
from another session. They changed our name to "The Wurds” for that
single, which I didn’t like at all. Alan Miller, by the way, took the place
of Alex Wald, and he later became a stockbroker, made a lot of money,
and now he's retired, and he lives on Lake Shore Drive, and guess what
he does now ? He has a Blues band! Thev're called The Al Miller Blues
Band. He's got two CDs out!

R. Mike playing recently
with Rockin’ Johnny. Facing
page: Shot behind Don
Bronstein’s studio, same wall
as on Shadows of Knight
“Back Door Man” LP cover,
(L-R): Mike Peterson, Mark
hannon, Alex Wald, Jim
Savage, Bob Cyrtis (seated):
Justin Pomeroy. P. 18: At the §
Rolling Stone Rock Club (L-
R): Mike Peterson, Mark
Hannon, Justin Pomeroy,
Marion Kryvza (original
harmonica player), Jim
Savage, Bob Curtis




MIKE: You can get his CDs at Tower Records.

JUSTIN: That's where I got mine. He came back into my life after Mark
Hannon died. The amazing thing about Mike was that he was such a
good guitar player, and all the guys in the group were really good, but
we never thought, "Hey, we're so young and so talented.” We never did.
We always thought, "We're not as good as our idols,” we were always
looking up to somebody, trying so hard to sound better, and, that helped
us get better. We were changing drummers, changing singers, and, we
were really, really good that last year. I wish we had those outtakes at
Chess...

MIKE: Eric Long was on that stuff. He was the coolest drummer.
JUSTIN: Our drummer, Eric Long, studied with Elvin Jones, who was
John Coltrane's drummer. He went to New York at one point, he said, "
I'd like to take a break for a few weeks,” and he went to New York, and
he hung out with John Coltrane and Elvin Jones. Coltrane was amazed at
how this seventeen year old was such a great drummer. He was a
timpanist in The Youth Symphony-Orchestra, too. But, he died...it was
'70, maybe '71, it was a few years after the band broke up. He jumped
out of a window on acid. The freaky thing about it was, while he was in
the band, in The 60s, he had a girlfriend who also jumped out of a
window on acid. It made the headlines of the newspapers. It happened
down in Old Town, she jumped out of a window of an apartment
building above Midas' Touch.

MIKE: Was it Susie Chess (Marshall Chess' daughter)?

JUSTIN: It wasn’t Susie Chess, it was right before he went out with
Susie Chess. A lot of people think that The Dirty Wurds got the contract
with Chess because Eric was going out with Susie, but, it's not true. It
was my Dad who went down there, to Chess records. He showed the
Chess people that first Marina record, and said, "What do you think of
this?” And, they said, "Cool, man.” It was a big thing for us, to get on
Chess, it was, like, "Whoa!” You know, The Rolling Stones wanted to
be on Chess so bad that they got permission from their record company
to record their second album at Chess. Do you know about that piece the
Illinois Entrtainer did on us in 19817 It was about a 3000, 4000 word
article, called "Dirty Wurd Blues Born on The Streets of Chicago,”
written by Jeff Lind. He interviewed Willie Dixon, he said, "Did you
know about this group that recorded at Chess, this White group? He
said, "Oh, those young White guys played some of the coolest Blues I
ever heard!” I thought that was cool. We loved Willie Dixon, and,
apparently, he knew about us, maybe through Muddy Waters or
something, maybe he was down there, listening to us at Mother Blues.
Anyway, we'd like to get The Dirty Wurds back together, but we'd need
a drummer and a bassist. I think Bob Carter would do it, he's one of the
best drummers in the city. There were a few Dirty Wurds reunions he
did play with, and then he played with Hannon a few times. Hannon,
who didn’t like the name "Dirty Wurds,” later became famous for
playing with a group called The Fabulous Fishheads!

MIKE: I saw them. I sat in with them. They came out to De Kalb, and I
showed up with my camera, I hadn’t seen Mark in years, and, I took
some pictures of us.

JUSTIN: Did you jam with them?

Mike, right? He's playing a great solo, but, the light is following Mick,
over on the side of the stage, totally full of energy, we didn’t know what
he was doing. But, you know, he died.

(McAleese, reportedly, didn’t slow down in later years, and the
ongoing cycle of substance abuse finally took it's toll... it's sad that
he's not here to witness the rebirth of interest in The Dirty Wurds, I'm
pretty sure he'd be glad to see it.- in fact I’m sure he can. - JOHN)

INTERVIEW WITH ALEX WALD
BY JOHN BATTLES

Alex Wald should be no stranger to Roctober readers, his comics have
appeared in these pages, and he did the cover for Roctober #18
("Chicago Rock n’' Soul Tour"), and the now-controversial " Alfred E,
Neuman mask" cover that graced issue # 23 (I presented legendary
MAD man, Alice Cooper, with one. He really dug the cover). Estrus
Records have used his artwork on releases by Southern Culture on The
Skids, The Volcanos, SwitchTrout, The Apemen, Flaming Sideburns, The
Mants, Supersnazz, and Sugar Shack. Wald also illustrated The Goblins'
"Giant Robot Rock n’' Roll "' 45 on It Won't Go Flat Records, which led
to our mutual friend, Brad Warner, bringing Wald's work to (his
employer) Tsuburaya Productions in Japan. Tsuburaya have called
upon Wald numerous times to illustrate their most legendary superhero,
Ultraman. While he's no "Gai-jin" (Foreigner) to the comic art world,
he also blows a pretty mean Blues harp. He did a stint playing
harmonica with The Dirty Wurds. Here are his recollections:

JOHN: Did you know the guys in The Dirty Wurds when they were
starting out?

ALEX: I just remember reading about the infamous Evanston High
School incident, where the singer took off his belt or something like that,
and they shut down the show! (Both laugh) I read about this, in the
paper, long before I knew who the band was, and you wouldn’t have
guessed that, eventually, this would be the type of band that I might be
interested in. I was very much into the Blues, maybe moreso than the
Rock scene, at the time. There was no mention, in the article, about the
kind of music that they played. I'm not sure that there were any
convenient terms to describe it, then, but, a year or so later, I was
starting school at The Art Institute, just Saturday classes, because I was
still in High School, and I met a guy there who was playing harmonica
for The Dirty Wurds. His name was Marion Kriczka, and, since I was a
harmonica player, we had a lot in common, but, he told me that he
wanted me to come by the Pomeroys' church where they rehearsed
because he couldn’t stand being in the band He didn’t really much care
for being in the band, I don't know how many play dates he did with
them, but, somewhere along the line, he actually did do a recording
session with them, which, ultimately, ended up on the Chess 45, even
though, by the time the deal with Chess has been cut, I had been in the
band for quite a while, but, they ended up using the earlier tracks.
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MIKE:Yeah, it was O.K, I hadn’t been on a stage for so long. There was 3§

a fight there and everything. I guess, when I play, it causes fights. I get
on the stage, and I'm playing, and, all of a sudden, there's a fist fight!
BIG guys. College town, y'know, and these guys are super drunk, and
some guy touches some other guy's girl...

JUSTIN: Hey, I've got a good memory! We played at Notre Dame § )

University, and they had just won a big football game, and The Dirty
Waurds were playing, and everybody's just wild, everybody's drunk and
smoking pot, and there was this other Rock group called The Shags, that
were from that school, and they were wilder than The Dirty Wurds, and
they were so drunk and so high, that they started climbing up on top of
our sound system, and they were knocking over our speakers, and, yet,
one of the guys gave me their card! I still have it here, it says, "The
Shags: An Orgy of Sound By a Pack of Animals"(All laugh). Those guys
were wilder than us, we were pretty wild, too, but we were wilder when

we had McAleese with us. He was very wild, he would take off his shirt, i

throw it out into the audience, then he'd jump from one to another amp,

over and over. Sometimes we wondered, "What the Hel! is he doing, |8

now?!” One time, Mike was playing a guitar solo in front of thousands

of people at The Civic Opera House, and the light was supposed to be on §
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JOHN: Right. So, the recording at Chess came later ?

ALEX: Well, nobody ever recorded at Chess. They were done at
Outside Studios. I knbw that they did meet with people at Chess, and, I
think the Rev was dealing with either Leonard or Marshall Chess...
JOHN: It might have been Marshall, since Eric Long (then the
band's drummer) was dating his daughter.

ALEX: Logically, it could have been Marshall. Ron Bass was kind of
the staff recording engineer at Chess, but, I don't think he ever had
anything to do with it. His name never came up, to the best of my
recollection. I think that, since they were taking a chance on them, it
wasn’t like they were going to take them on and groom them to
whatever extent that they had done for other artists around that time. The
Pomeroys were paying for all the recording time out of their own
pocket, so they were going to whatever places were available. I did do
one recording session with them, when they had the contract with Chess.
We went to a place called Universal Sound Recording on Michigan
Avenue, north of Randolph. The building is still there. We did a
recording session there, I was there, 1 think it was one evening, or it
might have been two. The recording engineer was Stu Black, the guy
who recorded the Delmark "Hoodoo Man Blues" album for Junior
Wells. When I heard that he was the engineer, [ said, " Great, he knows
exactly the kind of sound I want with MY instrument, at least,” but, |
think he was kind of annoyed at having to work with some kind of punk
Rock n’ Roll band in the first place. His idea, which didn’t make sense
to any of the other people in the band, was that all the amps should be
turned down as low as possible, and they were gonna mike everything
and adjust everything on the board. When we heard the tapes, in
playback, everything sounded wrong. It was really flat, there was just no
resonance, and he goes, "Yeah, yeah, I'll fix it!” And we're going, "The
sound comes from the speaker, you're not letting the speaker do it's
thing,” and he said, "No, no, I'll take care of it!” And, the recordings
were just useless, they were just no good, which is why they went with
the earlier session, with Marion, cos those were done in another studio
with someone else. The songs they were concentrating on, when I was in
the studio, were the same two that turned up on the single, "Born in
Chicago" and "Midnight Hour,” which were both from the earlier
session. Those were big numbers in their repertoire, they had recorded
them previously, and, here we were doing them again! In retrospect, The
Wurds had precious little original material, almost everything was
covers, and there was really nobody supplying that kind of stuff.
Numbers like "Why" weren’t in their repertoire when I was with them. It
wasn’t until years after I left the band that I'd even heard the song. It's a
fairly rare record, you know, and the Pebbles anthology hadn’t come out
til, what? The 80s? (1979, going on into the 80s.-JOHN). T didn’t hear it
for years after that, even. People actually said, "Oh, you were in that
band that's on Pebbles!” ANd I didn’t even know that the thing existed.
They were getting into more of a Blues-based thing by the time I joined
the band. They started out heavily into Blues, by way of Paul
Butterfield. The first Butterfield album was, like, their template. It seems
to me that we did songs that The Stones did, but only because The
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Stones had already covered songs by Muddy or Wolf. There were things
that were trotted out for a while, where we would rehearse something
like, let's say, "Little Red Rooster,” we would try that for a period of
weeks, and sometimes, we would keep it in the playlist, and sometimes,
it would just go, because somebody didn’t like it, or, at some point, it
just wasn’t coming together. This was all in light of the fact that they
were so focused on creating that Chicago Blues sound, and bringing a
more Rock n’ Roll element to it, that nobody was writing original stuff. I
remember, we would just play records, and I was bringing stuff from my
collection of 45s, saying, "We should do this.” One of the new songs
that we did get into the repertoire was "Messin' With The Kid.” I had the
first version, by Junior Wells, on 45, which was on Chief, I think. I
brought that in, saying, "This is good. We should be doing this, it's really
catchy, it's distinctive sounding, it's got a more modern sound,” meaning
anything that didn’t sound like another Jimmy Reed-type song, we
would pretty much steer clear of that, we wanted stuff that had a more
urban sound.

JOHN: Were there many songs that you did outside of the Chicago
Blues realm itself?

ALEX: Well, "Midnight Hour,” of course, is an example of something
coming out of Stax/Volt, as opposed to Chicago Blues.

JOHN: But, I mean, were there any other regional Blues songs that
you did that were not necessarily Chess Records or Chicago Blues?
ALEX: No, there might have been, but, right now, it's kind of hard for
me to remember.

JOHN: What's interesting about that version of "Midnight Hour"
is, that's a song that's been done to death. It already had been done
to death in the 60s! There's a handful of versions that I still like, and
that's one of the better versions I've heard, it sounds real "punk"
compared to a lot of the others.

ALEX: At the time, as far as I knew, there was just Wilson Pickett's
version. The deluge of covers hadn’t really begun. We might have been
among the earliest bands to cover that. In my mind, it was just kind of a
bastardized thing. By not having a horn section, and by not having the
sophistication of that band, it was weird, I felt like it was an uneasy mix
of styles.

JOHN: But, a lot of people were experimenting with different styles,
particularly Soul music. At least, The Dirty Wurds kind of jumped
ship before they became a horn band like so many other bands in
Chicago did!

ALEX: Yeah, I remember seeing The Flock when I was in my early
years of High School, they played a tiny club in Skokie. I used to see
them there, and in a couple of other places, like, in Rogers Park...What
was the place on Sheridan?

JOHN: Pink Phynque?

ALEX: Pink Phynque, exactly! That was so easy to get to, and [ was
there probably every week for a period of time, and I though The Flock
was just one of the great bands, because they seemed to be able to
handle so many different kinds of music. They always had the guy who
played saxophong, Rick Canoff, but, by the time they became a real horn
band with a full horn section, I thought, "Oh, God, this really doesn’t
interest me anymore.”

JOHN: The Flock seems like one of those bands that started out in
the right direction. I like those Destination 45s, but, like a lot of
groups, even The Little Boy Blues, who, it seems, started out very
much like The Dirty Wurds, went in that kind of direction, too, like
a more horn-driven, Soul-oriented direction.(Though, The Flock
leaned more toward Jazz-Rock later on, but with horns at the fore.-
JOHN.)

ALEX: You mentioned The Little Boy Blues. Lowell Shyette was the
guy who taught me the rudiments of the harmonica. I used to go to his
house, he was a few years older. I probably met him when I was 14 or
15, and I think he was maybe, like, 20 But, I used to see them, I used to
see The Flock, The Del-Vettes also played this area alot, but, I knew
guys in The Knaves Too, and I used to see them fairly often. Howard
Berkman (Knaves' singer-guitarist), who's a couple of years older than
me, graduated from the same high school. In fact, his family lived not
more than four blocks from where we lived, so, I got to know him fairly
well, especially later on, I used to hang out with him alot. Howard and 1
used to actually play coffee shops as a duo, but, that was post-Knaves. [
was in a band called Privy Counsul, with one guy I had been in high



school with, but, [ was probably already 19 or 20 when that came along.
I'm pretty sure I did a recording session with them, too, but that was
kind of an odd mix of Blues Rock and Psychedelic "Acid Rock.” They
had a keyboard player named Mark, who was possibly classically
trained. He was extremely talented, kind of the nucleus of that group. I
knew the bass player quite well, he and I had been in high school
together, and we were both Science Fiction fans.

JOHN: Was this around the time that The Kinetic Playground and
The Aragon were happening?

ALEX: Yeah, I'm guessing this would be, like, '68-'69.

JOHN: Did you play some of those places?

ALEX: Well, with the bands that we've been mentioning, it was always
the teen clubs. I remember going to The Kinetic Playground to see B.B.
King and Johnny Winter, and Albert King might have been on the bill,
too, but, somehow, I got backstage, into the artist's area. People I was
with were saying, "Oh, he's a musician, he needs to talk to Johnny.”
Johnny Winter had given an interview saying he'd like to do another
album that's more Blues, and get a real harp player, and I said, "I heard
you're looking for a harp player,” and, he goes, "Whattya got?” So we
played for a while, backstage, kind of an acoustic jam, and he said,
"Well, I'm not making enough money on this tour, and I've got Edgar
with me, and he's my brother, and I shouldn’t have to pay him!"
(Laughs), and I said, "Okay, nice meeting you." But, for the most part,
the bands I was in, up to that point, played The Pink Phynque, The
Purple Penguin, all the color-coded teen nightclubs. I thought it was
cool, it wasn’t the be-all and the end-all, the ultimate goal, but, you felt
kind of special, like, I'm not part of the crowd, I'm up on stage, so,
there's that thing that really setting you apart, like, if you're 15, 16 years
old, that really goes to your head.

JOHN: Roughly, how long were you with The Dirty Wurds?

ALEX: I think it was about a year and a half. Ultimately, I had to leave,
because I got sick and I couldn’t attend classes because I was so sick. I
was laid up about 6 to 8 weeks, which, in the grand scheme of things, is
not terribly long, but, it meant missing a lot of dates, so, they just found
a replacement for me. Mark Hannon had felt that if there was any
harmonica playing to be done in the band, then, he should be the one to
do it. I would play my stuff, I would be just one of the sidemen, and he
would be very much out in front. There were tunes where he would play
an intro, and a couple of bars to add to the song. I remember, there was a
song called "Not This One,” I think it was a Willie Cobb number, maybe
with Mark's lyrics, I can't be sure, but I used to sit out certain numbers
like that, because those were Mark's numbers that he would play. On the
other hand, late into my tenure with the band, this guy came around
from the Musician's Union, and he wanted to make sure that everybody
was in the union. Well, the drummer was, and all the guitar players
were, and he said, "Well, what about this other guy?” So, the Reverend
says, "No, he's a singer,” And he said, "Well, I don't see him singing,”
so, right away, they had to get me some songs. I mentioned that I
brought in "Messin' With The Kid,” that was one of the songs that I
performed as a vocalist, cos they said, "Well, you're gonna have to do
this one,” and even though I was used to being up there and playing in
front of large crowds, the idea of singing absolutely freaked me out. I
think it was kind of rough for me, getting started, I can't imagine what
that even sounded like.

JOHN: So, you started singing more songs just to appease the
union?

ALEX: Oh, yeah! They would make sure that, everyset, I had at least
one song. Usually, it was "Messin' With The Kid,” and, I think I did
"Blues With a Feeling" and "Mellow Down Easy,” we did record that, at
some point, with Mark Hannon singing, but, I think that was originally
one of the ones that I sang. I think we gave up the vocal thing to him
when we did the recording.

JOHN: Did the union stipulate that you had to be in the union to
play certain places in Chicago? I mean, there were other venues that
were non-union, right?

ALEX: That may have been the case, but I'm really not sure. I think any
place where they were advertising that music would be played was
something that the union would take an interest in. I don't know how
that would work, what the loopholes would be.
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JOHN: Even though it's kind of degrading to say that if you're
singing, you're not a musician, it was a technical thing, I take it, to
keep out of trouble.

ALEX: Yeah, and I remember looking at union papers at the time and it
said that the leader of a band always gets double what any sidemen
make. I had no idea about stuff like that (Laughs). I'm pretty sure that
there were classes of instruments where you did not have to be a
musician to play, like a triangle or a tambourine (John laughs), and 1
think the harmonica might have been the same to them. That's kind of
been the history of the harmonica, is that no one takes it seriously.
JOHN: Right, and, of course, the way some people play, you could
understand that.

ALEX: Exactly!

JOHN: But, in Chicago, where so much of the foundation for the
Blues is built on the harmonica, of course, it's regarded as an
instrument, now, but, I guess it's taken that long.

ALEX: For my part, early on, I think I discovered, ironically, The
Beatles came out in '64, and then, The Rolling Stones' first album was
later that year, but, I already had the first Muddy Waters album before I
had the Stones' first album. I was kind of learning all this material
simultaneously, and, to me, in my mind, there was no comparison
between what The Stones were doing and what Muddy and Little Walter
were doing, so I came under the spell of all the Chess records, and I
quickly put together a library of whatever was available on Chess. The
Jazz Record Mart hadn’t opened yet, and I remember reading about that,
at one point, in the paper, that there was a place downtown that
specialized in these records, and, it was like Heaven or something that
there would be a store devoted to this kind of music. I may have been
late to discover it, it may have been there for a while, but, at any rate, [
started going there, filling in as many as the gaps as I could. Of all the
early things that I was exposed to, for me, it was the sound of The
Muddy Waters Band, circa 1955, though, actually, Little Walter was
already out of the band by 1954. In retrospect, you think, well, geez, it's
only, like, 12 years before, but, to me, it seemed like an eternity! When I
was a kid, I was hearing these things, and I thought, "This must have
been recorded back in The 20s or something,” I had no idea that it was
as recent as it was. It seemed like we were discovering it, and not
something like, "Dummy! It's been sitting here all along.” So, for me, it
was Little Walter, he was the King. There really hasn’t been any other
King of the harmonica except Little Walter, any intelligent person will
tell you that. I did my best to learn what he did, and emulate that sound,
and, in situations where you had to play something else, something new,
all my thinking was wrapped around that theory, that's how you played
1t.

JOHN: When you did start hearing some of the English, Blues-
based bands, did you start to think, "Well, I can appreciate what
they're doing, this is something that I could do my own way,”
because, obviously, you're not going to get that ori8inal sound, you
could get close to it, you could interpret it your own way, the way
bands like The Stones, The Animals, Them, and The Pretty Things
did?




ALEX: Yeah, all of them. Every one that you named, as soon as the
records would appear, I would get them. The Pretty Things, especially. I
was very impressed with The Pretty Things. They sounded more like a
Blues band than The Stones did. I give them a lot of credit. Their
harmonica guy (the feared and revered Phil May.-JOHN), too, I mean,
Jagger was obviously not a harmonica player. Brian Jones could kind of,
like, fake his way through songs. The guy in The Pretty Things actually
knew what he was doing, but they just didn’t make it in America, they
weren’t on Ed Sullivan, and that was kind of the single determinant of
acceptance or status in The U.S, so, in a way, I thought, well, yeah, what
they're doing is different, yet, as a Blues fan, I had developed this real
attitude that there's the real Blues, and, then, there's everything else, and,
it just didn’t measure up. Even though I was one of those players, a
teenage, white player from the suburbs, I knew I didn’t measure up, but I
was determined that I would learn it the best that I possibly could.
Ultimately, what happened is that, by the time I was 19, I was starting to
go to clubs where I saw Black performers, and I would always have a
harmonica in my pocket, and, if I thought the time was right, or, if I had
the nerve, I would ask if I could play with whoever was up, fronting the
gig. So, kind of quickly, I'd met Lefty Dizz, Luther Allison, Johnny
Young, Sunnyland Slim, and Roosevelt Taylor, these were guys that I
played with for the next few years. I wasn’t in any punk/Psych bands
anymore after that point, I was just playing in Black clubs, and, often, I
was the only white player there. In fact, I was the only white person in
the room.

JOHN: Would this have been all on the Southside, or on the
Westside, too?

ALEX: Westside, too. On the Westside, I used to play with Little Sonny
Wimberly, who was a bass player. I think he had been with Muddy for a
short time in the late 60s or early 70s. I was with him, like, in the mid-
70s. I was fairly close to Johnny Young, who played an amazing guitar,
a real boxey old National guitar with the Danelectro-styled pickups, like
the lipstick tube pickups. He was a fat, sweaty, little man, and he had a
really great voice, and a ton of energy, and he was just a really fine
guitar player, and, beyond that, he played mandolin with a pickup, and
nobody did that. He'd come up from Mississippi, where he learned to
play with the older Country Blues guys. There was a band called the
Mississippi Sheiks, and, that was a string band, jugband kind of thing,
but, of course, they played The Blues. The history of that band probably
goes back to The 20's. The descendents of the people that were in that
band played in Chicago, years later, as Martin, Bogen, and Armstrong.
The lineup was guitar, violin, and mandolin. They had stuff on either
Rounder or Nonesuch Records, possibly both, in the 70s.

JOHN: The way Justin described it, The Dirty Wurds were meeting
quite a few of the real Blues artists, too, when they'd do all ages
Blues shows, and, eventually, they were coming out to their gigs, as
well.

ALEX: I don't know if Justin mentioned this, but, there was a Jazz club
on Wells Street called Mother Blues, and they had a Sunday matinee
program that was all ages, and that was the first place that I saw Muddy
and Otis Spann and Howlin' Wolf, it was just great. The owner knew
that here was this resurgence of interest in Blues, but among young
white kids, and he goes, "Who's serving these kids? I'm going to do it!”
Because, he figured, these kids don't know how to find these clubs on
the Southside, or they were just terrified. There was still all this
craziness going on, I mean, yes, we were living in the Civil Rights era,
but, people just still had a lot of paranoia over crossing ethnic
neighborhood lines. j

JOHN: It seems to me, that when you guys started playing your
Blues based material, and the actual Bluesmen, the ones that might
have inspired you, got a chance to hear it, that they were actually
very encouraging.

ALEX: They were. I never got anything but welcoming and positive
responses from the Black audiences. I was enough of a curiosity where
people would remark upon it, but then they were the most hospitable
people that you could imagine.

JOHN: That's so cool, cos I don't think Muddy Waters was a
dummy at all. He could see what The Rolling Stones and people like
that were doing, and realize that's what was going to carry it over
when he was reaching retirement age (not that he did, sadly.-JOHN),
and keep him working, which it did, even though The Stones got out
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of that Blues thing, my thinking of it, now, is, the fact that they
actually recorded at Chess Studio had to be a very humbling
experience for them, and they must have thought, "We'd better get
into our own thing" (a lot of that also had to do with Brian Jones'
being usurped as leader of the band.- JOHN). They maintained that
Blues base to some degree, but they started doing fewer and fewer
Blues covers, early on. When you're in the presence of the real
thing, it's like, "Well, we can only milk this cow for so long."

ALEX: But, Muddy's public statements about it, in interviews, were
always very supportive. Muddy even wrote the liner notes to Sky
Saxon's Blues album! (laughs) At the time, it blew my mind. It felt like,
not a betrayal, but "What is he thinking? Why did he do this for?” Years
later, I thought, "Well, no, that makes sense. It was the right thing to
do."

JOHN: Yeah, I think so, too, but at that time, it must have looked
very strange. That's an album that has a bad rap that it does n’t
deserve.

ALEX :It's funny, because, I love The Seeds, but I think, back then, as a
young Blues fan, I had this attitude about anybody trying to do The
Blues, you know, falling short of the mark.

JOHN: The Seeds had something of a Blues base, but, they quickly
got into their own thing, then, later, they did that Blues LP, but,
today, people still that they were "Stones copyists.” Anybody who
plays that Kind of music, if it's sort of Blues-oriented, yet steeped in
the garage, people think, "Oh, Stones copyists....”” These young
American bands couldn’t help being influenced by The Stones. They
heard The Stones, and thought, "I could do something like that,”
but, it didn’t come out the same.

ALEX : Right.

JOHN: I guess the early Dirty Wurds were more Stones-oriented,
from all the stories I've heard about the Mick McAleese days, but,
still, it seems, their goal was to get into a more straight Chicago
Blues sort of thing.

ALEX: You know, I never met Mick McAleese at all, but T used to go
down to Wells street, in the Old Town area, cos there was this teen
hangout place...

JOHN: Like, Young?

ALEX: Yeah, Like, Young. But, also, on the weekends, you'd go down
there on a Saturday just to hang out and see what was happening. That's
where all the Hipsters, you know, the Hippies and stuff, were. They
weren’t even called "Hippies" yet, but, that's where all the long-haired
people were, and, I remember seeing this guy plowing down the street,
just kind of loud and boisterous, and kind of flamboyant, and had this
entourage following him, and, someone told me," Oh, that's the singer
from The Dirty Wurds.” Again, this was prior to my involvement with
the band, and I literally had to step out of the way, cos this PARTY was
coming down the street, with him in the center!

JOHN: But, there's nothing like what Old Town used to be,
anymore. The kids don't have an area to go to, that's kind of a
convergence point, where young people are encouraged to go to.
You probably heard that The Fireside Bowl just closed, or they're
only doing "X" amount of shows. When I was 18, there were no all-
ages venues where I lived (Except for one all-Hardcore venue, in an
un-airconditioned garage, which was about 95° on a good night, with
no running water and not even anybody selling Cokes. It made The
Fireside Bowl look like Paradise.-JOHN)

ALEX: It's almost like the Powers That Be decided, "We're never going
to let this happen again!” Then again, let's not underestimate the '68
Democratic Convention. I think that was the writing on the wall. It's
unfortunate, too, that the democratic process had to kill free assembly.
They didn’t really pass a law against free assembly, but, if you fit that
profile, there was just no place for you to go anymore, and it WAS very
discriminatory.

JOHN: It was happening all over the place. In fact, Riot on Sunset
Strip, which is considered the Holy Grail of 60s teen-punk
exploitation movies, dealt with the same thing that was going on in
L.A, Kids being told to disperse, riots breaking out, their clubs get
trashed. Kids were under such intense scrutiny, especially if they
had long hair, but, I couldn’t even imagine having a venue to go to
when I was in High School, or my first year in College, that I could
say, "This is ours.”



ALEX: I had no sense, at the time, that this was some kind of privileged
moment in history, but I think that, in retrospect, it does kind of feel that
way.

JOHN: It's easy not to see that, when you're there. Now, to myself,
hearing about you and Justin and Mike getting to see Muddy
Waters and Howlin' Wolf in a club situation when you were in your
teens, that's incredible. I saw Muddy Waters once at Chicagofest,
but, I was never able to see him in a club. I even had a ticket for an
all- ages show that got switched to a bar because they couldn’t sell
enough tickets.

ALEX: The thing that's changed now is that commercialization has
increased a millionfold. So, for some young person that wants to see a
Jazz or Blues or Rock icon, you can do it, but you've gotta come up with
fifty bucks or more for a concert ticket, and, this was the kind of thing
where I could go down, and admission was two dollars, MAYBE, and,
then, you just had to buy a Coke when you went inside, and there's
certainly no comparison for that. This was a club that held barely a
hundred people, so this was a very intimate setting, and you're seeing
these groundbreaking musicians working their craft in an authentic
situation, I mean, its stunning. What could you possibly compare that to,
now?

JOHN: You can't. I guess, maybe, that's why so many young bands
came out of Chicago, they always seemed to have a place to play.
You've got to go through all this rigamorole to even get a crappy
gig, or one that doesn’t even pay, now. You've got to have a lot of
business savvy, or have somebody representing you who does, to get
anywhere. Tastes are very fickle, now, and club owners will look at
you like, "Well? What's in it for me? " Well, you never know until
you try, do you? But, they don't want to hear that. They want to
hear how many heads you can get into the place.

ALEX: Every aspect of the music industry has changed, in that sense.
JOHN: Yeabh, it's really too bad, but I think there will always be
pockets of younger people, here and there, that might want to try
something of their own. But, what everyone's been talking about,
"The Return of Garage Rock,” it's got nothing to do with Garage
Rock. There are bands playing it, but not the ones they're talking
about. If you try too hard at anything, like, if you try too hard to
play The Blues, it's not going to come out right, if you don't put your
own spin on it, and relate your own feelings and experience of what
you're going through, because, I think a lot of teenagers have, and
have always had, The Blues. It's never been an easy job, being a
teenager.

ALEX: No, never will be

For Mick McAleese, Mark Hannon, Eric Long, and, especially, The Rev.
Ralph J. Pomeroy. Shoutouts to : James Boyce, Gayle Silverman ("You
and your Rolling Stones and your Dirty Wurds!" - Gayle's Dad), Gary
Davis, Steve Levin, John D, and Mort) Long Live The Dirty Wurds.!

BONUS STORY: Trish
Follett (L) was president of
the Rolling Stones Fan
Club, and after things
didn’t work out with Brian
Jones she became Justin’s
girlfriend. According to
Justin, after both were
accepted at the University
of California, Justin upset
her when he decided not to
go because he wanted to
keep playing with the
band. Justin believes a
vengeful Trish then went
on a campaign to break up
the band that included
dating disc jockeys so they
would stop playing Wurds
singles.
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I'M FROM HEAVEN

AN INTERVIEW WITH HUGH PHUKOVSKY ABOUT
THE SPIRITUAL GATHERING FOR ANDY KAUFMAN
by Robert aon

Robert: For the readers who don’t know who you are, that’s
probably most of the readers, you are funnyman Hugh
Phukovsky. You just got back from L.A.? Why?

Hugh: I went to Los Angeles because of the big Andy Kaufman
show. It was twenty years since he died. He said that he was
gonna fake his own death and come back twenty years later to
the day. To the day. This show was called “Andy Kaufman:
Dead Or Alive?”

R: And it was put on by Bob Zmuda, Andy Kaufman’s best
friend and co-writer. How’d it start?

H: The show really started for me outside talking to fans, most
people were there by themselves, we made friends and talked
about what we thought was going to happen, the mystique was
enough for it to be worthwhile.

R: Did people think that Andy Kaufman was going to come
back?

H: I think the general feeling was, “He’s probably dead but what
happens if he isn’t?” If anyone could pull it off it could have
been him. The show starts off with this radio D.J. in a cock rock
voice. I was shocked. He announces Bob Zmuda who tells some
stories any fan has heard a million times before. Then he brought
up people to tell their stories, like a drunk Andy Dick.

R: I thought he was in rehab? '
H: Yeah, he’s out now. Then Zmuda brought up a bunch of hac
comics who thought they were being cutting edge because they
were dirty. Then Bob Odenkirk came on and put all those
comics to shame with a hilarious piece about how Andy
Kaufman never swore. Then Zmuda introduced the” never before
seen footage” of Andy Kaufman. The film is Jim Carrey behind
the scenes making “Man On the Moon.” Audience members
started standing up yelling, “Jim Carrey isn’t Andy Kaufman!
We want our money back!” And then Tony Clifton came out
which was great. Zmuda played Clifton for years.

R: He and Kaufman would switch off.

H: Yeah. He sang a bunch of old classics and a medley.

R: You can’t go wrong with a medley.

H: He abused people and grabbed his dancers in the privates. He
ended with “Man On the Moon” and kept on forgetting the
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words. And then he took us all out for milk and cookies across
the street. You go outside and there was circus performers and
stilt walkers blocking off traffic.

R: Nobody knew this was going to happen, all these extra
surprises? 3
H: No. Then they herded us into the backroom to watch amateur
Mexican tag team wrestlers who were just great. One of the
teams was dressed up like chickens. Then Jerry Lawlor came
out and beat them up. You think that’s the end of that but then
Tony Clifton comes out with Ron Jeremy and Dennis Hof who
runs the world famous Bunny Ranch, Andy Kaufman’s favourite
bordello. He says, “You’ve been really good. The show
continues tomorrow night in Carson City, Nevada at The
Moonlight Bunny Ranch where your ticket stub entitles you to
one hot hooker.” So we just had to get up there, which is about
an 8 hour drive from Los Angeles: it’s legal in Nevada. As I'm
wandering around looking for a ride I got to talk to Kaufman’s
girlfriend Lynn Margulies. I talked to Little Wendy about Andy
Kaufman’s personal meditation practice. Then we’re walking
outside and we got handed these candles. There’s maybe sixty
people gathered outside, everyone else went home, and Tony
Clifton just said, “Follow me.” We started walking with these
candles about six or seven blocks. Tony Clifton tells us that we
are going to one of Andy Kaufman’s old apartments. It had
original costumes, scripts, personal pictures. Only six or ten
people could go up at a time as Tony Clifton told stories outside.
He would answer everything. That was my favorite part. It was
about four thirty in the morning when the tour ended.

R: And Andy Dick showed up drunk?

H: He said he wasn’t waiting in line, he was too loud and got
kicked out. Everyone told him, “Come back when you’re funny.”
R: Then the next day rolls around-

H: This guy gave me a place to crash and after four hours sleep
we drove to Nevada.

R: You get there and-?

H: First of all, I had this idea that it’d be like The Playboy
Mansion. We drive up and it just looks like a massive trailer and
all my hopes of a high class evening went out the window. We
ring the little bell and walk in and all the girls are lined up. You
got some blondes, brunettes, one black girl, no Asians - anyways,
that was a problem for some people. But there was about thirty
people from the show. Mostly all guys, two or three brought their
girlfriends to watch them have sex with hookers. Tony Clifton
was thete and the bar was on him. “I’m picking up the tab! Drink
up!” You see a girl you like you’re suppose to say, “Can we
talk?” I wasn’t going for the sex, I was there for the comedy.

R: Yeah, yeah, sure.

H: I refrained from the free sex but I did take advantage of a
prostitute.

R: What made you choose your prostitute?

H: Basically it was the end of the night and Tony Clifton made
the announcement, “You only got ten more minutes, so find a
lady and screw!” I just grabbed this girl and we wrestled topless
and I made her play “I’m a little teapot.” And we jumped on the
bed. It was all very innocent. She had a bunch of stuffed animals,
I think she was playing the little girl prostitute. At one point she
started talking about her three kids, that was a little depressing.

R: What about Clifton’s tuxedo jacket?

H: He had it off because it was very hot and people wanted to try
it on. He said, “No! Get your dirty little hands off my jacket!”



then he felt inspired to put the jacket on my shoulders. I felt like
he was passing on the jacket to the next generation.

R: Let’s be humble here...

H: I had his blessing.

DRAC-MAN by Robert Dayton
I remember the year, it wasn’t that long ago. Like all years, in that year
resided months. It was a pathetic month when it happened, I've had a
few, but this one month was particularly pathetic, not awful by any
means, I was getting my shit together and getting ready for some
unpathetic months.

There I was browsing intently through some old comic books in one of
those stores. You know how it is when you’re just looking for something
to buy, something to make time pass a little easier, to fill a hole. When I
saw it! And then I got excited! Too excited. I orgasmed over a comic
book. It wasn’t really worth any money or anything, money just doesn’t
thrill me that way. I go for the newsprint smell of a difficult catch. This
was my biggest sexual experience of that month. I sit down at the end of
each month and do a tally. This must have been in March of that year
because the January and the February were pretty decent by all standards
(the months before them were wretched bleak, headspace pathetic, we’re
talking medication worthy) and from April on it was all pretty gosh
darn good! It’d be March then.

Hey, I'm not one of those guys that puts his interests of comics and girls
into two separate spots, I’'m a mixer. I wear my interests on my sleeve;
that’s why I carry kleenex: never wipe your nose on obsessions. So just
what was this comic book in question? It was an issue of Dracula. But
not just any Dracula.

Throughout The Sixties Dell was primarily known as a comic book
publisher of TV and movie adaptations. They were not known for being
one of the great comic publishers, they weren’t there to further the
medium, that’s for sure. About four years after they did their adaptations
of the Dracula, Wolfman, and Frankenstein movies someone in their
offices must have said, “Hey! Superheroes are popular right now! Let’s
catch that gravy train and turn those old monsters into superheroes!” So,
they did, numbering each comic as issue two after the movie issues that
came out long previous. By severely transforming them into super
heroes the only thing left monstrous about these characters was their
names. They were declawed, or, in Dracula’s case, rendered fangless,
bloodless. Nobody signed their names to these comics but some sources
speculate that these rushed looking, plothole filled works were written
by Don Segall, who co-wrote D.C.’s Silver age gem The Creeper, and
drawn by Tony Tallarico, who was known for his “How To Draw...”
books whose impact ruined the world of art for a couple of generations.
The movie adaptations were better drawn yet considerably stiffer than
their hackneyed, hamfisted follow ups. Yes, these superheroes were
fascinating in their wrongheadedness! Dracula, Batman-like with his
purple outfit and cute little ears, was more harmless than Count Chocula
(General Mills was having their own field day with the classic movie
monsters as well). How did he come to be? This particular Dracula
invented a serum derived from bat brains to heal brain damage. He was
hoping to use this serum to clear the bad reputation that his family name
bears. Through some laboratory blunder he accidentally drank it and

turned into a bat! His other powers included a super sensitive brain,
radar hearing, and the ability to see in the dark. Since he wasn’t given
super strength, he spent his spare hours at his home gym. This prepared
him to fight such villains as Boris Eval who is of Russian descent.
Dracula and a bunch of bats defeated Eval and his batch of nuclear
weapons.

In issue three (the second super hero issue) Dracula left Transylvania for
America, the land of opportunity. En route he had to defeat Admiral
Maltemps, a bald fella with a monocle and thin moustache (sure signs of
a villain). Maltemps had a fleet of weather disturbing dirigibles. He was
also French.

Dracula met a somewhat pretty lady. Her name was B.B. Beebe. They
met through her snooping around and getting into things, even so much
as stalking Dracula and figuring out his secret identity. Instead of
killing her, he swore her to secrecy, and she found him a Bat-I mean-a
secret cave for him to do his bat work. In issue four in this cave she took
it upon herself to drink the serum behind Drac’s back. Dracula looked at
her and said, “There’s no turning back now. That serum is permanent!
With it you have the same powers as I. You can turn into a fliedermaus,
a bat, just as I can.”

To which she replied, “Fliedermaus,...Flieder...Fleeta! I shall call
myself Fleeta! Together we will fight all of the Evil Pipers (note: evil
piper was the villain whose power was the ability to control children)
and their kind in this world. Dracula and Fleeta!” When the two of
them realized that the superhero Frankenstein was perfectly capable of
holding the peace himself they switched their efforts to “...fight the
purveyors of fear!” ie. fake ghosts. This new mission statement lasted
for several pages for this was the last issue.

And what of Frankenstein? Somehow a billion volts found its’ way to
an abandoned castle to give a strange figure life after a hundred years of
dormancy. A figure with a green head and white hair clad in a red
jumpsuit. He was super strong and fought villains like the bald headed
Mr. Freek and a mad computer. His secret identity was Frank Stone, a
millionaire with a butler. I know, I know, it made little sense. These
series took many of the basic Silver Age conventions to absurd levels
riding slipshod with little regard for any true linear sensibility. And that
is its’ charm.

I know nothing of the super hero called The Wolfman but I sure would
love to (comics make for great presents, I will also pay cash for copies
of issues two, three, and four of The Wolfman, contact me through this
fine publication) .

It was Robin Bougie and Rebecca Dart that first hipped me to these
miswrought Dell gems and I thank them. Robin puts out Cinema Sewer
which, considering its name and lurid subject matter (gore, porn,
exploitation, esoterica written in an engaging and enthusiastic manner),
is painstakingly hand lettered and drawn. This ob3gssively beautiful
quality makes it my fave movie mag. He puts his love into it. Love and
comics do go together.

moustachedpainless@yahoo.com
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Rock’n’Roll Weirdos Department - Part 1.

Unknown Hinson

Hillbilly Vampire or King of Country-Western Troubadours?
By Ken Burke
Part late-night horror-movie host, part novelty act with a death row
attitude, Unknown Hinson appears to be the living embodiment of the
1966 B-movie Dracula Meets Billy The Kid. The most unique performer
on the outskirts of country music today, Hinson is an edgy, funny
singer-songwriter, not to mention a top-flight guitarist equally at home
playing traditional acoustic country and hard-assed rock. Moreover, he
draws a decidedly unusual audience - rockabillies, honky tonkers, goths,
barely reformed juvenile delinquents, and classic guitar rockers. This
fact was not lost on Capitol Records, who released the artist’s first major
label album “The Future Is Unknown.”
Best described as a country & western performance artist, Hinson
employs the same type of inspired role-playing Andy Kaufman indulged
in when he took on the Tony Clifton character. However, whereas
Clifton was designed to be an aggressive no-talent boor (which is why
the bit was funny), Hinson’s character is a crowd-pleaser with a gift for
deliberately provocative cornpone patter. Indeed, his working
vocabulary is larded with pure backwoods pronunciations such as
“womerns” for “women,” “rawk” for “rock,” and “rakkerds” for
“records.” Further, he punctuates his gab with little self-encouraging
asides of “yeh-yeh,” and refers to anything having to do with him or his
music as “chart-toppin’.”
Although he makes many claims that can’t easily be proved or
disproved, Hinson’s true identity isn’t too hard to discover. Two
clippings in his press kit and one article link from his official website
mention that he is the alter-ego of a Charlotte-area music teacher and
studio musician named Danny Baker. Further, his Capitol CD’s
songwriter credit reads: “All songs written by Unknown Hinson (sdb
Music, SESAC/Pacific Winds Music, SESAC).” A trip to the SESAC
website quickly reveals that all the songs listed were written by one
Stuart Daniel Baker.
That said, Hinson won’t admit that he and Danny Baker are the same
person. Why should he? Besides, it’s much more fun to hear his version
of the chart-toppin’ truth, much of which sounds like something drawn
from a Harlan Ellison novel. Indeed, the Unknown Hinson mythos
includes allegations that he gained a following singing country music as
a carnival sideshow attraction until a 30-year jail sentence waylaid his
career.
This writer could find no evidence of a jail record for either Hinson or
Danny Baker. Suffice it to say the character of Unknown Hinson was
probably created in 1993, the year the singer-songwriter claims to have
left incarceration. The jail sentence scenario provides a wonderful
explanation for why most of the performer’s attitudes and references are
stuck in a 60s time warp. He writes about “hippies,” still rails against
“womern’s lib,” and disdainfully covers Jimi Hendrix and “the Led
Zeppelins.”
Donning an embroidered Western gambler’s outfit, exaggerated
eyebrows, sideburns, and fangs. Hinson first burst into prominence via a
cable access show aired in Charlotte, North Carolina called the The
Wild, Wild South Show. Creating an indelible image as a “hillbilly
vampire,” he quickly followed with his own regular cable access
program of comedic vignettes, all while working the local club scene.
Recordings for the independent Uniphone label eventually led to a 2002
EP for Capitol titled “Rock’n’Roll Is Straight From Hell,” which
resulted tours with the likes of Rev. Horton Heat and Hank Williams III.
On stage, he is just as likely to chew out an audience member as play a
blissed hard-rocker or demented country ballad.
As a result, his first full major label album, “The Future Is Unknown,”
while a triumph of character-based satire, has got to be something of a
challenge for a mainstream label like Capitol to promote. Not that
Hinson lacks talent. In both conception and execution he proves to be a
supremely gifted craftsman. His best songs simultaneously threaten and
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tickle the listener a la the heavy-breathing stalker in “Foggy Windows,”
the romancer of rubber sex dolls in “Polly Urethane,” the recalcitrant
adulterer of “I Ain’t Afraid of Your Husband,” and the sex-changed
divorcee addressed in “Man To Man.” It’s funny stuff, indeed. It’s just
that country music, even with its massive influx of Northern middle-
class female listeners, doesn’t have much of a taste for politically
incorrect humor. (Which is why we should all give Capitol credit for
taking a chance on him.)

Right now, Hinson, who can count such Hollywood hotshots
as Billy Bob Thornton and Tim Robbins among his fans, didn’t seem
worried about his act being a tough sell when we spoke. Calling from an
unspecified location, the bottom-fanged felon proved utterly
charismatic, funny, and yes a bit scary, as he responded to questions and
laid out his life story.

KB: In the CD jacket all your songs are listed as being written by
Unknown Hinson at SDB Music for Sesac. Well, Sesac’s website lists
Stuart Daniel Baker as the author.

UH: No, Unknown Hinson wrote ‘em. That’s my name.

KB: Do you know Danny Baker?

UH: No. I take that back. I met him. When I got out of the joint - I'll
come back to this later about my stint in prison. But after I got out, as
part of my duties - community service - I went around and entertained
people at various rest homes and certain institutions. I met his’n and he
was a patient - I won’t name the exact hospital but it was a hospital
somewhere in North Carolina - and he got a little bit too overzealous
when he heard my music and he kindly got obsessed with me. He’s been
stalking me ever since. I can’t help the boy. He’s got a problem. He
needs to get his life together.

KB: There have been some articles, sir, that say that Danny Baker is
your alter-ego, and that he is a music teacher and a very fine studio
musician in the Charlotte, North Carolina area. Do you know that
to be true?

UH: I don’t know a lot about him other than he does show up on my
doorstep from time to time. I had to call the law...you know.

KB: Do you treat him with any kindness or do you try to get him
away from you as soon as possible?

UH: Well, man, all I do is - when I'm home, which ain’t very often, he



comes to the door. I'll greet him and say, “Hey, Hoss, you need to think
about it. You need to get yourself together and be somebody and quit
trying to live vicariously through me - The King of Country Western
Troubadours.”

KB: How does he respond to that?

UH: He’ll hang around and then he’ll leave. He ain’t never become
violent or nothin’ like that. He knows what would happen if he does.
Yeh-yeh, I ain’t scared of him. Don’t make no mistake about that. / ain’t
a-scared of him.

KB: So, you’re a dangerous person in your own right?

UH: No, no - I wouldn’t say that. I'm a man of love! Yeh-yeh.
Everything I write about, Ken is about real life experiences that I have
experienced in my life. Or, at least situations that I have witnessed with
my chart-toppin’ eyes. I write about it and put it in country-western
music form. It’s all real life experiences about the nuclear family unit
and the Heartland of the U.S.A.

KB: We’ll work up to talking about many of the songs on your
album, but first tell us a little something about yourself. How old of
an individual are you, sir?

UH: How old? Well, how old do I look to you?

KB: Well, you look about 35 to me.

UH: That’ll work.

KB: Are you from North Carolina?

UH: I'm from what they call the foothills - halfway in between the
mountains and the beach in the fine state of North Carolina.

KB: Your press kit says that “Unknown” is actually your first name
and that you got it from your dad.

UH: Yeah. You know, people gets that wrong. They call me “The”
Unknown Hinson. My first name ain’t “The,” Ken. It’s Unknown.
Hinson - yeh-yeh- Unknown Hinson.

KB: Let’s talk a bit about your image. To the uninitiated, you would
appear to look like a vampire. Would that be a correct assessment?
UH: You know, I was hoping you wouldn’t mention that. I get that all
the time. That was something that was started by - pardon the expression
- the evil, wicked press. Which I ain’t associating you with - don’t get
me wrong. Yeh-yeh. They call me that. Youngerns who sees me, these
young folks who listens to the rawk music - that gothic mess - they think
I’'m dark. They say, “Oh dude, you dark. You’ve got the black hair and
the black show day clothes, you’ve got a chauffeur dressed in black and
he drives you around in your black Cadillac. You must be a vampire.”
No, nom that don’t work. Because a vampire’s fangs is on the top rack,
right? That’s it. And my fangs or my teeths, if they was fangs, they’re on
the bottom. So, the physics of me biting somebody on the neck is pert
near impossible unless I stood on:my head. That throws the vampire
theory right out of the window.

KB: I know that you’re King of the Country Western Troubadours,
but please tell us how your look evolved.

UH: Yeh. Number one: I'm in a class all my own. You pretty much
gathered that when you put my record on and first seen my picture,
right? Yeh-yeh. I don’t wear no cowboy hat, no no. I ain’t like the
steroid-eatin’ pretty boys who wears them black cowboy hats and tight
designer jeans, and ain’t playing nothin’, just tushy-pushin’ around the
stage with a McDonald’s microphone in front of them. That ain’t me,
Hoss. I play the guitar and sing country & western chart-toppers to the
folks. The reason I don’t wear a cowboy hat is - I ain’t bald! They all
bald. I got a full head of chart-toppin’ jet black hair that drives the
womerns wild! That’s right. If you had hair like mine, you wouldn’t
want to show it to the womerns?

KB: Absolutely. I also admire your sideburns.

UH: Yeh-yeh, they a gift.

KB: Why did you decide to get into country music as we call it?

UH: Well, when I was a youngern, my momma picked guitar and sang
for me when I was in the crib. I remember that.

KB: What type of songs did she sing to you?

UH: Mainly old western folk songs. Yeh-yeh. When I got to be about

five, she said, “Look here, you wanna play the guitar?” I said, “Yeah,
momma. I want to play.” She showed me one chord and then handed the
guitar to me and said, “Look here, Unknown, if you want to do this,
you’ll figure it out yourself.” That’s all she showed me was that one
chord. I think it was a G-chord. The rest is history. She know’d that if [
wanted to do it in my heart, she wouldn’t have to beg me.

KB: When did you first start playing with the idea to make country
music your living? €

UH: When I growed up, my momma sung country and western music.
KB: Professionally?

UH: No, no, I reckon the sound of her voice, the way she sang those
songs to me it endeared me to the genre as they say. That was my quest
in life. It still is, to be a chart-topping country-western troubadour. I
think that country music has done got off the path, yeh-yeh. It needs to
be steered back between the ditches and the Unknown Hinson
phenomenon is happening right now as we speak, Ken.

KB: You know, there’s not enough outhouse in today’s country
music experience and that’s why you’re so different.

UH: Well, people say, “Unknown, we appreciate you because you’'re
bringing it back. You ain’t like all this formula pretty boy mess that the
rakkerd labels turn out by the mass.” Every week there’s a brand new
pretty boy in tight jeans, all pumped up on his Nordic-Track, in a black
cowboy hat.

KB: Your press kit mentions that you worked in a carnival working
with snakes and biting the heads off certain domestic fowl.

UH: I done it.

KB: I don’t want to use this word incorrectly, but were you what is
known as a carnival geek?

UH: (Accent drops slightly)That’s a little strong, Ken. For the sake of
your magazine, we won’t get real graphic. They’s a new trend where we
got to watch what we say. I will say that I left home when I was 14 year-
old and I hooked up with a six truck carny that run around the deep
south working country fairs, yeh-yeh. It was my job, I worked there in
the midway at a 10-in-1 show. To the laymen, they would call that a
sideshow and I did work with various wildlife including snakes and
chickens and a few others.

KB: Did you mesmerize these animals to keep them from attacking
you?

UH: Well, I've always been an animal lover, yeh-yeh. I never got hurt,
never got hurt. Can’t say the same for some of the animals. It was purely
unintentional if they did. Anyway, the evolution of the chart-topping hits
started right there on the midway. The owner of the carnival, he let me
sing a few of my chart-topping songs that I had wrote, to the audiences.
In a matter of weeks, the gate receipts for the fair was‘hp because they
was coming to see me. At the time I was billed as: Troubadour Boy.
Yeh-yeh. In betweenst working with the animals, I would sing to the
crowd three or four country-western songs that I had wrote myself.

KB: Tell me what era this was during American history.

UH: We’ll just say that it’s before 1960, yeh-yeh. Them Beatles hadn’t
come out so it was the early 60s, maybe ‘61, ‘62, right in there.

KB: And you were singing pure country music, the Unknown
Hinson way?

UH: That’s it - right from my chart-topping heart. I was offered a
rakkerd contract back then, right there. One night a fella from a rakkerd
label come up. They seen my act and he wanted to sign me right there.
KB: What label was that, sir? y

UH: I can’t mention it right now because it is what they call a subsidiary
of somebody else. Yeh-yeh. One of them big conglomerates - one of
them big raider companies that buys up everything. Anyhow, they was
some boys in the audience. The history books refer to them as the
“pioneers of country western music.” What they was jealous cowboy hat
wearing mens who seen my act and was kicking themselves for not
doing it first. So, what the done was they conspired to have me set-up,
framed, and put away. So, they had me arrested and they’s too many
charges to remember.
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KB: What was the worst of those charges?

UH: Well, let’s just the ultimate crime - murder one. You might not
want to print that. Yeh-yeh-yeh. I think that sounds more poetic, don’t
you? It’s more gripping. But they had me set-up. I went to trial. I was
charged, convicted, and sentenced to 20 years. There weren’t nothing I
could do, you know, I was done. Career was over with. So I was mad.
Any man who gets slapped with 20 years, they’re gonna get mad, right?
So, there in the courtroom, I jumped up and screamed at the judge,
“Look here judge, when I get out I just might find you and whup your
butt! How about that?” So he banged his hammer and said, “Aw right,
this is what happened, another 10 years for communicating a threat.”
Which 20 and 10, that makes 30. What man wouldn’t try and defend
hisself by raising his voice?

KB: Which prison did you serve your time in, sir?

UH: Well, I can’t get real specific with the details. Let’s just say that it
was in the great state of Illinois.

KB: Did you get any time off for good behavior?

UH: No. I done a lot of solitary.

KB: Did you get a chance to formulate more of your musical ideas
in prison?

UH: I wrote, for sure. I wrote hundreds of chart-topping hits. One of ‘em
is on this new, record right now that goes back to them days. “I Ain’t
Afraid of Your Husband” was wrote in the joint.

KB: That’s a wonderful song. It’s got that true country feel.

UH: Womerns likes a man to display his courage, right?

KB: You have a strong feel for married women in your songs. Is
that intentional or just the way it works out?

UH: Womerns makes the rakkerd business work. They’s the ones who
buys the rakkerds. Mans don’t appreciate the arts like a womern. My
job, as King of Country Western Troubadours, is to hip the womerns to
the sitch. It’s like the song “Your Man,” I'm trying to hip the womemn to
the sitch that maybe her man is maybe, you know...(cough). It ain’t a
put-down. I'm just saying, “Hey darlin’, look here. Here’s what
happenin’.” I’'m trying to do the womern a favor.” Could happen to
anybody.

KB: I find the song “Your Man is Gay” to be incredibly funny but
in a way it’s also kind of sweet. It seems you’re identifying with her
problem and trying to offer a possible solution.

UH: Like I said, I don’t want to see her made a monkey of.

KB: So, harkening back to something you said earlier, are songs like
that based on true experiences?

UH: Yeh-yeh. Hey Ken, the Unknown Hinson phenomenon is
happening right now because inside my head, my brain, there’s a
bottomless pit of creative wealth oozing with country-western thought
matter. That’s it. I'm a troubadour, Hoss.

KB: Did anything happen in prison that inspired you even further
to become a country troubadour?

UH: Well, the thing that drove me the whole time was the fact that I was
wrongfully incarcerated, number one. My whole entire country-western
career was stoled from me. They stole thirty years of my life and all the
possibilities of a brilliant career was took right from me. So, any man is
going to have vengeance in his mind. That’s what motivated me, kept
me going until the day I got out was the thought that, “When I got out,
I’m going to reclaim, yeh-yeh, my crown, my throne as the King of
Country Western Troubadours and I’m going to get it all back.” That’s
been my quest.

KB: How long have you been out of jail?

UH: It’ll be eleven years this August.

KB: Do you remember the first public appearance you made after
leaving prison?

UH: Like I said, I had to do nie on a year of community service just to
go through the motions. Because anytime they let a con out after that
much time, they’re going to keep an eye on him. They're going to make
sure he don’t slip up. So, I had to do a lot of charity stuff - hospitals, rest
homes. I think the first show date was the week I got out. I played for a

VFW dance one night and I recall a fight broke out and I near got in
some trouble that night, but they was witnesses there that said I did not
start the fight. So, I got off with that - but there weren’t no trouble,
nobody got hurt.

KB: Was your demeanor and impact the same as it is now?

UH: Yeh-yeh. Or you might say the Hinson phenomena spans all
demographics.

KB: I think that’s why the punk kids and the goth kids like you.

UH: Yeh-yeh, and the factory workers. Blue collar man, womerns,
young punks that’s infatuated with the extra-natural. They’s doctors,
lawyers, engineers, nurses, all types. Unknown Hinson is like a color?
Right? You might find a nuclear physicist that’s likes the color red. You
might find a doctor whose favorite color is red. You might find a factory
worker, his favorite color happens to be red. It’s like a color, it ain’t
bound by no age group, sex, nor gender, nor creed, no nothin’. Certain
people get snagged on a certain color, red, blue, whatever it is - but they
like it when they might not have a thing in common. They might not be
nowhere near the same age as each other, see? That’s what country-
western music needs, Ken. A revolution. The Hinson phenomenon is
happenin’ raht now as we speak.

KB: Let’s step back and talk a bit about the roots -of that
phenomenon. Who are some of the country performers who
inspired you?

UH: I think Faron Young is an equal. I think in no way did he receive
the recognition or credit that he deserved. I'd have to say that he’s my
all-time favorite.

KB: I think you are one kick-ass guitar player.

UH: Well, thank you. I consider that a compliment coming from Music
City.

KB: I know that you don’t particularly like rock music, but you do
it very well.

UH: I do it as a disclaimer. The reason I play occasional rawk in my
show dates and concerts is just to show the youngerns that it don’t take
no talent to play that mess. Any idiot can make that racket. Country-
Western, that takes talent. I play my hippie mess, I sing that hippie mess,
and I sing four or five country-western ballads, then I go back and do
another hippie mess song, just to show the youngerns, “Hey, they ain’t
nothin’ to this mess.”

KB: Yet, despite the disclaimer, they enjoy it.

UH: They do. But somebody got to stand up and guide ‘em, tell ‘em
what’s wrong, and show ‘em there ain’t no value in it. Country-western
music is on the rise thanks to Unknown Hinson. Them Beatles ain’t
making no new rawk rekkards. Them Led Zepplins ain’t making no new
rawk rekkards. How many times can you listen to that mess?

KB: Some of your look would suggest that you came from the same
era as Elyis Presley and I was wondering if you enjoyed rockabilly
music.

UH: Yeh-yeh. I don’t see no comparison with Elvis, all right?

KB: Did any of the guitarists of that era, say Link Wray or Merle
Travis, and from a later era Junior Brown, have an effect on you?
UH: Well, I'll put it like this: I done told you Faron’s my favorite
country-western singer - he’s a fellow troubadour and I rate him as my
equal. On the guitar, I'd have to say one of the biggest influences of my
life was a fellow from overseas called Django Reinhart. Yeh-yeh.

KB: So, when you’re playing just for pleasure, you like that swing
and jazz feel?

UH: Well, he put the fire in the guitar, yknow? That’s what I try to do,
Ken. If you don’t put the fire in the guitar, it ain’t going to get hot.
You’ve got to have fire in your playing.

KB: I hate to belabor the point, but are there any rock guitarists
you admire? Because you do some hard grungey things that I really
admire coming out of you.

UH: Well, I sure appreciate that. But don’t forget that the only reason
that I do it is to show folks that it don’t take no talent to do it.

KB: I’ve also noticed in your songs “Venus Bound” and the
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UH: I like ‘em fine. Hank’s a good boy. Me and him drunk a lot of
liquor together, chased a lot of womerns. He’s a good boy. And, Rev.
Horton Heat? Fine fella, wonderful guitar player. The youngerns that
you’re talking about - the gothics, the greasers, they come around. The
womerns look good. The mens, I can’t say much for them, but the
womerns look good. Some of them look like the Bettie Page type. They
realize their femininity and they show it off. I like that. I like to see a
womern dress up, don’t you? You can go into any store in American and
see womerns in sweatsuits, tennis shoes, no make-up, and hair all
messed up. But when you see a woman who's put on a dress, made her
face up perty, fix her hair, put on some spiked heels and carry a pocket
book - you know that’s a womern! And she is in touch with her feminine
side- which mans likes.

KB: What about men who are in touch with their feminine sides. Do
a lot of them turn up at your shows?

UH: No, no, no.

KB: Besides great music and the undiluted personality of Unknown
Hinson, what type of wild stuff can people expect to see at one of
your shows?

UH: I do some gun tricks. Yeh-yeh. I carry a piece, it’s .38. Like I said,
womern likes mans that shoots guns and sings country western. It’s a
fact.

KB: Why a .38? Why not a Magnum which is more popular in these
times?

UH: Well, when you got a guitar strapped on and you reach for your
piece and fire, the recoil is a little too much with a Magnum while
you’re playing a solo. Sometimes I'll play a solo with my left hand and
fire my piece with my right. It’ a recoil factor.

KB: Being that you’re an ex-convict with a gun, do club owners
think twice before they stiff you at paycheck time?

UH: No and I don’t get paid with no checks. You ever try to cash a
check made out to “Unknown?”

KB: Do you vote? Do you carry a driver’s licence or any other form
of identification?

UH: No. My rakkerd contract has my name on it, but I can’t get no
driver’s licence because of my past. I can’t vote because of my past.

KB: Is there a time when you think you’ll be given a pardon so you
can enjoy some civil liberties?

UH: I'm free to roam, but they’re going to keep their eye on me for the
rest of my life, Ken.

KB: Well, they’ll know where to find you, they just have to follow
the crowd, right?

UH: That’s it! And I ain’t done nothin’- they ain’t got nothin’ on me.
KB: Is the album out on Capito] right now substantially different
than the one released by Uniphone in 2000?

UH: First, I'd like to say, the brand new release by Unknown Hinson -
The Future is Unknown - on the Capitol label, they’s a couple of songs
that was on the previously released indie release, but they’s about 5 or 6
brand new songs on this one that no other Hinson rakkerd has ever had.
So, I guess you could say it’s the Capitol manifest of Unknown Hinson'’s
chart-topping wrath. To the present anyhow.

KB: How did someone with your image and your very country style ’

- which is totally contrary to modern country music - get on a major
label like Capitol?

UH: Yeh-yeh. They was the first rakkerd label to meet my demands. I
was offered rakkerd deals.

KB: What were you demands?

UH: Number one, at the time I really needed a brand new power brake
booster for my Cadillac, and they got that fixed up immediately. And,
the gave me some spending moneys. I was kindly scared to be on that
label because of them Beatles. I thought, “Them Beatles - what would
Faron Young think?” You know Faron, he was on that label.

KB: So was Buck Owens, Hank Thompson, and a lot of great
people.

UH: That’s right. Merle Haggard too - all fellow troubadours. That’s

what cinched it for me. But I was worried about them Beatles and them
Beach Boys, but they had had enough Faron to cinch it for me. I figured,
“They need some help - they lost their ass on them Beatles and Beach
Boys, maybe I can help ‘em out and sell some rakkerds.”

KB: There is a story in your ‘press kit that is intimated but not
exactly spelled out. During contract negotiations, did you at some
point pull out your .38?

UH: Yeah. I'll just generalize and say yes. But it was not a hostile act. It
was something I do, Ken whén I’m sittin’ in the radio station, or sittin’
in the back seat of my car. Some people, when they get stressed out or
they’re concentrating, they'll squeeze on a little tennis ball or something
to relieve stress. I like to squeeze on the trigger of my .38. That’s a
stress reliever for me.

KB: And a stress inducer for others I might imagine.

UH: Well, I ain’t never pulled a trigger on nobody. I never have dome
that.

KB: How do you feel about the concept of gun control?

UH: Guns is a part of our American Heritage. )

KB: Do you think everybody ought to carry one just to even things
up?

UH: No I don’t. I don’t carry a gun because I’'m out here trying to
threaten nobody. I carry a gun because I like the feel of a pistol. It helps
me concentrate. It relieves stress - it works for me.

KB: Have you ever relieved stress in this manner inside a club?

UH: Oh yeah - on stage.

KB: Are there blanks or real bullets in the gun when you do that?
UH: They'’s loud. The gun is loud.

KB: What is the craziest thing you’ve done on stage that you laugh
about today?

UH: I used to do a ventriloquist act. (The author laughs.) No, I'm
serious. I’ve got a ventriloquist dummy that was built in the image of
me. His name was Little Bit Hinson - he got chart-topping hair,
sideburns, teeth, show day clothes just like me. He’s got a gun in his
hand too. We done a ventriloquist act and little skits. But some of the
dope-taking hippie types that was taking them psycho drugs and
hallucinigizing got right scared of Little Bit Hinson. “Freaked out” is
what they call it. So I kind of nixed the ventriloquist act for a while.

KB: Do you ever inspire harsh criticism from members of your
audience?

UH: Like I said, I'm every womerns dream and every jealous husband’s
nightmare. It don’t matter where I go, Ken, them jealous husband’s are
going to be there. )

KB: Tell me about your song, ‘“I Make Faces When I Make Love.”
UH: Well, I do. N

KB: (Laughs.) How do you know?

UH: Well man, I’'m aware of what my face is doing.

KB: There’s really something sweet about “Polly Urethane,” the
rubber sex doll ballad. Which you sing with a lot of feeling. Do you
think you could ever sing like that to a living breathing women?

UH: I do all the time. I'm a man of love and I appreciate beauty. All
beauty. It’s all love, whether it be a beautiful, well-endowed buxom
womern or a brand new black shiny new Cadillac car. There’s still
beauty in everything.

KB: Do some women get angry with you for singing songs like
“Pregnant Again,” where you basically sing that you don’t believe
the child is yours?

UH: Yeh that’s happened to most mans. It’s happened to me-several
times and I won’t get into it that much. I'll back up on something I said
earlier. That’s one of the very few songs that I sing to the mans in the
audience. Because they’s a lot of fellers who might’ve found themselves
in a similar dilemma to that - paying for the womerns mistakes. Yeh-
yeh. The good womerns will realize that it is their fault. I mean, I'm a
firm believe in the safe sex. I ain’t ashamed to suit up before I make
love. That don’t bother me none. You might not want to print that.

KB: Is there still a lot of opportunity on the road for that type of
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“Unknown Hinson Theme,” there is a little bit of what we call
exotica.

UH: Well, when I was a boy, I liked robots. I collected robots until my
family like fell apart. I always liked the science fiction movies, I think
that might’ve influenced me to write that one about going to another
world. I think I understand what you’re saying is there’s like a bachelor
pad influence or cocktail music. I can see why you'd say that, but that’s
just where my head was at the time. My head’s in a different place now
and it will be tomorrow.

KB: There seems to be a little bit of soul music and blues running
through things like ‘“Peace, Love, and Hard Liquor.”

UH: Well, “Peace, Love, and Hard Liquor” is what it is. It’s an anthem.
It’s an anti-drug song of sorts. I talk about drinkin’. Drinkin’ is legal,
drugs ain’t. So, it’s an anthem. Once again, I try to show young folks
that there is danger ahead. What they need to do is, if they take a drink,
use they head, and use good judgement when they drink. In my opinion,
they’re ain’t no reason to buy that expensive mess, because the effect is
the same with the cheap stuff. So, you gotta use your head when you
drink.

KB: I’m not sure the big label alcohol companies would want that
known.

UH: It would help their sales if I'm advertising certain brand names. To
get Unknown Hinson to yell out the name of their liquor could help.

KB: Do you have an endorsement deal with any liqguor company at
this time?

UH: No. They’s a couple of ‘em vying for me, but I ain’t signed no
papers yet.

KB: Do you have any endorsement deals with any musical
companies?

UH: Yeh-yeh, I do. The greatest guitar company in the world, Gibson
guitars. Faron Young played Gibson. If it’s good enough for him, it’s
good enough for Unknown Hinson.

KB: Was there a particular moment when it all came together for
you? A time when you said, “This is it. This is how I want to look,
how I want to play, and the type of appeal I want to cultivate?”

UH: It started when I was a kid in the carnival, Ken. I look like I look.
Some people have blonde hair, some people have red hair. I got black
hair. I was blessed with some striking facial hair as well. Piercing eyes,
chart-toppin’ teeths. Womern likes my movie star good looks. When I
was down there in my snake pits, singing my chart-toppers for the first
time, I seen the womerns go wild! Some of them fainted. I know’d right
then, right there, that’s what I wanted. Give me more. I was addicted. 1
ain’t looked back since. Well...briefly for 30 years I was in the pen, but
I’'m out now. I ain’t goin’ back. I swear I ain’t going back.

KB: According to your press kit your first public impact came via a
television show in the Charlotte area. What can you tell us about
that?

UH: You know, I done my own television show, a cable access
television show called The Unknown Hinson Show - aptly named - and jt
was a half hour weekly show. What it was, was various vingettes of the
days in the life of Unknown Hinson.

KB: Did you get a chance to sing?

UH: Oh yeah. In between the little vingettes we would have music
videos. I'd get up and sing a chart topper. We’d have guests on the
show, go on location, shoot some mess. It’s an award-winning show. It
received four awards.

KB: Which awards were those, sir?

UH: Best Locally Produced Television Show of 1999, 2000, and I got
Best Local Television Personality, yeh-yeh, in ‘94. And I got another
award for Best Cable Access Show a year after it went off the air. But
you can’t buy those tapes nowhere.

KB: Who gave you those awards?

UH: Local entertainment publications in the Charlotte area.

KB: That show more or less broke you in with your local public?

UH: Yeah, and peoples was recording the shows off the television set

36

and trading ‘em around and saying, “Hey watch this and you'll see this.”
Some of ‘em ended up out west. You never know whose got ‘em.
They’s on a lot of tour busses, I know that.

KB: You were playing clubs during this time?

UH: Oh yeah.

KB: Have you ever done anybody’s songs other than your own?

UH: Only in the rawk disclaimer portion of my show or concert. I have
played a song by them Who, Jimi Hendrix, Paul Revere and the Raiders,
I done one of them - that’s an old number called “Steppin’ Out.” Yeh-
yeh, it’s about cheatin’.

KB: Which anyone who likes country music could relate to?

UH: Yeh-yeh, of course I doctor up the words. I kindly take certain
liberties with the words as they say. I do ‘em up my own way to tell a
chart-topping story.

KB: Were you surprised when you started drawing all the goth
rockers an psychobillies to your shows?

UH: Well, fans is fans. Every fan you got is very important. I’ve seen
youngerns come up to me, buy my rakkerd, and want to shake my hand -
they’d covered in tattoos, nose rings, got chains from their lips running
to their ears. I think, “I hope maybe you have received a blessing from
my music, Hoss.” My main objective is that I hope my music does
enrich people’s lives and I would like to think that every time they hear
an Unknown Hinson rakkerd or seen an Unknown Hinson show that it
might help them change their life in a way. Maybe help save a marriage,
help prevent a car accident, something like that. I think that’s
worthwhile, don’t you?

KB: Absolutely. Tell me a little bit about touring with some of these
people like Rev. Horton Heat and Hank Williams IIL.

UH: Yeh-yeh, they’s good boys.

KB: Do they like what you do?

UH: Yeah, we all got along real good.

KB: They’re not intimidated by your talent or your stage presence?
UH: No, no. They’s fellow troubadours - they the real deal. They good
boys.

KB: What do you think of what they do?




-behavior?

UH: Oh yes, they’s womerns everywhere. Betweenst the party liquor
and the womerns, the Unknown Hinson show date tours is unbelievable
son. You got to see it to believe it.

KB: How is the album doing saleswise?

UH: As far as I can tell, it’s doing real good. Yeh-yeh.

KB: Has there ever been anybody from a way of life so strange that
you couldn’t understand why they’d like your music?

UH: They’s some actors out in Hollywood that I wouldn’t have figured
to be Unknown Hinson fans. I'm glad they are, don’t get me wrong.
Every fan is valuable to me.

KB: Billy Bob Thornton likes your stuff.

UH: Yeah he does. Tim Robbins, I was on a show with him out at
Sundance.

KB: How did you end up at Sundance, did you have a film entered
there?

UH: No, they just wanted me to play. [Thornton] said that he was a fan
and would like for me to play the show, so I done it. It was cold out
there.

KB: How did it go over?

UH: Real good, real good. Standing room only.

KB: Are any radio stations playing your stuff?

UH: I think they are, because I've been doing a lot of radio interviews in
the morning. I do two or three hours of radio in the moming, obviously
phoned in.

KB: What type of stations are you getting - college? Alternative?

UH: I get a little bit of all of ‘em. They’s rawk, classic rawk - the ones
that plays the Led Zepplins and Aerosmiths, and I also get what they call
the mainstream country, which in my opinion is just rehashed rawk.
Real country western, that’s my quest in life, Hoss.

KB: Have you had a chance to hear some of your records being
played on the air?

UH: Every now and then I hear one, yeah.

KB: What was it like the first time your heard one of your records
being played?

UH: Well, I'd have to say it was about time!

KB: (Laughs.) How are you planning on promoting this LP. Do you
have a lot of big TV shots coming up or are you better served by the
media in an underground sense?

UH: Well, one on one is the best. You can’t beat live performance. It’s a
marriage between the performer and the fans and that’s what makes it go
‘round. But yeah, they is various TV show appearances in the works.
Until something is confirmed, I can’t really say.

KB: Have you received any offers for movies?

UH: I have, but I ain’t took one because I'm holding out for them to
make The Unknown Hinson Story. Yeh-yeh.

KB: I saw something on LikeTelevision.Com - the “Venus Bound”
video. Will you be doing more videos?

LISTEN, GEORGE,
WE'VE HAD JUST ABOUT
ENOUGH OF YOUR
SCREWING up11!

UH: Probably, yeah. Still, the best way to witness the Unknown Hinson
phenomenon is in person.

KB: One year from now, how far will the phenomenon shave
spread?

UH: Well, a year from now, I expect that the next rakkerd will be out
after this one has done gone platinum.

KB: Do you have more than a one record deal with Capitol?

UH: Well, yeah, I'm one of their artists. I’ve got hundreds of songs in
the can and I write more every day. Oh yeah. I’ve been working on a
few this week. I always write. That’s what I do.

KB: Have you ever thought about pitching some of your songs to
other artists?

UH: No, no. They’d just mess ‘em up. I don’t have to do that because
I’ve got a rakkerd deal with the biggest, baddest rakkerd label on the
planet.

KB: You’ve got the final word. What would like our readers to
know about the Life & Times of Unknown Hinson?

UH: Just that it’s for real. It’s the real thing. It’s from the heart and mind
of Unknown Hinson. I can back up everything that I write about. Yeh-
yeh. I wrote it myself and I produce my own rakkerds and I call the
shots. It’s all Unknown Hinson all the time. Ain’t nobody standing over
me in the corporate boardrooms saying “Look here, you got to do this.”
No, I don’t do it like that. I call the shots. I choose the songs, the ones I
think should go on the rakkerd. Turn ‘em in and they press ‘em up. Real
country-western music coming from the heart. I would like to say
something to all the young wannabe songwriters, singers, and guitar
players. If Unknown Hinson could give them any advice, I'd have to
say: Practice your guitar, piana or whatever, at least a half hour a day.
Don’t give up because you never know. But most of all - try to avoid a
prison sentence if humanly possible. Because your rakkerd sales will
drop off if you go into the joint for 30 years like I done. Will you be
putting a picture of me in there?

KB: Yes, your publicist sent us a couple of excellent shots.

UH: If you put my picture on the cover, it’ll sell more copies. I
guarantee you.

Our thanks to Jeff Lysyczyn at Tenacious
Entertainment for providing photos. Folks, I heartily
recommend that you pick up Hinson’s Capitol album.
If you can’t find it in stores, check out his website
Tell ‘em Roctober sent ya.

Ken Burke’s first book, Country Music Change My
Life: Tales of Tough Times and Triumph from
Country’s Legends is in store right now. He can be
reached at Driguanal @msn.com

BoozeistheOnlyAnswer................................... By Mok

CL8AR OUT
YOUR DESK AND
GET OUT! YOU'RE
FIReD! 1!
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IT"S ROCK N’ ROLL WITH LIPSTICK ON!

Remembering The New York Dolls — With Love
by Madeline Bocaro

“It's ten o’clock...Do you know where your children are?” Yeah - they're just sneaking out of the
house to hear some rock n’ roll! | despised that TV message introducing the Ten O' Clock News -
because it would trigger mom’s thoughts about my possible whereabouts. | was either in my room
listening to the same song or album over and over again in ecstasy, or illicitly out at a rock
concert in New York City! When | should have been playing with dolls, | was rockin’ out with the
New York Dolls!

It was a rare privilege to see the New York Dolls in their glory days - in February 1974. An older
neighbor offered to baby-sit a friend and myself, and took us to the show. His name was Michael,
and he was very cool. He had long hair, was into Lou Reed and Alice Cooper, and he had a car!

The Dolls concert - billed as The St. Valentines Day Massacre - was a wonderful treat for me in
New York City at the Academy of Music (before it was called the Palladium). The lobby was filled
with beautiful glittery young boys in drag, glam rags and glitter on their naked, hairless chests,
stardust running down their cheeks — a patent leather paradise! Those were the days when
transvestites were actually attractive, not the botched up mess they are today (bearing God only
knows what strange combination of anatomy). | loved the Dolls’ look; so outrageous, camp and
trashy in their Glam parody, but mostly because they were still just adorable mischievous boys in
makeup. And can we talk about the hair? The ozone layer’s first hole appeared in the early 70's,
all to keep some really spunky, high hairdos in place. We left our ‘babysitter’ Michael to his misery
with his annoying girlfriend, and us kids ran down the aisle right to the front of the stage just as
the lights went down.

After a newsreel of Hitler's army invading France, Bob Gruen’s black & white film Lipstick Killers
came on the screen, featuring the Dolls as glam gangsters applying lipstick in preparation for their
next crime. An usher told us to move aside because the band was coming down the aisle. We
didn't believe it, but soon we had the Doll boys pushing right by us as they approached the stage
and leapt onto it! My most vivid memory is being airborne — jumping on the seats in time to “Jet
Boy", the unmistakable pink Dolls drum set, Jerry Nolan’s machine-gun rhythms, the simplistic yet
heart-wrenching guitar solos by Johnny Thunders in his tight yellow pants and gigantic hair, and
the camp, raspy vocals of David Jo pulled it all together. Tres chic! An audience member handed
Johansen a sheer black blouse, and he wore it during the show. Three encores later, we were
severely transformed, and our ears rang all the way home!

Besides “Personality Crisis” and “Frankenstein”, "Puss In Boots" was always my favourite Dolls
song. | always envisioned it being about a rhinestone cowboy in high- heeled boots, because of
the lines, ‘And now you're walkin' just like you're ten foot tall / Don’t ‘cha know the shoes are
makin' him lame..." Can you picture it?! A glammed up drunken cowboy trippin' on his shiny
platform boots while some guy shoots at him!!! | love Johnny's intoxicated, wobbly guitar solos. It
sounds like he's tipping over on his platform shoes like the cowboy in the song - as he bends the
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strings just out of reach of ‘in tune’! It's so ridiculous and beautiful at once! Johnny was such a
doll! Creem magazine's readers voted the Dolls simultaneously as the best AND worst new band
of 1973. The band proudly declared this fact in their tour advertisement!

The debate on who inspired punk rock rages on, but the Dolls must have unwittingly been
mainly responsible. After all, Malcolm McLaren literally molded the Sex Pistols after them. And
just like the Dolls, the world wasn’t ready for the Pistols either! Todd Rundgren’s production of the
Dolls’ debut LP gave it a slightly polished garage sound. It was exactly like John Lennon
described Glam Rock; “It’s Rock n’ roll with lipstick on!” It's a shame that the band only made two
studio albums. Their red patent leather Commie look was stunning, and a third Dolls album would
have been red-hot!

How wonderful that the New York Dolls re-united in June of 2004 for Morrissey’s Meltdown
Festival in London. Thirty years on, and only three remaining original members, but it was still a
blast. They performed “You Can't Put Your Arms Around A Memory” for their lost loved ones, not
knowing that another would be gone in only a few weeks. — just short of a scheduled gig in New
York.

“Time, inquaaludes and red wine, demanding Billy Dolls and other friends of mine. Take your
time...” Billy Murcia was the first to go. Then Johnny, Jerry, and now Arthur (Killer) Kane. Die
young, stay pretty.

It's amazing that Johnny had nine lives and lived as long as he did, but when he died inApril,
1991 at age 38 it was still a shock and no less tragic. | attended Johnny’s wake, and he looked so
beautiful lying there, like a porcelain Japanese doll with his spiked jet-black hair. His face looked
flawless, angelic, serene. Sure, they had to put so much makeup on him to hide the scars (and he
was damned proud of those scars — he rocked hard for them)! The multitude of guitar-shaped
floral arrangements, banners which read, “You Can’t Put Your Arms Around A Memory’, and
Aerosmith’s Steven Tyler crying with his head in his hands sobbing, “This could have been me!”
were poignant reminders of what a waste this really was and how sad. Poor Johnny survived New
York City and London, but met his fate in New Orleans. Heartbreaker.

When visiting Rome in October of 1993, | saw some interesting graffiti. Spray- painted on the
wall of an ancient marble ruin, were the words, “New York Dolls” The Elvis graffiti all over Europe
didn’t impress me at all, but this really spoke volumes.

The New York Dolls are reunited every night, whenever | need to hear them, in my
headphones, on my iPod, in the photo in front of Gem-Spa wearing tight shiny pants and boots
that's etched into my mind forever. And it is pure elation having them with me always — from my
childhood to forever. Rock on David and Sylvain! Rest in peace Billy, Johnny, Jerry and Arthur.
Take good care of each other.

“Perhaps you’re smiling now — smiling through this darkness, but all | have to give is guilt for
dreaming. We should be on by now.” — “Time” (David Bowie) !

P.S. — Love to Cyrinda Foxe — another beautiful doll who left us too much too soon. \

BoazeistheOnlyAnswer.................co.............By Merinuk

I CAN'T TAKE
THIS ANY MORE, GEORGE!
LOSING YOUR JOB IS

THE LAST STRAW/

m Lealis you
AND TAKING THE KIDS!
THIS IS BOODBYE
FOREVER! !/
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AVAILABLE NOW
MULTIBALL #22: PINBALL WHERE ARE YOU Now?

A SPIRITUAL
QUESTION IS POSED,
~~ AND
CD INSIDE | THE HEAVY
Hot Pinball Rock Vol. 2
FLIPPERS
AND
PINBALL
ANSWER.

: Comes with Hot Pinball Rock Vol. 8 CD
“4+1=ATE” LP/CD o5 featuring: Country Teasers, Dutch Masters, Enon,
shit-hot punk o’ roll blister pop blaze o’ graze! Willowz, The Means, Everyday Sinners, Radio
write for our FREE mind-nuibing Reelers, The Minds, Golden Boys, Cocks in the

; cnbllolg o' crap today! 5
e \ RO Boxata ol n WA Boegdie ol A Henhouse, Clampitt, Gaddis & Buck, Goddamn g
4 B wab-heads i

eheck: 3 : Gentlemen, Vival/AmericanDeathRayMusic
www.estrus.com Wy
WWW.HOTPINBALLROCK.COM

CULLED FROM THE SOUNDTRACKS
OF SOME OF THE MOST BIZARRE MOVIES
EVER MADE, INCLUDING SKIDOO, SLEEPAWAY CAMP, THE TOOLBOX MURDERS,
ANGEL, COTTON CANDY, MYSTICS OF BALIL, AND MUCH MORE.

AVAILABLE FROM FUCK TRUCK RECORDS.
$5 ppd. to: f_truck@hotmail.com

X Absolutely No One Admitted
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THE EVAPORATORS

RIPPLE ROCK
ENHANCED CD/LP

Led by NARDWUAR THE HUMAN
SERVIETTE, Vancouver
Canada’s THE EVAPORATORS
sling out one wildly infectious
tune after another, luring you
into their frenetic and slightly

surreal world! RIPPLE ROCK’s dance-worthy arsenal guar-

antees no icicles will grow on your testicles, eh!
Available on the mighty ALTERNATIVE TENTACLES in the
USA! THE EVAPORATORS also appear on the BUDDYHEAD
CD/DVD!

CAROLYN MARK
THE PROS AND CONS OF
COLLABORATION cp

...does little to dispel the longstanding myth that booze
consumption and creativity go hand-in-hand. Whether
she lands on her feet, or ass-over-teakettle, CAROLYN
MARK always sounds like she’s having fun.

-NO DEPRESSION

ATOMIC 7
EN HILLBILLY CALIENTE cp

The second album by ex-SHADOWY MEN ON A SHADOWY
PLANET’s BRIAN CONNELLY’s brand new thing! amaze-o
guitar stellarity with no chunks! One of, we think, the
top two guitar gods around!

Fhe Atari S ar
rayer

THE RAMBLIN’ AMBASSADORS
AVANTI co

This is what HUEVOS RANCHEROS’ frontman BRENT J.
COOPER came up with when his old band called it a day!
Killer prairie instro-twang by the other top two guitar
god! “Guitar whiz Brent Cooper brings a wider scope to
his cinematic soundscape, graduating from the oft-
comedic angle of his previous outfit to a more adventur-
ous palate. There's still plenty of giddy-up and go string
bending fun, but inspired orchestral forays proves
there's more than six strings in Cooper's future.”
(cosmik.com)

THE ORGAN
GRAB THAT GUN conp

The songs are hypnotic in their simplicity and sorrow,
and when | get to the end | press play again, convinced
I’'ve missed a crucial detail. Like a further stripped-
down version of the Smiths and Joy Division, the Organ
invoke a feeling that dwells on misery but searches for
passion. -THE FADER

PANSY DIVISION

B/W THE SKINBJOBS
DIRTY QUEERS DON'T COME
DIRT CHEAP spuiT-77

Two songs from PANSY DIVISON, the pride of San
Francisco, b/w two songs from THE SKINJOBS, the pride
of Vancouver (featuring ex-SPARKMARKER kingpin

KIM KINAKIN)!

* Pretend

New fullHlength in stores October 2004

“Mixes the pleasant with the heavy, the thoughtful with tfe thrilling, the sincere
with the uncompromising ... the songs are unpredictable and strong.”

Jack Rabid, Big Takeover

“Bleak, understated and powerful.”
Ashlea Halpern, Magnet

Johann's Face Records
www.johannsface.com
www.theataristar.com

Listen online at:

THE SADIES
“J’Al ESAYE DE NE PAS” ET
“LE DERNIER DU BON” 2-sonG 7

New exclusive seven-incher from Canada’s most com-
pelling psychedelic country kings — with a twist! The
entire thing is sung in French!

JOHN GULIAK
7 STORIES & 13 SONGS co

Follow-up to THE BLACK MONK — more hurtin’ from
this “dust-caked and cracked-leather voice a genera-
tion of alt-country upstarts would kill for and the kind
of impeccable musical taste that engenders covers of
classics vintage and modern alike. ” (All Music Guide).

IT’S A TEAM MINT XMAS,
VOL. 2 co

14 Xmas-related tunes including songs by CAROLYN
MARK, ATOMIC 7, THE BUTTLESS CHAPS, YOUNG AND
SEXY, THE SMUGGLERS, THE RAMBLIN' AMBASSADORS,
THE TENNESSEE TWIN, THE EVAPORATORS, and others!
bonus: MINT-AID, the BUTTLESS CHAPS’ rendition of
BAND-AID’s “DO THEY KNOW IT'S CHRISTMAS” with spe-
cial MINT guests! Mint Records Inc and the artists on this
compilation have chosen to donate $3 from eachCD sold to the
Stephen Lewis Foundation. For more information about the
Stephen Lewis Foundation and the projects it funds, go here:
www.stephenlewisfoundation.org. Please note:

the Stephen Lewis Foundation is a grateful

beneficiary of these funds, but is not atfiliated

with Mint Records Inc.

ALL THE ABOVE AVAILABLE FROM YOUR HANDY DANDY RECORD RETAILER OR FROM MINT RECORDS e CD OR LP $12.00 PPD, 7” $4.00 PPD - OVERSEAS ADD $1.00 PER ITEM
MINT RECORDS, PO BOX 3613, VANCOUVER, BC CANADA V6B 3Y6  order online: www.mintrecs.com e distributed by NAIL




Gary Pig Gold meets THE MAN
WHO INVENTED THE SIXTIES

“| have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, every
hill and mountain shall be made low, the rough places will be
made plain, and the crooked places will be made straight.”
(Martin Luther King, Jr., Washington D.C., August 28, 1963)

“From Dallas, Texas, the flash - apparently official - President
Kennedy died at 1:00 p.m. Central standard time, 2 p.m. Eastern
standard time, some thirty-eight minutes ago.”

(Walter Cronkite, CBS Television, November 22, 1963)

"Houston, this is Tranquility Base. The Eagle has landed."

(Neil A. Armstrong, Apollo 11, July 20, 1969)

“There are SEVEN LEVELS.”

(Paul McCartney discovers “‘the Message of the Universe,”
August 28, 1964)

Now, if veteran rabble-rousing, uber-networking, visionary
(“Blacklisted”) journalist Al Aronowitz's lifetime of achievements
may be remembered for but one solitary event, may | posit it be
for what he managed to pull off in the immediate hours following
The Beatles’ concert debut at Forest Hills Tennis Stadium,
Queens, New York, one dreamy midsummer 1964’s night.

For it was within mere minutes after the final shrieks of and
around “Long Tall Sally” wafted skyward that our story begins,
with the Fab Four safely ensconced back upon the sixth floor of
Manhattan’s grande olde Hotel Delmonico as a greenroom full of
various folkies and followers (including the Kingston Trio, Peter
Paul and Mary, plus the ubiquitous Murray the K) sat all but
ignored down the hall. Somehow though, into that inner sanctum
high atop the Beatle-manic corner of Park and 59th was snuck
none other than Bob Dylan, a bottle of cheap wine, and a fateful
envelope’s worth of herbal libation.

Ladies and gentlemen, life as we knew it was about to abruptly
cut from stark black and white to rich, fully-dimensional
stereophonic day-glo from that momentous moment hence.

You see it seems Bob, misreading a certain “I Want To Hold Your
Hand” refrain as “I get high” as opposed to “I can't hide,” had
been convinced to confront those four lyrical Liverpudlians he’d
previously dismissed with that cruelest of epithets -
“Bubblegum!” -- and in the process, to break the trans-oceanic
ice as it were, he decided to introduce his fabulous new pals to
the hitherto non-rockin’ accoutrement known as, yep, Marijuana.
Following introductions quickly if not exactly politely proffered
between America’s greatest living songwriter and the World’s
most Fabulous Band, Ringo (designated “Royal taster” for his
comrades) went first and, oblivious to the proper pot-etiquette,
proceeded to inhale the entire inaugural joint himself. Watching
with sheer wonder as their drummist slowly melted onto the
carpet in fits of laughter, John and manager Brian excitedly lit
themselves up next, only to be followed by Paul and George who,
interestingly enough, proceeded to follow one another throughout
their maze of Beatlesuites for the remainder of this most historic
of evenings. That is, until a typically profound McCartney
suddenly called forth for pen and paper as he announced to all
left standing around him, “I have discovered the Meaning of Life!”
Something to do with the Universe, it seems, and Seven
Levels.....

Suffice to say it wasn’t just the Cute Beatle’s consciousness
which was forever altered that night, but the very course of rock
and roll, the music business as a whole soon enough after, and
as a result just maybe Western Civilization Itself, dammit! And it
is in my wisened opinion that the singular man we all have to
thank for that, for “Rubber Soul,” for “folk-rock” in the process
and, really, for loading Dylan into his station wagon and dragging
him towards the Delmonico to set all of these historic balls into
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motion in the first place, is none other than a dear, sweet man I've
recently had the pleasure to have known named Al Aronowitz.
FACT: With all apologies due Ralph J. Gleason, Al Aronowitz
was the first widely-published man to ever take what we now
regrettably take for granted as rock and roll “seriously.” His Pop
Scene columns four decades ago in the New York Post, not to
mention a litany of legendary Village Voice and Saturday Evening
Post features, brought to widespread attention such figures as the
fledgling Brill Building songsmiths, teen tycoon Phil Spector, and
of course Bob and those Beatles to boot (i.e.: the best-selling
Aronowitz Summer of 64 Saturday Evening Post cover story of
JPG&R | still fondly recall as the first living-color magazine on the
band to ever penetrate my previously rock-free household
...because the boys looked so handsome in their top-hats and
walking sticks on the cover, | can still hear my mother swoon).
Even prior to that above-mentioned hot August night at the
Delmonico though, Al was busy forging crucial artistic bridges
between hitherto insurmountable cliques and cultural divides. To
cite but one cataclysmic example, it is SO plain to see how Al's
introducing Allen Ginsberg to a fresh-from-Minnesota Dylan
eventually helped Beat meet Beatles, as it were, and in all the
most ingeniously genre-busting of ways.

Aronowitz was also right there on hand at the post-premiere party
for “A Hard Day’s Night” in London, as a wickedly soused Lennon
motioned a very young, green Keith Richard(s) and Brian Jones
over to his table ...only to conspiratorially sneer that “there’s
something wrong with yez, isn’t there? There's one of ya in the
group that isn’t as good as the others. Who is it? Find out, tell
yourselves, and get rid uv ‘im.” Keith glanced uneasily over at
Brian. John, as it turns out, was as right — not to mention
prescient — as ever. i
And you bet, Al captured it all.
Evening Post readers the world over.
Yet long after the Stones, not to mention the Sixties, began
burning themselves inside out, Aronowitz continued to prow! the
sidewalks of Greenwich Village, keeping eyes and especially ears
wide open as he hung and howled amongst the veterans (Johnny
Cash), the recently established (John B. Sebastian), the new kids
down the block (a young Richard X. Heyman, who Al once
commissioned to assemble an opening act for Sly and the Family
Stone) and of course all the contritely contrary-as-ever who were
shamelessly being ignored by the Rolling Stones — I'm speaking
Jann as opposed to Jagger — of the day (I refer most notably to
that once-promising Vanguard recording artist Patrick Sky, who
Aronowitz bravely helped find a home for that still-incendiary 1973
“Songs That Made America Famous” album, one of your humble
columnist’s favorite American recordings EVER). Al also
somehow found time to keep his Beatle bonds alive as well,
taking our sweet George bowling on Broadway late one night,
then conveniently stepping into fresh doggie-do just before
crossing the threshold into John and Yoko’s West Village walk-up
for the very first time (John responded by taking an utterly
appropriate Polaroid double-exposure of Al as he apologetically
stunk up the room. “Look at this,” cried the photogenic ex-Beatle
Chief. “The two different faces of Al Aronowitz!”)

Then suddenly our hero seemed to vanish altogether off the very
face of the Earth -- not to mention the pages of rock’s hepper
periodicals -- as “folk” sorrowfully gave way to “singer/songwriter,”
Nixon rued the airwaves, Patrick Sky accepted a grant from the
Irish government to become an Aeolian pipe maker and, perhaps
not so coincidentally, Al's old pal Bob dissolved altogether into the
bit parts of big-budget Peckinpah westerns.

But why? “l was driven crazy by my unjust firing from the Post
when my column was one of the most popular features in the
paper,” Aronowitz recalls, “by the treachery of the American
Newspaper Guild and by my colleagues whom | had helped so

For unsuspecting Saturday



"“much.” The death of his wife and subsequent plunge into the
clutches of non-recreational drug use followed and, he says
today, “so began a long period of time when editors stopped
taking me seriously, a fact that continues until this day. In other
words, my writing got a little crazy and even when it wasn't,
editors still refused to print me. Why? Ask THEM!”

Then, thank God or Al Gore or whomsoever, along came the
Internet at just about the same time Our Al was getting his life, not
to mention his voluminous-and-then-some archives, back in
order. Duly invigorated and in no small part inspired by the
liberating autonomy of the www, Aronowitz was promptly reborn
as The Blacklisted Journalist and, domain name duly secured,
began posting his vast wealth of work in monthly installments
right up there at www.bigmagic.com/pages/blackj “It was only
when | could do an end run around the blacklisting that editors
had imposed on me by putting my material on the Internet that |
discovered | could get readers, something all writers crave,” the
man proudly relates. “lIt was my achievement of a reading
audience that brought me back to sanity.”

Today, after a decade spent defiantly republishing his gems on
the web, when he was afraid his good words would otherwise
languish unread or, worse still, disappear altogether (it was
through a tiny backpage ad in the New York Press circa 1996 that
| first became reacquainted with that entity henceforth known as
The Blacklisted Journalist), Al has now compiled his Greatest
Hits, so to speak, across the 615 history-packed pages of “Bob
Dylan and The Beatles: Volume One of The Best of the
Blacklisted Journalist.” The result is, without a solitary doubt,
Required Reading for anyone and everyone who considers
themselves fans, followers, students, or those just plain curious of
the Golden Age of Popular Music, and how the players — Dylan
and the Fabs especially — met, influenced, and eventually actually
interacted with one another during those halcyon-indeed daze.
Thanks in no small part whatsoever to the Herculean efforts of the

man who, in his very own only slightly jocular words, may try to
pass it all off by claiming “I was just a proud and happy shadchen,
a Jewish matchmaker, dancing at the princely wedding |
arranged.”

“I recognized Dylan and The Beatles as immortals, and | wanted
to cop some immortality for myself,” Aronowitz now admits. “I
knew that bringing Dylan and The Beatles together would have
exactly the result that it had. The result is that contemporary
popular music changed for the better. Otherwise, every
generation creates its own heroes.”

“Whether subsequent heroes will enjoy the same immortality that
Bob and The Beatles attained, | am unqualified to predict. All |
know is that Bob Dylan and The Beatles are hard acts to follow.”
Oh, and by the way, if the gala Bowery Poetry Club launch party
for “Volume One of The Best of the Blacklisted Journalist” is any
indication whatsoever, the master shadchen’s talents are alive
and very very well: Entertainment was provided by a band
comprised of David Amram’s wholjly Kerouac-worthy
“spontaneous bop prose” backed by Hayes Greenfield’s
Coltrane’d sax and, to top it all with that classic decorum-be-
darned Aronowitz touch, Babukishan Das, the Bengali Baul who’s
become one bonafide Indian pop star. The ears truly boggled!

So then, for your own numbered and signed edition of Al
Aronowitz’s book -- including, right there on Page 395, that
priceless Lennon double-exposure of the author himself — simply
send a United States Postal Money Order for $17 plus $3
shipping and handling to:

THE BLACKLISTED JOURNALIST, BOX 964, ELIZABETH,
N.J. 07208

Or, if you want the book shipped to you via Priority Mail, send a
money order for $25. Remember: No checks accepted!

And tell ‘em Gary the Pig sentcha, OK

Handsome & Discreet

Chase me! 212 967-5%67

BILLY NAYER SHOW  Rabbi:

KEW IN TOWN
N2 AT

The new album on BSG Records www.billynayer.com
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ITWAS A

TEENAGE
QUEEINHATER

By Mike Faloon

I've always had a dream/I'd like to meet the Queen
I'd punch her in the face/Yeah, that would make me laugh
--The Queenhaters

Dan didn't want to do it. He was cool with trying out for our
high school talent show, but he didn't want to lip synch.
Dan was right. Lip synching was lame. Lip synching was
for Bon Jovi, Whitesnake, and all of the other hair metal
bands that we hated so much. It was 1987 and we were
into R.E.M. They didn't lip synch, so why should we?

Our friend Dave wanted to be in the upcoming talent show.
He loved being the center of attention and we agreed that
he would be a great frontman, but we disagreed with his
choice of ideas. Dave had proposed dressing up as the
Blues Brothers and doing “Soul Man,” a chance for him to
do his John Belushi in the spotlight. The crux of Dave's “lip
synching isn't just for David Coverdale” argument was that,
aside from Dan, who played guitar, none of us knew how to
play an instrument and try outs were in three weeks.

But Dan was adamant, he wasn’t going to lip synch and |
followed his lead. He was smart, too, so he came up with
a counter proposal: we'd try out in three weeks, but we
were going to perform the Queenhaters “I Hate

the Bloody Queen.” And we were going to play the
instruments ourselves.

I'd like to drown the Queen/Off the coast of Argentine
Throw her off a battle ship/With her Faulkland war machine

The Queenhaters were a punk parody band who appeared
on the SCTV show “Mel’s Rock Pile.” Dan, Dave and the
rest of my friends were SCTV junkies and we knew that no
one else would get the joke, but that didn’t matter. We
were the biggest geeks in our high school, several strata
beneath the D&D crowd. We weren’t the bandies, or the
burnouts, or the brains, or the bops (the popular girls with
the short, boppy haircuts) or the jocks. We were just the
goofy looking guys who were always cracking themselves
up. We weren't the smartest kids the school—we didn't
like having to read Crime and Punishment, and we tuned
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out during our English teacher’s attempts to spark
existentialist discussions—but we thought we were the
funniest, and SCTV was the only TV show that made
sense to us.

The local PBS station was airing re-runs at 11:00 every
weekday night and we all watched; we taped every
episode too. We had no use for 80s icons like Don
Johnson or Phil Mike Tom. Our celebrities were Bobby
Bitman, Sammy Maudlin, and Lola Heatherton—fake
celebrities created in order to make fun of real
celebrities—and SCTV was the show we wished we'd
written. It was perfect for guys like us who'd watched a lot
of TV as kids, guys who liked TV and pop culture, but
couldn’t stomach most of what aired; guys who didn't want
to remember that Tony Dow played Wally on Leave It to
Beaver but found such trivia stuck in our heads like a bad
cold. SCTV made fun of television (without succumbing to
the cynicism that often marred Saturday Night Live) and
made references that we felt no one else would get. ['ll
never forget the first time | saw their Ocean’s 11 parody,
“Maudlin’s 11.” In the parody the character Bill Needle is
married to a stripper who used the stage name Honey Pie
Traynor. In real life Harold “Pie" Traynor played a Hall of
Fame third base for the Pittsburgh Pirates back in the 20s
and 30s. | assumed that naming a character Honey Pie
Traynor was merely a coincidence, that there was no
connection between the fictional stripper and Pirates third
baseman. Then | read that SCTV’s Joe Flaherty was from
Pittsburgh and a huge baseball fan. The Honey Pie
Traynor joke was by design and | couldn’t believe that such
a joke was being beamed into my living room. (And to
heighten the reference, | think the “Honey” part of the
character's name is a nod to Lenny Bruce's ex-stripper
wife.)

She taxes me to death/l can't afford me dope
I'd like to get her high/Yeah, that would make me laugh

So the Queenhaters it was. | borrowed a hi-hat and snare
drum from a neighbor. | got my little brother’s Casio for my
friend Pete to play and our buddy Steve bought a $25
bass. We had a band.

Our first attempt at the song was as graceful as a toddler’s
first steps, lasting about 10 seconds before falling face first
to the floor. The fourth time we made it to the break in the
middle of the song. By the end of practice we could plod
through all 2:01 of “| Hate the Bloody Queen” almost in
unison. Dan was the only who could look up while playing,
so he emerged as the band leader. He got Pete and Steve
to follow his rhythm while they hammered out the song'’s
two notes. He got me to hear the difference between
playing on the one and three beats, which | did by nature,
and playing on the two and four. | think he’s also the one
who suggested recruiting our other friend Dan to play
trombone.

We decided not to practice the day before try outs because



we knew were ready—we had practiced the same song for
three weeks. After school we went to Burger King for fuel,
and when we came back we found a classroom where we
could hang out. Our friend Kate greased up Dave’s
mohawk. We were ready to rock the West Genesee
Senior High auditorium.

“Good afternoon, Camillus, New York!’, Dave screeched,
“We are the Queenhaters...AND WE HATE THE BLOODY
QUEEN!" Being on stage was awesome. We were used to
being crammed in Pete’s basement, squeezed in among
his dad’s sprawling electric train set up. Now we had acres
of space, and we were on a roll, veritable monsters of two-
chord rock. Having an audience was cool too, even if there
were only eight people there, and all of them were there to
judge you, and three of them were among the cutest girls
in the school. We sailed to the break without any mistakes.
Pete nailed his one-note triangle solo, and then it got quiet.
Painfully quiet. Oppressively quiet. Everyone in the band
looked at Dan, waiting for him to hit the chord that signaled
us to come back in. But he got stage

fright, he didn't move. We froze too. The auditorium was
sealed tomb silent. Dave scanned the band, looking for a
signs of life. Seeing none, he turned toward the judges
sitting in the second row.

“Thanks, good night. We're done...AND WE STILL HATE
THE
BLOODY QUEENY!"

It was a perfect choice of songs, a spot-on punk parody
that was so well done you could confuse it for a sincere
tribute. In the SCTV version of the Queenhaters, John
Candy and Joe Flaherty, drums and bass, respectively,
played motionlessly, staring straight ahead, mimicking the
“we’re so bored with pop

music and Americans and whatever else you have” attitude
of the best British punk rockers. Eugene Levy, flailing at a
flying V guitar, wore an “Eat the Rich” t-shirt and Andrea
Martin, on bass, sneered, just sneered in a way that would
have made Wendy O. Williams proud. (Note: The
Plasmatics were once on SCTV). Finally, Martin Short
played the frontman, equal parts nihilist and idealist, ready
to demolish the world with his words, not far removed from
Rick on The Young Ones. The lyrics to “| Hate the Bloody
Queen” touch on drugs and war and hatred and, of course,
Lady Di. It's a kick ass punk song, and it's better than
most of the punk bands the Queenhaters were making fun
of. In fact, | heard the Queenhaters before | heard the Sex
Pistols, and the Queenhaters, being the wittier and funnier
of the two bands, were the band that made me want to
hear more punk rock.

Back to the talent show. After freezing up on stage, we
sulked back to our classroom/dressing room, trying to
figure out why we’d locked up, certain that we failed the try
out. Then our friend Kate came back to the classroom
where we were hanging out.

“They thought it was a joke,” she said, “the part where you
all stopped playing, the judges thought you did that on
purpose. You guys are in the talent show. You made it.”

Naturally, we thought that Kate had misunderstood, that
we'd certainly been cut. And that if we had made the talent
show it was only because everyone had made the show.
Then we heard that other acts, people with conventional
talent, hadn’'t made the cut, including Rich Griffith and his
group the Piano Men, who did a cappella Billy Joel
medleys.

| feel sorry for you Lady Di/Havin’ a mother-in-law like that

The crowning touch of the Queenhaters appearance on
“Mel’s Rock Pile,” a bland American Bandstand-type show,
is that the Queenhaters play before an indifferent
audience. We got to enjoy that part of the punk experience
during the actual talent show, which was a week after the
try outs. We played, we laughed at ourselves, and no one
else took notice. We got through the song without any
major mishaps, but we were neither so good that kids
started asking us to play their parties nor so bad that
anyone booed us. Half of the band took that as a sign to
call it a day.The other half, Dan #1, Dave, and |, took it as
a sign that there was still work to be done, so we formed
another band, King Otter and the Electric Flem.

I've heard that Mudhoney covered the Queenhaters, too.
Someday I'll have to check out their version of “I Hate the
Bloody Queen.”

(If you dig SCTV, my zine, Go Metric, has started a series
of SCTV appreciation articles. Email me at.
gogometric@yahoo.com if you're interested in a copy or
perhaps contributing.)

Syl
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2. So on your website you have a link for
Rants. Plural. But there's only one rant from
1999. Life been that good to you?

1. I've never seen Buddy and Rob
from "High Fidelity" at the same
place at the same time. Or you
and Nick Hornby, for that matter.
Same people?

ravings on their websites. Don't you
think it kind of undermines one's ¥
credibility to be ranting all the time?

i
| wish, since he gets

movies made out of
) his slop!

N

N

N
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That was my
webmasters
idea, to have
me write little
updates like
that as often
as possible
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| forgot all about it, ¥
to be honest! Guess |

it's time | wrote
another, huh?
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Yes, it does,
assuming one really

IS "ranting." But to
some — MOST
people these days
"ranting" is
synonymous with

"having an opinion."
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4. Hell with your credibility. Can you give me a
brief tirade about doing crappy interviews for
bush league newsletters?
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Al T say is you're luck you sent me funny questions
(except this one, that is) or | would have ignored you.

Someone once told me about another cartoonist who,
when hit up to give an interview, would ask the
interviewer: "what's your circ (i.e.:cir-culation)?" If the
answer was less than 50,000 she would just hang up on

5. Did the Hellacopters ask you to do
the art for their single a few years back,
or vice versa?

" <y / A
o/ 6
. r Al
» N
JAYE P ARTE

| JAME '

N
The label, Sub Pop asked, though the
band seemed all for it, since they asked to
meet me when thy came to town. Once |
found out they were from Sweden | asked
them about all the Swedish pop music actsj
that | liked, and they were horrified.

them. | should do that!
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6. How much of the Sub Pop catalog | | : 7.1didn't realize that you did cartoons in dirty magazines until |
do you actually like? Be honest. went to your website. Were you young? Did you need the
2 Di ?
,% 7 ’,_ ’ % /Z ? money? Did they take advantage of you}/ -
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B AT Tisief 8. | know you normally do this : ; 7 7
/a d } sort’gf thing for money, bu:( |9. Fried or steamed rice? | ° \V %0 /g
Y/ would you draw me a quick * [ Beans: re-friend or whole? These are the '
dirty cartoon to post with this questions today's young people are asking. |
A% M L interview? I'll trade you a VHS
ARV /ﬁ s copy of Pervirella. C'mon. The |* 4
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10. I mailed a set of questions to Harlan

Ellison. What are the odds he gets back to g
me? Better or worse than Alan Moore? Why did you write
! T to me again?
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I JUST WANNA SAY THANK YOU...
TO THE RAMONES!

by Madeline Bocaro

They were like brothers - brothers to each
other - and crazy, loveable big brothers to
legions of rock n' roll kids. It was 1976.
Coming out of the Glam era and into oblivion, what
was out there for us discerning kids in a desolate
world of Prog-rock, bordering on Disco? The New
York Dolls were silenced by their own outrage. The
Sex Pistols were yet to be unleashed in England -
anarchy was bubbling underground in a parallel
universe, waiting for a kick-start. In New York we
were left staring in the darkness at absolutely
nothing. All dressed up with nowhere to go...

Then, just as if they heard our cries of despair - up
from the subways of Queens, New York (not so far
away) came a gangly gang of four guys wearing :
leather jackets and sneakers who would bring back the fun in rock n' roll, and blast the future wide
open! They certainly weren't pretty or particularly talented, but they had a certain weird charm!
They showed us that we could take over. We didn't need heroes or idols - we had the power to do it
ourselves! The Ramones were a band of approachable big kids..for the kids. They actually spoke to
us and were happy to see us. We'd hang out with them at Trash & Vaudeville and all over Greenwich
Village. It is said that only 10 people attended one early Ramones gig, and all of them formed bands
of their own.

We thought we needed more, but couldn't articulate it exactly. The Ramones said it quite
eloquently, "Hey Ho - Let's Go!” That was it! That's what we were pining for - simplicity! As it furned
out, we actually wanted less! Something honest and genuine in an era of untouchable mega acts with
their endless guitar solos and keyboard excursions to nowhere.

CBGB's - the Cavern of our time - gave the Ramones a home in New York City, and they spearheaded
a whole new music scene. Everyone in New York knew this was the world's best-kept secret, just
about to be told, and for now they were all ours! We could see them every week, packed shoulder to
shoulder, and get our heads spun around at full speed. When‘we got home, our heads were screwed
on backwards, and we never felt better!

This was no teeny-bopper stuff. It was hardcore - loud, fast, simple and purely originall Each two-
minute three-chord song was like a machine gun blast. They'd play 20-minute sets, non-stop (except
for arguments about which song to play next!) Joey's voice just got better and better. At first they
were clumsy - an amusing spectacle, but soon they were ready for blastoff. We saw them at the
launch pad, and now they are eons away with their tail blazing light across the sky. Johnny and Dee
Dee's virtuosity is apparent in every photograph - their speedy strumming hands are always a blur.
The journalists were confused, yet passionate. Richard Hell told a charming story;

“Dee Dee explained the songs.. and he said the first song written was "I Don't Wanna Walk Around
With You," and then "I Don't Wanna Get Involved With You," and “I Don't Wanna Go Down to the
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Basement”.. I Dont Wanna this and I Don't Wanna that..and Dee Dee goes, "We didn’t write a
positive song until "Now I Wanna Sniff Some Glue.”

It was as if Dr. Frankenstein had created mutant Beatles clones with a colossal lightning bolt,
adding far more power, angst and fervor. People were scared of the Ramones as if they were
monsters, yet they had heart and soul and only wanted to be loved. Their heads were too big and
their jackets too small - just like the poor monster immortalized in the New York Dolls song
"Frankenstein"l

As 'brothers’, the Ramones took one surname and united for life..for the cause. They at first
intimidated, then captivated the Clash and the Sex Pistols with their live UK debut at the
Roundhouse on July 4, 1976. Joe Strummer admitted that the Clash were apprehensive about being
good enough to play live, but the Ramones told him, "Wait until you hear us! We stink!" They spun
the Roundhouse into a frenzy, and Punk got the kick-start it needed.

Although Johnny, the group's steadfast commander kept the ball rolling, the Ramones eventually
came apart like most dysfunctional families, yet they persevered for some resolute, irreverent
reason...probably a higher calling. Their records didn't sell millions, but they survived financially and
instinctively on their sure-fire gigs, and influenced innumerable other bands. Drummers came and
went, and came again (Tommy finally returned). CJ replaced Dee Dee on bass for awhile, but
throughout, Joey and Johnny kept plugging away although they later despised each other (ever
since Johnny married Joey's girlfriend). It was their mission to see this thing through, and they did
- for 2,263 gigs, 21 albums and 22 years. Their final show was in August of 1996 at L.A.'s Palace.
Their earthy mission was then complete. Tommy Ramone wrote in the liner notes to the Hey Ho
Let's Go! compilation, " This is art. Sometimes it doesn't sell at first. Sometimes it takes awhile for
the world to catch on."

When the Ramones were inducted into the Rock n' Roll Hall of Fame in 2002, a year after Joey's
death, nobody thanked him. Tommy said, "The Ramones meant everything to Joey." Dee Dee
humourously congratulated and thanked himself, Johnny thanked President Bush and America. But
our dear Joey is to be thanked above all for his loyalty and sincerity, his sensitivity, his resolve and
commitment to rock n' roll, and for all the fun and precious memories he gave us. (And for all the
rock nights he hosted in New York after the Ramones 5

ended.) Joey so much embodied New York City that he
- QHNY
" 5

was like a walking sky-scraper. Now he is a part of the

city forever, with a street named Joey Ramone Place iy
on the corner of East 2™ St. and the Bowery - right ' \T Tf A
near CBGBs!

The greatest gifts a band can give their fans are
devotion, empowerment and a good laugh. Some®hings
do last forever..and the pure spirit of the Ramones
will live on in the hearts of rock kids, young and old!!
It's strange - we still have Chuck Berry, Jerry Lee
Lewis & Little Richard, but Johnny, Joey and Dee Dee
are gone. They're probably all beating each other up in
heaven right now, not wasting any time!
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