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INTRODUCTION

I FIRST ENCOUNTERED FLEA AND ANTHONY ONE AFTERNOON IN EARLY SUMMER ‘83 WHEN THEY WHIRLED UNANNOUNCED INTO MY OFFICE AT CLUB LINGERIE IN HOLLYWOOD, WAVING AN AUDIO CASSETTE TAPE IN MY FACE AND INSISTING I LISTEN TO IT ON THE SPOT.

CUTE. VERY TOUCHING. I TOLD THEM THERE’S NO TAPE PLAYER HERE, AND I ONLY LISTENED TO UNSOLICITED CASSETTES AT HOME SINCE I’D AVERAGE TWENTY TO THIRTY OF THOSE DAMNED THINGS A WEEK FROM ALL OVER THE U.S. — FREQUENTLY OVERSEAS, TOO.

I HAD A LOT OF CALLS TO TAKE AND MAKE BETWEEN NOON AND SIX. I WAS THE LINGERIE’S BOOKER AND RESIDENT SATURDAY NIGHT DEEJAY AT THE TIME. BEFORE ME THESE TWO HIGH-ENERGY YOUNG PUPS WHO FINISHED EACH OTHER’S SENTENCES JUST WEREN’T HAVING IT. THEY WEREN’T GOING TILL I’D HEARD THIS TAPE. NO LEAVING IT IN AN ENVELOPE, LIKE EVERYONE ELSE. IT WAS THE ONLY COPY. WHAT FOOL-ASS CLUB PROMOTER LISTENS TO UNSOLICITED TAPES IN FRONT OF SOME SORRY BAND? WHAT IF THEY TOTALLY SUCK? YOU’RE STUCK LYING OR TELLING ‘EM SO TO THEIR FACES, WHEREUPON THEY EITHER DECK YOU — OR HATE YOU FOR LIFE.

C’MON, MAN… TWO SONGS…

THAT’S ALL… YOU GOT TIME FOR THAT…

WE HAD NO SECURITY SETUP LIKE THE WHISKY A Go-Go ON THE STRIP. DURING THE DAY ANY OLD BUGGER OFF THE STREET COULD GLIDE FREELY THROUGH THE CLUB’S FRONT ENTRANCE AND ON UP TO THE OFFICE. SUDDENLY ONE OF MY TWO INVADERS NOTICED JIMMY, THE JANITOR DOWNSTAIRS CLEANING UP THE BAR AREA AND THE DANCE FLOOR — A CHEERY, WHISTLE-WHILE-YOU-WORK KIND OF GUY WHO TOILED TO THE CRACKLED SOUNDS OF A BEAT-UP, PAINT-SPLATTERED FM-AM/CASSETTE PLAYER.

“WHAT ABOUT THAT TAPE PLAYER DOWN THERE?” SAID ONE OF THE DYNAMIC DUO POINTING DOWN OVER THE BALCONY.

DAMN. CORNERED. WHAT COULD I DO? FORBID JIMMY TO LEND THEM THE TAPE PLAYER AND DEMAND THEY LEAVE THE PREMISES AT ONCE? CALL THE COPS? ABSURD. TRAPPED. THEY LOOKED BARELY OLD ENOUGH TO GET IN THE JOINT AT NIGHT — THE TWO PRANCING AROUND ME, AS IF THEY WERE ALREADY ONSTAGE MUGGING FOR A ROCK VID. “OKAY, OKAY,” I SUBMITTED. “BUT TWO SONGS, THAT’S IT. THEN I HAFTA GET BACK ON THE PHONES HERE.”

ONE OF THE PAIR SCAMPERED DOWNSTAIRS TO BORROW THE PLAYER WHILE THE OTHER TOLD ME THE TAPE WAS A FOUR-TRACK PRODUCED AND ENGINEERED IN A GARAGE THAT SAME AFTERNOON BY FEAR DRUMMER EXTRAORDINAIRE SPIT STIX, WHOM THEY SEEMED TO KNOW I HELD IN HIGH REGARD. I HAD BEEN BOOKING FEAR INTO NUMEROUS PUNK ROCK SHOWS AT VARIOUS VENUES AROUND LOS ANGELES SINCE THE LATE 1970s.

MY INITIAL TESTINESS WAS GIVING WAY TO CURIOSITY, ESPECIALLY AFTER THEY SAID THEY ALSO IDOLIZED GEORGE CLINTON AND THE METERS — HUGE PLUSES IN MY MUSICAL OMNIVERSE SINCE I’D BEEN SPINNING ALL THE USUAL SUSPECTS FROM CLINTON’S P-FUNK EMPIRE, AS WELL AS THE METERS, JAMES BROWN, OHIO PLAYERS, FATBACK, DEFUNKT, BLOOD ULMER, KONK, FELA, MATERIAL, SUGARHILL GANG, TOMMY BOY, AND A FEW 99 RECORDS TRACKS DURING MY SATURDAY NIGHT SETS FOR THE PAST TWO YEARS.

“THAT’S WHY WE’RE HERE,” SAID ONE. AHA.

I WAS SKEPTICAL ABOUT SKINNY WHITE RUG RATS PLAYING FUNK (INWARDLY I WAS WINCING, “YEAH, RIGHT, SURE YOU DO, KIDDO”).

BUT IT DIDN’T HURT THEIR CASE THAT THE BAND HAD ALREADY PLAYED DOWN THE STREET A WEEK OR SO AGO AT THE RHYTHM LOUNGE, A THURSDAY NIGHT PROMOTION BY SALOMON EMQUIES AND DEEJAY MATT DIKE, WHO LATER COFOUNDED DELICIOUS VINYL.

THE MUSIC — RAW, SPED-UP FUNK-ROCK — WAS IMMEDIATELY CAPTIVATING.

I ASKED FLEA AND ANTHONY IF THEY KNEW OF THIS HARD-CORE TRASH-GOES-RASTA BAND FROM WASHINGTON, D.C., NOW GETTING BACK TOGETHER AFTER A FEW YEARS LAYOFF — HOW ABOUT OPENING FOR BAD BRAINS? THEY LOOKED AT EACH OTHER AND ME LIKE I WAS CRAZY.

THEY DANCED OUT OF THE CLUB ALL THE WAY UP THE STREET, AS IF I’D JUST TOLD THEM THEY’D WON THE LOTTERY.

THE CHILI PEPPERS sOUNDED EVEN BETTER LIVE THAN I COULD EVER HAVE HOPED FOR — SCARILY TIGHT. SPEED FUNK WITH CRANKED GUITAR AND SPEED RAPS. WHY NOT? JACK IRONS AND FLEA TOGETHER FRIGHTENED THE BEJESUS OUT OF ME. HILLEL SLOVAK WAS SPINNING HIS GUITAR AROUND WHILE HE WAS PLAYING IT LIKE ANDY GILL FROM GANG OF FOUR GOES HENDRIX GOES CATFISH COLLINS. ANTHONY KIEDIS WAS A CAN’T-TAKE-YOUR-EYES-OFF RAPPING, BOUNCING BALL OF ENERGY. BOTH BANDS CRUSHED IT THAT NIGHT.

I NEEDN’T HAVE WORRIED ABOUT COVERING THE GUARANTEES. A STEADY BEAT OF EXPECTATION HAD BEEN BUILDING ON THE RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS. FLEA AND ANTHONY PROMISED TO HELP ME DRUM UP SOME SUPPORT — AND THEY TURNED IN A HUGE GUEST LIST OF THE MOVERS ‘N’ GROOVERS. IN THE END EVERYONE GOT PAID AND LAID.

MUCH LIKE THE ROLLING STONES, WHO BEGAN IN THE EARLY 1960s AS SERIOUS-MINDED BLUES MISSIONARIES, SO THE CHILI PEPPERS ORIGINALLY TOOK IT TO THE STAGE AS EXUBERANT FUNK EVANGELICALS. THE PEPS ALSO CAME FROM A MUSICAL LINEAGE THAT TRACED BACK TO THE GERMS, X AND, OF COURSE, FEAR, IN WHICH FLEA PLAYED FOR A SHORT WHILE. THE PEPPERS FUSED IT ALL INTO A CHEEKY VAUDEVILLE OF PUNK AND FUNK AND RAP.

RHCP (AND BAD BRAINS AND FISHBONE, TOO) TOTALLY RESET THE BAR FOR STOP-ON-A-DIME, METAL-PUNK-DUB-WHATEVER MUSICIANSHIP. EVEN IN THRASH — PUNK OR METAL — YOU NOW HAD TO BE ABLE TO REALLY PLAY. ENDLESS TOURING OPENED THE DOOR FOR EVERYTHING. THE CHILI PEPPERS ARE RELENTLESS INTERNATIONAL ROAD DAWGS, MUST-GO-ON MUSICIAN-SHOWDUDES. THE MADCAP JUMP-AROUND INTENSITY OF THE PEPPERS’ LIVE SHOWS GOT THEM THROUGH THE LEAN TIMES UNTIL “HIGHER GROUND,” A STEVIE WONDER COVER FROM THEIR MOTHER’S MILK ALBUM, BROKE OUT ON MTV IN 1989.

THE CHILI PEPPERS ANTICIPATED AND HELPED PAVE THE SUPERHIGHWAY FOR THE EVENTUAL CROSSOVER OF THE NEW-REALITY HIP HOP EMANATING FROM THE SOUTH BRONX TO TRADITIONALLY SUBURBAN HARD ROCK/METAL AUDIENCES — A MIXED CROWD OF FRAT BOYS, PUNKERS, SURFERS, AND ALTERNA-KIDS, MANY OF WHOM WERE FIRST LED AT LEAST TO THE IDEA OF “URBAN” MUSIC DURING THE EARLY 1980s. THE PEPPERS INTRODUCED RAP MUSIC TO THE CHAIN-WALLET, SKATE-BRO CROWD, AND TAPPED INTO THE NATIONAL NERVE OF TEENS ESTRANGED FROM CORPORATE “HAIR BAND” ROCK AS DISSEMINATED BY FM RADIO AND MTV. THEY MADE IT POSSIBLE FOR THE BEASTIES TO GET AIRPLAY WHEN LICENSED TO ILL CAME OUT AND FOR FAITH NO MORE TO HAVE THEIR FIFTEEN MINS — AND THEY HELPED INTRODUCE GEORGE CLINTON TO A GENERATION OF WHITE KIDS. THE PEPPERS WERE ONE OF THE FIRST BANDS TO BE FEATURED ON 120 MINUTES, WHICH HELPED TO PRIME THE PUMP FOR ROCK-CRIT DARLINGS NIRVANA AND THE SUBSEQUENT “ALTERNATIVE” BOOM.

IN SHORT, THE RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS HELPED SHAPE THE DIRECTION FUTURE MODERN ROCK WOULD TAKE WORLDWIDE.

ALTHOUGH IT MIGHT NOT HAVE SEEMED LIKE IT WOULD TURN OUT THAT WAY. DESPITE GRUELING ODDS AT THE BEGINNING — CHANGING PERSONNEL, DRUG PROBLEMS, DISAPPOINTING SALES, LACK OF WIDESPREAD FM RADIO AIRPLAY — THE PEPS PREVAILED.

BUT THAT’S THEIR TALE TO TELL. SO JUMP ON IN.

BRENDAN MULLEN, LOS ANGELES, SEPTEMBER 2009

(BRENDAN MULLEN PASSED AWAY IN OCTOBER 2009; WRITER KATERI BUTLER, HIS LONGTIME COMPANION, HELPED FINISH THIS BOOK.)
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LOOKING THROUGH ALL THESE PICTURES TRIGGERS A MULTITUDE OF EMOTIONS FOR ME.

THE FIRST AND MOST SHALLOW ONE IS VANITY, WONDERING IF I LOOK GOOD. HAHAHAHAHA. BUT tHAT PASSES PRETTY QUICKLY AND I AM STRUCK BY THE MOMENT OF THE PHOTO, THE FEELING OF THE TIME IT WAS TAKEN, AND WHERE WE WERE AT ON OUR BEAUTIFUL AND HAPPYSAD JOURNEY. IT’S PRETTY FUCKING HEAVY ACTUALLY, LIKE THINKING HOW MUCH WE HAVE CHANGED OVER THE YEARS, AND ALL THE DIFFERENT DYNAMICS OF OUR LIVES THAT SHAPED US, AND ALSO REALIZING SO CLEARLY THAT NOTHING HAS CHANGED AT ALL — WE’RE ALL STILL JUST TRYING TO GET IT ON, MAKE SOMETHING GREAT.

I AM OVERPOWERED BY THE LOVE THAT IS INSIDE ME. I ALWAYS HAVE BEEN. SOMETIMES I HAVE BEEN ABLE TO USE IT TO GREAT EFFECT, AND OTHER TIMES I HAVE BEEN TERRIFIED BY IT TO THE POINT OF TOTAL PARALYSIS. LOOKING AT THESE PHOTOGRAPHS THOUGH, THE LOVE THAT I FEEL FOR MY BANDMATES IS COMPLETE. THE TEARS THAT WELL UP IN MY EYES AS I TYPE RIGHT NOW COME FROM MY MOST PROFOUND AND HIGHEST SELF. HILLEL SLOVAK, THE GREAT ARTIST AND FRIEND, WITHOUT WHOM I NEVER WOULD HAVE PLAYED THE BASS GUITAR AND WHOSE EARTHLY PRESENCE I MISS EVERY DAY. JOHN FRUSCIANTE, THE MASTER MUSICIAN WHO I AM SO FORTUNATE TO HAVE CONNECTED WITH IN THE DEEPEST MIND-MELDING KIND OF WAY, WHO TAUGHT US HOW TO TAKE OUR BAND TO A HIGHER LEVEL. CHAD SMITH, THE LOVABLE BEHEMOTH OF THE DRUM CRUSHING WHO IS MY TRUE PARTNER IN RHYTHM, WHO GROUNDS US FROM FLOATING OFF INTO THE SISSY-BOY ETHER. AND ANTHONY KIEDIS, MY BROTHER FROM ANOTHER MOTHER, THE DYNAMIC WHIRLWIND FROM WHOM THE ENERGY FROM THE CENTER OF THE EARTH FLOWS LIKE A FUCKING TORNADO, AND WITHOUT WHOSE PERSISTENCE AND POIGNANT LOYALTY THE RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS WOULD HAVE DISSOLVED LONG AGO. JACK IRONS, THE ORIGINAL FUNKY BEAT WE HUNG OUR HATS ON, I LOVE YOU. THESE GUYS ARE MY TRUEST AND MOST REAL FAMILY… OH, AND I LOVE MYSELF, TOO.

WHEN WE FIRST DECIDED THAT WE WOULD MAKE A PICTURE BOOK I IMAGINED A NICE THING FOR PEOPLE TO FLIP THROUGH, JUST A PICTURE BOOK, NOTHING SERIOUS OR IN-DEPTH LIKE A REAL BOOK OF LITERATURE. BUT LOOKING AT THIS THING, I REALIZE THESE PICTURES TELL MORE THAN WORDS EVER COULD. I CAN’T SPEAK FOR THE OTHERS, BUT — THOUGH I TRY MY BEST TO EXPRESS MYSELF—WHEN I LOOK AT MY QUOTES, I ALWAYS FEEL THAT MY WORDS FALL SHORT. I CAN NEVER REALLY GET TO THE HEART OF THE MATTER, BUT WHEN I LOOK AT THE PHOTOGRAPHS, IT IS ALL THERE, NOTHING CAN HIDE. ALL THE HONESTY, THE PRETENSE, THE COURAGE AND ONE-OF-A-KINDNESS, THE UNBRIDLED JOY, THE MELANCHOLY, AND THE SHIELDS WE PUT UP TO SHELTER OUR SCARED, VULNERABLE LITTLE SELVES, IT’S ALL THERE. WHOA.

I WANT, ON BEHALF OF MY BANDMATES, TO THANK OUR FRIEND, THE LATE GREAT BRENDAN MULLEN, WHOSE SPIRIT PERMEATES EVERY BIT OF PULP AND INK THAT MAKE THIS BOOK. WE LOVE YOU, BRENDAN.

— FLEA
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MEET THE RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS
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ME AND MY FRIENDS

[image: ] WHEN WE BEGAN A HUGE PART OF WHO WE WERE WAS IN THE SPIRIT OF JEST.

[image: ] I NEVER CONSIDERED A LONG CAREER — ANTHONY WAS THE ONE WITH CAREER GOALS. I MIGHT HAVE HAD SOME CRAZY ROCK STAR FANTASY OF BEING IN A LIMOUSINE, BUT I NEVER IMAGINED DOING ANYTHING ELSE BUT THIS AND MAKING AN OKAY LIVING.

[image: ] I CAME INTO THE RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS AS A GREENHORN TEENAGER NOT CLEAR AS TO WHAT I HAD INSIDE OF ME. ANTHONY, FLEA, CHAD, [PRODUCER] RICK [RUBIN], [ENGINEER] BRENDAN [O’BRIEN] AND THE SPIRIT OF HILLEL SLOVAK HELPED ME FIND MY VOICE AS AN ARTIST AND GUITAR PLAYER. THEY ENABLED ME TO MAKE MUSIC THAT REACHED A MUCH LARGER AMOUNT OF PEOPLE THAN I EVER IMAGINED AND I REALLY VALUE THEIR PLACE IN MY LIFE.

[image: ] IN THIS DAY AND AGE THE CHILI PEPPERS WOULD HAVE GOTTEN DROPPED AFTER THE FIRST RECORD. THERE’S NO TIME FOR DEVELOPMENT ON A LABEL ANYMORE. IT’S FUCKING SAD.
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ENTERTAINMENT

[image: ] I ALWAYS WANTED TO BE THE BEST I COULD AT WHAT I WAS DOING. BUT THEN, ANYTIME THERE WAS AN OPPORTUNITY TO BE IN FRONT OF A CAMERA I WAS RIGHT THERE AND TURNING IT ON! LIKE BAM. DOING WHATEVER WE COULD WITH FACES OR CRACKING JOKES, ME AND ANTHONY. WE ARE DEFINITELY ENTERTAINERS. I WANTED TO BE A PAID ENTERTAINER LIKE SAMMY DAVIS. I’VE ALWAYS BEEN A SHOWMAN. IT IS WANTING VALIDATION BUT ALSO TO BE GREAT AT IT. I REMEMBER SEEING ROCK BANDS BEFORE I WAS EVER IN ONE — THE WHOLE THING IS CRAZY. YOU HAVE TO GO CRAZY.
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EMIT REMMUS

[image: ] I STARTED DRUMMING WHEN I WAS SEVEN. I WAS REALLY LUCKY TO DO WHAT I LOVE AT SUCH AN EARLY AGE. DON’T KNOW WHY I GRAVITATED TOWARD DRUMS — MY BROTHER PLAYED GUITAR, MY SISTER PIANO, MUSIC WAS ALWAYS AROUND. BUT I NEVER HAD THAT, “OH, I WANT TO PLAY BECAUSE OF THIS GUY OR THAT BAND OR WHATEVER.” PARENTS GENERALLY DON’T FORCE THEIR KIDS TO PLAY DRUMS OR LOUD INSTRUMENTS, LIKE THEY WOULD PIANO OR FLUTE LESSONS. I JUST GRAVITATED TOWARD HITTING THINGS. MY FIRST DRUMS WERE BASKIN-ROBBINS ICE CREAM TUBS UPTURNED. THERE WAS A KID’S TOY AT THE TIME CALLED LINCOLN LOGS, WOODEN LOGS LIKE FROM A LOG CABIN — I USED THOSE FOR STICKS. BETTER THAN NOTHING! THEN I GOT THIS DIMESTORE KIT THAT QUICKLY GOT TOTALLY TRASHED. THE ICE CREAM TUBS ACTUALLY HELD UP BETTER THAN THIS SHITTY LITTLE CHEAPO KIT. MY PARENTS WERE LIKE, “OKAY, HE LIKES THIS AND IS STICKING WITH IT.” I WASN’T PUSHED INTO IT. MY BROTHER, TWO YEARS OLDER, WAS VERY INFLUENTIAL. I LOOKED UP TO HIM. WHEN I WAS ABOUT SEVEN OR EIGHT, AROUND ‘68 OR ‘69, HE WAS REALLY INTO ENGLISH HARD ROCK. LUCKILY, BOTH MY PARENTS WERE VERY SUPPORTIVE WITH THE MUSIC. WE HAD A BASEMENT WHERE I PLAYED MY DRUMS LOUD. THEY PREFERRED IT WHEN THEY WERE OUT OF THE HOUSE. MY MOM WOULD BE LIKE, “GO, GO, I’M GOING OUT SHOPPING NOW — GOOD TIME FOR YOU TO PRACTICE.”
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JOHNNY, KICK A HOLE IN THE SKY

[image: ] BY THE TIME OF STADIUM, WE DESIGNED MUSIC THAT WAS ABLE TO PROJECT TO THE BACK ROW. I CONSTANTLY GET THAT FROM FRIENDS AT SHOWS — THE PEOPLE IN THE BACK ROW WERE DANCING, YOU KNOW. I REMEMBER BEING IN THE BACK ROW AT THE FORUM AND BEING TOTALLY DISCONNECTED FROM IT. IT WASN’T LIKE WE WERE TRYING TO SECOND-GUESS WHAT THE AUDIENCE WOULD LIKE — IT WAS MORE THAT BECAME THE ENVIRONMENT IN WHICH MY MUSICAL THOUGHT EXISTED BECAUSE I PLAYED IN ARENAS. SO I GUESS I WAS MAKING MUSIC WITHOUT KNOWING THAT IT WAS REALLY DESIGNED TO BE IN ARENAS. STADIUM JUST SUITED THE VENUES AT THAT POINT, AND I SEE THAT AS SOMETHING ABOUT OUR MUSICAL GROWTH — IT TRAVELED THE PATH THAT WAS CONSISTENT WITH THE PLACES WE WERE PLAYING AND THE PEOPLE WE WERE PLAYING TO. WHEN I WAS SEVENTEEN I COULDN’T IMAGINE THE CHILI PEPPERS PLAYING ANYWHERE BUT CLUBS AND STUFF. I THOUGHT IT WOULD BE MISSING SOMETHING WITHOUT THAT, BUT EVENTUALLY I COULDN’T PICTURE US PLAYING ANYWHERE BUT HUGE PLACES.
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DON’T FORGET ME

[image: ] ONCE I LEFT THE NEST WITH MY DAD, WE WENT BACK AND FORTH BETWEEN BEING CLOSE AND NOT-SO-CLOSE. THEN WHEN I WAS ABLE TO MAKE A REALLY GOOD LIVING IN MUSIC, I WENT BACK AND STARTED SHARING THE REWARDS OF OUR GOOD FORTUNE WITH MY FATHER. BECAUSE I HAD WATCHED HIM FROM — AS SOON AS I MOVED IN, THERE WAS ALWAYS A BIT OF A FINANCIAL DILEMMA. THERE WERE TIMES WHEN HE HAD A POCKET FULL OF $100 BILLS BUT A MONTH LATER THERE WOULD BE NOTHING. AS SMART AS MY FATHER WAS — AND HE WAS CREATIVE MORE SO THAN MYSELF — HE NEVER HAD THE KNACK FOR MAKING A LIVING. WHEN HE BECAME AN ACTOR EVEN — HE JUST WASN’T A GOOD BUSINESSMAN. HE WAS CREATIVE AND HAD A GREAT OUTLOOK ON LIFE, BUT DIDN’T HAVE THE GOLDEN THUMB. SO WHEN I JUST KIND OF STUMBLED INTO MONEY BEING IN A BAND, IT NEVER LOOKED LIKE IT WOULD LEAD TO FINANCIAL SUCCESS — WE DID HAVE FINANCIAL SUCCESS DESPITE OURSELVES — I WAS ABLE TO GO BACK AND SHARE THAT WITH MY DAD.





MUSICAL CHAIRS: THE MAKING OF THE BAND
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OUT IN L.A.

[image: ] WE STARTED THE RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS AFTER I’D RECONCILED WITH HILLEL AND HE FORGAVE ME FOR QUITTING WHAT IS THIS?

SALOMON EMQUIES (DEEJAY AND PROMOTER): FLEA WAS PLAYING WITH MY FRIEND GARY ALLEN AND HE SAID, “CAN I DO ONE SONG WITH ANTHONY BEFORE GARY STARTS HIS SET? LIKE A FUNKY RAP KIND OF THING?” “SURE,” I SAID.

GARY ALLEN: I WAS STILL THE SINGER IN NEIGHBORS’ VOICES-THIS EXOTIC BUNCH OF WAY-OUT FRENCH MOROCCAN DOPE FIENDS FROM PARIS WHO PLAYED GREAT MUSIC — WHEN I GOT A CALL FROM MICHAEL BALZARY, WHO WASN’T FLEA YET. HE WANTED US AND HIS BAND TO PLAY TOGETHER. WHEN I LEFT NEIGHBORS’ VOICES IN LATE ‘82 I FORMED MY OWN BAND. IT WAS MICHAEL, JACK, AND HILLEL. EVERYBODY EXCEPT FOR ANTHONY, WHO INTRODUCED THE IDEA OF OPENING UP FOR ME, LIKE HE DID WITH WHAT IS THIS? IT WAS A GREAT IDEA. I LOVED IT. ANTHONY WAS CRASHING WITH FLEA AT HILLEL’S, OFF WESTERN AND HOLLYWOOD.

[image: ] WE DID OUR FIRST SHOW [AS TONY FLOW AND THE MIRACULOUSLY MAJESTIC MASTERS OF MAYHEM] IN THE MIDDLE OF SHOOTING SUBURBIA, AND EVERYONE CAME — MAGGIE EHRIG, CHRISTINA BECK, CHRIS PEDERSEN, ALL MY FRIENDS FROM THE CAST AND CREW — LIKE A BIG TO-DO. EVEN IF IT WASN’T SOMETHING THEY LIKED, THEY STILL CAME OUT AND IT MEANT A LOT TO ME TO HAVE THEIR APPROVAL.

GARY: [ON THE NIGHT OF THE RHYTHM LOUNGE SHOW] ANTHONY DID HIS ONE-SONG INTRO FIRST AND THEN I PLAYED. I WAS WEARING A WEDDING DRESS AND ANTHONY FORCED ME TO COME IN AND SIT IN THE FRONT ROW TO WATCH HIM! THE RHYTHM LOUNGE, NEAR LARCHMONT VILLAGE IN LOS ANGELES, WAS PACKED ON THURSDAY NIGHTS.

[image: ] WE’D HANG OUT AT THE RHYTHM LOUNGE EVERY THURSDAY. GET FUCKED-UP AND HIT ON CHICKS. MATT DIKE WAS DEEJAY THERE — HE PLAYED FUNK AND HIP-HOP AND HE DUG ‘70S STONER ROCK PARTY MUSIC, TOO.

[image: ] RHYTHM LOUNGE WAS THE TRENDY, COOL HAPS, COUNT ON IT.

GARY: GORGEOUS YOUNG EURO THANGS DIGGIN’ LA MUSIQUE AFRIQUE, THE SOUNDS OF MY PEOPLES, AS PLAYED BY MATT DIKE. IT WAS THE IT PLACE AT THAT TIME. VERY FASHION-INFLUENCED, I THOUGHT, AS MUCH AS IT WAS ABOUT THE MUSIC.

JACK IRONS (ORIGINAL RHCP DRUMMER): “OUT IN L.A.” WAS THE FIRST PIECE — YOU COULDN’T REALLY CALL IT A SONG. IT WAS JUST A GUITAR RIFF THAT HILLEL AND I HAD JAMMED ON FOR HOURS FOR FUN, BUT IT WASN’T A REAL SONG — IT WAS NEVER INTENDED TO BE ANYTHING. WE JUST PLAYED THE RIFF AND ANTHONY DID ONE OF HIS WACKY SPEED RAPS OVER IT.

[image: ] I HAD A BASS LINE AND HAD HILLEL DO GUITAR TO IT, AND THEN WE WENT TO THE SHOW AND PLAYED AND PEOPLE LOVED IT. WE HAD A WHOLE CHOREOGRAPHED DANCE THING. WE DID OUR DANCE AND THEN PLAYED “OUT IN L.A.” AND IT WAS PRETTY FUCKING EXPLOSIVE. WE DID IT AND IT WAS JUST BAM! FROM THE FIRST NOTE. A FIVE-MINUTE SET. ANTHONY CAME WITH A BOOM BOX AND THE DANCE, AND THEN THE SONG — IT WAS LIKE TWO MINUTES. SOMETIMES BANDS JUST SORT OF CREEP INTO IT AND FIND THEIR WAY, AND BAM — FOR US IT WAS FROM THE GET-GO.

SALOMON: IT WENT OVER REALLY WELL! SO WELL, THAT WHEN THEY WERE DONE I SAID TO COME BACK IN A COUPLE OF WEEKS AND MAYBE DO THREE OR FOUR SONGS.

[image: ]

[image: ]

MATT DIKE (DEEJAY AND PROMOTER): THEY COULDN’T DECIDE BETWEEN THE [NAMES] THE FLOW AND RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS. I TOLD ‘EM, “DUDE, THE FLOW IS LAME… TONY FLOW? NO WAY! DUDE, RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS ROCKS SO MUCH MORE.”

KEITH “TREE” BARRY (FRIEND AND MUSICIAN): NO MATTER WHAT THEY’LL TELL YOU, NO MATTER HOW MY GOOD FRIENDS RE-SPIN IT, I WILL ALWAYS TAKE CREDIT FOR THE NAME — I’M PRETTY DARN SURE OF THAT SHORT OF INVENTING A TIME MACHINE! THEY WERE ALWAYS REAL PROPONENTS OF GETTING TOGETHER AND REHEARSING. THEY DIDN’T GO INTO ANY OF THESE THINGS POORLY PREPARED. THEY WERE WELL PREPARED — CHILI PEPPERS MUSICALLY AND CONCEPTUALLY TIGHT, ALWAYS A CLEAR CONCEPT.

GARY: THEY WOULD REHEARSE EVERY DAY IN THE APARTMENT. ANTHONY STARTED RAPPING WHILE THEY CAME UP WITH SOME REALLY FUNKY THINGS. THEY’D TAKEN ON THESE WEIRD NAMES. KEITH BARRY WAS TREE, MICHAEL BECAME FLEA, HILLEL WAS SLIM AND ANTHONY WAS SWAN. MICHAEL WAS ALL, “I’M GOING TO BE FLEA” AND I SAID, “WHY YOU WANNA CALL YOURSELF SOMETHING THAT GETS UNDER THE SKIN AND SUCKS BLOOD?!”

[image: ] HILLEL GOT NICKNAMED PICK HANDLE SLIM — WHICH HE LIKED—BY PINETOP PERKINS WHEN WE OPENED UP FOR HIM AT OUR FIRST SHOW IN LONDON AT DINGWALLS. HE HAD ALL SORTS OF NICKNAMES. WE USED TO CALL HIM THE ISRAELI COWBOY — HE WAS SO FUNNY. A REAL ARTIST, ROMANTIC AND SENSITIVE. A GREAT PAINTER.

SALOMON: AFTER ABOUT A MONTH OR SO THEY WERE BACK AS THE RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS. THEY WALK INTO THE CLUB WITH A BIG BOOM BOX AND THEY GOT ONSTAGE AND STUFF — IT WAS WILD. IT FILLED THIS VOID. THIS WHITE BOY FUNK THING. IT JUST WORKED AND IT WAS PERFECT TIMING. EVERYONE PRESENT LOVED IT.

[image: ]

NO CHUMP LOVE SUCKER

[image: ] HILLEL SLOVAK WAS A HARD ROCK MUSICIAN THROUGH AND THROUGH, WHOSE PRIME MUSICAL INFLUENCES WERE HENDRIX, SANTANA, ZEPPELIN, ‘60S AND ’70S HARD ROCK. THIS AMAZINGLY TALENTED ISRAELI KID OPENED UP AVENUES OF EXPRESSION FOR ME I DIDN’T KNOW I HAD. NOT ONLY THAT, HE WAS A BEACON, A TOUCHSTONE OF SANITY. HILLEL WAS A TRUE ARTIST IN MORE THAN ONE MEDIUM. UP UNTIL MEETING HIM I LOOKED DOWN ON BASIC ROCK MUSIC. I WAS RAISED IN A JAZZ HOUSEHOLD. MY STEPFATHER AND HIS CIRCLE HAD INGRAINED IN ME THAT ROCK WAS FOR DUMBOS WHO TOOK WHAT MUSIC WAS FORCED DOWN THEIR THROATS BY CORPORATIONS AND DIDN’T THINK FOR THEMSELVES. I THOUGHT ROCK MUSIC WAS ALL ABOUT HAIRCUTS AND FASHION AND NOTHING TO DO WITH TRUE EXPRESSION. I STILL LOVE JAZZ WHEN IT’S DONE RIGHT, BUT IT WAS HILLEL WHO FIRST GOT ME INTO HARD ROCKIN’. NOT ONLY WAS IT REAL FUN TO PLAY, PLAYING IT GOT YOU LAID — EASY! HE’S LIKE, “OUR BAND JUST ISN’T HAPPY WITH OUR BASS PLAYER — WOULD YOU LIKE TO PLAY BASS WITH US?” TWO WEEKS LATER I’M UP ONSTAGE WITH ANTHYM, HILLEL’S BAND, WITH JACK IRONS ON DRUMS AND ALAIN JOHANNES SINGING LEAD, PLAYING GUITAR. I ALSO BECAME THE BAND’S BOOKING AGENT. THE CARD I GAVE EVERYONE SAID “MIKE B.: BOOKING INFO.” I WORKED HARD TO GET GIGS, ANY GIG, NO MATTER HOW SMALL, ANYWHERE THEY’D TAKE US. WE’D DO BATTLE OF THE BANDS OR PLAY THE ICE HOUSE IN PASADENA, LIKE FOURTH BAND ON A TUESDAY NIGHT WHERE WE HAD TO WAIT OUTSIDE BECAUSE WE’RE TOO YOUNG TO GO IN. OR WE’D PLAY SOME MEXICAN RESTAURANT DOWNTOWN. WE WANTED TO BE MORE ARTY. AND SO ANTHYM EVENTUALLY BECAME WHAT IS THIS?
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NO MORE NOTHING

[image: ] ONE NIGHT I WENT TO THE LINGERIE BLAZING ON ACID AND SAW FEAR PLAY UNDERCOVER, BILLED AS THE NORTH VAN NUYS GAY MEN’S STRING QUARTET. IT WAS SO GREAT! FEAR BLEW MY MIND. THEY WERE ALL REALLY GOOD PLAYERS PLAYING THEIR BUTTS OFF. AWESOMELY TIGHT MUSICIANS. PHILO [CRAMER, FEAR’S GUITARIST] WAS REALLY COOL AND KNOWLEDGEABLE. AND THEN A FEW DAYS LATER I LOOK IN THE NEWSPAPER — FEAR IS AUDITIONING BASS PLAYERS. I WAS LIKE, “OH, WOW! COMING DOWN!” THE AUDITION WENT GOOD AND I WAS IN RIGHT AWAY.

[image: ]

[image: ] LEE VING, THE LEADER AND FRONT GUY AND DERF SCRATCH, THE BASS PLAYER, HAD BEEN TIGHT WITH JOHN BELUSHI WHO’D JUST RECENTLY OD’D AT THE CHATEAU MARMONT FROM SPEEDBALLING. BELUSHI HAD SOUGHT OUT AND BEFRIENDED LEE AND DERF, TRIED REAL HARD TO GET FEAR ON SNL. IT’S WELL DOCUMENTED, I’M SURE, IN THE ANNALS OF EAST COAST PUNK ROCK AND SNL HISTORY ABOUT THE SET GETTING TRASHED BY RABID PUNK ROCKERS IN THE STUDIO AUDIENCE. FEAR’S SHTICK WAS OUT-PUNKING THE PUNKS BY BEING COMIC — IT WAS A SEND-UP BY OLDER CHOPS DUDES. FEAR WAS NO KIDDIE PUNK ROCK BAND — IT WAS A CARTOON OF WHAT SOME HEAVYWEIGHT MUSICIAN DUDES THOUGHT THE MOST RIDICULOUS PUNK ROCK BAND COULD BE.

[image: ] I QUIT WHAT IS THIS? TO JOIN FEAR, AND THEY WERE PRETTY ANGRY AT ME.

[image: ] FLEA WAS REALLY ON A DIFFERENT TRACK THAN THE REST OF THAT BAND. I REMEMBER SEEING A SHOW AND HE WAS FINDING HIS VOICE IN A VERY COOL WAY. WHEN HE FIRST LEARNED BASS GUITAR IT WAS JUST HILLEL TEACHING HIM SOME LED ZEPPELIN AND WHATEVER SONGS — AC/DC. HE WAS JUST MIMICKING. HIS BACKGROUND WAS AS A TRUMPET PLAYER. HE STARTED TAKING THESE MORE CREATIVE-SOUNDING SOLOS. HE HAD THIS ONE WONDERFUL SOLO — HE SEEMED SO OUT OF CONTEXT AND WAS JUST ON HIS OWN TRIP. THE MOST EXCITING PART OF THE SHOW WAS THE BASS SOLO, AND HE WAS ALL, “YEAH, YEAH, I JUST LEARNED HOW TO DO THAT AND WANT TO LEARN MORE!” JACK AND HILLEL GREW UP IDOLIZING THE CLASSIC ROCK BANDS OF THE ‘70S. THEY DIDN’T UNDERSTAND IT WAS THEIR JOB TO TAKE IT TO A NEW PLACE. FLEA CLEARLY UNDERSTOOD, IT'S MY JOB TO MAKE MUSIC FOR PEOPLE OF THIS GENERATION. I WAS SO PROUD OF HIM FOR THAT, AS A MUSICIAN, AND OF COURSE IT CAME TO A CRASHING HEAD WHEN HE GOT AN AUDITION FOR FEAR. HE WAS CONFIDING TO FRIENDS, “I DUNNO WHAT THE FUCK TO DO. DO I LEAVE MY BLOOD BROTHERS?”

[image: ] EVERYONE SAID, “YOU GOTTA FOLLOW YOUR HEART… ”

[image: ] FEAR’S MUSICIAN CHOPS BLEW US ALL AWAY. UNFORTUNATELY, THEIR ONSTAGE PATTER WASN’T VERY PC FOR MOST PEOPLE, BUT WE JUST DIDN’T TAKE ANY OF THEIR CROWD-BAITING SHIT SO SERIOUSLY. IT WAS FUN. THEY TRIED TO UPSET EVERYONE IN THE ROOM. BAR OWNERS LOVED THEM BECAUSE THEIR AUDIENCE WOULD DRINK THE BAR DRY, BUT WAITRESSES AND BARTENDERS HATED THEM BECAUSE THEIR CROWD WAS PUNK LOWLIFES LIKE US, ALWAYS TOO BROKE OR TOO CHEAP TO TIP!

[image: ] WHEN I FIRST SAW LEE VING I JUST THOUGHT HE WAS A SUPERSTAR — HE WAS THE GREATEST. SO ALIVE AND TENSE AND THE SONGS WERE SO GOOD AND HE SANG SO GOOD. I THOUGHT IT WAS JUST THIS PERFECT, TIGHT, MUSCULAR PUNK, PACKAGED SO VICIOUSLY.

[image: ] WE THOUGHT LEE VING WAS THIS WONDERFULLY ENTERTAINING HELLION KIND OF GUY, THE BADASS OUTLAW BIKER IMAGE AND ALL, LIKE SOME TOUGH OLD BLUES SINGER DUDE IN THIS MAXED-OUT PSYCHO PUNK BAND WITH A KILLER GUITAR PLAYER AND DRUMMER WHO CRUSHED IT LIVE! WHEN FLEA REPLACED DERF AS FEAR’S BASS PLAYER IT CREATED A PROFOUND SHIFT IN OUR LITTLE SCENE. WE WERE MOVIN’ ON UP FROM GAWKERS IN THE PIT TO WHERE ONE OF OUR VERY OWN WAS NOW UP THERE IN ONE OF THE GREATEST L.A. BANDS EVER TO COME OUT OF THAT TIME.

[image: ]

[image: ] A FEW WEEKS AFTER I FIRST GOT IN FEAR I’M OVER AT LEE VING’S HOUSE FOR A SPAGHETTI DINNER, OR LIKE PIZZA OR SOMETHING ON A SUNDAY, AND PENELOPE SPHEERIS IS THERE. LEE INTRODUCED ME AS HIS NEW BASS PLAYER, SHE’S LIKE, “OH WHOA, THERE’S THIS MOVIE I’M MAKING” AND I SOON GOT IN THAT, TOO.

PETE WEISS (FRIEND AND MUSICIAN): JON HUCK, WHO BECAME THE BASS PLAYER IN THELONIOUS MONSTER, GOT ME THE BOOM GUY GIG ON SUBURBIA. FLEA PLAYS RAZZLE. HIS GIMMICK IS MAKING FUNNY FACES, BEING SPONTANEOUS — HE HAD A PET RAT WHICH HE PUTS IN HIS MOUTH. HE’S LIKE THE MAIN SIDEKICK. LOTS OF MUGGING AND CUTAWAYS TO HIM MAKING FACES AFTER A LOT OF DIALOGUE.

FLEA GOT PLENTY OF PRACTICE IN FOR A MILLION PHOTO SHOOTS IN THE FUTURE OF FACIAL MUGGINGS WITH THE RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS. PENELOPE JUST TAPPED INTO SOME OF FLEA’S NATURAL CHARACTERISTICS. DURING THE FILMING, THEY WERE SHOOTING ONE OF THE PUNK GIGS OVER AT A THEATER ON SUNSET. FLEA HAD NEVER DONE A STAGE DIVE BEFORE. I WAS LIKE, “LISTEN MAN, IF YOU ARE EVER GOING TO DO A STAGE DIVE, DO IT ON CAMERA, BECAUSE THEN YOU WILL NEVER HAVE TO DO IT AGAIN.” HE’S DONE A MILLION SINCE, I’M SURE, BUT YEAH, HE WAS ALL SCARED, AND, LIKE, “I DUNNO-O-O-O ABOUT THIS.”

[image: ] SUBURBIA WAS A GREAT EXPERIENCE. I DIDN’T KNOW ANYONE IN THE PUNK ROCK SCENE. I ALSO MET NEW PEOPLE THAT WAY — PETE WEISS, MAGGIE EHRIG, CHRISTINA BECK, ANDRE PEG LEG, CHRIS PEDERSEN FROM THE PATRIOTS, AND A BUNCH OF OTHER PUNK KIDS THAT YOU SEE IN THE MOVIE. THE MOVIE’S PLOT, SUCH AS IT WAS, WAS ABOUT AN OLD ABANDONED HOUSE IN SUBURBAN LOS ANGELES, LIKE DOWNEY — KINDA A WASTELAND, FLAT, BORING, VAPID, VACUUM OF HUMANITY IN CALIFORNIA. KIDS ARE LIVING IN THIS REPO’D HOUSE. CARRYING ON IN A PUNK ROCK KIDS WAY. I WAS A REALLY FUCKED-UP KID MYSELF, BUT I WAS MAKING SOME MONEY, $100 A DAY — A FORTUNE FOR THE TIME.

[image: ]

[image: ]

LOVIN’ AND TOUCHIN’

[image: ] I MET A GUY AT THE LINGERIE FROM ATLANTA. THIS TALL ROCKER-LOOKING BASS PLAYER DUDE CAME UP ASKING WHO MANAGES ME. I SAID, “YOU ARE LOOKING AT HIM.” HE SAID, “WELL, YOU NEED A PROFESSIONAL,” AND I WAS LIKE, “WHO?” HE SAID THIS FRIEND OF MINE, GO SEE HIM, LINDY GOETZ ON VENTURA BOULEVARD. NEXT DAY WE SHOW UP, KNOCK ON THE DOOR, “WE’RE THE RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS. WE HEAR YOU’RE A MANAGER. WANNA MANAGE US?” HE’D SEEN US AT THE KIT KAT AND I THINK HE’D BEEN THERE AT LINGERIE. WE PLAYED HIM A TAPE AND HE WAS SO GOOD-NATURED, CHEERFUL, AND FUNNY. WHAT’S NOT TO LOVE? HE HAD RECORDS OF THE OHIO PLAYERS UP ON HIS WALL — WE LOVED THOSE GUYS. “IF YOU ARE IN ANY WAY AFFILIATED WITH THEM, THAT’S GOOD ENOUGH FOR US.” AND, HE’S LIKE “WELL, I LIKE YOUR MUSIC AND YOU SEEM COOL. WHAT DO YOU WANNA DO HERE?” WE SAID, “WELL, YOU BUY US LUNCH AND YOU CAN BE OUR MANAGER.” HIS FIRST STROKE OF GENIUS WAS BUYING US LUNCH. THAT’S HOW HE GOT HIS FOOT IN THE DOOR AND WE WERE FOREVER GRATEFUL. HE CONTINUED TO BUY US LUNCH AND THAT WAS VERY MEANINGFUL FOR US AT THAT POINT BECAUSE WE WERE HUNGRY.

LINDY GOETZ (MANAGER): I WAS A MUSICIAN, A DRUMMER, PRIOR TO WORKING FOR RECORD COMPANIES WHERE I WAS A PROMOTIONS DIRECTOR AT MCA AND MERCURY RECORDS WORKING FOR CLASSIC ROCK AND POP ACTS LIKE THE WHO, NEIL DIAMOND, SONNY AND CHER, LYNYRD SKYNRD. I HAD A PRODUCTION COMPANY BEFORE THAT. I WAS NEVER OFFICIALLY THE OHIO PLAYERS’ MANAGER. I WAS WORKING AT THE LABEL THEY WERE ON. THEY WERE IN-BETWEEN — A SHORT PERIOD WHERE I TRIED TO HELP MOVE THEM TO A DIFFERENT LABEL BECAUSE I PERSONALLY LIKED THEIR MUSIC SO MUCH.

[image: ] I’M NOT SURE IF LINDY WAS REALLY A MASTERFUL BUSINESS FELLOW — MORE A FATHER FIGURE AND A LOVING, FUNNY
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