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Author’s Note

 


I last updated the text for
this book in 2015, but many things have happened since then. One
was a crucial conversation with my eBook publisher and distributor
about the title: he hated it.

“The real grabber is your
subtitle,” he said. So, there was the title and subsequent cover
change.

Another thing that happened
was that so many of the idols I had at the time of the original
writing, including David Bowie, have passed away. In the wake of
Bowie’s death, the man identified in this text as Edmond contacted
me for the first time in more than thirty years, and we’re
re-establishing an adult friendship as two older, married
people.

In other words, the time
was right. There are some tweaks to the text that reflect the
changing times, as well as correcting a couple of errors in fact
that were brought to my attention by the parties
involved.

I
wouldn’t have
started this project in the first place had it not been for the
kind and loving support of some of the people, mentioned and
unmentioned, herein. The encouragement from fans of my previous
work didn’t hurt,
either. The list that follows is by no means exhaustive or
all-inclusive, for which I apologize.

I send much love and
gratitude to: Lesli Arbuthnot, Ron Britton, Molly Burke, Jeff
Cathcart, S.P. Clarke, Alf Delia, Tony DeMicoli, Jen Duchene, Peter
Drake, Guy Gilray, Demetre Philon Hajenian, Jimi Haskett, Kevin
Kraft, Rod Langdahl, Farrah Lewis, David Long, Arlene Gholston
Long, the late Scott McKenzie, Michelle Miller, Tejas Monteverdi,
the late Tony Monteverdi, the late Buck Munger, Celeste Johnson
Pugh, the late Billy Rancher, Lenny Rancher, Rozz Rezabek, James
Wallace, and Rashas Weber. Thank you for being a part of the
music.

I likewise thank the
members of the Treehouse Writing Adventures and Bestseller Bound
writing groups, and my former publishers, TreasureLine (US) and
Turner Maxwell (UK). I wouldn’t be here without you.

 


 



 


 


 


I Blame Facebook

 


Yep, I do. Facebook put me
back in touch with people from the past -- high school, elementary
school ... and the Portland music scene. Someone named Karen
started a Facebook page called “I Hung Out at Satyricon Back In The
Day” -- which I
did, albeit in the earliest days of that club’s existence.

I moved out of my
parents’ home in
1982, and to the San Francisco Bay Area in 1985. I was involved in
some aspect or another of the music business until 1988, when I
walked away from anything other than enjoying a show from time to
time. I had parlayed my freelance writing and publicity work into a
day job as a writer/journalist by then, eventually becoming a
newspaper editor. I wrote two non-fiction books, a novel and an
anthology of essays.

I didn’t miss the business or the
“scene” very much, if truth be told. I kept
in touch with people from “the old days” only sporadically.

Until Facebook. Suddenly,
there was my ex-boyfriend the drummer, one of my favorite
singer-songwriters, the guitarist from a band I’d worked with, my high school
sweetheart and his new wife ... and a lot of
reminiscing.

It was those posts from
the Satyricon page that made me consider writing about that
three-year period in Portland. I’d tried, in the past, but
couldn’t really
get a sense of the time across. I joked that I should call any
memoir of that time You Had to Be
There. In the end, that didn’t cut it
either, no matter how many times I ended a story with those very
words. It was, however, an era of music, mayhem and yes, bad
decisions. Thus was the title for the new edition of this book
born.

As of 2016, three of my
favorite singers and two ex-boyfriends have passed away. But a
whole lot more of us survived that time, and I guess
it’s time to tell
the tale.

Here’s to my fellow survivors.

Names have been changed, in
some cases, to protect the not even remotely innocent.

Let the mayhem
commence.


 


 


 


Socially
Naïve

 


I moved out of my
parents’ home in
1982, at age eighteen. I had a full-time job, of which I was
admittedly less than fond. I had also had my fill of living under
my parents’ very
strict rules -- rules that were different for me than for my
brother.

In hindsight, some things
were not that bad -- but other things were ridiculous. I was not
allowed to go shopping with my gal-pals; there always had to be an
adult. So, I didn’t get to go very often. Dating rules were even more
draconian, so I didn’t date more than a couple of times, although I had
“boyfriends” with whom I kept company at school. One of those high school
boyfriends and I carried on an on-again/off-again relationship
until I moved to California. I’ll get to that story later
on.

I was very book-smart, and
most assuredly lonely. My best friend, Renée*, and I loved music, especially
The Beatles and Wings. We read a lot, and also wrote reams of
godawful fan fiction starring ourselves and a cast of musicians.
(She apologized to Denny Laine for this on his Facebook page; I
have no doubt that he was amused when he clicked the
“like” button.)

My journals from that time
period show my goals as “work in the music business, live in
a New York brownstone and have a Siamese cat.”

I wanted to be as far away
as possible from my semi-rural high school and its attendant bad
memories. I would “show them all,” was what I thought. I wasn’t sure how, but by God, I would
show ‘em.

Looking back, I realize
that my parents’ good intentions made me socially naïve. That was a large
factor in some of the poor choices I made. Another one was feeling
almost punch-drunk with the discovery that men found me
attractive.

That was a new one for me;
being called “ugly” at
least once a day by the Big Jock on Campus hurts, no matter how
much you hold it inside. More on that front in the coming
pages.

My first exposure to the
Portland music scene came when I did something completely out of
character for me. It was December 1980, and I skipped school to go
downtown for a John Lennon memorial in the aftermath of his murder.
A local band called The Malchicks was playing and, honest to God, I
thought the lead singer was the most beautiful man I had ever seen.
His name was Billy Rancher, and I am sure that my parents grew
mightily sick of hearing about him. Of course, I was in huge
trouble for ditching school, but I didn’t care. I was a senior with very
good grades, knew I would graduate -- and had just gotten a tiny
taste of the world I hoped to inhabit.

At about the same time,
along came something new: MTV. (Yep, I’m old enough to remember when MTV
played music videos and nothing else.) Suddenly, I was hearing a
whole different sound. Consider that the most popular bands among
my classmates were Van Halen and Blue Oyster Cult. Now, suddenly I
was listening to The Yachts, Bram Tchaikovsky, Human League. It was
like a whole new world opened up to me.

As I said, I went to a
semi-rural high school. We lived across the street from a dairy
farm. I don’t
remember more than a handful of people of color among my classmates
-- including the exchange students from places like Japan and Iran.
Being “different” was strongly discouraged, to say the least.

There was this tiny
enclave of people, primarily in speech/debate and/or theatre, and
we embraced this new music. Devo and The B-52s were requested at
school dances and we would pogo merrily away. We were the
“punk” crowd, according to the Van Halen
fans. It must be said that this does not mean we were the
proverbial “cool kids.” Quite the opposite, in fact. However, we
didn’t let that stop us.

It was with tremendous
delight that I graduated and began looking for work.
I’d done the
part-time food service gig, like every other high schooler at the
time, but now I needed something that would buy my freedom. My
folks had bought a house, so there was no question of attending
college; they couldn’t afford to send me, and they made too much for me to get
financial aid. I would eventually attend part-time on my own,
majoring first in journalism and later in forensic
anthropology.

In the mean while, I
listened to music, read music and fashion magazines, dreamed of
visiting London, and wrote more lousy fan fiction. Laurence Juber,
my favorite guitarist, was a big star in those stories.
He’s brilliantly
talented, and one heck of a nice man. I’ve had occasion to meet him in
person, and have seen him perform live several times.

LJ, please consider this my
apology for those stories.

I had a couple of
short-term office jobs that allowed me to put aside more money, buy
clothes and attend concerts.

One of those shows was at
a huge venue called Lung Fung’s Dragon Room. The Dragon Room was
this cavernous dance hall attached to a moderately good Chinese
restaurant. The owner booked live music at least a couple of nights
a week, often with an early “all age” show. This suited both my age and
my “need to be up
early for work” schedule.

The Dragon Room played host
to what they called a Battle of the Bands, with local favorites
Billy Rancher and the Unreal Gods (that same Billy Rancher ...) and
a band from Seattle called The Cowboys.

The Cowboys, fronted by
the late Ian Fisher, were louder and more brash than the Unreal
Gods. I didn’t
like them nearly as well as the Gods, but I did manage to talk
myself into a crush on Ian. He was handsome and cocky.

Now, while all this is
happening, my best gal-pal Renée was involved in a local acting
troupe. She was in rehearsals for a show, the name of which totally
escapes me. One of her cast-mates was a 36-year-old Vietnam
veteran-cum-author named Devon*. She had an enormous crush on him.
He was tall and kind of rugged-looking, with dark hair and blue
eyes; certainly no movie star, but not hard to look at, either. I
would occasionally run into Devon downtown, or go hang out with the
two of them at the Coffee Ritz. I thought of Devon as wholly
off-limits because of my friend’s crush.


 


 


 


Out Here On My
Own

 


At last the time came when
I had the necessary funds (and a full-time, permanent office gig)
to move out. I rented a fully furnished apartment in a long-since
demolished building on the corner of SW 18th and Morrison, directly
across from the local baseball/soccer stadium. From there, I could
walk to my office, the grocery store, any number of movie theatres
and, of course, the night clubs.

Rent was $200 per month,
and included utilities. My monthly take-home pay was $400. For a
long time I opted not to have a television or a phone, although I
eventually changed my mind and got both.

It was mid-1982. I was the
first of my friends to move out, even if my place was not the
greatest. I had my record collection, a Stella Harmony guitar on
which I wrote very angsty folk ballads, books ... but I was still
lonely.

And, as you may recall, I
was socially naïve.

I need to back up a little
and talk about that punch-drunk feeling I mentioned.

Not too long before I
moved out, I had my long, Victoria Principal-style hair lopped off
into a copy-cat of Sheena Easton’s ‘do from the time: a feminine version
of a rockabilly pompadour. Something happened after that, which I
have never fully been able to explain.

Men started looking. Not
boys: men.

I had this pair of cheap
cat’s-eye
sunglasses with blue plastic frames. I recall one unusually sunny
day
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