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Introduction

The Story of Yo La Tango

The first typo came with the second or third print appearance: “Wo La Tengo.” It was in an ad by Maxwell’s, even, the Hoboken club where the band’s two primary members worked and veritably lived. The band had debuted there two months earlier, in December 1984, doing two sets at a party in the back room, and misspelled names were the least of their worries.

They opened with an instrumental—“Surfin’ with the Shah” by UCLA band the Urinals—and that had gone well enough. The guitarist was a baby-faced twentysomething with an erupting halo of hair. When it came time for the night’s first vocals, no words came from his mouth.

“Not exac. clear if anyone in the band had any sort of grip on their instruments,” one contemporary writer noted of their early gigs. Despite the fact that they were a trio, the guitarist took no solos. That night and for many to follow, the drummer—a shy girl with round cheeks and a room-lighting smile—didn’t sing at all.

The misspelled name would trail Ira Kaplan and Georgia Hubley in almost daily fashion through their career, an irony that was not lost on two people who regularly worked as freelance copy editors. They kept a running tally.

There was a show as the classic “Yo La Tango” in 1995. “Atlanta’s Masquerade was always just like a home away from home to us, if the people in your family always spelled your name wrong and built the stage right above the pumping techno soundsystem,” they later noted. The Florida Theater in Jacksonville offered a French twist, as “Yo Le Tengo.” In Australia, a promoter managed to achieve the trifecta, getting vowels wrong in each word: Ya Lo Tango. Set to make their network television debut nine years after their first gig, Conan O’Brien squinted at a cue card and cheerily announced the next night’s musical guest: “Yo Lo Tengo!”

They didn’t always have such a troubling name. At first, they called themselves A Worrying Thing. Like the name they settled on—Yo La Tengo—they found it in a book about baseball.

“Doesn’t matter what you did yesterday,” Cleveland Indians pitcher Stanley Coveleski told writer Lawrence Ritter. “That’s history. It’s tomorrow that counts. So you worry all the time. It never ends. Lord, baseball is a worrying thing.” When their own worries had them looking for a new name, Kaplan and Hubley passed on another similarly diminutive baseball term, the “Bad Hops,” looking for a phrase that was meaningless enough for potential audiences to project onto. “Yo La Tengo” won.

Its source was a story about the New York Mets, a Kaplan obsession since his Hudson Valley youth. Born only five years before the Mets came into existence in the National League’s 1962 expansion, the young Ira fell in love with the bumbling squad early in their arc upward from the worst season in modern baseball history, during which they lost 120 out of 160 games.

One reason for their losses was that center fielder Richie “Whitey” Ashburn often collided on fly balls with Venezuelan-born shortstop Elio Chacón, one of the first Latin American players in the Major Leagues. He didn’t understand Ashburn’s call of “I’ve got it.” A Spanish-speaking teammate instructed Ashburn to try barking “yo la tengo!” the next time a fly ball came their way.

Ashburn did so. Chacón stopped, but crew-cut left fielder Frank Thomas barreled straight into Ashburn.

“What’s a yellow tango?” he asked.

Kaplan and Hubley were tentative about playing music in front of people, and the image of a misplayed fly ball was one of innocent terror. Like the misspellings, it followed them, an ancient blooper reel stuck in loop. And when the name was spelled correctly, some were still left wondering if the band played Latin music. For years, famed New York radio host Vin Scelsa insisted on pronouncing it with a heavy Spanish accent.

The name remained eminently unspellable, even as they got better and bigger. In 1993 their label, Matador, sold 49 percent of itself to Atlantic Records, stepping up the distribution of their wares (including Yo La Tengo’s latest) from a hard-built network of subcultural outposts to the full American marketplace. As part of its flirtation with the mainstream, the label released the soundtrack to Amateur, indie director Hal Hartley’s own dalliance with Sony, featuring all-star Matador recording artist “Yo La Tango.”

In 2006, more than twenty years into their career, the band appropriated the typo for a song title, “The Story of Yo La Tango,” the twelve-minute final track on its new album, I Am Not Afraid of You and I Will Beat Your Ass. The disc’s title, taken from another piece of pro-sports doggerel, was a sign of a confidence it was hard to imagine almost a quarter century earlier.

As a finale to the band’s sets, “The Story of Yo La Tango” was seemingly nothing but guitar solo: a long, wild build to the moment Ira Kaplan removed the instrument from his neck and threw it around violently, as if to smash it, a sleight-of-wrist yanking it back into his arms at the last second. And then, to cue the last section, a dramatic rock guitar jump, feet flashing behind knees, executed as the only logical conclusion to whatever argument he’d been having.

But the song’s lyrics, buried behind distortion, bravado moves, and a funny title, expressed no more certainty about the rock-and-roll process than the band had at its first show. In fact, the words expressed the uncertainty quite unmistakably. “We opened our hearts, it’s true, but not to any of you,” Kaplan sang inside the noise, in a manner as candid as the song’s typo.

In their fifties by this time, Kaplan and Hubley more than resembled the couple they were two decades earlier. Though considerably more comfortable performing, Yo La Tengo was as unassuming as ever. Hubley and Kaplan still lived together a quick bike ride from Maxwell’s, the neighborhood hangout where they continued to play often. Dressed in cool T-shirts, hoodies, and Converse All-Stars, they looked the same too—a nearly ageless rock-and-roll couple in loving bohemian matrimony.

But the band meant the lyric almost as literally as they could. It had taken some time for the world to come around to them. Even—or especially—in their own minds, there had long been a secondary quality to Yo La Tengo. Sonic Youth was noisier and had the more confidently sexy-cool downtown power couple of Thurston Moore and Kim Gordon. R.E.M. was janglier and, by the time Yo La Tengo started, already wildly successful. The Feelies and the dB’s, the bands that nurtured them, were more established on the local scene. When it came to typos, they had good competition from Antietam, Mofungo, and the dB’s, who once included a never-enforced typo fee in the tour rider they sent to venues.

So when Yo La Tengo did achieve success, they found it better to keep the world at arm’s length sometimes. The lies they would occasionally feed journalists were little, sometimes hardly even lies at all. When a band member might nod along with a writer’s misconception or not give a complete answer to a question, it was hardly at the level of Bob Dylan claiming to have traveled with a carnival as a teenager. They weren’t malevolent gestures, or even provocative or particularly myth-making, but almost purely defensive, protecting something too rare and precious to share on command.

Ira and Georgia had started dating first, but the relationship was always fueled by music. It was how they met, seeing shows by other bands. “Some of those bands weren’t all that popular, so there weren’t that many people there,” Georgia remembered later. “So it was kind of inevitable that you ended up knowing everyone in the room.” The $3 Wednesdays that Ira eventually helped book at Gerde’s Folk City in Manhattan were titled, cheekily, Music for Dozens.

Much would be made later of lyrics that seemingly revealed the workings of Kaplan and Hubley’s relationship. But it has been the intensity of their own fandom that has perhaps been the single unifying theme in their individual paths from before adolescence through (and including) the creation of their most mature work.

Since long before their first show, fueled by the same fandom, Kaplan and Hubley threaded themselves with the musical world around them, a pattern repeated by bassist James McNew, growing up ten years later in Virginia. At various points, the three operated professionally at nearly every level of the music scene—as journalists, managers, filmmakers, zine writers, sound engineers, sidemen, DJs, visual artists, designers, promoters, home recorders, producers, publicists, doormen, roadies, and label owners.

Kaplan and Hubley may have been shy about performing, but they were anything but socially inept. “Exceptionally well-connected” is how critic Robert Christgau began a very positive 1989 Village Voice review. In 1981, Ira was listed (along with Christgau) among ten rock critics in the country who dealt with American independent labels, a close-knit scene that would soon grow much larger.

The band’s three members were hardly leaders, if there was even anything to lead, but they weren’t passive, either. They didn’t know everyone in the still-expanding music world around them, but they knew a lot. The sum total of their stories—Yo La Tengo’s, their friends’, and many others’—is an attempt to find a human-size passage through late twentieth-century capitalism (and eventually new-millennium craziness) in which to peacefully be musicians, a third path between do-it-yourself existential anarchy and fun-sucked squareness.

They were borne along on the currents sometimes. For a while, the vessel seemed to be called “college rock,” like the College Music Journal, launched by Robert Haber the spring Ira moved to New York City in 1979. Or just “new,” as in the New Music Seminar, attended by two hundred musicians the following June. Robert Christgau coined “Amerindie,” which didn’t last all too long.

Kaplan and Hubley remained defiantly or accidentally outside underground trends that might draw them some attention. They liked the Kinks and folk music too much and were too old for hardcore, were too mild-mannered to be post-punks, and were too late-blooming to be part of the initial explosion of Hoboken bands in the early ‘80s. They were too unslick to be New Wave, too unassuming to be video stars. They worried over things. Patiently, always, they continued to make music.

The continuity begun in 1985 with the folk-rock of “The River of Water,” their self-released first single, brought them squalling through reinventions, the addition of a full-time third member, distortion pedals, audible fascinations with exotica and free jazz and R&B, exquisitely quiet three-part harmonies, soundtracks to animation and French underwater documentaries, a unique connection to the comedy world, and decades-long collaborations with kindred spirits in bands from Nashville to New Zealand. It has also produced a canon of legitimate greatest hits, unidentified by any particular chart but hits that any Yo La Tengo fan (or audience applause-o-meter) would recognize: “Autumn Sweater,” “Sugarcube,” “Mr. Tough,” “Tears Are in Your Eyes,” “The Summer,” “Stockholm Syndrome,” and many others.

Ultimately, it was the tag “indie rock” that stuck. If the term would grow to make Yo La Tengo uncomfortable in its muddy imprecision, the word “independent” surely did not. Indeed, drummer Georgia Hubley’s parents, Faith and John, were two of the most famously (and self-consciously) autonomous filmmakers of the postwar years.

“There’s always been a strong moral sense in my family,” Ira’s younger brother Neil once remembered to The New York Times. “You believe in something, you act on your beliefs.” Neil, then thirty-seven, had recently stopped a robbery in an east side subway tunnel and ended up in three hours of microsurgery to sew up a tendon-severing knife wound in his left wrist.

Yo La Tengo’s independence was hardly the result of an arbitrary set of ideals. Grounded by Ira’s steel-trap mind and nearly flawless memory, the same stubbornly freethinking personality traits manifested themselves again and again in each of the three band members as their music expanded, a sequence of daily decisions in their creative, personal, and business lives that created Yo La Tengo. For all their reasonable practices, though, sometimes they could be quite difficult.

“In some respects, they were the most demanding people,” noted Bob Lawton, their longtime booking agent and Ira’s occasional bandmate in Double Dynamite. “They just wanted to be right and could be quite upset when it wasn’t right, whatever right was—a PA, a jerky monitor guy, an unheated club in February, the usual things that all bands gripe about. ‘Why did we drive twelve hours to this complete shithole? We could have just taken the day off and arrived in Minneapolis a day early.’”

By the time the word “indie” came into vogue, its definition was anything but useful, although if you squinted at Yo La Tengo, you might see an exact resemblance of some version of the indie archetype: They wore Converse All-Stars, played noisy jams, sometimes sang quietly, released 7-inch records, got played on college radio, and recorded for an independent label. As the decades wore on, the term grew even blurrier.

At the heart of indie rock, though, was a well-worn network of clubs, publications, labels, college radio stations, record stores, and other institutions built—in the late 1970s and early 1980s—by a group of enterprising fans. And running between those clubs was a very specific kind of band, built atop the post–Velvet Underground continuum of underground rock, Yo La Tengo well among them, making instinctive human-scale music far from the MTV-dominated mainstream.

Like baseball, the game first played in its modern form on the same ground where Maxwell’s stood, indie rock was not invented in any one place. But, also like baseball, if one had to pick somewhere to put a plaque, it might as well be Hoboken. Yo La Tengo’s roots there ran deep. Desiccated in the mid-’70s to the point where $65 a month could get you a six-room apartment, Hoboken was as noble a canvas for a utopia as any, and a 30¢ PATH ride to the West Village. It was there that Yo La Tengo found themselves being sometimes-unwilling mirrors for indie rock as it passed into the mainstream of American culture and, eventually, they became something that hardly resembled Yo La Tengo at all.

“Be careful what you wish for,” they have observed often about the modest but undeniable success they’ve achieved: big enough to be continuously sustaining, not large enough to retire. They have balanced a marriage, a business, and a serious artistic endeavor in the process.

Uninterested in living their lives completely publicly, Kaplan and Hubley’s relationship remained a valuable source of creativity, and they fairly quickly became excellent musicians and songwriters in the process. “It was another way of writing about and to Georgia,” Ira said of one of the band’s most-loved songs, Electr-o-Pura’s “Tom Courtenay,” which turned the stars of Hubley’s favorite British films loose into a fantasia of their own.

It was an intimacy that the band both shared with its audience and kept intensely private. In that way, it drove one of rock and roll’s most unique partnerships—a sweet and wholesome romantic iconography with a long, constantly renewing creative arc to sit in the pantheon next to reckless debauchers, concept-driven visionaries, mercurial songwriters, and countless other archetypes. It was a powerful myth and nearly totally true. Yo La Tengo were exactly who they seemed. They even sang about it.

The name they chose in 1984 would serve them with incredible effectiveness in the years to come. Spelled correctly or not, with or without meaning, “Yo La Tengo” was a durable shield.
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Prologue

The Elysian Fields

Initially the tavern at 1039 Washington wasn’t called anything at all, one more bar in a square mile of Hoboken that contained well over a hundred of them. There was a baseball field down the block where players came over from Manhattan, fleeing the city’s blue laws. They’d been fleeing Manhattan for Hoboken for one reason or another since the mid-nineteenth century, beginning with the island’s industrialization, and the baseball field that lingered in the train-track-crossed lot near the end of Eleventh Street by the Savannah shipping pier was the last remnant of the first place they’d played.

The ballplayers’ favorite bar had itself been demolished only recently. Its location—paved over when Twelfth Street was extended to the water—was what determined the location of the first field. In fact, the field by William McCarty’s tavern had been the first real baseball field anywhere.

They had arrived around 1843, carrying with them a new variation on rules to an ancient ball game, and disembarked from the Barclay Street ferry into a very different place from the Manhattan they’d just left. Stepping first onto a massive, manicured lawn surrounded by elm trees, they passed a merry-go-round, a ten-pin alley, and wax figures as they entered into Col. John Stevens’s Elysian Fields, a fantasy of Arcadian-American entrepreneurism and the first great public park in the New York City area, already some forty years old.

Housed behind a faux-Greek facade known as the Colonnade, McCarty’s was down the River Walk, around the point, and set a little ways back from the Hudson. There was beer and chowder. If it wasn’t heaven, it was close. Spread out before the ballplayers were the fields themselves, vast enough to hold 24,000 attendees at a P. T. Barnum–staged buffalo hunt in 1843. The buffalo escaped and caused mayhem.

At Elysian Fields, teams like the Knickerbockers found an environment suited for their kind of creativity. The Knicks wrote down their version of the rules. They regularized the distance between bases and established the concept of foul territory as a 270-degree angle made as an inverse from home plate. They thusly carved, however roughly, the first legitimate baseball diamond. Around McCarty’s, a few more diamonds sprang up, and more ball clubs were chartered.

One Knickerbocker, Doc Adams—creator of the shortstop position—took responsibility for the manufacture of baseballs shared by the field’s regular teams. “I found a Scotch saddler who was able to show me a good way to cover the balls with horsehide, such as was used for whip lashes,” Adams remembered in 1896. “I used to make stuffing out of three or four ounces of rubber cuttings, wound with yarn and then covered with leather.”

The teams preferred not to compete with one another, scheduling the diamonds on alternate days. “We used to have dinner in the middle of the day, and twice a week we would spend the whole afternoon in ball play,” remembered one Knick. “We were all mature men and in business, but we didn’t have too much of it as they do nowadays. There was none of that hurry and worry so characteristic of that present New York. We enjoyed life and didn’t wear out so fast.”

Games ended by sunset. Then, beer and cigars at McCarty’s and an at least half-drunken ferry ride home amid sailboats and rowboats paddled by singing oarsmen.
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The Knickerbockers’ baseball diamonds, self-replicating art for the Industrial Age, jumped two rivers to Brooklyn, and soon the Civil War aided the dissemination of the New York baseball rules. As league play spread during the Reconstruction, including a touring craze in 1868, competitive baseball’s structures hardened around the Knickerbockers’ early relaxed joy. Some teams even charged admission. The Knicks remained an anomaly, content to play among themselves, eating well and getting drunk.

What the Knicks set into motion on the banks of the Hudson proved pleasing enough to repeat over and over again. The rules and organizational principles continued to twist as the games and statistics grew more marketable. Over the course of a century and a half, what began in Hoboken as a codification of a child’s game would grow to become a $6-billion-per-year industry and a professional universe of tens of thousands of players and coaches on three continents. Like Hoboken’s founding father, John Stevens, who’d built the first steamboat and an early railroad in Hoboken a few decades earlier, the Knicks were bona fide inventors, their diamonds ubiquitous across the globe.

In perfect visual synchronization with the Knickerbockers’ hesitance to go professional, the ballplayers’ Eden disappeared, swallowed by new streets and train tracks and the economic boom the Stevens family had long hoped for when they’d developed the fields. McCarty’s became Roedenburg’s, and—in the early 1870s—the Knickerbockers played their last game at Elysian Fields. They moved a few blocks inland and lasted another decade before folding.

Eventually, Twelfth Street extended to the water and the old bar and hotel at its end was torn down, replaced by a shipping warehouse. Baseball survived on the Hudson’s banks for another twenty years. South of the former Colonnade, players shaped two last fields, called the Savannah Oval for the Ocean Steamship Company’s Savannah line, which docked at the foot of Eleventh. The lot was big enough to accommodate two simultaneous games, outfields overlapping with players back-to-back in deepest center field.

Until Manhattan revoked its blue laws in 1918, crowds of six thousand still gathered on weekends to watch. Owner-manager John McGraw would lead his New York Giants from the Polo Grounds in upper Manhattan to Hoboken to play against local semi-pro teams. Other major leaguers, including Ty Cobb, roamed the Elysian Fields remnants there, too.

Near the new end of Eleventh Street, a strip of rowhouses had gone up around the time the Colonnade had come down. For at least the last seven years of big-time baseball in Hoboken, beginning around 1911, the four-story building at the corner of 1039 Washington owned by John W. Bremerman housed a new tavern, near where the last bit of park had been sewn into the grid.

By the time of the Depression, Hoboken was already well depressed. Dockside jobs disappeared even faster than they had before. The 1939 arrival of the Maxwell House coffee plant and its massive sign facing Manhattan—“the largest using neon tubing except at world’s fairs,” The New York Times breathlessly reported—was a godsend.

The company ran ads inviting interested coffee drinkers to order a booklet, modestly titled Progress, which would illuminate “the much talked about ‘swing of industry’ to New Jersey,” and offered tours for summer vacationers. In the late ’40s, the Hoboken workforce boomed to levels not seen since the turn of the century. The plant exploited the full scope of Hoboken’s transportation system, importing beans by ship and exporting from the city’s tangled dockside train hubs.

The bar at 1039 Washington formally appeared in the city’s records as Maxwell’s Tavern and Grill in 1952 next to the name of its newest owner, Ambrose Chius. He’d taken over from the Garibaldi family, owners since 1927, who’d merged the building with an adjoining storefront to create a back room.

Chius had called it Ambrose’s at first, but soon changed to Maxwell’s in deference to local usage. As Chius kept bar and served lunch, he sang songs in a high, keening Yugoslavian. “Beautiful. It sounded good,” remembered one former patron and Maxwell House employee. “It sounded better after a few drinks.” It was a daytime business, with booths in the front and back, and four or five beers lined up at the bar for lunchtime regulars. On paydays, factory workers cashed their checks at the bar and grabbed a sandwich and a drink while they were at it. Female patrons were infrequent.

In the back, Chius installed a jukebox stocked with Frank Sinatra, and a pair of pool tables that could be pushed aside for parties, communions, and the occasional wedding. While Manhattan thrived as a center of culture, Hoboken remained profoundly working-class. A Barbary Coast of desolate longshoremen’s bars dotted the waterfront. The city’s Italian and Puerto Rican communities existed mostly cut off from the Hudson, bound inland by factories and warehouses. Caffeinated air wafted over the city from the Maxwell House plant.

During the Sgt. Pepper year of 1967, Hoboken entered the federal Model Cities Program, part of the Great Society’s War on Poverty, and ferry service was discontinued for the first time since the seventeenth century. Maxwell House faced a global coffee surplus that saw them a year and a half ahead of demand.

In 1971, Ambrose Chius returned to Yugoslavia. He sold the bar to Mary and Andrew McGovern. By the middle of the decade, even Maxwell House was laying people off, and nearly a quarter of the local population was on welfare. But a bar was a bar, even without a baseball field nearby.
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Big Day Coming


CHAPTER 1

The Hudson Line

There came the magical afternoon Ira Kaplan was allowed to listen to the radio in the car. “I was out with my dad running errands, and I don’t know that I always asked to listen to the radio, and I’m sure the answer was always no when I did,” Ira remembered many years later. “Except one day he said yes.”

A few years earlier, barely a month after Ira’s seventh birthday, the Beatles had come through the living room on The Ed Sullivan Show. Abraham and Marilyn Kaplan would tell the story for years, of how Ira’s eyes had positively lit up when the Liverpudlians hit the screen. Like countless others, Ira had been taken as the full British invasion cavalry mugged in black and white from the other side of the screen over the following months. It was like a spore inhaled. Ira grew insistent. Somewhat reluctantly, folk-loving Abraham brought home Meet the Beatles. Listening to rock music in the car took longer.

The first afternoon’s magic was significantly abetted by the new Rolling Stones single “Ruby Tuesday,” whose baroque piano, droning double bass, and mystic chorus entranced the ten-year-old. The next day, his mother brought him and his younger brother Neil to a local department store, and Ira left clutching the single, along with a copy of the second in the Royal Guardsmen’s trilogy of novelty 45s about Snoopy, “Return of the Red Baron.” Many more records followed. He began to fill his head with music and found there was space for quite a lot of it.

Some thirty miles upriver from Manhattan in Croton-on-Hudson, the Kaplans weren’t far from the big city. But they weren’t close, either. Replete with Abraham and Marilyn planted on the far side of the generation gap, the family radiated a regional version of postwar suburban normal.

Abraham and Marilyn had arrived in green, leafy Croton by what amounted to traditional means, Abraham from Flatbush, where the Brooklyn Dodgers played, Marilyn from the Bronx. Both were the children of immigrants, one Austrian and three Russian parents between them. They married and lived in Queens, where Ira was born on January 7, 1957, one season before Abraham’s beloved Dodgers abandoned Flatbush for sunny Los Angeles. Two years later, the Kaplans fled Brooklyn for Croton-on-Hudson.

For the young couple, Croton was a picturesque and natural decision. Abraham’s sister lived there, and he thought it would be nice to learn how to sail. The town, fifteen stops north of Grand Central Station on the Croton Local, had become a logical destination for people like Abraham and Marilyn. That is, young, Jewish, and from New York’s freeway-divided outer boroughs. Like many, the Kaplans made for the promised land at the new roads’ far end.

A few decades earlier, a Chelsea real-estate agent named Harry Kelly had taken ads out in Manhattan newspapers to announce the sale of property on West Mount Airy Road. “A Community of Your Kind,” Kelly headlined them. “Mt. Airy at Croton on the Hudson, 50 minutes from New York, 100 trains daily, is attracting artists, writers, intellectual workers—liberals and radicals, the very ones you would like for your neighbors,” he wrote. Briefly home to John Reed, future founder of the American Communist Party, the nickname “Red Hill” soon followed.
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When the music in the headphones slowed down and the lights blinked off, it meant it was time for dinner. Ira and his brother Neil had the downstairs in the new house to themselves. Neil was born just after the family arrived in Croton, followed by Adam, then Jeremy, most variations on a curly-headed theme.

“We could be sufficiently disconnected from them that we weren’t driving them crazy with music,” Ira said of the new setup. “I could listen to 45s all day without my mom wanting to kill herself. When the headphone era began, my dad would let us know that they needed us by flicking the power on and off from the circuit breaker.”

Abraham, who worked in real-estate development in some capacity that Ira never fully understood, commuted to Manhattan every day. Just off Red Hill, the house he purchased for his growing family on Woodybrook Lane was three miles and a few steep rises from the village.

Down the road a little was Lee Hays, whose deep bass vocals anchored the Weavers, the genially radical folk quartet blacklisted in 1953. Former Weaver Pete Seeger—living twenty-five miles farther north in Beacon—was a regular presence around town.

“If there’s a voice of growing up that’s not family related, it’s Pete Seeger,” Adam Kaplan said. “I remember being by the Hudson River in Croton Point Park, and he was there. I found a dead fish and he showed me how to get rid of it. And then he pulled out a guitar, and there were like ten kids sitting around. It was great.” The Weavers provided the soundtrack to the Kaplan boys’ childhood, alongside children’s LPs by the Baby Sitters, featuring Hays and actor Alan Arkin. Long before the Beatles, Marilyn and Abraham made sure that Ira and Neil had their own record player.

Small-town normalcy prevailed. Ira played Little League (first base for T&D Market) and marched in uniform with his team on Memorial Day. He babysat and begged his parents to take him to Palisades Park. Abraham, a rabid baseball and basketball fan, brought the boys out to Queens a few times a year to catch games by the New York Mets.

The bumbling, bombing team was perfect for Ira’s childlike enthusiasm when he discovered baseball two years after the Mets’ 1962 founding. “The golden era when both the Mets and the Yankees were bad,” he fondly recalled of the mid-1960s. Soon the Mets captivated Ira solely. Neil, ever a freethinking Kaplan, remained a Yankees fan.

Despite Croton’s progressive lineage, the ’60s were slow to arrive, save for the records that Ira had started to accumulate at Woodybrook Lane. Not that his parents had exactly embraced his fandom. It had been a fight to get a transistor radio, even, but eventually he’d talked them into that, too.

Ira brought an analytical curiosity to bear on the records he listened to as he attempted to decipher the lyrics and intentions of the musicians who made them. “I remember vividly a babysitter bringing over a Paul Revere and the Raiders record and I thought that was great,” Ira said. “The whole package, the guy with the ponytail on the cover, really helped me figure some things out.” Another babysitter explained the drug references on Sgt. Pepper to the young listener. He wrote a letter to the Monkees, questions carefully included for all four members, and they sent back a form letter and invitation to join their fan club. One more thing figured out.

Though the world was alight with cultural revolution, the background to Ira’s budding fandom was a downtown that, as late as 1970, was described as looking like “a set for a movie about small-town America.” That same year, sleepy Woodybrook Lane was used to depict exactly that in a low-budget film penned by neighbor Eugene Price, later an Emmy-winning soap opera writer.

Directed by John G. Avildsen, six years from helming Rocky, Guess What We Learned in School Today? was an earnest romp about sex education and the hangups of modern society. It featured nudity, drugs, and communism to spare, but no rock and roll.

It also featured the neighbors. “All the kids were in the movie except the Lyons boys,” Neil remembered, “because their parents were feuding with the Prices.” Ira, Neil, and Adam appeared uncredited in a sex-ed scene, the older boys each with appropriately embarrassing dialogue. The Kaplan house was even used as a set.

“In one of the great Kaplan parent moments, the movie came out—three of the four Kaplan kids are in it, the house is in it, the road is in it—and my father’s like, ‘Well, let’s wait till it comes around,’” Adam remembered. Other than a positive notice in New York magazine, the film was roundly panned. It closed almost instantly.

Ira’s was a childhood of austere and logical fairness, communicated from Abraham and Marilyn’s own Depression upbringings, which soon burned itself into their first son’s mind. When Abraham had the last-minute opportunity to bring the boys to see the Mets play in the 1969 World Series, he calculated that they would miss several innings, and let somebody else take the tickets. Ira, in reply, calculated that they would have missed the first legendary catch made by outfielder Tommie Agee, but would have seen the second.

The Series was the Mets’ great triumph. More often, Ira’s favorite team only flirted with it. Earlier in the season, the Kaplans had been there to see Tom Seaver’s near-perfect game against Ernie Banks and the Cubs, broken up with a single by rookie backup Jimmy Qualls in the ninth inning, a more bittersweet symbol of life as a young Mets fan.

Imperfect though it was, Ira’s parents came up with a system by which he could hear new music, and so the well-behaved Ira waited patiently for the days when Marilyn and Abraham brought his lists to far-off department stores, Abraham to Korvette’s on Forty-fifth Street in Manhattan, Marilyn to Alexander’s in nearby White Plains. If his mom occasionally brought home albums like Something Else by Welsh pop crooner Shirley Bassey instead of the requested Something Else by the Kinks, well, that was a small price to pay to get some records to listen to until Abraham flicked the breaker and it was time for dinner.
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There wasn’t much to do in downtown Croton—no record store, no movie theater—but that was no reason not to hang out there sometimes. The return home for kids from Woodybrook Lane was uphill, and often involved a thumbed ride from a passing car. Hitching a lift from a famous folkie en route to Lee Hays’s house wasn’t uncommon, even though it still left a good deal of the climb.

Ira didn’t say a word to Arlo Guthrie the day Woody’s longhaired progeny picked up the shy fan, who most certainly owned a few (if not all) of the younger Guthrie’s albums. Ira’s tastes progressed with rapid logic through nearly anything he could absorb, folk-rock being an early favorite. Since the moment he’d clicked on with the Beatles, he had also displayed an uncommonly intense musical memory, each new experience slotted firmly into place.

One new one came the day Abraham announced that he would take Ira and his friends to Bill Graham’s Fillmore East—a former Loews movie theater turned rock venue—in the East Village for Ira’s twelfth birthday. “Not believing my good fortune, I panicked and picked a show that I wasn’t that interested in, but it came up very quickly,” Ira remembered. “I could have waited to see Jimi Hendrix or the Dead.”

So panicked was the choice, in fact, that the show fell nearly a full month before his actual birthday. Headlining the mid-December show was Country Joe & the Fish. Just below them on the bill was an early version of the Peter Green–led Fleetwood Mac. “We went in all the time, for museums, dinner, puppet theater, kids’ stuff,” remembered Neil. But this city trip was different.

Abraham drove. En route, Ira, Neil, and friends speculated on whether Country Joe would lead the crowd in the “Fish” cheer from his “I-Feel-Like-I’m-Fixin’-to-Die Rag” or if the band would use the other word they’d supposedly used in concert and for which they’d been booted from The Ed Sullivan Show before even appearing.

But it was the first act that night that gave the Kaplans and friends their psychedelic money’s worth. At the top of the stairs to the balcony, people placed polka-dot decals on audience members’ foreheads. Abraham gamely received one. Ira didn’t. As they took their seats, an usher warned Abraham that he was taking his kids to see a strip show.

It turned out to be a performance of the Japanese avant-garde artist Yayoi Kusama’s Self-Obliteration by Dots. “Dots have taught me the proof of my existence,” the artist recalled in 2006. “They scatter proliferating love in the universe and raise my mind to the height of the sky.”

As the Kaplans and their guests took their seats, people onstage began to remove their clothes. Film collages flashed on screens. A policeman rushed on to shut the performance down. His clothes too were removed.

“I am told I was very vocal about not being happy with our seats,” Neil said. “It was a very arty strip show.”

And while indeed Country Joe & the Fish chanted “F-U-C-K” during their set, they were deemed boring. Fleetwood Mac was better.

Fillmore trips didn’t become a regular practice, much to Ira’s dismay. He was denied a trip to Woodstock but was soon the recipient of a Fender Stratocaster, just a few years old, and a Vibrolux amplifier. Ira scraped off the guitar’s psychedelic paint job applied by the instrument’s recently matriculated previous owner until it was an even red-brown and spent the summer playing it.

“It didn’t have a casual quality,” Adam remembered of his older brother’s experiments, which soon included recording with two tape decks. Though he worked at it, Ira could not get comfortable. He put the Stratocaster in its case and came to favor the family piano, on which he was more proficient.

Though Ira was not bar mitzvahed, Marilyn and Abraham’s intensely secular Judaism provided him passage into manhood when they brought a station wagon full of friends to see Easy Rider. After the experience at the Fillmore, Abraham and Marilyn deemed the film too racy for Neil—he wasn’t thirteen yet, after all—who sat in the adjoining theater with his dad, watching Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid. First-generation children of immigrants, the Kaplans found secularity was the American Dream incarnate, more freethinking independence than assimilation. After all, Croton was no place a Jewish family needed to assimilate.

Music accumulated. Ira brought records with him to school. “It seemed kinda natural at the time,” he remembered later. “It showed what your identity was, what record you were holding.” Marilyn, who worked at local hospitals, brought home an entire record collection filled with obscure garage and girl-group singles formerly belonging to an army veteran who had survived his tour of duty in Vietnam only to die tragically upon his return home. Ira and Neil tuned in to powerful rock stations like WNEW and WABC’s FM affiliate, which had grown increasingly freeform.

One source of generational-gap tension between the elder and younger Kaplans was hair length. Older brothers of the boys’ friends sometimes earned punch-ups because of their hippie appearance and, more specifically, their opposition to the Vietnam War. Abraham brought the boys to Washington, D.C., for a massive antiwar rally. Neil attended others with his friends and their parents.

As Ira entered high school, a skinny and bright-eyed obsessive, his fandom was marked by an increasing studiousness that any rabbinical scholar might appreciate. “I don’t think that I ever felt that nothing mattered but music,” Ira observed more recently. “Nothing mattered as much as music, but not to the exclusion of everything else.”

Conscious or not, it was a pragmatic attitude. It mirrored what was becoming Ira Kaplan’s dominant trait. Later in life, he would sometimes be identified as reserved or shy or even calculating, but he is probably most literally characterized as thoughtful. There was almost nothing not worth thinking through, a process often written across Ira’s brow, most enthusiastically when it came to music. It didn’t always go smoothly.

Around this time, Ira joined his first band. Called Heatwave, after the Martha and the Vandellas song, the seven-piece practiced in the living room on Woodybrook Lane. Ira pounded it out on their serviceable baby grand while a bandmate played Ira’s Stratocaster. There were two guitarists, piano, drums, and bass. Occasionally, two guys played harmonica.

The band’s setlist included “Heat Wave,” Jefferson Airplane’s “3/5 of a Mile in 10 Seconds,” Jimmie Ainsworth and Earl Bud Lee’s “Midnight Shift” (learned via Commander Cody’s cover), Little Walter’s “Boom Boom (Out Go the Lights),” and others. Marilyn and Abraham made themselves scarce during band practice. Neil and Adam hung around and watched.

“How could my parents not have not been into it?” Neil asked, clearly a Heatwave partisan. “This wasn’t a bunch of guys messing around, these were serious musicians playing. They may have been high school kids, but they were working on arrangements. They weren’t getting high and every now and then bashing out a chord, they were a band.” And a band with occasional gigs, even, mostly at school dances.

So serious were the band’s rehearsals that the experience proved utterly traumatic for Ira. “It was completely this group of really good friends, and we’d get together and make fun of each other [when we] sang. Whoever was singing was the butt of such abuse. I think back on how destructive that was,” he remembered. He wouldn’t try again until he was in his mid-twenties.

It was a late summer Wednesday when he was fifteen that Ira worked out two very important things. The first was how to get to the city.

Going to concerts had become a stressful albeit not unobtainable goal. “There was a Ten Years After show at Madison Square Garden that caused a bit of a scene, because the show ended much later than it was supposed to,” Ira remembered. “My mom, waiting in the car, was not ecstatic.” It was still more fun than hanging around Croton, anyway, maybe running into Neil and his group of friends, all carless at the back of the drive-in.

But then came the discovery of the Schaefer Music Festival concert series at Wollman Rink in Central Park, entering its fifth summer. Actively geared toward suburbanites, the shows started at six and were over by eight thirty. Ira could get himself there and back by train, and it was a train ride he came to know well—an escape from Croton, not only to Manhattan but to the ley lines where music existed in real life.

A $2.50 off-peak round-trip from the Croton North station, the train glided five hundred feet above the river, past the rail yards in Harmon-on-Hudson, and through a tunnel abutting the walls of Sing Sing prison. Then, under the Tappan Zee Bridge, through the Palisades, down the canal-like industrial zone of the Harlem River, and on into the elevated station at 125th Street before terminating at Grand Central.

Soon, the 125th Street station would evoke the Velvet Underground’s “I’m Waiting for the Man,” the lead song on Live 1969, which Ira borrowed from a friend (though he’d skipped immediately to the notorious “Heroin”). But before the Velvets, before any other band really, and the first reason for a solo city jaunt on the Croton Local to Grand Central Station, came the Kinks.

Marilyn had eventually brought home Something Else… and Ira had been intrigued by “Lola,” a massive hit two summers earlier. He’d wanted to see them the year before at Carnegie Hall, but it hadn’t worked out.

Under a nearly full moon, the Kinks drew seven thousand to Central Park. Members of the Kinks Preservation Society fan club had camped out since two a.m. to stake space in the front row and hang their banners from the stage scaffolding. About to embark on a series of theatrical concept albums, Ray Davies had recently entered his music hall phase. Melody Maker magazine reported his entrance breathlessly: “And then, ladies and gentlemen, appeared the star of the show. White Telecaster wrapped around his groin, hands tapping his hair to get a bouncy edge to it, feet juggling in a little dance. The place just exploded.”

Davies was far from the point of sobriety and spent time climbing the rafters. Fans would swarm his limo afterward, and spoke of the show reverently for years. “They did an encore that clearly wasn’t planned,” Ira remembered. “The house lights were on, and so was the music, so they just threw something together. It was a great show.”

Ira’s musical taste and curiosity were hardly limited. A few days later, he returned to Central Park to see country rockers Poco, and tried marijuana in the Wollman bleachers for the first time. But the second thing he’d worked out a few days earlier was that he loved the Kinks. The quartet from Muswell Hill captured his imagination.

He became a member of the Kinks Preservation Society, a local fan club, where he would encounter future members of the Smithereens, and acquired a bootleg cassette of the Central Park show, which stretched and developed gaps from repeated listens. And he saw the Kinks regularly as they passed through the New York area, some thirty shows over the next half decade.

“One of the things I really responded to was the way Ray as a performer seemed involved with the audience,” Ira said. “There was a period [in May 1975] when I went to see them three nights in a row at the Beacon Theatre. I had tickets that were very close the first night. And at some break in the action, I yelled for ‘Autumn Almanac,’ and Ray responded with, ‘Oh, that’s a terrible song,’ which was exciting and crushing simultaneously. The next night, I tried again with a different song, because I wasn’t an idiot, and yelled for ‘Dead End Street,’ another song that was not in their repertoire. In that kind of way of his, I think he knew it was the same person, and he was almost apologizing. And he said, ‘Oh, that’s a good song, we’ll do that one tomorrow,’ which was like, ‘That’s perfect.’ And they did it the next night, which was almost too good. I certainly ruined the show for people around me.”

New freedoms abounded too, as high school progressed. Ira enthused over far more than the Kinks and the Velvets. With friends, he traveled as far as Springfield, Massachusetts, to see the Grateful Dead a half-dozen times during their mid-’70s peak. He brought Neil to the massive Roosevelt Stadium in Jersey City and taped the four-hour Dead show with mikes affixed to a pole held above the crowd. He did the same for the Beach Boys at Roosevelt Raceway later that summer.

In the fall of 1975, Ira enrolled at Sarah Lawrence College, slightly closer to Manhattan than Croton but still not close enough. There were interesting people to talk to at Sarah Lawrence, but Ira’s interests lay beyond campus. Though he would graduate as scheduled in 1979, Ira had almost completely checked out of Sarah Lawrence two years earlier.

Neil breathed a sigh of relief when Ira came back from college with the debut by the Modern Lovers. “It was like, Where have you been all my life?” he remembered. It is a rock platitude to talk about everybody in the Velvet Underground’s small audience going on to start their own bands, but it was certainly true of Jonathan Richman.

The Massachusetts-born singer had seen the Velvet Underground at the Tea Party in Boston, launching the Modern Lovers in 1970 to dish out ecstatic, Velvet-loving wryness. In Cleveland, high school students Peter Laughner and Jaime Klimek were regulars at the post–John Cale VU’s appearances at La Cave, hanging out with Lou Reed between sets. Within a year, there was a small Ohio underground of bands like Klimek’s Mirrors and Laughner’s Rocket from the Tombs.

Much of what Richman, Laughner, Klimek, and others felt was Maureen Tucker’s Bo Diddley-by-Babatunde Olatunji drums, thumped on a minimal kit, kick drum upturned, cymbal crashes almost entirely absent. Her simplicity created a language that supported skiffle twangs, gentle folk, classic R&B, Reed’s tender pop, Nico’s Nordic moans, and John Cale’s fueled drone.

Tucker’s beat became an anchor in a new rock-and-roll canon, also centered around the garage rock compilation Nuggets. Produced by Patti Smith Group guitarist (and first-generation VU fan) Lenny Kaye in 1972, Kaye—also a record clerk and critic—dubbed the no-star guitar bashing “punk-rock.” Ira had held the set in his hands when it first came out, noting its price, but came around to it joyously soon enough. A decade and change earlier, Harry Smith’s Anthology of American Folk Music had provided a standard collection of primordial recordings for emergent folk scenes; Nuggets’ screaming guitars and Ace Tone organs did the same. Jonathan Richman became quickly part of the canon. Within a year of the Modern Lovers’ debut album, John Cale himself was covering Richman’s “Pablo Picasso.”

Almost immediately after starting at Sarah Lawrence, Ira had headed for CBGB on Manhattan’s Bowery, the bar whose fame had built to a steady boil over the past two years as the home to Patti Smith, Television, the Ramones, Suicide, and countless other bands. If they didn’t all perform outright Nuggets or Velvets tributes, they at least knew them well. Cale and Reed were regulars. The scene around the bar had blossomed grandly, the city’s livable rents producing a flowering of occasionally overlapping musical worlds between dwellers of TriBeCa jazz lofts, drone-loving minimalists, disco DJs, and scuzzy punks who had all inhaled spores of their own. Ira picked up a copy of Television’s independently released single “Little Johnny Jewel” at a record show. It wasn’t what he was expecting based on the “punk-rock” tag, but he was entranced by Tom Verlaine’s and Richard Lloyd’s celestially entwined guitars.

Ira’s first trip to the Bowery was for Quacky Duck and His Barnyard Friends, an oddball country-glam act recently signed by Warner Bros. featuring two sons of Tony Bennett, teenage prodigy David Mansfield, and the cousin of the drummer in the now-disbanded Heatwave. It wasn’t punk at all, but he’d found it. Ira went back frequently.

He repeatedly checked out the Ramones and brought an underage Neil to the Bowery to see the new trio Talking Heads, who soon added former Modern Lover Jerry Harrison to their lineup. Ira loved Television. He saw Patti Smith—and Nuggets compiler Lenny Kaye—for the first time at the Larry Richardson Gallery on Fourteenth Street. Smith dedicated “Time Is on My Side” to Ed Sullivan, whom she called “the father of rock and roll.” With memories of the Beatles, the Dave Clark Five, and others still flickering in his mind, Ira could relate.

It began with a few record reviews for The Phoenix, Sarah Lawrence’s newspaper, and soon Ira found the way in. One he wrote was about the new Alex Chilton 7-inch, “Singer Not the Song,” released by the small independent label Ork, which was founded by scenester and Television benefactor Terry Ork. In the review, Ira was critical of producer Jon Tivens, and his comments came to the attention of Ork employees, some of whom shared (and were entertained by) the opinion of the insouciant college junior.

So charmed was the label that they mentioned the write-up to the New York rock monthly Trouser Press, as well as SoHo Weekly News, and from then on, Ira was part of the conversation. He began to file short record reviews with each. At the latter, especially, his clips landed at exactly the right moment. The publication’s new music editor, Peter Occhiogrosso, was an avowed jazz listener, well plugged into the loft jazz scene, who had spawned its own network of microlabels and musician-operated clubs. But Occhiogrosso didn’t know much about punk. When Ira’s clips arrived on his desk, the new editor gave the twenty-year-old nearly instant carte blanche to cover whatever he wished. They were auspicious column inches to fill.

Launched in 1974 as a vehicle to fire salvos in an emerging war on disco, Michael Goldstein had established SoHo Weekly News’s initial readership by distributing copies outside of Max’s Kansas City, north of Union Square, where Andy Warhol’s crowd hung out. One of the Max’s regulars, the eternal rock insider Danny Fields, launched an eponymous gossip column to tend the New York art-rock flame in the wake of the Velvet Underground’s breakup.


Lou Reed is back from Europe, and wasted no time in checking out Television at CBGB, after he read somewhere that they had picked up where the Velvets left off. Lou, of course, was also anxious to hear his dear friend Patti Smith, and was seen grinning paternally as she performed his song “We’re Gonna Have a Real Good Time Together”…



Fields moved on to Sixteen magazine, and—shortly thereafter—Ira had a gig.

After a few short reviews, his first real assignment was an inadvertent hazing into the rock critics’ fraternity: to cover the band of a fellow writer—in this case the Geeks, featuring Ira’s new SoHo Weekly News colleague Roy Trakin. The game was to flex one’s writing chops enough to praise the band in a genuine, generous way without becoming too fulsome. Ira passed with flying colors.

“Although the Geeks don’t have all-star instrumentalists to match [Lester] Bangs’ Boys, they are a lot funnier and crazier than Lester. At Max’s they were tuneful—or at least in tune.” The following week, he reviewed Jonathan Richman’s Modern Lovers at NYU, and appeared weekly after that. In some two hundred columns and reviews Ira wrote for SoHo Weekly News over the next five years, his persona rarely matched Fields’s showbiz pizzazz, though he served much the same role: man on the scene.

“He was always very opinionated and feisty,” Trakin said with a laugh of the twenty-year-old Ira. “Even as a young man, he was an old crotchety man.” One with a new audience of around thirty thousand readers in the Manhattan area. After a few live reviews, Ira launched the “Swinging Singles” reviews column.

“Once people pass the age of 14 or so, they usually abandon the practice of buying 45’s, save for fanatics,” he declared. “It takes a rare dedication to rock and roll to be willing to sit by the turntable changing the record every two and a half minutes. But today’s new groups—for reasons of economics and because many of the bands are record-loving fanatics themselves—have brought with them a renaissance of the 45. Dozens of singles are now available with the songs that will never be played while the speed selector is on 33 1∕3.” It was a precise logic: no other way to hear the tunes.

Ira’s coverage was vast. He kept up with British New Wave, megapop such as Electric Light Orchestra, local favorites such as Talking Heads, and noisy acts emerging out of the New York punk scene, such as Mars and Information. Though he did so readily enough, Ira found that dispensing judgment on bands and recordings didn’t necessarily make him happy. But still, it was a reason to be close to the music scene unfolding on the Bowery. His interest in music never diminished in the slightest. When he actually liked a band, the job could be downright fun, his enthusiasm communicated in clean, smartly observed prose.

He was a ghost on the Sarah Lawrence campus, often seeing the same bands as many times as he could, typing up reviews in his dorm room between barely fulfilled course obligations.

“I love NRBQ and I am mystified by their commercial failure,” he wrote. “To me, they embody everything I look for in a rock band. They play and sing well, have a sense of humor, and write simple, wonderful songs that I can sing in the shower. Cliché that it is, this is one band that plays for the fun of it. Their immense repertoire includes enough songs to construct a set that, repeated night after night, could conceivably result in fame and fortune. But it’s a lot more fun for them to play what they want. That way even songs they’ve been doing for 10 years sound fresh. The Who can’t make that claim.”

Taking the train back and forth between school and the city, Ira remained somewhat of an outsider to the scene he covered. Even so, he began to absorb a sense of the way the business behind the music worked. “It’s rock and roll reality,” he noted in April 1978. “Sooner or later independent labels affiliate with one of the majors. We’ve seen it a lot of late. Stiff and Arista. ORK and Phonogram (just because it happens doesn’t mean it’s beneficial); Berserkly, then CBS.” It was a new layer of the music world uncovered, deciphered through press releases, other columnists, talking with other fans, voraciously consumed rock texts, and (as always) the careful study of liner notes.

With most of his meticulously organized record collection back home in Croton, he would occasionally call to have Adam fact-check something from a sleeve. In that way, Ira turned his brother on to new music. “His questions led me places,” Adam said. “He’d call to double-check who was on, like, the Sylvain Sylvain single. I’d never thought to look at what any of them did after the New York Dolls.”

Ira covered big rock, including multiple nights of Elvis Costello, Bruce Springsteen at the Philadelphia Spectrum, and even a profile of Emmylou Harris, where the cub reporter went on the road with the Alabama-born country singer as she opened for Willie Nelson in New England. He had the most fun, he noticed, though, when the music was more casual. “Even if they never learn another song again, if they do nothing more than demonstrate how to go through life as inspired amateurs, we need the Heartbreakers,” Ira would note of an ecstatic night getting drunk seeing Johnny Thunders and friends at Max’s Kansas City.

He brought sixteen-year-old Adam to the unheated CBGB club to see the rockabilly-influenced punk band the Cramps.

“How many fans do you think they have?” Adam asked his brother.

“Oh, I’d say they’re probably all here,” Ira told him.

Ira had found himself in a very small world. In the early part of the year, he made contact with another local publication, and his first review appeared in September. New York Rocker was a natural fit, too, though its publication schedule was hardly as regular as SoHo Weekly News. Its founder, in fact, was a former SoHo Weekly News columnist named Alan Betrock. They were delighted to have an enthusiastic new writer who could make deadlines. Only eight months until graduation.
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