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			introduction:
let’s get rid of new york

			We aren’t experts. We’re basically two record-collecting music geeks, born twenty years and an ocean apart. One of us was there, the other spent the ’70s watching the Muppets. But we shared a common goal: to give Los Angeles punk rock the respect and consideration that it’s due (even if it doesn’t want it anymore). This book was a hard sell. Many editors figured they knew the full story of punk rock because they were able to name-check CBGB and Sid Vicious. This, because too many times the so-called founding punk scenes of New York and London have been autopsied, then crudely sewn and suited up for the big funeral ceremony, where everybody wants to be a pallbearer to seal their own legacy and sustain a quasi-mainstream career as a “professional punk.” To let anybody else in on it, especially a surfer or a skater, would stall the gravy train. See, the aging punker’s shtick is reminiscent of their pre-Elvis forefathers, old men who endlessly recounted their yarns about fighting in World War II. Once punk revisionism hit in the ’90s, the post-Vietnam blank generation was eager to tell their progeny that they fought in a cultural world war whose long-term implications are still surfacing in today’s mainstream. They are right. They did fight in a war… and the kids who can now safely stagger across the food court with their spiked hair and tattoos owe them one. But they didn’t fight alone.

			This book was no easy road. Most old L.A. punks have not mellowed, for good reason. They know that their relatively ignored history will remain pure until pesky pop morticians like us come around to dress up the corpse, collect our fee and our cred before targeting the next movement to plunder (hip hop? grunge?). We knew that with this project, we might pollute the whole thing. But the need to record the history of Los Angeles punk remained, if only to combat those who still deny its existence. So we opted for oral testimony: a forum that gives these fucked-up, brilliant, neglected souls a chance to get it right or wrong along with us. To expose their warts or clam up (and have them exposed by another punk). Primarily, we labored to keep the content as appropriately pure as the requisite editing for space and time allowed (call us enlightened vampires). Still, we admit that our story remains an endless work in progress. A first step toward getting the balance right. There are many bands and key figures missing (the Alley Cats, the Deadbeats, the Decadents, and Spazz Attack come to mind), and to them we offer our apology up front (send your angry e-mail to markyspin@aol.com or madscot21@aol.com and we’ll have it out and labor to include you in volume two). A definitive work is impossible. Our objective was to simply begin the process of reparation. To get people talking again. To show others what they’ve been missing. To put together enough to inspire a reader to do a Web search on the Screamers, or add a copy of the Germs’ GI to their angry, nu-metal CD collection.

			Did we mention this was not easy? Many original punks guarded their heirlooms, the anecdotes, the gossip, the cabalistic history, and the rare photos with shotguns full of attitude. To those, we say we understand your point of view… and please feel free to write your own fucking book (hard). Others were angels. Those who believed that our project was possible and necessary drank with us. Smoked with us. Supported us. Opened their scrapbooks and diaries for us, and because of them, you are reading this. Some were simply impossible to find. We knocked on strange (and wrong) doors and frightened old women. We drove to Pasadena at night with no headlights to corner Peter Case and Dave Alvin backstage at a sold-out gig. We staked out a tag sale on a Sunday morning at a notorious Hollywood drug pad in search of Rick Wilder of the Berlin Brats (later the Mau Maus) only to find it canceled for fear of hurricanes and tornadoes.

			With the exception of Black Flag’s Greg Ginn and the Germs’ Pat Smear and Lorna Doom, who refused to cooperate with us directly, the rest, the Darby Crashes, Black Randys, Jeffrey Lee Pierces, Tomata Du Plentys, and Claude Bessys, are deceased. Really dead. We include their testimony as respectfully as we can, but realize that they do not have the privilege of hindsight or revisionism (as several of our beloved subjects attempted). Some, like Rik L. Rik and Top Jimmy, passed away shortly after giving us their final interviews, which we are proud to include.

			If you’re still asking, “Why this book? Why now?” read on. Many of the stories we heard and now report stand independent of our thesis. Forget it’s L.A. Forget it’s punk. Appreciate them because they represent the full spectrum of wild youth: from the extreme darkness of original prankster Black Randy and ultraviolent Jack Grisham of TSOL to the pop-sunshine world of the Go-Go’s. If that doesn’t get you either, consider this dubious endorsement from the great demented rock-and-roll carny barker—poet Kim Fowley, “If you have some good photos, you’ll sell some books and everybody will jack off, and smoke a joint and shoot up and there’ll be a couple of ODs. And more kids will be inspired to go onstage and be horrible. It will be wonderful and everybody will cum even more viciously.” Enjoy.

			Marc Spitz and Brendan Mullen     
Los Angeles, California, June 2001     
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			HARVEY KUBERNIK: I always thought Phil Spector was the first L.A. punk because of the rebel aspect. The attitude first and foremost. He didn’t answer to anybody. It was also the clothing, the hair, the costumes, and he was a tiny little runt. He was the guy at Fairfax High that people told you, “Don’t be like Phil Spector. He dresses weird. You don’t wanna be some weird-assed punk like Phil.” And that only attracted us young’uns more to him, especially when he showed up on the Stones’ first album as a songwriter.

			DENNY BRUCE: There were as many iconoclasts here during the ’60s as there were in New York. The Velvet Underground weren’t the only proto punks. Look at Frank Zappa, who utterly savaged flower power culture on We’re Only in It for the Money. Look at Captain Beefheart, an untrained musician who blew free-form bass clarinet solos without even being able to play, or even more extreme… look at Charlie Manson, for God’s sake. Not that I’m comparing Frank or Don (Van Vliet, aka Captain Beefheart) to a lunatic… but these were not hippie love people, nor were they cranks hammering out folk songs in the East Village about trans-sexuality and shooting dope.

			DON WALLER: L.A. was full of punks in the ’60s. The Music Machine, the Standells, Arthur Lee and Love, Black Pearl—Sky Saxon and Jim Morrison. My definition of punk rock Mach 1 is basically ’60s American garage bands like the Sonics that wanna be a combination of the London bands like the Yardbirds, the Pretty Things, and the early Stones.

			SKY SAXON: My band, the Seeds, was a balance between chaos and wonderland. Music was and always will be the great escape from when there is too much reality. “Pushin’ Too Hard” was a battle cry for the young, that we weren’t going to take it anymore.

			JIM MORRISON (FIRST ELEKTRA RECORDS BIO, 1967): I am primarily an American, second, a Californian, third, a Los Angeles resident.

			SKY SAXON: I loved the Doors. The Doors opened for the Seeds in the ’60s. I remember Jim coming to hear the Seeds at the Bido Lito’s club in ’66.

			JIM MORRISON (FIRST ELEKTRA BIO): I’ve always been attracted to ideas that were about revolt against authority. I like ideas about the breaking away or overthrowing of established order. I am interested in anything about revolt, disorder, chaos—especially activity that seems to have no meaning.

			DANNY SUGERMAN: Most people associate punk with mindless mayhem, but Jim was a true original artist who refused to compromise for anyone for any reason. It was that attitude that made him a punk, because supposedly he didn’t know what was good for him. Not listening to good advice has always been a characteristic of a punk, I’d say.

			HARVEY KUBERNIK: Morrison was obviously much more rebellious and outrageous and more chemically induced and alcohol driven than Spector was. There was Jim the poet and artist and then there was li’l ol’ Jimbo… and ol’ Jimbo drank way too much. I thought it was extremely rebellious during Doors concerts to tell everybody to shut up or to scream “Fuck you!” from the stage… even to ask “Anybody got a cigarette?” And somebody would come up to the stage and give him one. I always saw that as a major rebellious thing, the leering drunken swagger, the sheer whimsical insolence of asking for a cigarette from a seated audience while they’re yelling for “Light My Fire.”

			DANNY SUGERMAN: Jim certainly was the first rock singer to front off an audience, to tell them to go get fucked… that’s what happened at Cobo Hall when Iggy saw Jim for the first time and decided to be a singer instead of a drummer. He loved what he saw Morrison doing, flipping the audience the finger for screaming out “Light My Fire” while the band was going off into “Celebration of the Lizard” instead.

			RAY MANZAREK: Iggy Pop, whom many consider the godfather of punk, loved the Doors, especially Morrison. When Iggy was still Jim Osterberg he checked us out when we played at the University of Michigan. We didn’t know till we got there that it was homecoming weekend. We thought, “This is entirely wrong, this is going to be such a disaster.” The audience was thick-necked young men in tuxedos with their girls in ball gowns. We’re playing in their gymnasium and Morrison is drunk as a skunk, knowing full well what we had gotten ourselves into, and he was just gonna obliterate himself. We played the worst fucking show ever. John and Robbie were so fed up. Finally John tossed his sticks into the audience and walked offstage. We tried to do a simple blues, but Jim was all over the place. Then Robbie left the stage, too. All they wanted to hear was “Light My Fire,” but Jim kept on hollering freeform, so I picked up the guitar and played a slow blues and the audience started booing. He was shouting, “Hey, this is what we play, man. This is the fucking blues. Keep on, Ray. Hey, fuck you! Fuck you!” Huge refrigerator-sized football players began lunging toward us. Then the dean came out and said, “That’s it, that’s it… show’s over. Would you boys leave the stage? Just leave the stage.” And Morrison’s screaming, “Fuck, we don’t wanna leave the stage. You people wanna hear more music, dontcha?” And they’re going, “Boo! Boo!” We got paid and got out of there by the skin of our teeth before they pulverized us. Afterward Iggy said: “Holy fuck, true anarchy prevailed. You guys were great. I loved it.” Who knows what that night did to Iggy Pop’s head, ’cause he’s been doing that show ever since. Soon the Stooges were brought to Elektra, the Doors’ label, with the thinking: “The Doors are a band with a wild-man singer that has pop hits, let’s get another hit with these guys.”

			RON ASHETON: Iggy watched Morrison and learned how to use and abuse the audience and get them into the act. Morrison wore a pair of brown leather pants, so Iggy had a pair of brown vinyl pants made ’cause he couldn’t quite afford the leather, you know.

			DANNY SUGERMAN: Morrison had no interest in the Stooges. They were playing the Whisky and I wanted him to take me to see them, but he said: “No, Bo Diddley’s going to be there next month, I’ll take you to see him instead.”

			JOHN DOE: Jim Morrison had to be one of the first punks because he was just as shit-faced as the rest of us and alcohol has a way of loosening your tongue—and the same thing about demons, having all these personal problems and working them out. I was attracted to the Doors as a teen because of the dark imagery.

			EXENE CERVENKA: I liked the Doors’ version of the ocean, which was dark and scary. It wasn’t the sunny beach that the other people liked, especially those who liked roller skating.

			JIM MORRISON (FIRST ELEKTRA BIO): We are from the West/The whole thing is like an invitation to the West. The world we suggest is of a new wild west. A sensuous evil world.

			DANNY SUGERMAN: The Velvet Underground get more credit than the Doors for dark and somber themes. The Doors’ being from the Sunshine State didn’t help, but certainly songs like “End of the Night,” “You’re Lost Little Girl,” and “The End,” are as dark and foreboding as anything the Velvets did. I’m a fan of both bands, but the darkness seemed to be the Velvets’ entire raison d’être. New York street poets writing about the dark side of life, whereas the Doors did that, too, but they had a greater, wider range, emotionally and musically. Lou was more street than Jim. Jim never sang about putting a spike into his vein but he did sing “Father, I want to kill you.” I’d say the Velvets had the street sewn up but the Doors have forever staked out the domain around the abyss.

			DON WALLER: It’s pretty hard to top the Velvets’ “Heroin”—although the Doors’ “The End” comes close. I think the Doors don’t get some of the credit for being a voice of darkness in a world of flower power that the Velvets do because the Doors sold a lot more records and the Velvets came from New York. New York is a parochial town run by a publishing media that likes to think it invented everything.

			SKY SAXON: L.A. was very groovy in the ’60s. I believed that flower power was the way, although the record industry completely destroyed the message of love and peace. The ’70s should have been a rebirth of spirit for all; instead there was a war.

			RAY MANZAREK: At some point white men took over, the impulse to whiteness took over in L.A. Black jazz and black soul were taken out of rock music. It went country, a shift in radio programming which represented the triumph of country music over psychedelic hippie rock. The country rock of Linda Ronstadt, Jackson Browne, and the Eagles reigned supreme. It was nice enough radio music, nice tunesmithing and all that, but the whole country rock period was all a little too mellow for me. No runaway passion. No Dionysian impulse. If the Doors had still been active, would the country rock stuff have happened? Depends on who you talk to. There’s always something to fill a vacuum; usually it’s the lowest common denominator.

			HARVEY KUBERNIK: By ’71, the Elektra/Asylum Records singer songwriter type music was all that this town was offering. They were social climbers, very locked into the traditional Brill Building verse/chorus/verse style. They wore flannel shirts, long hair, beards. When Morrison died, I said to Manzarek, ‘Well, maybe Jim wasn’t supposed to see all this singer-songwriter shit take over his label.’
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		GREG SHAW: The lull in pop culture in 1970–71 was maddening. The decline in radio play from the likes of the Yardbirds to someone like Gordon Lightfoot was ghastly, and it drove me and a lot of my friends into oldies. I started listening to practically nothing but rockabilly, doo-wop, old country, bluegrass, and jazz. There was no college radio, no fanzines, no indie record labels, and no local bands, for the most part. There was nothing! It was very depressing. There were few if any local bands. Nothing amounting to a scene. There was Christopher Milk. And Sparks.

		HEATHER HARRIS: Doug Weston banned Christopher Milk for life in 1970 after lead singer Mr. Twister [aka Kurt Ingham] wreaked havoc during the Troubadour’s Monday “Hoot Night.” Kurt wrecked a bunch of microphones and was pouring hot wax all over himself and running out into the audience and biting people…. he was overturning tables and spilling drinks into customers’ laps… before Iggy Pop ever got to L.A., and don’t forget… this was right at the beginning of the mellow solo singer-songwriter era… the audience gawked in horror.

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: If that wasn’t punk rock personified, who or what was?

		KURT INGHAM: Christopher Milk stood for theater and drama as opposed to droning introspection, and sure enough, our hideous platform boots and make-up clashed with denim and fringe buckskin jackets. We were 86’d from the Troub for life.

		RUSSELL MAEL: Sparks was not involved in any particular music scene in L.A. pre-glam since we were living in England through the early ’70s and saw it all from a more British perspective. We felt alienated from L.A. since what we were doing had more in common with what was going on in Europe. Most people assumed that Sparks was from some unspecified European nation. We got no local support at first. We’d play the Whisky for the four waitresses who worked there. We didn’t recognize the apparently extreme nature of our band’s music at the time. We thought we were kind of like the Rolling Stones live, but I think we missed the mark in that respect and didn’t know how pretty quirky and offbeat we really were for a pop band. Listen to A Woofer in Tweeter’s Clothing today and imagine what the audience would think if you were playing those songs on the same bill as Little Feat!

		ZORY ZENITH: Shady Lady was the beginning of the L.A. underground—well, not the beginning, but the beginning of the glam part of it. I was like this 19-year-old Keith Moon prodigy drummer, the first to play clear plastic drums, and I’d just answered a musician wanted ad and found these very weird guys who lived about a half a block from me. They had super long scraggly Alice Cooper–Rod Stewart cropped hair and they were wearing skintight satin pants with snakeskin boots. I thought, “Wow, this is pretty cool.” I thought they might have been from England or something, so we started rehearsing. After we signed with Robert Fitzpatrick we lived all over the fuckin’ hills. We got signed by Sceptre Records, but Sceptre didn’t come through on their part of the deal. We rented three or four houses during a coupla years that Shady Lady was happening. There were lots of parties there. That’s when I first met Rodney. Shady Lady ended because John Christian, our guitar player, was on too many drugs, but by that time I’d already met Zany and Y-Garr and we got the Zolar-X concept up and running.

		GREG SHAW: Rodney Bingenheimer was practically the first person I met when I arrived in L.A. He was enthusiastic, friendly, full of news and gossip, and he knew everybody. He also had very good taste; the bands he liked tended to be the best ones. Though inarticulate and not well educated, Rodney is in fact a lot sharper than he gets credit for.

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: My mother worked for Raybert Productions, which did the Monkees. I met Rodney Bingenheimer at the Monkees’ press conference when they made their world debut in ’66. He was short, with a bowl cut like Davy Jones—in fact he was once a stand-in for Davy Jones. At the time he had a column for Go magazine, but he couldn’t type. To this day he doesn’t type. We’ve all had stints being Rodney’s typist.

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: Before Go magazine, I had a column in What’s Happening magazine, called “It’s All Happening.” I always used those phrases: “What’s happening?” “It’s all happening!” I had another column called “If It’s Trendy, I’ll Print It.” When I wrote the Go column, I couldn’t type, so Edie Sedgwick did it for me. She was working at Charlie Green and Brian Stone’s office. They managed Sonny and Cher and Iron Butterfly and Buffalo Springfield.

		PAMELA DES BARRES: Rodney Bingenheimer was my peer. He was one of the first guys I met when I hitchhiked over the hill to Hollywood in 1966. And he hit on me, of course, but we actually wound up just being friends. He helped me out of my Valley-ness. Took me all over the place and introduced me to everyone. There was certainly no one like him at Cleveland High in Reseda.

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: A guy named Al Hernandez had the first copy of Space Oddity on the West Coast. And believe me, you went to somebody’s house if they had that album.

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: Al Hernandez was totally into Bowie real early and had turned me on to the Space Oddity record. He had pictures of Bowie all over the walls of his house. He was probably already the biggest Bowie fan in the U.S. at the time.

		PAMELA DES BARRES: Rodney got into Bowie very early, before almost anybody else in this country.

		ANGELA BOWIE: The first time David met Rodney was on his radio tour of the U.S.—pre–Ziggy Stardust—the first tour when he just took his acoustic guitars and entertained key people as a solo folk singer in a dress and sang songs from Space Oddity and The Man Who Sold the World.

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: In 1971 I was working FM promotion at Mercury Records doing stuff for Uriah Heep, Rod Stewart, and the Sir Douglas Quintet. The Man Who Sold the World was out, and so Bowie came over here to promote it. He was unknown. He had very long hair and he was wearing a dress.

		RICHARD CROMELIN: I interviewed Bowie on The Man Who Sold the World promotional tour. I think the piece ran in the L.A. Free Press. There was no doubt in my mind that it was just a matter of time before he’d be recognized as a major rock artist. Bowie was extremely charismatic, and musically I thought it was a strong album.

		DAVID BOWIE: Alone in L.A., Rodney seemed like myself, an island of Anglo “nowness.” He even knew British singles and bands that I wasn’t aware of. Rodney single-handedly cut a path through the treacle of the 1960s, allowing all us “avants” to parade the sounds of tomorrow dressed in our clothes of derision.

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: When I took David around to radio stations, they were put off. These stations in Santa Ana and Long Beach didn’t know what to make of this British guy in a dress.

		MICHAEL DES BARRES: Nobody had seen that shit before… boys dressed as girls. It really was absolutely shocking.

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: Everybody had a beard and they gave Rodney and Bowie shit. Bowie showed up in a dress, and in a Nixon world that didn’t go down very well. It was analagous to the way some people react to gangsta rap today. U.K. glitter rock hits like T. Rex’s “Hot Love” weren’t gonna get heavy rotation next to “Suite Judy Blue Eyes” by Crosby Stills and Nash on this station’s playlist. After a few awkwardly polite handshakes, Bowie and Rodney were aggressively vibed out of the building.

		LISA FANCHER: Bowie and Marc Bolan had it easy. Jobriath was the real thing. He really was gay. He wasn’t just wearing the clothes. When English glam started gathering steam, Elektra Records signed him for around $300,000, which was a lot of money in those days. Jobriath had some kind of career in New York, but he started out in Los Angeles. He was a fabulous dancer and singer who wrote his own material. He was going to be the next big thing. The American Bowie.

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: Jobriath was supposed to be the rock and roll Judy Garland. I saw Judy Garland with my mother when I was a teenager. Jobriath was no Judy Garland.

		ZORY ZENITH: Elektra Records signed this new artist who was pretty much on the same wavelength as my band Zolar-X were. He snatched a lot of stuff from Bowie, but he was an incredible classical piano player and a decent singer and his whole on-stage thing was a pink skin-tight suit with a bubble helmet and Zolar-X eyebrows like Spock. He had a pompadour thing and makeup and he came out with a clear plastic bubble on his head and then he’d pull a pin out of the top and the thing would fall apart and rose petals came out. It was very bizarre. Musically we were in awe of Jobriath. We did a two-week run at the Troubadour with Zolar-X and him. About the second or third night into it I stopped by his dressing room and he was wearing this black tuxedo-cut satin suit and a red shirt. I said, “Jo, where’s your suit?” and he said, “I just really want to concentrate on the album and the music right now, and we’re sounding good, and you guys have the space thing wrapped up and it’s ridiculous for us both to do that.”

		LISA FANCHER: There was this unbelievable hype around him. He was on the sides of buses, full-page ads in Rolling Stone. But he was just so flamboyantly gay, and rock fans just weren’t really digging it, so Jobriath was just wiped off the face of the earth. He was just stunned and depressed to be rejected like that. He died of AIDS in 1983.

		KIM FOWLEY: England dictated glam rock. England invented glam rock. If you weren’t English, you were dog shit.

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: In America it was called glitter rock. It wasn’t “glam.”

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: Rodney had the records that you would read about in Melody Maker. He had stacks of the stuff. He’d play this music and you’d wonder, “Who is this Eno guy? Who’s this Bryan Ferry guy?”

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: After Bowie left L.A., I went to London to meet this girl named Melanie McDonald who was gonna be my girlfriend. By now David was recording the Hunky Dory album, so we’d hang out. We went to see the Warhol play Pork. During the sessions my girlfriend got chummy with David’s manager Tony DeFries and they ended up going off and getting married! During that same trip I stayed in Ealing and there was a little club there called the Cellar. It was like a pub with lots of teens. You could legally drink at eighteen in England. Downstairs there was amazing music: T. Rex, Slade, and the Sweet. I told Bowie about it, and he said, “You should open a place like that in L.A.” And I said, “That’s a good idea,” so I bought up a lot of the 45’s. When I came back to L.A., I was staying at Tom Ayres’ house and we’d go driving around late at night in Hollywood and I’d tell him these fantastic stories about Bowie and London. And Tom said, “We should open up a club.”

		TOM AYRES: Rodney and I opened our first club in Hollywood in a building that had formerly been a peep show. It was October of ’72 and we called it the E Club. Bowie was one of our first customers.

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: E stood for English, I guess.

		PAMELA DES BARRES: At Rodney’s E Club patrons could hear the latest glam pop sounds from England and catch a glimpse of real-life rock stars. Rodney had found his niche. It was like being in a small English pub, masked by mirrors and Hollywood artifice.

		TERRY ATKINSON: I was DJ’ing the night Bowie first came by the E Club. I knew he liked Elvis, so I put on the King doing “If you’re looking for trouble, you’re in the right place …” and the dance floor emptied. All of a sudden Bowie jumped up and did this incredible dance—striking all these poses alone on the dance floor, watching his reflection in the mirrors on the back wall. If they’d had a name for what he was doing back then it would have been voguing. The crowd was blown away.

		TOM AYRES: Later Bowie took me and Rodney into the men’s room and said “You guys have done so much for me, what can I do for you?” Rodney pulls out this piece of paper and says “Be a member of the board of this club.” While he was standing at the urinal taking a piss, Bowie signed it. Then he told us to put lots more mirrors around the dance floor. Things went real well at the E Club those first couple of months—except for one thing—the owner failed to come up with any money for us. So one night I said to Rodney “Let’s get out!”

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: We did the E Club for a few months and then Barry Barnholtz said, “Why don’t you do your own club?” And that’s when we moved it. The E Club was a lot smaller. We had lines. People couldn’t get in. Bowie came, Roxy Music came by. These amazing girls like Lori Lightning and Sabel Star made the scene.

		BARRY BARNHOLTZ: Rodney’s vision foresaw this entire new wave of music that was picking up on and continuing that Anglophilic direction which had begun here in the ’60s with the first British Invasion groups. Music had been a big part of my past. I had been involved in promoting concerts and bands at frat parties out in Victorville and Barstow. Now I saw an opportunity to get together with Rodney to open a club. I formed a business partnership with Rodney as the front man and Tom Ayres, the record producer, to help oversee the day-to-day operation of this new club, which I would finance. The new place would pick up where the E Club left off. We found the real estate together.

		TOM AYRES: We were driving down Sunset Boulevard and we passed this club called the Ooh Poo Pah Doo, which was kind of down on its luck. So on December 15, Rodney’s birthday, we turned it into the English Disco and quite early on all the kids started dressing up and coming in.

		BARRY BARNHOLTZ: I was gun-shy about putting in a lot of dough, so we looked for a small place because we thought if you take a hundred people and put them in a place the size of the Whisky, it would be like, “Yeah, the place is nice, but nobody’s there.” But if you take eight people and shove them in a closet and turn the sound system up, it’s like, “Wow, the place is jammin’.” We hoped to be able to turn the crowd over two or three times a night. The legal occupancy was only 135 or something. The rent was minimal, like $225 or $325 a month. I was mainly the business end and I put up the cash for the lease and got the permits, the licenses, and the other paperwork stuff together. It was beer and wine only. It was very expensive to get a full liquor license, and we reckoned that if it was just beer and wine, different city agencies might not be so concerned about people being over twenty-one. We sold British-style steak-and-kidney pies because serving food allowed us to bring people in under twenty-one.

		TOM AYRES: We had turkey, meat pies, bowls of potato salad, all you wanted for a dollar. It was like a soup line, except the faces went on to become famous people.

		KRISTIAN HOFFMAN: Above the DJ booth there was a sign that said RODNEY BINGENHEIMER’S—in glitter, of course—and over the bar was the most prized possession in the club—a copy of The Man Who Sold the World, the original cover with Bowie wearing a dress. Everyone used to try to figure out ways to steal it.

		CHUCK E. STARR: Architecturally, Rodney’s English Disco was just an empty store with a bar. Oh, but it was the most beautiful bar you’ve ever seen, this hand-carved wooden bar from some old tavern overseas. It had beveled glass mirrors in it. The backdrop was all the same wood. I’m sure it was older than the whole building. The rest of the joint was el tack: red indoor-outdoor carpeting and a bunch of folding chairs up against the wall. The mirrors were at the back of the club on the dance floor, the same mirrors from the E Club. The DJ booth also had mirrors on it.

		BARRY BARNHOLTZ: The opening night of the English Disco was planned around the Rolling Stones playing the Forum. We made up flyers that said, “After the concert the Stones will be partying at our new nightclub on Sunset.” We got a limo and parked it in front of the club after the concert to create the perception that the Stones were inside! Sure enough, after the concert a line of Stones fans started in front of the club and went down a block or so and then up three more blocks around the corner.

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: Opening night was so packed that we kept running out of beer and we’d have to run to the liquor store to buy six-packs.

		BARRY BARNHOLTZ: The perception was that Bowie was a partner or some kind of investor in the English Disco too, but Bowie never put in any of the money and we never signed any legally binding documents showing any proprietary involvement, although we did have one of his gold records behind the bar and a framed picture showing him reclining on a sofa in a dress… and his music was heard there all the time.

		LORI LIGHTNING: I was twelve and a half when I started going to Rodney’s. The first time, David Bowie said, “Lori, come with us.” I was terrified. I was still a virgin.

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: There was a strict door policy: girls a dollar, guys two dollars.

		STEVE PRIEST: The groupies were pretty obvious. They were just underage girls who wore red sequins and that’s about all. And they weren’t timid. They all acted like Mae West.

		MICHAEL DES BARRES: Sixties groupies like the GTOs were these flowery girls, whereas Sabel and Lori were that much more sophisticated, as evolution would dictate. Sabel was a true rock-and-roll girl: fearless, sexy, and ready for anything, not in a crude beans-in-the-bath-with-the-shark way. I found them incredibly inspiring. They were as inspirational to me as Chuck Berry ’cause they loved the scene and they nurtured it and they believed in it and they made you believe in it more. Those girls created the ambience in which the lifestyle could be lived and the songs could be written and the music could be recorded… it was one fantastic sort of orgasmic organism.

		AMY FREEMAN: My friends and I were wannabe groupies. Back then, we thought that the older musicians just liked to have us around. Today we’d probably look at them as potential child molesters and perverts.

		ANGELA BOWIE: Rodney liked young girls, and his club was full of them. Visiting rock stars off the leash from their wives in England would go to the English Disco to look for young girls under the auspices of arranging record promotion with Rodney. The club was Rodney’s storefront, where he did his business. Knowing Rodney or being prepared to interact with Rodney was a prerequisite to going to Rodney’s English Disco.

		KID CONGO POWERS: How come they let so many underage young people into the English Disco, I was always wondering. Very young girls and young boys. You know the movie Almost Famous, where there were all the young girls running around? Well, at Rodney’s there were also little boys running around. I was one of those young glitter kids scurrying around like that.

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: Soon celebrities like Led Zeppelin, Shaun Cassidy, Keith Moon, and Linda Blair came. We had wild record release parties for Bolan, Slade, Suzi Quatro. There was a VIP booth. Jobriath would be up there with Michael des Barres and Silverhead and all the people down below could watch you.

		MICHAEL DES BARRES: When my band Silverhead came to Los Angeles in 1972, we were met by the legendary and messianic Rodney Bingenheimer, who actually arrived at the airport clutching our album. So we thought we were Elvis, really. We thought we had conquered America already. Rodney made us feel like we had, and that was the important thing. The club was twenty feet by thirty feet, and fifteen feet of that was the VIP booth. It was this absurd ratio of the entire Led Zeppelin band’s table and Pamela and me and then two hundred groupies compressed into five feet.

		TOBY MAMIS: The revelry was nightly. Rodney’s was an epicenter. From the rock stars and would-be rock stars to the industry-ites to the teen girls and boys, it was the place to see and be seen. It was much more exciting to me than the Max’s scene in New York I had come out of.

		MICHAEL DES BARRES: Los Angeles was the Babylon that we were looking for. We were looking for the playground, and it was here. There’s a simple reason for that—the weather. You can’t have a girl running around with two sequins on her tits and a Silverhead sticker on her pussy in twenty-below London! The other reason is this is the place of Errol Flynn’s ghost, the collective consciousness of Irving Thalberg, Clara Bow, and Errol Flynn… it’s here, in the bricks and the mortar and the concrete. Hollywood’s been the birth of fantasy, man, since 1914. It’s in the fucking air. It’s the mecca, the holy grail for beauty. It’s the magnet that attracts the cheekbones and great asses, and you put all that together with three chords and some pancake and you rock the fuck out, know what I mean?

		LORI LIGHTNING: In the back of the VIP booth at Rodney’s there was this big poster of Mick Jagger …

		AMY FREEMAN:… with lots of red lipstick marks—Mary Quant Black Cherry, that was what we wore to Rodney’s—all around Mick’s crotch.

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: The groupies even had their own magazine. Star magazine. It didn’t have a long run, but girls were so enthralled to get into the magazine, they all so badly wanted to be Star girls of the month, that they’d show up at Rodney’s with their own eight-by-tens.

		SYLVAIN SYLVAIN: There were two magazines. On the East Coast we used to get Rock Scene, and on the West Coast there was Star magazine, which used to feature all the Hollywood starlets. Me and Johnny Thunders used to get import copies of Star and there’d be pictures of Sabel Star in it, and he’d say, “Wow, this girl Sabel, I love her. When I go out to L.A. she’ll be my girlfriend.”

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: Tom Snyder did a Tomorrow show on the club. He interviewed me and Chuck E. and Zolar X. The show was all about the Strip and glitter rock.

		BARRY BARNHOLTZ: We were in Newsweek twice in one month, and we made a centerfold in People. These national publications weren’t writing about any other clubs in the U.S. until Studio 54, which came at a much later date.

		CHUCK E. STARR: One night Rod Stewart came in and Bianca Jagger. Bianca was wearing a three-thousand-dollar ensemble and the toilets were overflowing, running out onto the dance floor, and she was trying to step over stools to get through to the bathroom. It was wonderful. I was there when Elvis was there, Bowie, and Mick Jagger… all at different times, of course. You had to make a name for yourself in that environment, honey, so I became Chuck E. Starr, legend. I added another r. I didn’t want to be mixed up with Sabel.

		ANGELA BOWIE: The L.A. groupies greeted me, and we had a dance and a good laugh. The scene was like L.A. is now. Lots of girls holding on to each other and plenty of public French kissing.

		RICK WILDER: Rodney’s was a drunken cuss-and-fuss place, and the big thing was peacocking and dancing with yourself in front of these stupid mirrors… you’d wind up doing crazy drugs and getting into pointless fights with people. One time Chuckie whatever-his-name-was got mad at me for something, I had worn the same platforms as him or something, and we got in some dumb fight, and I put his head through one of those mirrors.

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: We rarely had live bands. On special occasions we’d have Zolar X, who dressed in space suits and played original songs about life in outer space. They’d go everywhere dressed like that. They’d go to Ralph’s Supermarket dressed up like that.

		ZORY ZENITH: We were cruising the parking lots and back alleys of the movie studios and major department stores and you’d be surprised what you’d find on the loading docks. I can’t imagine what I spent in just those few years on silver aluminum spray paint. When we put that shit up at Rodney’s it was fuckin’ glowing!

		JACKIE FOX: Zolar X had prosthetic ears and heads… but I couldn’t name a single one of their songs.

		ANDY SEVEN: They were terrible… the guitar was constantly going into an Echoplex.

		ZORY ZENITH: Since Zolar-X was so loud and the clubs of the time didn’t have onstage monitor systems we couldn’t hear ourselves when we played. Everyone thought it was weird that we decorated the mike stands with acrylics and plastics and we were wearing antennae and all that space stuff. I also hooked a wire around my head, attached to this clear plastic tube. I took the tip end off of a transistor radio earplug and put it into the tube and stuck a wire through it and sent it around to my mouth so that no matter where I moved on stage, however loud it was, I had my voice coming directly into my right ear like a homemade monitor. This setup became my costume trademark. Now all the stadium acts use high-tech headsets.

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: The first real L.A. homegrown glam rock band were the Berlin Brats. They were great.

		RICK WILDER: The Berlin Brats were me and Matt Campbell. We started in like ’72 in the bedroom of my mom’s house… that’s where Rodney discovered us. He walked up to my bedroom and saw us drinking Rainier Ale, and we told him we got it at the Lido liquor store, where if you were tall enough to reach the counter, they’d sell it to you.

		ROBERT LOPEZ: The Berlin Brats were New York Dolls–esque. They were trashy like the Dolls but not as shiny. They didn’t wear women’s clothes, but to us they were the bridge from glam to punk… the in-between.

		RODNEY BINGENHEIMER: The Brats were accused of being a New York Dolls rip-off, but they were totally original. Nobody looked like Rick Wilder, the lead singer. He was way over six feet tall, and he wore platforms on top of that. And he was the skinniest person you’d ever seen in your life. And they had great songs like “Tropically Hot.”

		RICK WILDER: The Dolls weren’t a factor in the Brats forming at all, but we did have a lot of the same influences, which made it seem that way—early R&B Stones, the Standells and other ’60s garage bands, weird Chuck Berry B-sides, and Blind Lemon Jefferson. It was two different coasts. Sure, I loved the Dolls and what Johnny Thunders was doing, but look, I had a guitar player, Matt Campbell, who at fourteen was as good as Johnny’s big idol, Keith Richards.

		ANDY SEVEN: The Berlin Brats were great. They had that whole raw early Stones R&B thing going on, but Rick Wilder looked more like Peter Wolf than Mick Jagger, and the band were actually pretty decent musicians.

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: The one thing the New York Dolls and the Berlin Brats had in common, besides heroin, was that they were glam but not at all femme. They were hardly pretty like David Bowie or Marc Bolan. And they didn’t experiment with bisexuality. It was girls, girls, girls, all the way.

		MICHAEL DES BARRES: Androgyny didn’t necessarily mean that you sucked cocks if you were a guy.

		SKOT ARMSTRONG: By the mid-’70s Hollywood was decadence-drunk, and the scene was wide open for clever street-level situationists to gain entry and turn freeloading and nose-thumbing into art. Enter Les Petites Bon-Bons led by Jerry Dreva and Bobby Lambert, former art students, guys who were as much energized by the post-Warhol Pop aesthetic, the Stonewall riots of ’69, and CORE, the Congress of Racial Equality, as they were by catty English rock disco gossip.

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: The Bon-Bons actualized the new music, this glitter dance pop, if you will. They were the antithesis of the Laurel Canyon buckskin-jacket country rock people. They were into clothing, they were into art, they were into makeup and drag, they were into the cutup method… they were scene makers and tastemakers who happened to dress outrageously with shaved heads, jewelry, dresses, boas, stuff you just didn’t see.

		RICHARD CROMELIN: There was a party at Peter Lawford’s mansion on the beach in Malibu after an Eagles concert at Santa Monica Civic. Jerry, Bobby, and I were leaving and we were walking back down PCH [the Pacific Coast Highway] toward Bobby’s car when these three dudes asked us, “You got any cocaine?” And suddenly they were running after us. There was fisticuffs, but we escaped with our skins.

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: The party scene was a buncha newly moneyed, womanizing cowboys hassling cross-dressed glitter street trash. There weren’t gonna be any faggy freaks looking like Divine at their big New West rock-and-roll party. They couldn’t stand the idea of a guy in makeup or even wearing a velvet jacket. I remember them calling Rodney and his constituency “pussies.”

		RICHARD CROMELIN: Glam filled the role as an alternative to your more proper and corporate kind of music. It was renegade, it was dangerous, it was fun, exciting… glamorous. A lot of things that the mainstream had stopped being.

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: Here were these people that were threatened by clothing, by Rodney and his friends or even chicks with cool mini-dresses? Most of them seemed to come out of the bar scene at the Troubadour and they liked those earth-mama girls. Those Laurel Canyon chicks in Levi’s overalls. They couldn’t understand self-expression of women then, women who were looking to be with the band or just dug the music and liked to dance to Slade. The poor glitter critters would be mocked constantly, and more than one of them got beaten up. These “L.A. Sound” clowns were so used to being cock of the walk. I’ve got nothing but animosity toward those people.

		RICHARD CROMELIN: My interpretation of Les Petites Bon-Bons was “Everybody is a star.” It was all about being flamboyant and cultivating a fascination with fame, no matter how minute, no matter how fleeting or tenuous the connection. Warhol was an obvious strong influence in that regard, and Jerry Dreva frequently cited Warhol. Les Bon Bons worked their way onto every guest list there was. Just being on the scene was part of their aesthetic. They wanted to be part of the social landscape. It was sort of male-groupie-ish, but at the same time serious artists who met Jerry were always taken by him, especially Bowie. Jerry was no dumb ornamental diva queen—he could converse with the best of them on politics, art, and culture. He had a brilliant mind.

		GENESIS P. ORRIDGE: Jerry Dreva and the other Bon-Bons people gave Bowie a whole lot of extra credibility through the L.A. gay underground and the mail arts scene and helped him cross over into an audience he might have taken longer to access. In England he had Lindsay Kemp and everyone behind him before he took to working Warhol and the Factory scene in New York and Rodney Bingen-heimer out west.

		BOBBY LAMBERT: Huge promo parties were being thrown all the time by major record companies, and they were always pretty easy to crash. Catered banquets and open-hosted bars made it possible to subsist on one meal a day. We routinely infiltrated any party for any band. Even funky old rural hard rockers Black Oak Arkansas weren’t beneath us!

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: Rodney and I lived on press parties four times a week. “There’s a steak dinner at the Black Oak Arkansas party!” I felt bad I usually didn’t like the guy’s music, but there was always great rib eye steak!
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		MICHAEL DES BARRES: As far as decadence goes, the Continental Hyatt House on the Sunset Strip, better known as the Riot House, was the court absolute of this Babylonian kingdom.

		RON ASHETON: Los Angeles was the glam capital of America, not New York, so of course the Stooges relocated to L.A. right after we recorded the Raw Power record in London. MainMan, Bowie’s management company, opened their West Coast offices in this big house on Mulholland Drive. Iggy and our guitar player, James Williamson, lived there. I stayed at the Hyatt House on Sunset Strip, where I was able to enjoy the perks of living there for a while… signing for everything and getting to know all the house detectives and the vice cops and the prostitutes who’d hang in the bar every night. There were all these high rollers that seemed to live there all year round, like this guy Mr. Thompson, who was some big wheeler-dealer in God knows what. I’d slide into the bar at the Hyatt and sit right next to a hooker on one side and a vice cop on the other and Mr. Thompson’d be across the way yelling, “Have drinks on me!” and he’d buy the whole bar a drink. It was a great time… until MainMan dropped us, and then it all went to hell, everything turned into a bad nightmare.

		DANNY SUGERMAN: Iggy’s career was still washed up despite the energy and goodwill of the glitter rock scene in L.A. Raw Power looked glam, but it didn’t sound “glam.” Sales bombed badly. It wasn’t Sweet or Suzi Quatro. Rodney didn’t play it very much at all. But people knew Iggy had worked with Bowie and that carried a lot of legitimacy, so he was able to depend on the generosity of strangers quite a bit. Iggy had no money. He was set on self-destruct. There was nothing happening to give him any hope. He took drugs to numb himself to the reality.

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: The Dolls realized they could get better gigs out here. In New York, they were playing art galleries. Then they came out to stay at the Riot House and play a couple of shows at the Whisky. They were downtown-New-York, swaggering, looking-for-a-party types, but I don’t know if they bargained for the level of decadence going on here. At the time they loved it, though. They were not anti-L.A. at all, like the Velvets were. I do remember David Johansen was mad he couldn’t find hand-cut pastrami in L.A. He was like, “Where’s Nathan’s?” I said, “There’s one in the Valley.” We had to do a hot dog run to Nathan’s with him. I’d never seen anybody put sauerkraut on a hot dog. I was like, “Wait a minute, you eat this at ten in the morning?” He said, “Oh yeah. Anytime.” He was always going, “Where’s the vendor carts?” I never knew you could get a hot dog on the street.

		SABEL STAR: [When the Dolls came to town to play the Whisky] we got them all something. Syl got some crotchless underwear, David [Johansen] this cocksucker thing, and I got Johnny some silver Fredrick’s of Hollywood underwear, which was my favorite. I gave Johnny his present and he goes, “Why don’t you come upstairs with me?” It was so weird because I knew he was going to be mine. For a week, we never left that room.

		SYLVAIN SYLVAIN: Johnny and Sabel went into the hotel bedroom. She gives him a blow job and that’s it, they were married in the eyes of God. He was hers and she was his.

		SABEL STAR: Johnny was so sweet and innocent and so cute. That first week was magical. I just fell in love with him. During the day, we’d hang around Hollywood Boulevard, we went to all the shops and we got our picture taken in a little photo booth, it was so much fun. Johnny and I just went off on our own, then there’d be the gigs at night. I thought I’d died and gone to heaven.

		LEEE “BLACK” CHILDERS: Iggy set out to turn people onto heroin. I don’t know for sure what his reasons were, but I lived with him for eight or nine months and I watched him do it. We had this really nice big house in the Hollywood Hills, he was with Corel then, and he’d invite people up to the house. It gave him something in his head, it was like sex, I guess, he’d tie them off and shoot ’em up, watch the blood bloom in the syringe. Watch them have their first high, and that’s what he got off on.

		SYLVAIN SYLVAIN: Johnny was a big Iggy fan and the four of them were always together, and one thing led to another. Johnny’s the kind of guy you turn him onto one joint and the next day he’s got a whole pound. So they’d fix together and that’s when that started. Johnny began using. Not regularly at first, just a little bit here and a little bit there. It turned out to be the worst thing you could ever introduce Johnny to, with all his problems, all the sexual confusion. “Am I a boy or a girl?” Heroin was perfect ’cause it puts you at rest with all that.

		LEEE BLACK CHILDERS: There was this groupie [at the Hyatt House where the Dolls were staying] who was being really pushy and annoying. Apparently she was behaving really badly so they put her in a chair naked. Then they wrapped her in tape, taped her to the chair so she couldn’t get out, then they covered her naked body with slices of baloney. They carried the whole taped package out, put it in the elevator, and punched for the lobby. The doors closed and down she went. The doors opened in the lobby and there was a naked girl covered in baloney.

		MICHAEL DES BARRES: Abusing groupies and the room service guy was not my thing. Unfortunately for some bands, the rock-and-roll wild nights at the Hyatt consisted of beating and sodomizing some poor infatuated midteen girl with an absent father complex or throwing the room service guy out the window. The Caligula rock-and-roll cliché. I wasn’t into any of that. I hated it. Why would I want to do that when I could be off with some beautiful woman in the hills with great wine, good conversation, and wonderful sex.

		HARVEY KUBERNIK: The party ended, pretty quickly. Iggy got hooked on heroin and Raw Power didn’t take off immediately, so there you go. So long, Iggy. Goodbye and good luck, you know? It’s been fun.

		DANNY SUGERMAN: After Columbia dumped the Stooges, Iggy owed MainMan a hundred grand, so Tony DeFries used the Columbia advance from Raw Power to make Bowie a star in Japan, and Iggy was pissed. He’d been used. He had nowhere to go. Being a fan, I felt an obligation to help him out. There was a guest room where I lived in this house in Laurel Canyon owned by Manzarek, who used the downstairs living room for his rehearsal studio, and Iggy stayed there. He was pretty strung out. Pamela Morrison

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
	
		
			DEDICATION: This work is dedicated to all the original punk ghosts and the crazy legacy that they left behind: John “Jackie” Morris (Black Randy), Jan Paul Beahm (Darby Crash), Claude Bessy (Kickboy Face), Kevin Wood, Rik L. Rik, Margaret Montgomery, Dear Orca, Craig Lee, Mike Doud, Chuck Wagon, Cliff Hanger, Shannon Wilhelm, El Duce, Tomata du Plenty, Leslie Holmes, Liara Goldsmith, Mick Wallace, Tom Ayres, Top Jimmy, Daphne Treibach, D. Boon, Muriel Cervenka, Jules Bates, Jeffrey Lee Pierce, Jane King, Blank Frank, Dennis Dannell.

			And to Joey Ramone.
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