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ART POP
 “When I was making 

Art Angels, I was 
thinking, ‘If people 

hate this, I have 
to go work at 
Starbucks,’ ” 
says Grimes. 
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 100 GREATEST 
DRUMMERS
Did your favorite drummer 
make the cut? We ranked 
the best of all time, from the 
Who’s Keith Moon all the way 
to Phil Collins, Travis Barker 
and Meg White.

 SEASON TWO: 
KIMMY SCHMIDT 
She’s back, damn it! We 
talked to Unbreakable Kimmy 
Schmidt’s Ellie Kemper and her 
co-stars about what’s in store 
for everyone’s favorite ex-cult 
member in the new season.

 WRONGFUL 
CONVICTION 
How a man who was 
mistakenly sentenced for a 
1994 murder in South Central 
L.A. spent 16 years in prison, 
killed a fellow inmate and 
ultimately won his freedom.

WHAT WE’RE LISTENING TO 
In the latest episode of Rolling Stone Music Now, 
senior writer David Fricke recaps his time with 
Iggy Pop, the singer’s friendship with David 
Bowie, and more. Plus: What ROLLING STONE 
staf ers are listening to around the o�  ce, 
including Courtney Barnett’s cover of the 
Grateful Dead’s “New Speedway Boogie.” 
The podcast goes live every Monday. 
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 2016 ROCK AND 
ROLL HALL OF FAME
N.W.A, Cheap Trick, Chicago and others 
storm the Hall of Fame. Check out the 
best moments from this year’s induction 
ceremony, including acceptance speeches, 
what went on backstage, and much more. 
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Moon
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ColeKemper





The Dems Debate

m a r k bi n el l i’s  cov er 
story on the Democratic can-
didates was welcome in a 
campaign season that looks 
like the WWE [“The Good 
Fight,” RS 1257]. Amazing 
that in 2016, a couple of poli-
cy wonks with deep commit-
ments to social issues could 
seem so radical.  
 Terrence Washington 

Via the Internet

your piece on sa nders 
and Clinton reinforced my 
belief that the senator from 
Vermont represents our best 
chance at wresting American 

democracy from the oligarchs 
and Super PACS.  
 Jack Walsh, via the Internet

bernie sanders has ral-
lied the progressive left in 
ways no other politician has 
in decades. Still, I think Clin-
ton’s background in interna-
tional politics makes her the 

stronger candidate. Thanks 
for a fascinating piece. 

Elizabeth MacDonald

Via the Internet

binelli writes of clin-
ton’s “willingness to absorb 
many of Sanders’ proposals” 
into her platform, portray-
ing it as an act of Democratic 
unity. She is a political weath-
er vane, and this is another 
calculation she’s willing to em-
brace. Until the inauguration. 

Tracy Abell, Lakewood, CO 

Robots 2.0

the ai follow-up missed 
the moral mark [“The Rise of 
Intelligent Machines, Part 2,” 
RS 1257]. Drones and robots in 
combat save lives on only one 
side, and make it easier for the 
commanders on that side to en-
gage the enemy in conditions 
that would otherwise be (to use 
your word) “unthinkable.” A na-
tion that engages in war with 
little or no human cost has al-
ready lost its primary incentive 
to seek peace. 

Steve Bein, Dayton, OH

Power to Mr. Pop

th a nks to w ill her mes 
for his pithy update on “elder 
statesman . . . scuzzball Leonard 
Cohen” Iggy Pop and his relent-
less, eternity-bound “sinewy 
visions” [Reviews, RS 1257]. Ig-
gy’s saga is a shirtless reminder 
that some old rockers never die, 
and the great ones, like Buddy 
Holly, do “not fade away.” 

Erskine Carter

Rock Island, IL

Kesha at War 

whatever you think oc-
curred, the Kesha legal case 
does highlight the vulnerabili-
ty of young artists [“Inside Ke-
sha’s Fight,” RS 1257].  

Ellen Je� erson, via the Internet

Jim Harrison, 1937-2016 

We note with sadness that 
writer Jim Harrison died in his 
home in Patagonia, Arizona, 
on March 26th at the age of 
78. Most famous as the 
author of Legends of 
the Fall, he wrote 
more than 30 
books, often pit-
ting plain-spoken 
characters against 
an unforgiving 
natural world. He 
lived as well as he 
wrote: smoking, drinking 
and carousing heavily; con-
suming legendary quantities 
of food, much of which he 

expertly prepared himself. His 
sole piece for ROLLING STONE, 
an essay about long walks at 
night, includes personal details 

that became hallmarks 
of his most enduring 

fi ctional creation, 
Brown Dog: “a 
totally free man, 
which means he is 
poor but doesn’t 

care.” Harrison, who 
had two daughters 

with his wife of 56 years, 
personifi ed a supreme will to 

survive. “Deep faith,” he writes 
in Brown Dog, “is a surefi re 
goad to lust.”

TRIBUTE
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a thoughtful and 
honest story on a charis-
matic guy who deserves 
his success. I hope hav-
ing a kid will bring 
Ma c k lemor e  s ome 
peace of mind.  
 Anne Moore 

 Via the Internet

a f t e r  r e a d i n g 
Jonah Weiner’s nice 
piece, I’m even more con-
fused about why Mackle-
more warrants all the hate. 
Everybody loved him when 
he was goofing around in 
the “Thrift Shop” era. Now 

that he’s addressing more 
serious issues, albeit awk-
wardly, why do people feel 
the need to trash him for 
being honest?  
 Jess Newman, via the Internet

i  g o t t a  s a y  t h a t 
Mackle more does seem 
a bit self-serving some-
times, but I also believe 
him when he says that 
on “White Privilege II” 
he’s “processing out loud.” 
That’s what artists do 
every day.

Andrew Thompson

Via the Internet

m ack lemore shows up 
late to meetings? And brings 
a reporter? As a recovering 
addict, that’s incredibly dis-
respectful.

Justin D, via the Internet
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Correspondence Love Letters 
& Advice

Macklemore Comes Clean
In RS 1257, Jonah Weiner profi led the rapper Macklemore, whose new release has some 
fans wound up [“Macklemore’s Guilt Trip”]. ROLLING STONE readers responded.





2. Mark 
Pritchard feat. 
Thom Yorke
“Beautiful People”
We’re all so jacked for a 
new Radiohead record, 
we’ll take anything – 
anything! – they of er up. 
This U.K. producer’s gauzy 
electro-zone-out turns 
Yorke’s cellar-soul falsetto 
into sweet sandpaper.

3. Zayn Malik
“BeFoUr” 
In One Direction, he was 
the R&B guy hiding his 
talent under a teen-rock 
bushel. On this Weeknd-
smooth slow-burner, he 
suggests Timberlakean 
levels of artistic possibility. 

4. The Goon Sax
“Home Haircuts” 
A tragic vignette from a cute little 
Aussie indie band that’s led by the son 
of Robert Forster, from classic Aussie 
indie band the Go-Betweens. Jangly 
genius clearly runs in the family. 

5. Sturgill Simpson
“In Bloom” 
Country maverick Simpson 
reimagines the Nirvana 
classic as a soulful 
honky-tonk weeper 
– the kind of 
iconoclasm 
Kurt Cobain 
would love. 

“I usually wake up 
at about three in the 
afternoon,” says the 
Aerosmith guitarist, 

who is touring this spring 
with the Hollywood 

Vampires. “The fi rst thing 
I do is put a record 
on the turntable.”

Deep Purple
“Highway Star”

This was constructed 
back when real players 
knew how to hold your 
attention with a solo 

for three minutes. 

J. Geils Band
“Love Stinks”

I don’t know if there is 
a better frontman than 
Peter Wolf. They were 

one of the fi rst bands to 
understand the value of 

videos and MTV.

Jimi Hendrix
“Driving South”

There’s a version from 
the BBC with the original 
Experience where he just 
cuts loose for six minutes. 
It really gives you an idea 

of his blues roots.

Rolling Stones
“Honky Tonk Women”

This has all the elements 
of what makes the Stones 
the Stones. It’s a simple 
song, but those are the 
hardest ones to write.

Bob Dylan
“Like a Rolling Stone”
I don’t know what he’s 
singing about half the 

time, but somehow the 
lyrics were easy to wrap 
your head around. This 
is a song that has stuck 

with me forever.

7. White Denim
“Had 2 Know (Personal)” 

Texas’ White Denim specialize in liquid 
tunes for people with very short attention 

spans – juggling Skynyrd-y highway 
fi re, indie guitar grind and jam-band 

tomfoolery in some of the most inventive 
guitar rock going. This highlight of their 

new Still is like three (really 
good) songs at once. 
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MY LIST

Five Songs I Play 
When I Get Up

Joe Perry

6. Tacocat 
“Men Explain Things to Me” 
These Seattle pop-punk feminists take on 
one of today’s great evils: “mansplaining.” 
(You know who you are, mansplainers.) And 
the insanely catchy results sound like Bikini 
Kill’s Kathleen Hannah fronting the Go-Gos. 





2017 C 300 Coupe shown in Lunar Blue metallic paint with optional equipment.  ©2016 Mercedes-Benz USA, LLC For more information, call 1-800-FOR-MERCEDES, or visit MBUSA.com.

Introducing the all-new C-Class Coupe. Engineered for superior sportiness and equipped with 

Dynamic Select—a feature that allows you to alter the driving dynamics to your exact liking—the 

C-Class Coupe will send you, and your heart, racing in seconds. Yet its stunning good looks will just 

as quickly bring you to a halt. The completely redesigned C-Class Coupe. MBUSA.com/C-Coupe

Performance that moves you.  
Beauty that stops you in your tracks.
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Rock&Roll
Iggy’s 

Last Stand
Inside the singer’s Bowie-

inspired final album  
BY DAVI D  FR I CK E

I
t comes halfway through 
Iggy Pop’s show at SXSW in Aus-
tin – during “Funtime,” his invita-

tion to ecstasy on the 1977 album The 

Idiot. Stripped to the waist, show-
ing of a chestnut-tan chest, the sing-
er leaps headfirst from the stage of 
the Moody Theater, f lipping onto 
his back in a crucifixion pose as he 
lands on a sea of hands. It is three 
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FUNTIME 
Pop onstage in 

L.A., March



gigs into his new tour – promot-
ing what he claims is his last 
album, the dark, compelling Post 
Pop Depression – and Pop, who 
turns 69 on April 21st, has taken 
his fi rst stage dive.

“I needed to connect, and I’ll 
do whatever it takes,” he de-
clares in a slow-rolling baritone 
in his dressing room after a sear-
ing two-hour set featuring that 
record and more than a dozen 
songs from The Idiot and late 
1977’s Lust for Life, the fabled 
LPs Pop made in Berlin with his 
late friend David Bowie. The pre-
vious evening, Pop and his latest 
combo, led by Post Pop producer 
and Queens of the Stone Age gui-
tarist Josh Homme, taped an ep-
isode here of the TV show Austin 
City Limits. There was no stage 
dive. “Everybody was happy – it 
was like a sock hop,” Pop cracks 
with a chuckle. 

But tonight, “I thought, ‘Let’s 
get it out of the penthouse,’ ” 
he says, referring to the SXSW 
crowd’s initial reserve. “I know it 
was hard for them,” he suggests, 
fl ashing a gently mocking grin. 
“They were at a conference. They 
had a meeting all day.” They were 
also getting “a full dose – wheth-
er they wanted it or not.”

Pop is at a new peak in his 
half-century ride through ga-
rage-rock extremes, legendary 
self-destruction in the Seventies 
and Eighties, hard-won sobriety and seri-
al collaboration with admirers like Bowie, 
Green Day and now Homme. “I work bet-
ter with other people,” Pop admits. “You’re 
out of your comfort zone. You say, ‘OK, you 
threw down. I’ll throw down.’ ”

Pop had finished a decade of reunion 
shows with the Stooges when he fi rst ex-
changed text messages with Homme about 
writing songs together. “I did a full job with 
that,” Pop says of the Stooges, who ef ec-
tively ended when drummer Scott Asheton 
died in 2014. “I would never play ‘I Wanna 
Be Your Dog’ again, at a proper gig, without 
Ron” – Scott’s older brother, guitarist Ron 
Asheton, who died in 2009. “Those are his 
rif s, his sensibility.” There are no Stooges 
songs in Pop’s current set list.

Instead, he has turned his focus to the 
creative bond with Bowie that produced 
The Idiot and Lust for Life. Pop recorded 
Post Pop Depression with Homme, Dead 
Weather and Queens of the Stone Age gui-
tarist Dean Fertita, and Arctic Monkeys 
drummer Matt Helders, cutting the LP in 
just four weeks in January and March 2015. 

At one point, Pop sent Homme what he 
calls “a detailed blow-by-blow” on the mak-

and “China Girl,” written by Pop 
with Bowie and covered by the 
latter on a Top 10 single.

“They were all songs we want-
ed to play,” says Fertita. “Iggy 
asked Josh for a list of songs that 
he wanted to play. Then Iggy 
came back with his own list.” 
The result, which includes rare-
ly performed gems like the sen-
sually lethal “Baby,” from The 
Idiot, “fell together naturally.”

Bowie is very much on Pop’s 
mind as he performs the Berlin 
material. When Bowie died on 
January 10th, Pop was prepar-
ing for tour rehearsals at home 
in Miami. He claims that the 
best thing in the Idiot version of 
“China Girl” is “when I shut up. 
There is a beautiful guitar line 
that David wrote. I knew it was 
good when we did it, but I was 
not able to appreciate it emo-
tionally the way I do now. Every 

time I hear it, I feel 
all these things that 
have to do with com-
ing and going. Be-
cause we all come, 
and we all go.”

The singer con-
f irms that during 
the Post Pop Depres-
sion sessions he told 
Homme, “Dude, I 
reckon this will be it.” 
The tour runs through 
mid-May, and Pop has 

promised Homme “a rebate in the fall.” 
There have been some concessions to age 
and general wear and tear. “I’m a guy who 
doesn’t see well but thinks he sees well,” 
cracks Pop, who suf ers from astigmatism 
and uses reading glasses of  stage. “I need a 
strong prescription. If I put ’em on too close 
to a gig, I’m like . . .” He mimes stumbling 
around like a blind man. In Austin, Pop ac-
tually sang one number, The Idiot’s “Night-
clubbing,” while sitting on a stool, like a 
shirtless Sinatra. “I do less and less,” Pop 
says of his signature tribal dancing. “The 
main thing I’m concerned with is the vocal. 
The songs are good. Sing the damn song.”

When pressed about the future, Pop 
jokes about doing a children’s album, mak-
ing pottery and playing “festivals in wine 
regions.” Then he gets serious: “It might be 
a good idea to just see if I can survive Josh, 
because he’s a big guy with a lot of ener-
gy. I’m pushing it to keep up with these fel-
las. I thought at fi rst, ‘I’m going to every 
soundcheck!’ Otherwise I’ll be called the 
douche of the group, right? But then” – Pop 
af ects a moaning voice – “I’m like, ‘I can’t 
make soundcheck.’ ” He smiles gratefully. 
“They’re really nice about it.”

ing of those Berlin albums, including the 
tales behind songs like “Dum Dum Boys,” 
which was just Pop’s chord change and a 
piano line until Bowie suggested the title, 
in homage to the then-defunct Stooges, and 
told Pop to write a story to go with it.

“That gave Josh a hint,” Pop says bright-
ly. One new song, “Sunday,” was “very 
me, something leftist-intellectual about 
the isolation of the new economy” until 
Homme chimed in. “Josh said, ‘We’re writ-
ing about Iggy Pop, the working man’s mu-
sician. When he gets to Sunday, he’s black, 
blue and tired.’ He’d say something I could 
gnaw on,” Pop says of Homme. “Then I had 
to fi gure out how to make it fi t me.”

They did the same thing with the live 
show, which features the band on the album 
plus bassist Matt Sweeney and Queens of 
the Stone Age keyboard player Troy Van 
Leeuwen. At the Moody, Pop made an ex-
plosive entrance – a whirlwind of barefoot 
karate kicks and Tarzan-style chest punch-
es – to the high gallop of “Lust for Life.” 
Then he connected the bleak tensions of 
“American Valhalla” and “Paraguay,” on 
Post Pop Depression, to Berlin-era classics 
such as “Sister Midnight,” “The Passenger” 
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ROUGH BOYS Pop with 
Homme (above) and with 
Bowie, 1977. “He appreciated 
oddballs,” Pop said of Bowie 
after his death in January. “He 
had a very strong curiosity and 
had absolute aesthetic values.”
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M
inutes before stepping onstage 
at New York’s Beacon Theatre, Leon 
Bridges is feeling good. He’s just taken 
his usual preshow shot of Laphroaig 

whiskey (“Well, a couple of them,” he says), and he’s 
pacing backstage in a new custom suit, belting out 
a freshly written New Orleans-style shu�  e about 
cruising home into the arms of a Mexican girl. 
“Being from Texas, I love my Mexican women,” he 
says with a laugh. “It’s just about, like, being home 
and excited about life.”

Bridges has a lot to be excited about. His debut, 
Coming Home, just climbed more than 100 spots 
to the Top 20 on the iTunes chart after he appeared 

on the Today show, 
and he’s selling out 
historic venues like 
Nashville’s Ryman Au-
ditorium. “It’s mind-
blowing,” says Bridges. 
“There’s still a sense of 
‘These people are here 
for me?’ ”

Just a couple of years ago, Bridges was a col-
lege dropout (he studied choreography at a Fort 
Worth community college), busing tables at two 
restaurants to help his single mother pay her 
bills. That’s when Austin Jenkins, then a guitarist 
for psych-rock band White Denim, noticed Bridges 
playing at a local bar one Tuesday night. “I thought 
he was playing covers,” says Jenkins. “The writing 
was very, very deep.” Soon, Bridges and Jenkins 
were holed up in a Fort Worth warehouse, record-
ing Coming Home, which heavily channels the gos-
pel soul of Sam Cooke.

The Beacon set veers between hushed gospel 
and blazing R&B, with Bridges inciting shrieks 
when he shu�  es to the front of the stage while 
busting moves inspired by his hero Fred 
Astaire. Bridges is hitting the road through 
October; unlike the character in his new 
song, he’s not keeping a girl waiting 
at home. “I’m still a single man,” 
he says. “Of course, I meet a lot 
of beautiful ladies on the road. 
But I don’t see myself committing any 
time soon.” He laughs. “I’m just wait-
ing to get into that celebrity status, so 
I can start dating all the fi ne celebrity 
women, you know.” PATRICK DOYLE 

PEARL JAM TURN 25 – 
AND HIT THE ROAD

ARCS PLAN SURPRISES 
FOR SPRING TOUR

Pearl Jam will celebrate their 25th birthday 
in the best possible way: with a sold-out 

arena tour in the U.S. and Canada this 
spring. “It’s been half of our life,” 

says bassist Jef  Ament. “There 
were times we were at odds 
with each other. Somehow 
we persevered.” Pearl Jam 

concerts are notoriously 
unpredictable, but 

there will likely be a 
mix of 1990s hits, 
deep cuts and 
surprise covers, 
like Pink Floyd’s 
“Comfort-
ably Numb.”   

ANNIE LICATA

Black Keys frontman Dan Auerbach is hit-
ting theaters across the country this month 
with his side band, the Arcs. “We have a 
batch of new songs to try out on this tour,” 
Auerbach promises, “and a few guests that 
will be joining us along the way.”  A.L. 

TOUR NOTES

R&R
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ON THE ROAD

Star Time 
for Leon 
Bridges 

Texas rookie thrills crowds with 
a throwback soul sound and 
Fred Astaire-inspired moves

 It’s mind-
blowing. There’s 
still a sense of 
‘These people are 
here for me?’
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Also available at bn.com/rsdavidbowie.

ON NEWSSTANDS NOW



Brian Eno discovered a new 
tool while making his first 
album in nearly four years: 
“As you get older, your voice 
drops. I realized I could 
now hit a low C.” That lower 
register helped Eno, 67, write 
The Ship, which mixes the 
art-rock vocals of LPs like 
1975’s Another Green World 

with the free-flowing drifts of 
his pioneering ambient work. 
For the 21-minute title track, 
Eno fed paragraphs into an 
algorithmic text generator – 
including a lifeboat passen-
ger’s description of the Titanic 
sinking, filthy soldiers’ songs 
from World War I, and his own 
scrapped lyrics – and pored 
through the tangled results. 
    The album includes a gor-
geous cover of the Velvet 
Underground’s “I’m Set Free,” 
a tribute to Eno’s friend Lou 
Reed. “I struggled for a long 
time about whether I become 
a pop musician or a fine artist,” 
he says. “The Velvet Under-
ground made me realize they 
could be the same thing.” 
   Upcoming live shows will fea-
ture alternative versions of the 
LP as well as a “three-dimen-
sional” audio installation that 
includes some 30 loudspeakers 
atop “monolithic structures.” It 
will be the fullest realization of 
the idea that inspired The Ship: 
“What about making a song 
that you could walk around  
inside?”  CHRISTOPHER R. WEINGARTEN 

Both Sides  

of Eno in  

One Album

‘The Ship’ combines 
singalong tunes with 
ambient drift 

IN THE STUDIO
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B
and of horses frontman ben bridwell struggled for months to 

write the follow-up to 2012’s Mirage Rock, which he felt featured stilted performanc-

es and some insincere lyrics. “I was stuck, like, ‘How many more teenage dorkazoid 

stories can I share?’ ” he says. But after encouragement from friend Rick Rubin (who 

told Bridwell, “You got this, dog,” after hearing early eforts), Bridwell wrote several gems 

for Why Are You OK (due in June) – including “Dull Times the Moon,” about getting older 

and raising his four kids. Bridwell says the songs recapture the emotionally raw charm of his 

band’s earliest work. One reason: He played guitar in the studio after largely setting it down 

last time. “Maybe it’s getting older,” he says. “But I kind of like my wack-ass style.”     PATRICK DOYLE

Band of Horses Get Back
South Carolina indie rockers return to vintage form 

following disappointing 2012 album
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ACHTUNG 
MAN 
Eno

HORSING AROUND 
 Creighton Barrett, 
Bridwell and Ryan 
Monroe (from left)

THE MIGHTY 
QUINS   
Tegan and 
Sara

Tegan and Sara traded guitar-
heavy indie rock for synth-pop 
on 2013’s Heartthrob, which 
climbed to Number Three on the 
charts. But instead of reaching 
further into pop grandiosity on 
the follow-up, Love You to Death 
(June 3rd), the sisters worked 
with just one producer, Greg 
Kurstin (Adele, Sia), on mini-
malistic songs like New Wave-y 
“Boyfriend” and “White Knuck-
les,” which addresses the sisters’ 
friction with each other. “Since 
things are so good between us, 
it’s easier to look back at times 
when it was really bad between 
us,” says Sara Quin.      KORY GROW

TEGAN & SARA’S 
STRIPPED-
DOWN ‘DEATH’
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M
a rgo price’s tattoos 
tell her story. She has nine, 
some of which you can’t 
see, like the words gypsy 

wanderer of the world embla-
zoned on her left foot. There’s a buf-
falo on her left thigh, memorializing 
Buffalo Clover, her old country-soul 
band. Her biggest tattoo, on her left 
shoulder, depicts a huge tree circled by 
three birds, representing herself and 
her twin sons, Judah, who’s now fi ve, 
and Ezra, who died in 2010 from a rare 
heart condition two weeks after he was 
born. His death began a long, painful, 
self-destructive period for Price. “That 
took me out of the game for a while,” 
says Price, sipping a frozen Irish cof ee 
in a booth at a Williamsburg, Brook-
lyn, bar. “All I wanted to do was drink 
to forget.”

Price’s debut album, Midwest Farm-
er’s Daughter, on Third Man Records, 
is a diary of wrestling with the tragedy, 
living hard and struggling over 12 years 
to make it in Nashville. “I used to write 
story-songs, about a couple robbing a 
bank or whatever,” says Price, 32. “But 
I decided I’m going to go ahead and lay 
it all out on the line here. And it felt re-
ally good, really therapeutic.” Price’s 
ba re honk y-tonk 
confessions recall 
Loretta Lynn’s auto-
biographical hits of 
the Sixties. But Price 
makes clear that she 
also counts Merle Haggard and Way-
lon Jennings as some of her biggest he-
roes: “I feel like one of the men. I’m like 
David Allan Coe. I’ve been to prison, 
man! I think that’s what separated me 
from the Kacey Musgraves, stuf  like 
that. There’s not a lot of glitter or girly 
bows and stuf .”

Price grew up in rural northern Il-
linois, on a farm her family was forced 
to sell when she was two. Her dad went 
to work as a prison guard. “It took the 
wind out of the whole family,” she says. 
“We were still surrounded by corn-
fi elds and cattle, and it was really hard 
for them.” 

She dropped out of college and 
moved to Nashville at 20, inspired by 
her great-uncle Bobby Fischer, who 
wrote hits for George Jones, Conway 
Twitty and Reba McEntire. Instead of 
breaking big, she wound up working 
odd jobs – teaching tap dance, play-
ing Gretel at a local children’s the-
ater – and living “in a double-wide 
with a dude.” Her prospects improved 
when she met another dude, her hus-
band and guitar player, Jeremy Ivey; 
They moved in togeth- [Cont. on 20]
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The New Honky- 
Tonk Heroine 

Margo Price endured jail, hard drinking and her son’s 
death – then poured it all into a stellar debut LP 

BY PAT R ICK D OY L E

“There were 
so many traps,” 
says Price of 
trying to make 
it in Nashville. 

NEW ARTIST



er, started a band and 
spent years scraping by. “I had a hard 
time meeting people that were gen-
uine,” she says. “There were so many 
traps.” On her song “This Town Gets 
Around,” Price tells the story of a man-
ager who invited her to his mansion to 
meet with a songwriter. After a couple 
of glasses of sangria, Price started feel-
ing disoriented and suspected they had 
put something in her drink. “They said, 
‘We put some vodka in there, because 
we didn’t think you’re having enough 
fun.’ ” Ivey came to rescue her, and the 
two sold their possessions for $3,000 
and drove to Colorado, where they lived 
on a campground and busked during 
the day to make enough for dinner.

After her son’s death, Price went into 
a tailspin. “I denounced God,” she says, 
her eyes clouding up. She drank and 
self-medicated, and considered check-
ing into a mental institution. After one 
night of hard drinking, a cab failed to 
show up and Price drove home; she was 
pulled over and spent a weekend in jail. 
She tells the tale on “Weekender.” “I felt 
like jail was God’s answer: ‘Now you 
are in a loony bin.’ I’ve kept it from a 
lot of my family. They’ll know when the 
album comes out.” 

Price entered therapy and started 
writing nonstop. She recorded Mid-
west Farmer’s Daughter at the origi-
nal Sun Studio in Memphis, working 
at night after the tourists had left. Sev-
eral labels passed on the album, but 
Price kept pushing. “She doesn’t un-
derstand the word ‘no,’ ” says friend 
(and frequent karaoke partner) Brit-
tany Howard, who crashed in Price’s 
basement when she was recording Al-
abama Shakes’ first album. “She’s a 
huge inspiration.” Last year, a Third 
Man employee invited her to the label’s 
Nashville headquarters. She was intro-
duced to label owner Jack White, who’d 
heard her album. “He said it was gen-
uine, and it was good to hear that back 
in country music,” she says.

After years of feeling like an out-
cast, Price is getting used to being the 
talk of the town. “It’s also funny to hear 
people that I thought were my friends 
talk shit behind your back,” she says. 
With the success of serious road-hard-
ened songwriters like Chris Stapleton 
and Jason Isbell, she feels it might fi-
nally be her time to break through. “A 
lot of people like mainstream country 
because they’re not given another op-
tion,” she says. “A lot of the record is me 
giving the finger to the music business. 
I’m curious how I’ll be accepted in those 
circles now.”

MARGO PRICE

[Cont. from 19]

K
a n y e w est, outk ast, k endrick l a m ar – i don’t 
think any of them could have existed without A Tribe Called 
Quest. Tribe came out of that late-Eighties bohemian move-
ment with De La Soul and the Jungle Brothers, but they were 

able to transcend that and incorporate elements of hardcore hip-hop. 
And Phife was the one who brought that authenticity: You had Q-Tip, 
who could be romantic or arty or ethereal, and then you had Phife, 
“the 5-foot assassin with the roughneck business.” It was almost like 
the two of them belonged on diferent records, but they complement-
ed each other perfectly. And because Phife was there, Tribe were able 
to take fans with them to a place that was a little more experimental.  

It took him a while to find his place. Phife’s real debut was on their 
second album, The Low End Theory. The Beastie Boys’ road manager, 
Sean Carasov, had signed them to Jive/RCA, and played us an early ver-
sion of the album at our L.A. studio, G-Son. I remember this “oh, shit” 
moment for all of us – particularly with the song “Buggin’ Out.” Every-
one just said, “Why didn’t we see this before?” In person, Phife was the 
same way; he could lurk in the shadows for a while, then do something 
explosive. When Tribe were with us for our Hello Nasty tour, we would 
have backstage basketball games as a preshow ritual. Phife didn’t often 
make it, but when he did, he was awesome – this little guy playing ball 
in unlaced Timberland boots, a towel wrapped around his neck. 

In hindsight, he probably hung back a bit because of the degree he 
was dealing with his health issues. These weren’t a secret – he rhymed 
about being the “funky diabetic.” The last time I saw him was at the re-
hearsals for Tribe’s opening slot for Kanye on the Yeezus tour; he would 
need to rest between songs – take a chair or a knee. But then he was 
never someone like Kendrick or Jay Z, who seem like they are efort-
lessly crushing it. He had to work for it.   As told to Nathan Brackett
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Phife Dawg
A Beastie Boy remembers the Tribe Called 

Quest rapper, who died March 22nd at age 45 
BY M I K E  D.
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early in “kill ’em and leave,” 
James McBride writes that “the 
James Brown story is not about 
James Brown. It’s about who’s get-
ting paid, whose interest is in-
volved, who can squeeze the estate 
and black history for more. . . . It’s 
ref lective of the sad state of the 
American popular emporium 
these days, where for the last de-
cade talent shows judged by stars whose 
names we’ll forget fi ve minutes past break-
fast decide who has ‘talent.’ ”

That’s the ramp-up of a formidable free-
style book that isn’t straight biography (for 
that, see RJ Smith’s vivid 2012 The One) 
but a mix of history, street-level investiga-
tive reporting, hagiography, Deep South so-
ciology, music criticism, memoir and some 
fi ery preaching. McBride is a National Book 
Award-winning author (The Color of Water, 
The Good Lord Bird) and jazz saxophonist 
who thinks deeply about race and art. The 
man blows beautiful sentences that don’t 
shun punchlines; even those put of  by his 
old-school pop perspective should fi nd plen-
ty to amen.

Especially rich are McBride’s 
profi les of Brown’s family and in-
timates: the singer’s loyal fi rst wife 
and lifelong friend, Velma; the self-
proclaimed cousin CR, who reveals 
Brown’s mysterious family tree to 
McBride one night in a backwoods 
shack; and Brown’s trusted and 
fastidious white accountant, David 
Cannon, whose career was crushed 

in the shit-show of contesting interests fol-
lowing the Godfather’s passing in 2006. 

It’s this aftermath that animates much 
of McBride’s reporting, and to an extent the 
book, from the scenes of Michael Jackson’s 
overnight with the dead singer in an Au-
gusta, Georgia, funeral home; to the outra-
geous battle over Brown’s estate, earmarked 
in his will for poor Southern schoolchildren 
but eviscerated in the legal fray from an esti-
mated $100 million to less than $5 million, 
by one account. Ultimately, McBride tells a 
story of a musician who not only changed pop 
worldwide but who was an icon of black self-
determination – a man whose fi ght against 
America’s racist heritage defi ned his life and, 
remarkably, his death.   WILL HERMES 

Jesse Jarnow’s fascinating 
new book, Heads: A Biogra-
phy of Psychedelic America, 
explores what he calls “a vast 
and learned psychonautical 

diaspora” 
– the social 
and physical 
world shaped 
by drugs 
like LSD, 
DMT, peyote, 
MDMA and 
mushrooms. 
At the center 

of the story is the freewheel-
ing economy that grew up 
around the Grateful Dead and 
quickly trickled down to the 
“hip capitalism” of Phish, Dave 
Matthews and jamfests across 
the country. Jarnow describes 
how echoes of head culture 
have touched various corners 

of America’s past and present, 
from New York’s gra�  ti scene 
to frat boys to the found-
ers of Google. Jarnow, who 
published a book about Yo 
La Tengo in 2012, touches on 
pop-culture of shoots from 
Freaks and Geeks to Miley 
Cyrus, while perspectively 
probing “the apolitical morass 
of head politics.” He notes that 
although acid use is down as 
a high school ritual, it’s thriv-
ing as a high-end recreation 
– “a rarefi ed space,” he writes 
with some ambiguity, “for 
rarefi ed people.”  JON DOLAN
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Finding New Meaning 
in Mr. Dynamite
James McBride delivers a freewheeling 

and deeply philosophical James Brown bio 

America’s 
Psychedelic 
Majority
How LSD changed 
culture forever, from 
the Dead to Miley
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GET ON UP 
Brown in 
Harlem, 
1979.

Miley 
Cyrus





A
lex turner is finishing his 
second martini at a stufy bar in 
Manhattan when he starts rem-
iniscing about his earliest vis-

its to New York, a dec ade ago. The Eng-
lish singer-guitarist was 20 when his band 
Arctic Monkeys performed on Saturday 
Night Live and played a very hyped show 
at the Bowery Ballroom. “David Bowie 
came backstage,” he says in his thick York-
shire accent. “We didn’t know what to 
say to him, you know. We were just over-
whelmed. It was like a fucking runaway 
train in those days.” 

At the time, the Monkeys had just 
topped the U.K. charts with a debut album 
that became the fastest-selling LP in Brit-
ish history. But Turner, who just turned 
30, had trouble adjusting to fame and 
wasn’t happy with his band’s 2007 follow-
up. To get some distance from his main 
gig, he teamed with Liverpudlian friend 
Miles Kane of Monkeys touring partners 
the Little Flames. They formed the Last 
Shadow Puppets, an ambitious project that 
branched out of the Monkeys’ garage-y 
sound, combining doo-wop, spaghetti-
Western film music and big orchestrations 
courtesy of Arcade Fire’s Owen Pallett. 
“We were very aware we were making a re-
cord that we shouldn’t really be making,” 
says Turner of the Puppets’ 2008 debut. 
“This sort of idea of arrogance and sophis-
tication. We’d play places with gold ceil-
ings and shit.” 

The album became a cult favorite and 
was nominated for England’s Mer cury 
Prize. Turner and Kane also became fa-
mous in the U.K. as tabloid playboys, 
known for dating models, dressing in flashy 
suits and sitting front-row at fashion shows. 
“The Monkeys used to shut everybody out,” 
says Turner. “Not just journalists, but ev-
erybody. And it’s not the right way to be. 
Miles helped me open up.” 

Now, eight years after their first release, 
the Shadow Puppets are returning with 
Everything You’ve Come to Expect, which 
is geared more toward Seventies L.A. 
pop and what Turner calls the “shimmer-
ing” quality of Paul Weller’s Style Council.  
They began work on the album when the 
Arctic Monkeys went on hiatus after their 
2013 LP, AM. “The other guys just had ba-
bies,” says Turner. “We’ll get back to it at 
some point.” He and Kane moved from 

Kane says moments like this reflect Tur-
ner’s growing confidence in his fame. “He 
enjoys being a star more and taking it for 
what it is,” Kane says. “He’s more comfort-
able in his own skin.” A day after our in-
terview, Turner and his girlfriend, model 
Taylor Bagley, whom he started dating last 
year, will be photographed kissing outside 
a New York hotel. Turner has never been 
one for long-term relationships, but this 
feels diferent. “It’s always been hard, def-
initely,” he says. “But now, I guess, this is 
like a new chapter, in a way. I’m excited.”

London to L.A. and lived the easy life: “You 
wake up, do the eye mask, swan-dive into 
the avocado pond. Rinse that of, which 
isn’t always easy,” Turner jokes. 

Two years ago, Turner alarmed some 
fans when he took the stage at the Brit 
Awards and rambled about “the cyclical 
nature of the universe,” before literally 
dropping the mic. “A lot of people thought 
I was wa�ing away on drugs,” Turner says. 
“But I wasn’t. I just can’t pretend getting 
an award was something I’ve dreamed 
about since I was a kid, because it isn’t.” 
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How the Arctic Monkeys singer moved to California, learned  
to relax and made a great LP with the Last Shadow Puppets

BY PAT R ICK D OY L E

Alex Turner’s L.A. Love
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SONGS FROM THE 
WEST COAST  
Kane (left) and 

Turner of the Last 
Shadow Puppets 





WHY GO CURVED?
Curved TVs are 

an innovation, not 
a gimmick. They 
reduce glare and 
refl ections, which 
makes for a better 

overall picture.
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High-Tech TVs Made Easy
With smart features, 4K defi nition and curved tech available on the 
best models, now is the time to invest in a new TV, no matter what 

your budget. Plus: How to upgrade your sound 
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TECH

Make Your Living Room Sound Like a Multiplex
Three great options for boosting your home-theater audio 

Raumfeld Sounddeck $1,299

This speaker-embedded TV stand is all about 
power, with two subwoofers and an amp that 
prevents distortion even at its most cranked.

ZVOX SB500 Soundbar $599

Perfect for action movies, this soundbar can 
isolate and highlight dialogue, meaning Dwayne 

Johnson’s lines will never sound clearer.

Creative iRoar $369

The iRoar has Bluetooth connectivity and a 20-
hour battery, so you can move it anywhere in 

your living room (or take it on the road).

THE SPLURGE

LG 55-inch 55EG9600 
Curved OLED 4K Smart TV
$2,999 

The pinnacle of home-theater luxury: The 
picture is as clear as it gets, and with a curved 
screen that’s just two inches thick, it looks 
incredibly cool in your living room. Like these 
other TVs, it supports crazily detailed 4K 
content, which will eventually overtake HD. 

MID-PRICED  STUNNER

Samsung 55-inch KS8000 
4K SUHD TV
$1,799 

Thanks to its vibrant colors, this fl atscreen has nearly 
as superb a picture as the LG, for considerably less 
money. It also does the best job of any TV at 
optimizing existing HD content – useful, since it could 
be years before all content is available in 4K. 

BEST VALUE

Insignia 50-inch 
LED 4K Roku TV
$499 

Like the other two TVs, the 
Roku has a Smart TV 
interface, meaning you can 
stream video without an 
Apple TV or similar device. 
And you’d be hard-pressed 
to fi nd better resolution on 
a set this cheap. 



Prototype shown with options. Production model may vary. ©2015 Toyota Motor Sales, U.S.A., Inc.

toyota.com/prius

WHAT’S NEXT

With modern, striking lines, standard Bi-LED headlights and an 

uncompromising sense of style, the 2016 Prius has an edge at  

every angle. Sleek is what’s next.



R
ick nielsen has been home 
from tour for two days, but his 
battered red suitcase still sits 
packed near the front door of his 

Rockford, Illinois, home. The Cheap Trick 
guitarist just returned from playing the 
Florida Strawberry Festival, where the 
band shared the bill with a strawberry-
stemming contest, a corn-dog-eating con-
test, and Donny and Marie. Soon, Nielsen 
will fly to Seattle to perform at the 50th-
birthday party for Pearl Jam guitarist 
Mike McCready, just one of 150 Cheap 
Trick gigs this year.

“I haven’t unpacked since Budokan,” 
says the 67-year-old. He’s referring to 
Cheap Trick’s career-making stand at 
 Tokyo’s Budokan Hall in April 1978, which 
spawned a triple-platinum live album – 
including the versions of “I Want You to 
Want Me” and “Surrender” that have been 
in rotation on rock radio ever since. But 

Cheap Trick’s moment as pop stars was 
brief, and even though they’re getting in-
ducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of 
Fame this month, they’ll spend every night 
of their summer-amphitheater tour open-
ing for Joan Jett and Heart, taking the 
stage while the crowd is still drifting in 
and the sun is still out.

Right now, Nielsen and his wife, Karen, 
are focused on more pressing matters: 
Their daughter Scarlett needs help in-
stalling carpet in her new home, and their 
son Miles needs one of them to babysit his 
10-year-old daughter, Sydney (who refers 
to Grandpa Rick as “Grumpy”). Rick and 
Karen have been married since 1969, and 
all four of their kids, along with their many 
grandkids, live nearby. The other members 
of Cheap Trick got the hell out of Rock-
ford not long after breaking big. “Living 
someplace like L.A. seemed awful to me,” 
Nielsen says. “I bought my previous house 

in Rockford for $175,000. In L.A., it would 
have cost 6 to 10 million.” 

Nielsen and his family moved just down 
the street to an even nicer house in 1989. 
The basement doubles as a Cheap Trick 
museum, with more than 200 guitars and 
boxes full of memorabilia. In one photo, 
the band is shown meeting Andy Warhol 
in 1977, right before Nielsen gave him an 
impromptu guitar lesson. Was Warhol any 
good? “Oh, sure!” Nielsen answers sarcas-
tically. “After a few minutes, he was play-
ing like Yngwie Malmsteen!”

Every scrap of paper Nielsen pulls out of 
a box has a story, like the receipts from the 
Traveler Motel in Bettendorf, Iowa, on Au-
gust 14th, 1973. It shows the band check-
ing in as Sick Man of Europe and check-
ing out the next night as Cheap Trick, 
marking the exact moment they came up 
with the group’s final name. Then there 
are the handwritten lyrics to “Surrender” 
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Cheap Trick: No Surrender
After years playing state fairs and rib cook-o�s, the power-pop 
warriors finally got a call from the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame

BY A N DY  GR E E N E

THEY WANT YOU  
Daxx Nielsen, 

Petersson, Zander 
and Rick Nielsen 

(from left)
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on oicial Cheap Trick stationery, and his 
parents’ copy of the band’s sole Rolling 
Stone cover, from 1979. “Please return!” 
Marilyn Nielsen wrote on the bottom.

After about two hours of rooting 
through his past, Nielsen collapses onto 
a couch on the porch and grabs his laptop. 
He pulls up a clip of Beavis and Butt-Head 
watching Cheap Trick’s ludicrously cheap-
looking video for 1994’s “Woke Up With a 
Monster.” “I bet when that drummer dude 
is drinking beer with his friends, he bo-
garts all the beer,” says Butt-Head. “He’s 
pretty cool.” Nielsen seems to have memo-
rized every word, but he still laughs 
so hard his whole body shakes.

T
he four classic mem-
bers of Cheap Trick –
Nielsen, singer Robin 
Zander, bassist Tom Pe-

tersson and drummer Bun E. Car-
los – played in bar bands for about 
a decade before forming a Rockford 
supergroup in 1974. This was the 
height of prog-rock, but Cheap Trick 
had come of age during the 1960s. 
They liked their songs short, pow-
erful and full of hooks. “People go to 
bars to pick up girls and dance,” says 
bassist Petersson. “They didn’t want 
to hear Emerson, Lake and Palmer.”

The band signed to Epic Records 
in 1976, and released Cheap Trick, 
In Color and Heaven Tonight in a 
span of 15 months – three of the best 
power-pop albums ever. The records 
tanked in America, but, somehow, 
began flying up the charts in Japan. 
When the band arrived in Tokyo to 
play two shows at Budokan Hall in 
1978, thousands of screaming fans 
met it at the airport. “We thought 
the president or someone was com-
ing,” says Zander, who’s married to 
Pamela Stein, a former Playboy Playmate, 
and lives in Tampa, Florida, with their 
teenage children. “We didn’t realize it was 
for us.”

A year earlier, “I Want You to Want 
Me” stifed so badly as a single that they 
dropped it from their set, but at the urging 
of their manager, they added it back for the 
Budokan set. “I want yooooouuuuu,” Zan-
der said in introducing the song, stretch-
ing out each syllable so the Japanese fans 
could understand him, “to want meeeeeee.” 
The fans shouted along to every word of it, 
and the show was taped for a Japan-only 
live album. Eventually, it got a worldwide 
release. “Surrender” began to get a lot of 
radio play, even though the lyrics double 
as a warning about venereal diseases that 
soldiers can catch during wartime.

Still, Cheap Trick’s popularity in Amer-
ica never got close to what it was in Japan, 
and the hits began drying up. In 1988, 

ence. “All those bands would say, ‘We love 
Cheap Trick, except the stuf they’re doing 
now,’ ” says Petersson, who lives in Nash-
ville with his wife and family and devotes 
his free time to autism awareness (one of 
his two children is autistic).

But no matter how dismal their record 
sales got in the 1990s and 2000s, the tour 
never ended. They opened for Journey 
and Mötley Crüe. They played state fairs, 
casinos, rib cook-ofs and private corpo-
rate gigs. “Once, we played a ski lodge in 
Park City, Utah, for some multibillion-
aire, to about 10 people at a table drink-
ing wine,” says Nielsen’s son Daxx, who be-
came Cheap Trick’s full-time drummer in 
2010. “We’re just bashing away and going, 
‘What the fuck is going on?’ ”

T
he day after the strawber-
ry Festival, Cheap Trick are in 
Nashville eating steaks and sip-
ping wine in a private room at 

the Palm. They have much to celebrate.  
A week before their Hall of Fame induction, 
they released Bang, Zoom, Crazy . . . Hello, 
their first album on a major label in 22 
years. Much to their surprise, last year they 
signed a deal with Big Machine Records, 
home to Taylor Swift.

Big Machine founder Scott Borchet-
ta is a lifelong fan. “I met them four years 
ago, and it was heartbreaking,” he says. 

“The touring wasn’t what it should’ve 
been. They’d make great records, 
but they weren’t distributed. There 
was lots of attention on lawsuits 
that should’ve been cleared up. They 
weren’t able to focus on just being 
a band.”

Borchetta sent them a passion-
ate e-mail outlining all the problems 
he saw with the group at the time. 
“I call it my Jerry Maguire letter,” 
he says. “It started, ‘If you never see 
or speak to me again, it’s OK. You’ll 
still be my favorite band. But here’s 
what’s messed up, and here’s what I 
think we can fix if we’re able to work 
together.’ ”

He didn’t have to beg. Cheap Trick 
not only signed to Big Machine, but 
also to their management firm Vec-
tor. One of the first orders of busi-
ness was settling a lawsuit by Bun E. 
Carlos. The drummer left the group 
after years of tension boiled over in 
2010; the band had agreed to ex-
tend a Las Vegas residency where 
it performed Sgt. Pepper straight 
through. The casino wanted to add 
100 shows. Zander, whose daughter 
was very young at the time, wanted 
to do only 50.

“I said, ‘Why do you only want to do 
50?’ ” Carlos recalls. “He said, ‘[Whiny 
voice] I don’t want her to go to school in 
Las Vegas.’ I replied something like, ‘We’re 
scheduling shows around your daughter’s 
kindergarten classes?’ Then he was like, 
‘Fuck you, you fucking asshole.’ ” (“Oh, God, 
he’s such an asshole,” Nielsen says of Car-
los. “I always said the band was three men 
and a baby.”)

Cheap Trick are already booking gigs 
for 2017, starting with the 80s Cruise, 
where they’ll find themselves on a boat 
bound for Cozumel with Debbie Gibson, 
Men Without Hats, Berlin and Survivor. 
And even though Nielsen will be just one 
year shy of his 70th birthday when the ship 
leaves the dock, retiring, or even slowing 
down, is the last thing on his mind. “We do 
what we do, and we do it good,” he says be-
tween sips of milk at the Palm. “We’re too 
dumb to quit.”

their label envisioned an Aerosmith-style 
comeback and insisted that Cheap Trick 
hire outside songwriters for their Lap of 
Luxury LP. They cut “The Flame,” a slick 
power ballad written by British songwrit-
ing duo Bob Mitchell and Nick Graham. It 
shot to Number One, far and away the big-
gest hit of their career.

But once again, in typical Cheap Trick 
fashion, success boomeranged right back 
on them. Epic Records insisted on more 
songs like “The Flame,” even as grunge 
was huge and groups like Pearl Jam and 
Nirvana cited Cheap Trick as an inf lu-
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HANDS FULL
Nielsen onstage in 1979, wearing his 
signature baseball cap and bow tie 





M
eet the new hugh laurie: 
the World’s Most Evil Man, liv-
ing large in a Majorca palace with 
an entourage of guards, servants 

and an oft-naked blond consort. By day, Lau-
rie’s Richard Roper is a respectable jet- setting 
tycoon who gives speeches about saving ref-
ugees. By night, he presides over an arms-
smuggling empire, or as he puts it with his 
roguish grin, “We do a little swashbuckling 

now and then.” Laurie makes the perfect gen-
tleman villain on The Night Manager, the 
excellent AMC six-part miniseries updat-
ing John le Carré’s 1993 spy novel. Laurie is 
in full Bond-nemesis mode, and he waltz-
es away with The Night Manager, making it 
the model of how to modernize the old-school 
spy thriller. 

Tom Hiddleston, from The Avengers, plays 
Jonathan Pine, the British spy who’s out to 
bring Laurie down. He’s an ex-soldier who’s 
left the Iraq war zones behind to adopt a new 
identity as the night manager at a posh Cairo 
hotel. He’s looking to bury his violent past –
until Cairo goes up in fl ames during the Arab 

Spring and one of his guests turns out to be 
a seductive lady who not only lures him into 
bed, she gets him involved in espionage. And 
that’s when Pine starts down the dangerous 
road of infi ltrating Roper’s world. 

Le Carré’s thrillers were always grittier 
and more realistic than any James Bond fan-
tasy. But The Night Manager is glitzed and 
sexed and violenced up and all the better for 
it. Elizabeth Debicki is Roper’s elegant but 
damaged girlfriend – she’s barely checked 
into the hotel before she’s fl irting with Pine 
in her own subtle way, which means taking 
a bath with the door open and demanding 
more champagne. This lady means trouble, 
especially after Pine makes his way into Rop-
er’s inner circle, where Roper gives fabulous 
speeches about the World’s Most Evil Man 
way of life. “Me, I’m a free man,” he tells Pine. 
“Free to think, free to work, free to climb a 
mountain or lie in bed all day eating pepper-
mint creams without any bugger telling me 
how.” But as he says, that’s just the free part 
– being a man is harder. “Becoming a man is 
realizing that it’s all rotten. Realizing how to 
celebrate that rottenness – that’s freedom.” 
The main reason The Night Manager is such 
a smashing success is that Laurie brings that 
rottenness to life.
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‘The Night Manager’ is the best adaptation 
of spymaster John le Carré’s work in years

BY ROB SH E F F I E L D

THE NIGHT MANAGER
PREMIERES APRIL 19TH, 10 P.M., AMC

A Cloak-and-Dagger 
Masterpiece
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CAT AND MOUSE 
Laurie (left) and 

Hiddleston 
brilliantly spar in 

The Night Manager.

HOT

NOT

 Break out 
the pinot 
noir, Kimmy 
Schmidt 
returns to 
Netfl ix!

 Maggie Si�  
ruling as a 
BDSM-loving 
therapist in 
Billions. Fact: 
Every show 
improves 
with a dose 
of Si� . 

Joey 
Fatone fi ghts 

zombies in 
Syfy’s Dead 7.

How is 
Gigolos still 

on the air 
after six 

seasons . . .

. . . and 
Togetherness 

is canceled 
after two?

Hey now! 
RIP, Garry 
Shandling.

The 
WATCH LIST

The good, the bad and 
the deeply disturbing

 Sharon 
Horgan is 
back in 
Catastrophe 
– still Irish, 
still pregnant, 
still a mess.
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l a i r e bouch e r ,  a .k . a . 
Grimes, prides herself on 
being a one-woman show. She 
writes, produces, engineers 

and performs some of her generation’s 
most inventive indie pop – most re-
cently Art Angels, which hit Number 
One on the Alternative album charts 
and shifted her from hazy synth-pop 
toward an of-kilter guitars-and-beats 
sound. The Vancouver native, 28, takes 
charge of the videos too: At the mo-
ment, she’s lounging in bed at her Los 
Angeles apartment, editing the clip 
to her next single, “California” (which 
sounds like mutated Dixie Chicks). In 
May, she’ll join Florence and the Ma-
chine on tour, and this month will play 
Coachella – where her set might coin-
cide with a certain hard-rock band’s 
reunion. “They’re onstage for so long,” 
she says cheerfully, “so you can still 
catch Grimes and Guns N’ Roses.”

You learned to play guitar just for this 
album, right?

Yeah, this was just my first attempt 
at playing the guitar. Which is appar-
ent when you listen to the album. After 
[previous LP] Visions, I didn’t want 
to play the keys, ’cause I don’t want 
to be considered “synth-pop.” One of 
the first things I did was Google what 
chords were in Dolly Parton’s “Jolene,” 
and I used those on “Belly of the Beat.”
You also taught yourself to play violin, 
which seems pretty diicult.

You just Google shit and, like, learn 
it. But all my violins are incredibly  
Auto-Tuned, and I just recorded a 
bunch of notes and arranged them 
after the fact.
You’re signed to Jay Z’s management 
company. What’s the best advice he’s 
given you?

He told me to stop apologizing so 
much. It was very diicult. Canadians 
have to say “sorry” all the time. That’s 
actually really good advice.
You’ve mentioned Tool as a big influ-
ence. What is the attraction there? 

Instrumentally and vocally, they go 
to a ton of weird places. And I love the 
dynamic range, too. They’re so artsy, 
but also populist. I try to live by the 
sonic principles of Tool. 
Art Angels uses rock sounds in a really 
di�erent context. Do you have thoughts 
on how rock can work in 2016?

I personally really love [British 
bands] like Bring Me the Horizon and 
Foals. There’s definitely a future in 
rock, but it will probably be more fu-
sion-oriented, like rock that uses 808 
[synths]. Twenty One Pilots is kind 
of like that – it’s sort of rock, but the 
sound is hip-hop. You know all those 

songs on [the Smashing Pumpkins’] 
Mellon Collie and the Infinite Sadness 
that almost sound like Lorde or some-
thing? I feel like that vibe has not been 
explored.
You’ve been critical of the male-dom-
inated pop-production system – with 
that in mind, what do you make of Ke-
sha’s lawsuit against Dr. Luke?

I don’t know enough about the spe-
cifics of that situation, because it seems 
very complicated. But I will say that 
I’ve been in numerous situations where 
male producers would literally be like, 
“We won’t finish the song unless you 
come back to my hotel room.”

If I was younger or in a more fi-
nancially desperate situation, maybe 
I would have done that. I don’t think 
there are few female producers be-
cause women aren’t interested. It’s dif-
ficult for women to get in. It’s a pretty 
hostile environment.
Late last year, you talked about taking 
a break from music. Are you in a di�er-
ent place now?

Yeah, definitely. I’m actually halfway 
done with another record. I’m not com-
mitting to anything, but I have a bunch 
of B sides I kind of want to finish. Plus, 
I’ve been making a bit of new music.
How would you describe the direction of 
the new songs?

With Art Angels, it was all like 
[growls]. This would be more chill 
vibes, downtempos, synth-y shit. That 
makes it sound boring. It’s not boring.
So it’s a B-sides album?

You know how Lana Del Rey put out 
Paradise Edition after Born to Die? It 
would be like that. There are songs I 
seriously considered for Art Angels, but 
they fucked with the momentum when 
I tried to put them on the record.
I feel like the level of fame you have is 
more diicult than being a superstar.

That’s definitely true. You’re success-
ful, but you’re not successful enough 
that you can aford to totally piss of 
the fans. Most of the time, when I was 
making Art Angels, I was thinking, “If 
people hate this, I have to go work at 
Starbucks.” People recognize you pret-
ty much every time you’re out of your 
house, but you also can’t aford to have 
full-time security. It’s a weird situation.
You have a lot of tattoos, and a pretty ca-
sual attitude toward getting them, right?

Yeah, I don’t give a fuck. I’ll get a tat-
too anywhere, anytime, pretty much.
Do you have a least-favorite?

There’s one of an alien on my hand 
that seems so dated. It was just so hip 
to be into, like, alien iconography and, 
like, The X-Files in the early 2010s. It 
seems corny now, but I thought it was 
a fun idea at the time.
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Grimes
The art-pop star on her next 
album, getting advice from 
Jay Z, sexism in the music 

industry, and which of  
her tattoos she regrets 
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Not Gonna Take It!
Some rock stars would say “Hello, New Jersey!” while greeting a 
sold-out Newark arena. Not Pete Townshend. “I’m sure I’ve been 
here before,” he grumbled. “It’s a fucking endless cycle.” Despite 
his mood, the Who put on a fi ery show that peaked with a 
windmill-heavy “The Rock.” Days later, Roger Daltrey visited 
Capitol Hill to push the Senate to advance a medical-research bill. 

MILEY’S GOT 
GAME  Miley Cyrus 
stole the show 
from LeBron James 
when the Cavaliers 
played the Knicks 
at Madison Square 
Garden. Sipping 
drinks alongside 
sister Brandi, Miley 
debuted what she 
called her “sweet 
angel cheerleader” 
look and showed 
of  her engagement 
ring, which Liam 
Hemsworth gave 
her in 2012. 

Havana’s 
Newest 
Hitmakers

WORKING IT  
Drake crashed 
Rihanna’s gig in 
Miami to grind out 
their new Number 
One hit, “Work.” 
“You better make 
some noise for a 
real queen!” said 
Drake before he 
performed his 
own miniset. 

“Good evening to my Cuban people,” 
said Mick Jagger as he surveyed more 
than 500,000 fans packed into Ciudad 
Deportiva in Havana for a free show. 
“This is a new time.” After decades of 
rock music being taboo under the Castro 
regime, the Stones made history ripping 
through tunes like “Out of Control” and 
“Gimme Shelter.” The night before, the 
band dined on rice and beans at a private 
Havana club, and Jagger danced the 
rumba. Said Keith Richards, “This is 
amazing. Maybe I’ll just stay here forever!” 
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On the way to Cuba, Charlie Watts 
dropped by the University of 

Miami’s music school, teaching 
students how to swing on 

“Under My Thumb.” 

Meet the new boss: 
Daltrey went to Washington, 

D.C., to campaign for 
cancer research.
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The Highwaymen Ride Again
Willie Nelson honored Kris Kristoferson, who is 79 and sufering from memory loss, at a tribute show 
at Nashville’s Bridgestone Arena. The old friends, who are neighbors in Maui, played “Highwayman,” 
by their old supergroup, which will release a box set in May. “Sometimes it’s hard to believe Willie and 
I are such good friends,” says Kristoferson. “He’s one of the most unafected geniuses I’ve ever met. 
And he’s never changed. Besides music, I think he’d rather play chess more than anything.”

STING RAYS  Sting got in some beach 
time in St. Barts before his U.S. summer 
tour with Peter Gabriel. “We’re choosing 
material to share and inspire new ideas,” 
Sting says. “It’s going to be serious fun!”

VEDDER DAYS  In Seattle, 
Bruce Springsteen 

welcomed honorary  
E Streeter Eddie Vedder 

for a joyous “Bobby 
Jean.” “That’s a damn 

good reception for  
a hometown boy,” 

Springsteen told the 
crowd. “I get booed  

in my hometown!” 

HAPPY CAMPER  Pete 
Doherty spent the day  
of the Libertines’ gig in 
Zurich cruising around  
in his mobile home.  
“He’s got this Breaking 
Bad-style RV he’s driving 
around Europe,” his 
bandmate Carl Barât  
has explained. 

Teen- 
Pop 
Papa  
With One Direction on 
indefinite hiatus, Louis 
Tomlinson, 24, has 
been spending time 
with his new “little lad,” 
Freddie, including a 
recent visit to Borders 
in L.A. “It’s intense, but 
great,” said Tomlinson.
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Nobody knows eggs better than Bacon, Kevin and Michael Bacon. 

They know one large egg is a nutritional powerhouse with 6 grams of 

high-quality protein for 70 calories each. And they also know how 

to sneak into your house to sing you a catchy egg song. Just yolking. 

Visit IncredibleEgg.org for recipe ideas.
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I
f its first quarter is anything to go by, 2016 may be 

shaping up historically as the 1491 of space discovery. The month 

preceding Valentine’s Day alone provided what would once have been 

a year’s worth of cosmic news. Blue Origin, the aerospace company 

owned by Amazon CEO Jef Bezos, took one giant leap toward a new 

Age of Discovery by relaunching and landing a rocket that had al-

ready made a round-trip journey through the stratosphere – a revolu-

tionary moment in private space exploration. A pair of researchers kicked of 

a frenzied planet hunt by demonstrating that a massive, heretofore undetect-

ed planet could be lurking on the outer edge of our solar system. Cosmologist 

Stephen Hawking suggested that unforeseen efects of rapid scientific prog-

ress might, paradoxically, cause the extinction of life on Earth in the next

thousand years or so, adding, “By that time, 
we should have spread out into space, and 
to other stars, so a disaster on Earth would 
not mean the end of the human race.” And 
scientists announced they’d detected grav-
itational waves, evidence of a billion-year-
old collision between black holes, thus 
confirming the final and most obscure 
principle of Einstein’s theory of relativity – 
and opening a window that may soon ofer 
a glimpse of the universe’s very creation.

Meanwhile, in a restricted swath of Ap-
palachia where cell service and Wi-Fi are 
prohibited to minimize radio interference, 
a team of astrophysicists and program-
mers from UC-Berkeley inaugurated a new 
interstellar exploration at the Robert C. 
Byrd telescope in Green Bank, West Vir-
ginia. Titled Breakthrough Listen, this 10-
year, $100 million project will comprise 
what Andrew Siemion, director of Berke-
ley’s SETI Research Center, called “the 
most sensitive, comprehensive and ad-
vanced search for advanced intelligent life 
on other worlds ever performed.” (SETI 

stands for the Search for Extraterrestrial 
Intelligence.) The goal is to detect some ev-
idence of distant technology, such as radio 
communication or a concentrated burst of 
energy. If it succeeds, Breakthrough Listen 
will answer an existential and philosophi-

cal question that humankind has pondered 
for millennia: Are we alone in the universe? 

Self-deprecation is an essential job re-
quirement for those who work in a field 
of scientific inquiry frequently associated 
with flying saucers and requests to be taken 
to one’s leader; SETI folks tend to use the 
terms “E.T.” and “little green men” to de-
scribe the hypothetical advanced life-forms 
that might be capable of sending an identi-
fiable signal through space. “I get into a lot 
of conversations at parties about Ancient 

Aliens and the pyramids,” Siemion says 
with resignation. He is 35, young for a SETI 
field that  previously peaked in the era be-
tween Carl Sagan’s Cosmos and the moth-
balling of NASA’s own SETI program due 
to budget cuts in 1993. Arriving for lunch 
at a  meticulously rustic Berkeley locavore 
restaurant in a full-zip fleece with a back-
pack over one shoulder, Siemion could pass 
for an undergraduate on the nearby cam-
pus were it not for his clean-shaven head.

What separates the quest to find ex-
traterrestrial intelligence from X-

Files conspiracy theories is statis-
tics, specifically the law of large 
numbers. Scientists now estimate 
that there are at least 200 billion 
stars in the Milky Way galaxy, and 
perhaps 100 billion galaxies in the 
universe. Fifty billion planets in 
our galaxy alone may be situat-
ed in what astrophysicists call the 
“Goldilocks zone,” a region neither 
too hot nor too cold to host life, and 
thus potentially habitable. Last 
year, astronomers found evidence 
of briny water on Mars and located 
a distant exoplanet – dubbed Ke-

pler 452b – so similar to Earth that some 
say the two could be cousins. “The latest es-
timates are that roughly one in 10 stars has 
a planet on which biology could survive,” 
says Seth Shostak, senior astronomer at 
the nonprofit SETI Institute. “Even if only 
one in a million worlds is good enough to 
develop intelligent life, there are a trillion 
planets in the galaxy. Which would mean a 
million worlds with intelligent life.”

SEARCHING THE STARS  The 450-foot-tall 
Robert C. Byrd telescope in West Virginia 
listens for radio signals from other life-forms.

The $100 Million 
Hunt for Alien Life
A Russian billionaire and his renegade 
scientists are launching the most advanced 
search for extraterrestrials in history
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Breakthrough Listen is funded by soft-
spoken Russian venture capitalist Yuri 
Milner (named after Yuri Gagarin, the first 
man in space). Like many SETI fanatics, 
Milner read Sagan’s Intelligent Life in the 
Universe as a boy. After pursuing a Ph.D. 
in physics, Milner later made a fortune in-
vesting in companies such as Facebook. As 
middle-aged rich guys tend to do, Milner, 
54, is considering his legacy; along with 
fellow Silicon Valley entrepreneurs includ-
ing Mark Zuckerberg and Sergey Brin, he 
founded the Breakthrough Prizes, which 
bestow seven-figure awards on leading sci-
entists and mathematicians. Breakthrough 
Listen is a quest to achieve what Milner 
has called a “low-probability but high-im-
pact event.” A scientific unicorn. 

“Either way, the answer is interesting,” 
says Dan Werthimer, who as Berkeley 
 SETI’s chief scientist complements Siemi-
on’s youthful confidence with an optimism 
undimmed by 40 years of fruitless alien-
hunting. (A third member of the Berkeley 
SETI team, noted exoplanet hunter Geof-
frey Marcy, resigned from the universi-
ty and Breakthrough Listen in October 
following a sexual-harassment scandal. 
Breakthrough Prize chairman Pete Wor-
den says they are now “in touch and getting 
his scientific opinions.”) “If we find E.T. it 
means the universe is teeming with life,” 

Werthimer says. “But if we find we’re alone, 
then we’d really better take care of the pre-
cious life on this planet.”

T
he new space race is being 
driven largely by billionaires like 
Milner who grew up staring at 
the stars before building terres-

trial-tech fortunes. Cost-eicient travel to 
the stratosphere and beyond, which just 
a generation ago was the failed dream of 
the $200 billion Space Shuttle program, 
is now a reality thanks to fierce competi-
tion among companies like Blue Origin 
and Elon Musk’s SpaceX. (SpaceX, which 
builds rockets much more powerful than 
its rival’s, stuck the landing of a reusable ve-
hicle in December.) Richard Branson’s Vir-
gin Galactic and its less-flashy rival XCOR 
are taking reservations on their first subor-
bital tourism flights. Microsoft co-founder 
Paul Allen – who prior to Milner was SETI’s 
best-known benefactor – hopes to build the 
world’s largest airplane, a mothership de-
signed to launch rockets from 30,000 feet.

Every space nerd’s dream destination, of 
course, is Mars. NASA hopes to get a team 
there in the 2030s. Musk, a vocal Mars ob-

sessive whose SpaceX has partnered with 
NASA on various projects, has vowed not 
to take his company public until it lands  
a craft on the Red Planet. The controversial 
Mars One project, headquartered in the 
Netherlands, has claimed that more than 
200,000 hopefuls applied for its perma-
nent, one-way trip, with touchdown pro-
jected for 2027. 

“Governments tend not to do speculative 
stuf, and long-term space commitments 
are expensive,” says Worden, former head 
of NASA’s Ames Research Center, who an-
nounced he was stepping down last Feb-
ruary, saying he wanted “to pursue some 
long-held dreams in the private sector.” 
Shortly thereafter, Milner introduced him 
as the new chairman of the Breakthrough 
Prize Foundation, which oversees Break-
through Listen. Shaking the ice in his plas-
tic cup at the Tee Minus One Bar & Grill on 
the Mofett Field air base near Mountain 
View, California, dressed in an old blue 
NASA work shirt, Worden explains why 
he thinks venture capitalists will lead fu-
ture exploration in space. “People always 
ask why Silicon Valley is diferent,” he says. 
“The best answer I’ve heard is that this is  
a place where it’s all right to fail. Not only 
is it right, it’s expected.”

Worden is both a former astronomy pro-
fessor and a retired Air Force general. He 

ANOTHER EARTH  Astronomers recently 
discovered the first planet near our size that 
has a temperature capable of supporting life.
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says there are two sides to the question 
of life in the universe, one academic and 
one strategic. First, what else is out there? 
“What is life, how did it originate, where 
else is it and what’s its future?” he asks. 
“What’s the origin and structure of the uni-
verse? How did it begin? These have been 
the fundamental questions since the Scien-
tific Revolution began 500, 600 years ago.”

The less-philosophical side of the ques-
tion is when Earthlings will launch their 
ofensive into space. “Whether it’s going to 
happen in 2030 or 2050 or 2080, I don’t 
know,” Worden says. “But this is the centu-
ry when humanity moves into the galaxy.”

That exodus may end up recalling old is-
sues of Omni magazine more than it does 
the original Apollo missions. NASA’s cur-
rent estimate is that the voyage to Mars 
could take up to a year, each way, requiring 
many times the food, water and fuel used 
for three-day trips to the moon. Twenty-
five years ago, the tab for a Mars mission 
was estimated at $400 billion. If the pay-
loads can be drastically reduced, however, 
costs will also shrink. 

One technology Worden sees as having 
the potential to take us to the stars – “ ‘us’ 
being what we become,” he says – is artifi-
cial intelligence. “You send some sort of es-
sence of yourself, like an avatar,” he says. 
“It would be settling the solar system and 
beyond with machines.” Another popu-
lar scenario among futurists imagines the 
creation of von Neumann probes: self-rep-
licating machines that travel to distant 
worlds, locate the ingredients needed to 
create more advanced copies of themselves, 
and repeat the process as they continue 
deeper into space. Worden sees promise 
in synthetic biology, transforming the raw 
materials of distant worlds into physical 
necessities that would otherwise need to be 
transported to support a crew, such as food 
and shelter. “Then all I need to transmit be-
tween worlds is information, and informa-
tion travels at the speed of light,” he says.

Like deep-space travel, SETI work has 
until now been largely speculative; one 
certainty is that no one has ever found any 
concrete evidence of extraterrestrial life. 
Like the universe itself, the list of potential 
glitches is infinite. Assuming that distant 
civilizations exist, they could have a head 
start of millions of years, in which case an 
interstellar missive may have gone unde-
tected by Neanderthals. E.T. might already 
be here, operating under a Prime Direc-
tive, as the crew of the Enterprise did, ob-
serving us but forbidden to interfere. Whis-
tle-blower Edward Snowden has suggested 
that aliens could even be using advanced 
encryption that disguises their signals, ren-

dering them “indistinguishable to us from 
cosmic microwave background radiation.”

Echoing Hawking’s warning, Musk sees 
a potential dark side in this cosmic silence. 
“If you look at our own current technology 
level, something strange has to happen to 
civilizations, and I mean strange in a bad 
way,” Musk said in a recent interview with 
Aeon. There may be a troubling reason why 
in the 13.8 billion years since the Big Bang, 
no aliens have contacted us: The same 
technological leaps that will allow human 
beings to explore the galaxy, such as self- 
upgrading AI, are the genie that betrays its 
master once released from the bottle. “It 
could be there are a lot of dead, one-planet 
civilizations,” Musk added.

Worden has a more optimistic expla-
nation. “The most likely answer is that we 
haven’t looked very hard,” he says.

Milner’s Breakthrough Listen money 

will be spent on three things: leasing dedi-
cated observation time at radio telescopes 
in West Virginia and Australia, as well as 
at an optical telescope at the University of 
California’s Lick Observatory; hiring the 
sorts of smart young scientists who until 
very recently would have been scared of 
from SETI because the field’s lack of fund-
ing equaled academic career suicide; and, 
perhaps most important, on building new 
technology to process the tsunami of new 
data that will be rolling in. 

That responsibility will fall largely to 
Berkeley’s Werthimer. At 61, he is the sort 
of academic whom eager incoming fresh-
men expect to find on campus but rare-
ly do: neatly bearded, wildly enthusiastic, 
respected in his field, gifted at explain-
ing complicated ideas. He proudly wears 
his sci-fi nerdiness not only on his sleeve 
but also under it; the hands of his live 
long and prosper wristwatch rotate 
around the face of Mr. Spock. His role in 
the SETI world, transposed to the James 
Bond canon, would be roughly one part 
M and three parts Q. “I try to figure out if 
there’s some interesting problem in astron-
omy that I can solve by building some new 
gadget, because I know how to build gad-
gets,” Werthimer says. His team’s work-
shop inside Campbell Hall, Berkeley’s as-

tronomy building, looks like the repair shop 
of a high-end home-theater retailer; wood 
shelves are lined with stacks of memory 
boards and other electronic components.

For years, Werthimer has run the 
SETI@home project, a peer-to-peer net-
work that dates back to the Napster era. 
Raw observational data collected in the 
background during other astronomers’ 
stargazing is sent to the home computers 
of millions of volunteers, where it is pro-
cessed when those machines go into sleep 
mode, and then sent back to Berkeley. The 
trade-of for hitchhiking a free ride during 
others’ searches is that Werthimer and his 
team rarely had a say in deciding where to 
point the telescope. Breakthrough Listen 
puts them in the driver’s seat with 10 years’ 
worth of gas money.

About 60 years ago, scientists realized 
that since the laws of physics seemed to 
apply throughout the universe, the variet-
ies of concentrated electromagnetic radia-
tion that humans have found to be excellent 
modes of communication – such as waves 
used for AM/FM transmission – would also 
work to send messages across the galaxy. 
Any intelligent life-form would, presum-
ably, learn to take advantage of the many 
practical uses of this radiation. Powerful 
radio telescopes might be able to eavesdrop 
on what physicists call “leakage,” a distant 
civilization’s technological artifacts, akin 
to our radar and broadcast-TV waves that 
have escaped into space. “Earth sends of 
all these radio signals omnidirectionally, by 
accident,” Werthimer says. By now, “I Love 
Lucy has gone past thousands of stars.” 

A more tantalizing possibility is that 
some faraway entity has sent a deliber-
ate signal to initiate contact with Earth. 
“We’ve had [breathable] oxygen in our at-
mosphere for 500 million years,” Werthi-
mer says. “Maybe they’ve seen that and 
figured there might be life on this plan-
et.” Some in the SETI field believe that the 
closest any researcher has come to discov-
ering such a transmission was a powerful 
72-second signal, detected at an Ohio State 
observatory in 1977, that appeared to be 
coming from the constellation Sagittari-
us. Despite numerous attempts, no one has 
been able to observe it again. An interga-
lactic “friend request” beamed through the 
cosmos could still be out there, just waiting 
to be accepted.

B
reakthrough listen will be 
gathering as much SETI data in a 
day as was previously possible to 
collect in a year, using its expanded 

telescope access to scan at least five times 
more of the radio spectrum a hundred 

Venture capitalists will 
lead future exploration 
into space: “In Silicon 
Valley, not only is it all 
right to fail – it’s expected.”
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times faster than before and sucking in the 
equivalent of 75 Blu-ray movies per second. 

“What we do with radio SETI is a little 
like those shows about panning for gold 
on the Discovery Channel,” Siemion says. 
“We build this gigantic thing that sucks in 
data, and we sift it and sift it and sift it.” 
The optical telescope at Lick Observatory 
works in a similar manner, breaking down 
the light it collects from afar to search for 
evidence of an artificial compressed ener-
gy source such as a laser. If E.T. had illu-
minated a 100-watt bulb on a planet orbit-
ing Alpha Centauri, 25 trillion miles away, 
the optical telescope is capable of spot-
ting it and funneling that information into 
Breakthrough Listen’s giant Big Data sieve.

Should an interesting nugget turn up 
from far away, a blip on a screen or a spike 
in a curve will trigger an alert on someone’s 
computer in Berkeley – hey, take a look at 
this. Any such phenomenon will be exam-
ined “very, very, very closely,” Siemion says 
– and then rechecked, Werthimer adds, to 
make sure there isn’t a bug in the software 
or a grad student pulling a prank. (When 
astronomer Jocelyn Bell Burnell discov-
ered the metronomic spinning stars now 
known as pulsars in 1967, the first signal 
was briefly nicknamed LGM-1, in case its 
source was a Little Green Man.) Astrono-
mers at other telescopes will be asked to 
train their equipment on the coordinates 
to determine that the anomaly cannot be 
explained as a natural phenomenon. By 
the end of 2016, that group might include 
the Chinese, who are currently completing 
a telescope that will dwarf anything now in 
use by Breakthrough Listen.

compare themselves to the Columbus ex-
pedition and its implied outcome – a well-
financed team of explorers sets of on a 
journey that rewrites history – but they 
plan to be better prepared. In tandem with 
Breakthrough Listen, Milner has set aside 
$1 million in prize money to formulate dig-
ital messages that might be sent to a newly 
discovered civilization. 

The problem of communicat-
ing may be largely academic, due 
to the distances involved; a trans-
mission beamed to KIC 8462852, 
for example, would take almost 
1,500 years to arrive. A more hope-
ful scenario is that Breakthrough 
Listen discovers a signal targeted 
at Earth that shows potential to be 
deciphered. Since the sender may 
not possess any of the five senses 
humans use to perceive the world 
– may not even be carbon-based, as 
all life on Earth is – the decryption 
process would almost certainly re-

quire some conceptual thinking. 
Douglas Vakoch, a clinical psychologist 

who is president of METI International 
(the M stands for “messaging”), says that, 
ideally, any signal we receive would con-
tain information that might be universal 
across civilizations, such as basic mathe-
matics. (A string of prime numbers is the 
Golden Fleece of hypothetical alien trans-
missions.) From there, we might gain an 
understanding of “their scientific descrip-
tion of the world” and even perhaps their 
culture. Somewhat less exciting would be 
an experience familiar to archaeologists, 
who by compiling fragmentary evidence 
“are able to piece some things together but 
aren’t able to reconstruct the full world of 
this civilization,” Vakoch says. Most likely, 
we’ll have to settle for “some vague under-
standing of what some part of their mes-
sage refers to.”

Even such a vague understanding is a 
long shot. Just before announcing the proj-
ect amid several eminences of astrophys-
ics – including Hawking – in London last 
summer, Milner polled his team. Their ed-
ucated guess was that Breakthrough Listen 
had a one percent chance of success. Facing 
such odds, wouldn’t it make more sense to 
wait until humans have built telescopes on 
Mars and are sending cyborg probes into 
the far depths of the Milky Way?

“You could’ve told Christopher Colum-
bus, ‘You’ll probably make it to India, just 
wait 500 years for airplanes,’ ” Werthim-
er says, fiddling with his Star Trek wrist-
watch. “We’re never going to answer these 
questions with paper and pencil. The only 
way to figure it out is to look.”

As Werthimer fired up the system in 
West Virginia for the first time, in Janu-
ary, they even had a suspect to investigate. 
Last year, researchers noticed that the light 
from a distant star, KIC 8462852, seemed 
to be dimming according to an irregular 
pattern. The source is probably something 
natural – a comet is one likely possibility 
– but there’s a slim chance it could be evi-

THE ALIEN HUNTERS  Above: Yuri Milner 
and Stephen Hawking in London last year. 
Top: Dan Werthimer is the chief scientist at 
Berkeley SETI. “If we find E.T., then it means 
the universe is teeming with life,” he says.

dence of far-of technology. Some have hy-
pothesized the randomness is caused by a 
massive framework built by aliens to har-
ness solar power. Werthimer says Break-
through’s observations of the abnormal-
ity thus far have been inconclusive. “But 
if I had to guess,” he says, “I’d say it was a 
swarm of dust clouds.”

W
h e n chr is t oph e r c o -
lumbus sailed for India in 
1492, he brought along an in-
terpreter whose skills were a 

poor match for the Taino natives they un-
expectedly encountered in the Caribbean. 
The Breakthrough Listen scientists like to F
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 THE RAMONES
THE CURSE OF

42

40 years later: The feuds, 
failures and breakdowns of the 

band that launched punk rock

****
By MIKAL GILMORE



Johnny, 
Joey, 

Tommy and 
Dee Dee 

(from left), 
Queens, 

July 1975



           nstage, they 
were the personification of unity – even 
family. The four men dressed the same – 
in leather motorcycle jackets, weathered 
jeans, sneakers – had the same dark hair 
color, shared the same last name. They 
seemed to think the same thoughts and 
breathe the same energy. They often didn’t 
stop between songs, not even as bassist Dee 
Dee Ramone barked out the mad “1-2-3-
4” time signature that dictated the tempo 
for their next number. Guitarist Johnny 
Ramone and drummer Tommy Ramone 
would slam into break-
neck unison with a power 
that could make audience 
members lean back, as if 
they’d been slammed in the 
chest. Johnny and Dee Dee 
played with legs astride, 
looking unconquerable. 
Between them stood lead 
singer Joey Ramone – gan-
gly, with dark glasses and a 
hair mess that fell over his eyes, protecting 
him from a world that had too often been 
unkind – proclaiming the band’s hilari-
ous, disturbing tales of misplacement and 
heartbreak. There was a pleasure and spir-
it, a palpable commonality, in what the Ra-
mones were doing onstage together.

When they left the stage, that fellowship 
fell away. They would climb into their van 
and ride to a hotel or their next show in si-
lence. Two of the members, Johnny and 
Joey, didn’t speak to each other for most 
of the band’s 22-year history. It was a bit-
ter reality for a group that, if it didn’t in-
vent punk, certainly codified it efectively 
– its stance, sound and attitude, its rebel-
lion and rejection of popular music conven-
tions – just as Elvis Presley had done with 
early rock & roll. The Ramones likely in-
spired more bands than anybody since the 
Beatles; the Sex Pistols, the Clash, Nirva-

na, Metallica, the Misfits, Green Day and 
countless others have owed much of their 
sound and creed to what the band made 
possible. The Ramones made a model that 
almost anybody could grab hold of: basic 
chords, pugnacity and a noise that could 
lay waste to – or awaken – anything.

But they paid a heavy cost for their 
achievement. Much of the music world re-
jected them, sometimes vehemently. Others 
saw them as a joke that had run its course. 
The Ramones never had a true hit single 
or album, though at heart they wrote su-
premely melodic music. They continued for 
years across indiference and impediments, 
but the rift between the two leading mem-
bers only worsened. They’re revered now 
– there are statues and streets and muse-
ums that honor them – and we see people 
wearing their T-shirts, with their blackened 
presidential seal, everywhere. But all four 
original members are gone; none of them 
can take pleasure in the belated prestige. 
The Ramones were a band that changed the 
world, and then died.

T he ramones didn’t share 
bloodlines, but they did have 
the important common back-
ground of coming of age in sub-
urbia – in Forest Hills, Queens, 

a predominantly Jewish middle-class 
stronghold that bred ennui and restive-

ly moved to Brooklyn in the mid-1950s – an 
eventful moment to arrive in the promised 
land. “[Hungary] was a very restrictive re-
gime,” he told author Everett True, in Hey 
Ho Let’s Go: The Story of the Ramones. “You 
didn’t hear too much Western music. I re-
member the early stages of rock & roll, how 
much it excited me – even as a young kid I 
was into dressing cool, into wearing a cer-
tain type of shoes.” In his first year at Forest 
Hills High, Tommy met John Cummings – 
later known as Johnny Ramone, the band’s 
oldest member, born October 8th, 1948. 
Johnny was charismatic and brooding, and 
intended to command respect. Tommy and 
Johnny joined a band, Tangerine Puppets 
– Tommy on lead guitar, Johnny on bass 
– that became locally notable as much for 
Cummings’ volatility as for their music. 
One time, when the Puppets were playing 
“Satisfaction,” according to another band 
member, John noticed the class president 
standing in the wings. “[John] ran over to 
him and hit him in the balls with his gui-
tar neck,” said the band member. “He told 
the kid that it was an accident, but we knew 
John hated this kid.” Another time, Cum-
mings got into a fight with the band’s lead 
singer, pummeling him onstage until the 
other members pulled him of. “We all liked 
Johnny,” Tommy said. “That anger is pure.”

Johnny was raised to be severe. His fa-
ther, a hard-drinking construction worker, 

once made Johnny pitch a 
baseball game with a bro-
ken big toe: “What did I 
raise – a baby?” Johnny 
became tough and dom-
ineering, like his father. 
He became scary even to 
himself. In his autobiog-
raphy, Commando, John-
ny wrote, “I had been on a 
streak of bad, violent be-

havior for two years. I was just bad, every 
minute of the day.” He recalled hauling 
discarded TV sets to the tops of apart-
ment buildings and dropping them near 
people on the street. He threw bricks 
through windows, simply to do it, and he 
also strong-armed people. “Then all of a 
sudden,” Johnny wrote, “one day every-
thing changed. I was twenty. I was walk-
ing down the block, near my neighbor-
hood . . . and I heard a voice. I don’t know 
what it was, God maybe. . . . It asked, ‘What 
are you doing with your life? Is this what 
you are here for?’ It was a spiritual awak-
ening. And I just immediately stopped ev-
erything. It was all clear-cut right then.” 

Sometime later, delivering clothes for a 
dry cleaner, he met Doug Colvin, known 
as Dee Dee. If his autobiography, Loboto-
my, is to be believed, Dee Dee’s childhood 
was hellish. His father, an Army master 
sergeant stationed in Germany, moved 
the family back and forth between there 
and the U.S. His mother, he wrote, “was a 

ness among its nonconformist youth. The 
Ramones were a few years younger than 
their 1950s and 1960s heroes – Presley, the 
Beat les, the Rolling Stones – which allowed 
them a broader field of musical references 
to draw from: bubblegum pop, early heavy 
metal, surf music. More important, most 
of the original Ramones had some sort of 
experience of living under dominance – 
sometimes disconcerting, even frightful – 
or simply an ineradicable sense of being 
the wrong person in the wrong place. “Peo-
ple who join a band like the Ramones don’t 
come from stable backgrounds,” wrote Dee 
Dee, “because it’s not that civilized an art 
form. Punk rock comes from angry kids 
who feel like being creative.”

Drummer Tommy Ramone – who was 
the catalyst in pulling the band togeth-
er and in molding its musical aesthetic – 
largely kept his backstory and hurt to him-
self. He was born as Tamás Erdélyi (later 
Anglicized into Thomas Erdelyi) in Buda-
pest, Hungary, in January 1949. His fami-
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Contributing editor Mik al Gilmore 
wrote about David Bowie in January.

“We thought we were a teeny-
bopper band,” says Johnny, 

“and songs about Vietnam vets 
becoming male prostitutes and 
killing people were normal.” [    ]
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drunken nut job, prone to emotional out-
bursts.” His parents fought brutally. “Their 
lives were complete chaos,” he wrote, “and 
they blamed it all on me.” Dee Dee was al-
ready taking narcotics in his early teens. 
“I couldn’t see a future for myself. . . . Then 
I heard the Beat les for the first time. I got 
my first transistor radio, a Beatle haircut 
and a Beatle suit. . . . Rock ’n’ roll [gave] me 
a sense of my own identity.” When Dee Dee 
was about 15, his mother left his father, 
moving him and his sister to Forest Hills. 
“I can see now how it was only natural that 
I would gravitate toward Tommy, Joey, and 
Johnny Ramone,” he wrote. “They were the 
obvious creeps of the neighborhood. . . . No 
one would have ever pegged any of us as 
candidates for any kind of success in life.”

Tommy, though, did. He urged John-
ny and Dee Dee to form a band. He’d help 
them find their sound and direction; he’d 
worked as an audio engineer at Record 
Plant on sessions with Jimi Hendrix and 
John McLaughlin. Johnny resisted. He’d 
become practical-minded. “I want to be 
normal,” he’d tell Tommy. Also, he had seen 
plenty of rock & roll live – the Beatles, the 
Stones, Hendrix, the Doors – and had be-
come preoccupied with Led Zeppelin. “I 
liked violent bands,” he said. “I hated hip-
pies and never liked that peace-and-love 
shit.” Johnny told Tommy he couldn’t play 
guitar like any of those other musicians.

Then Johnny saw the New York Dolls, 
featuring singer David Johansen and gui-
tarist Johnny Thunders. The Dolls had 
taken the license that David Bowie and 

the glitter movement had implied, and 
brought a new trashy democratic feasi-
bility: Anybody could make meaningful 
noise. “Wow, I can do this, too,” John-
ny thought. “They’re great; they’re terri-
ble, but just great. I can do this.” Johnny 
finally accepted Tommy’s suggestion. He 
bought a $50 Mosrite (the same guitar that 
MC5’s Fred “Sonic” Smith and members of 
the Ventures played). As things developed, 
Dee Dee played bass, Johnny guitar; and 
a friend of theirs and Tommy’s joined on 
drums: Jefrey Hyman.

Hyman, who became Joey Ramone, had 
hardships his whole life. He was born with 
a teratoma – a rare tumor that sometimes 
contains hair, teeth and bone – the size of 
a baseball, attached to his spine. Doctors 
removed the growth when Hyman was a 
few weeks old, but it’s possible the ordeal 
afected him in later years, contributing to 
his tendency to infections and bad blood 
circulation throughout his life. His par-
ents divorced as he was approaching ad-
olescence. His father, Noel Hyman, ran a 
trucking company; his mother, Charlotte, 
ran an art gallery. Noel had a bad tem-
per – he once picked up Joey and threw 
him across a room into a wall. Joey’s lanky 
height and shy personality also made him 
a target for bullies. He wore dark glass-

es everywhere – even to school. “I start-
ed to spend a lot of time in the dean’s of-
fice,” he told Everett True. “I was a misfit, 
an outcast, a loner. . . . The greasers were al-
ways looking to kick my ass. They’d trav-
el in packs with fucking chains and those 
convertibles. They were trying to kill you. 
Johnny was like a greaser [for a while]. He 
was a hard guy.” 

When he was in his teens, Joey began 
behaving oddly – climbing in and out of 
bed repeatedly before he was ready for 
sleep, leaving food out of the refrigerator 
at night, becoming hostile with his moth-
er when she asked him why he was acting 
strangely. Once, he pulled a knife on her. 
He started to hear voices, and could burst 
into inexplicable anger. In 1972, he volun-
tarily entered St. Vincent’s Hospital for 
an evaluation and was kept for a month. 
There, doctors diagnosed him as paranoid 
schizophrenic, “with minimal brain dam-
age.” Another psychiatrist had told Jo-
ey’s mother, “He’ll most likely be a vegeta-
ble.” Not long after, his mother moved into 
a smaller apartment in the same building 
but didn’t take him along; instead, he slept 
on the floor of her gallery.

But by then, Joey had found his path 
out of a life of cutof prospects and mental 
limitation. “Rock & roll was my salvation,” 
he said in 1999. Another time, he said, “I 
remember being turned on to the Beach 
Boys, hearing ‘Surfin’ U.S.A.’ But the Beat-
les really did it to me. Later on, the Stooges 
were a band that helped me in those dark 
periods – just get out the aggression.” As 
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Leave Home
Johnny, Tommy and Joey at the Apollo in 

Manchester, England, December 1977. “We 
wanted to save rock & roll,” said Johnny.



a teen, he rented a high-hat, and tapped 
along to the rhythms of the Beatles and 
Gary Lewis and the Playboys. Joey later 
discovered the epoch-changing music of 
David Bowie – which of ered a new kind 
of identity and pride to nonconformists. 
Joey started bands and joined a glam-rock 
group called Sniper as lead singer, wear-
ing a tailor-made, skintight outfi t and call-
ing himself Jef  Starship. He had already 
left Sniper when, in early 1974, Dee Dee 
asked him to join him and Johnny in their 
new band. When Johnny fi rst met Joey, he 
thought Joey “was just a spaced-out hip-
pie,” according to the singer’s little brother, 
Mickey Leigh, in his memoir, I Slept With 
Joey Ramone. 

The new bandmates began practicing 
in Johnny’s apartment; they determined 
early on that they should come up with 
a new song every time they met. At one 
of those early sessions, they discussed 
what to call themselves. “Dee Dee got the 
name ‘the Ramones’ from Paul McCart-
ney,” Tommy said. “McCartney would call 
himself Paul Ramon when he checked 
into hotels and didn’t want to be noticed. 
I liked it because I thought 
it was ridiculous. The Ra-
mones? That’s absurd! We 
all started calling our-
selves Ramones because it 
was just a fun thing to do. 
There were times we were 
pretty lighthearted when 
we were putting this to-
gether.”

It  wou l d t a k e s e v e r a l 
months to f igure out what 
would work. Dee Dee had trou-
ble playing and singing at the 
same time, and Joey wasn’t any 

good on the drums. Tommy suggested 
moving Joey to lead vocalist, front and cen-
ter of the band. “Joey was not my idea of 
a singer,” Johnny said, “and I kept telling 
Tommy that. I said, ‘I want a good-lookin’ 
guy in front.’ ” Dee Dee didn’t see it that 
way. “Joey was a perfect singer,” he said. “I 
wanted to get somebody real freaky, and 
Joey was really weird-lookin’, man, which 
was great for the Ramones. I think it looks 
better to have a singer that looks all fucked 
up than to have one that’s tryin’ to be Mr. 
Sex Symbol or something.” Later, Johnny 
agreed: “It was all Tommy, and it turned 
out to be a good move.” 

The Ramones also figured out what 
wouldn’t work: Johnny didn’t want their 
sound to derive from the obvious past – 
not from the turbulent bands that had in-
spired them in recent years, such as the 
Stooges, MC5 and the New York Dolls. 
“What we did,” said Johnny, “was take out 
everything that we didn’t like about rock & 
roll and use the rest, so there would be no 
blues infl uence, no long guitar solos, noth-

ing that would get in the way of the songs.” 
In the place of the rock frills was doo-wop, 
girl groups, bubblegum – they all loved 
the Bay City Rollers – and the surf rock of 
Brian Wilson and Jan and Dean, which in-
formed many of the melodies, a tuneful un-
dertow to the cacophony.

When Tommy joined the band as drum-
mer – as the story goes, none of the drum-
mers they auditioned could play without 
bombast and fl ourishes – the Ramones’ 
sound came together. “I wanted to lock 
in with the guitar,” he told Mojo in 2011. 
“Most people assume that the bass and 
drums lock in together. . . . But I locked 
in with Johnny, and Dee Dee’s bass was 
the underpinning of it all.” The ef ect was 
primitive but also avant-garde: harmonic 
ideas stacked on a rapid-fi re momentum. 
“We used block chording as a melodic de-
vice, and the harmonics resulting from the 
distortion of the amplifi ers created coun-
termelodies,” Tommy told Timothy White 
in Rolling Stone. “We used the wall of 
sound as a melodic rather than a rif  form; 
it was like a song within a song, created by 
a block of chords droning.”

The Ramones played their fi rst public 
show in August 1974 at New York’s CBGB 
– at least half a dozen songs in roughly 17 
minutes. CBGB, a small, dank and narrow 
bar in Manhattan’s Bowery – long seen as a 
disreputable area, with cheap lodging and 
homeless alcoholics on the street – would 
become the vital center of New York’s cut-
ting-edge new-music scene. The owner, 
Hilly Kristal, thought the Ramones’ fi rst 
appearance didn’t bode well. “They were 
the most un-together band I’d ever heard,” 
he wrote later. “They kept starting and 
stopping – equipment breaking down – 
and yelling at each other.” As he’d also re-
call, “They’d play for 40 minutes. And 20 of 
them would just be the band yelling at each 
other.” But they became a good draw, and 
Kristal featured them on his stage dozens 
of times in the next few years. 

By early 1975, the Ramones had honed 
their presentation. Thanks to their goal 
of a new song every practice, they were 
developing a large repertoire of original 
material. All the members had adopted 
leather jackets like Johnny’s and wore torn 
jeans; they looked more like a gang than 
a band. Also, they didn’t fuck around on-
stage anymore – no talking among them-
selves, no guitar tuning, no pauses. Johnny 

and Tommy found that lock the drummer 
had described; Johnny played downstroke 
chord strums in eighth-note rhythms at 
full volume; it sounded like a force that had 
always existed, and couldn’t be held back. 

People began to take notice. Infl uential 
columnist Lisa Robinson told music exec 
Danny Fields, “You’ll love this band.” When 
Fields, who had signed the Stooges and 
MC5, caught them at CBGB, he thought, 
“ ‘This is overwhelming. What more do you 
need?’ I loved them within the fi rst fi ve 
seconds, from the minute they started to 
play. I couldn’t stop and think.” After the 
show, Fields of ered to manage them, and 
won the band a contract with Sire Records. 
Johnny felt that he and the group were 
ready. “By the summer of ’75,” he told road 
manager Monte Melnick, in On the Road 
With the Ramones, “I started to take it se-
riously. I felt that we were better than ev-
eryone else. . . . In the New York scene, the 
only band I looked at as any sort of compe-
tition was the Heartbreakers [led by John-
ny Thunders]. I remember seeing a clip of 
Led Zeppelin, they were playing in ’75 at 
Madison Square Garden, and I thought, 

‘Oh, God, these guys are 
such shit.’ ”

The Ramones’ April 
1976 debut album, Ra-
mones, with its black-
and-white photo on the 
cover, defi ned punk rock. 
The term “punk” had been 
around for many years, 
usually with distasteful or 
threatening connotations. 

A punk was a coward or a snitch or a sniv-
eling villain. Sometimes it was used to sig-
nify male homosexuality; Beat author Wil-
liam Burroughs said, “I always thought a 
punk was someone who took it up the ass.” 
By 1975, punk came to describe a hand-
ful of emerging rock & roll artists, such as 
Patti Smith, who sang about people outside 
of society. Critics Dave Marsh and Lester 
Bangs began using the term “punk rock” to 
describe a dissonance and spirit that had 
owed in a continuum from the mid-1960s, 
including several of the American garage-
rock bands that appeared on Lenny Kaye’s 
Nuggets collection. You could also hear 
that spirit in English bands, such as the 
Stones and early Kinks. In the late 1960s, 
Detroit’s Stooges and MC5, and New York’s 
Velvet Underground, took that dissonance 
further, musically and lyrically. But begin-
ning with the Ramones, punk came to rep-
resent an aesthetic and a subculture. Ac-
tually, the opening song alone, “Blitzkrieg 
Bop,” did the job: noisy guitars, insistent 
rhythms and hurried vocals pronouncing 
a young generation piling into the back 
seat for a ride down deadman’s curve, with 
trouble ahead and behind.

Some took Ramones as threatening, with 
songs about beating brats, sniffing glue, 
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“Johnny crossed the line,” 
said Joey after Johnny stole 

his girlfriend. “He 
destroyed the band and the 
relationship right there.”[    ]
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gunning your enemy in the back, a Green 
Beret male prostitute, slashing a trick to 
prove he’s no sissy. “We started off just 
wanting to be a bubblegum group,” said 
Johnny. “We looked at the Bay City Rollers 
as our competition. But we were so weird. 
Singing about ‘53rd and 3rd,’ about some 
guy coming back from Vietnam and be-
coming a male prostitute and killing peo-
ple? This is what we thought was normal.” 
There was also the problem that the band 
f lirted with Nazi imagery: “I’m a shock 
trooper in a stupor, yes I am/I’m a Nazi 
schatze, y’know/I fight for Fatherland,” 
they sang in an early version of “Today Your 
Love, Tomorrow the World.” According to 
Melnick, after hearing the lines, Seymour 
Stein, the head of Sire Records, recoiled. 
“You can’t do that,” he said. “You can’t sing 
about Nazis! I’m Jewish and so are all the 
people at the record company.” The band – 
half of whom, Joey and Tommy, were Jew-

ish – complied, up to a point. Said Johnny, 
“We never thought anything of the original 
line. We were being naive, though. If we 
had been bigger, there would have been a 
bigger deal made of it by the press.”

Plenty of rock tastemakers hated ev-
erything about Ramones. Most American 
radio refused to play the music (one DJ 
described hurling the album “across the 
room”). The most succinct kiss-of  review 
described Ramones as “the sound of 10,000 
toilets fl ushing.” The band was undeterred. 
“We weren’t going to let anything knock us 
down,” Joey told Rolling Stone’s David 
Fricke in 1999. “There was always some-
thing thrown at us. It was always that way.”

By the time of their U.K. tour in 1976, 
word of their sound and style had spread 
before them. Johnny disliked England, es-
pecially the audiences who spat on bands 
as a sign of punk af ection. But he found 
time to give some famous advice to the 
Clash, who were nervous they were un-
der-rehearsed: “We’re lousy, we can’t play,” 
Johnny reportedly told Joe Strummer. “If 
you wait until you can play, you’ll be too 
old to get up there.” The Ramones set the 
standard for a new, democratic aesthetic. 
“We wanted to save rock and roll,” Johnny 
wrote in Commando. “We weren’t against 

anybody. . . . I thought the Ramones, the 
Sex Pistols, and the Clash were all going to 
become the major groups, like the Beatles 
and the Rolling Stones, and it would be a 
better world.” Later, Johnny worried that 
the Sex Pistols’ infamous doings – swear-
ing on British TV; playing riotous shows on 
their 1978 U.S. tour and then self-implod-
ing; bassist Sid Vicious’ subsequent arrest 
for murdering girlfriend   Nancy Spungen – 
had done the Ramones and punk rock seri-
ous damage, making it reprehensible rath-
er than merely revolutionary. 

Tommy Erdelyi remained with the Ra-
mones for two more albums, Leave Home 

and Rocket to Russia (both 1977). They 
were of a piece with the fi rst album – they 
extended the sound somewhat, but kept the 
same dense texture. Notably, some songs 
were about mental illness; “Gimme Gimme 
Shock Treatment” and “Teenage Lobot-
omy” (and later “I Wanna Be Sedated”) 
seemed to be drawn from things that Joey 
and Dee Dee had witnessed or experienced. 

“I think we were all try-
ing to get as mental-
ly unsound as possi-
ble,” said Tommy. For 
him, life in constant 
close quarters with the 
band had become too 
much. The Ramones 
toured steadily – play-
ing something like 
150 shows some years, 
spending hours and 
days going from city 
to city in a van, often 

fi nding fault with one another and erupt-
ing into fi ghts. Once, at the Sunset Marquis 
hotel in Los Angeles, Johnny and Tommy 
got into a fierce argument. “This is my 
band,” Johnny yelled, “and I am the star of 
this band, not you! What are you gonna do 
about it?” Tommy later said, “They were al-
ways paranoid I would take over, which I 
had no intention of doing.”

Tommy played his last show with the Ra-
mones in May 1978, at CBGB. Johnny tried 
to get him to stay. He wouldn’t, but he re-
mained to produce one more album, Road 

to Ruin (1978), with Ed Stasium. Drum-
mer Marc Bell, who had played with the 
Voidoids and other downtown bands, re-
placed Tommy under the name Marky Ra-
mone. Road to Ruin was a masterpiece – 
the fourth in a row by a band that had burst 
out of nowhere. It was also the last great 
album the Ramones would ever make.

I
n the early 1980s – half a 
decade into their career – the 
Ramones’ story fractured in all 
respects. Their music hadn’t 
yielded the mass audience that 

they’d expected. “I don’t feel desperate, 
not yet,” Johnny said, “although I don’t feel 
like waiting another two years to get big.” 
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Happy Family
(1) From right: Joey, Linda, Johnny 
and Marky Ramone, St. Mark’s 
Place, New York, 1981. (2) Joey, 
a.k.a. Jeffrey Hyman, with little 
brother Mickey Leigh in 1967. (3) 
John Cummings, in his freshman 
year at the Staunton Military 
Academy in Virginia, 1963. 
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Relations in the band were tense, even de-
grading. Though Joey was seen by many 
as the Ramones’ frontman – congenial, 
commanding onstage, increasingly out-
spoken in interviews – it was Johnny who 
ran the band with an iron hand. He in-
stituted fines if members were late or too 
messed up to play. He yelled, and slapped 
people. “We could often hear John push-
ing and smacking Roxy [his girlfriend] 
around in their hotel room,” Marky wrote 
in his autobiography, Punk Rock Blitzkrieg. 
“We would hear her stumbling, bounc-
ing of a thin wall, and then falling onto a 
bed and shrieking.” Danny 
Fields told Mojo, “Dee Dee 
was terrified of Johnny, be-
cause Johnny would punch 
him in the face. . . . It would 
always be after the show, 
about something like, ‘You 
did a B-major when you 
should have done a C-mi-
nor.’ I’d stand outside the 
dressing room. Inside 
you’d hear glass shatter-
ing and bodies slamming 
into walls.”

Johnny soon met his 
match in producer Phil 
Spector. In 1978, the Ra-
mones were invited to 
star in Rock & Roll High 
School, a musical about 
rock rebellion, produced 
by B-movie legend Roger 
Corman. The title track 
was a hit to their fans, 
but it wasn’t enough for 
Sire, which around the 
same time decided that 
if the Ramones hoped to 
achieve real success they 
would need to change 
their sound. The label 
teamed them with the 
legendary Spector to oversee the band’s 
next LP, End of the Century. Spector had 
been after the Ramones for a long time. 
“You wanna make a good album by your-
selves,” he asked them in 1977, “or a great 
album with me?” But in 1979, the produc-
er was past his prime and a spooky eccen-
tric. Early on, Spector invited the band to 
his mansion. “There were a lot of warn-
ing signs,” wrote Marky. “Do not enter. 
Do not touch gate. Beware of attack dogs. 
The signs looked pretty amateurish, and 
that made them more rather than less im-
posing.” Spector wore pistols, one under 
each arm, and kept bodyguards around. 
He made the band stay all night, watching 
the psychological horror film Magic, star-
ring Anthony Hopkins. Dee Dee claimed 
that one night, the producer pulled a gun 
on him when he tried to leave. “He had all 
the quick-draw, shoot-to-kill pistol tech-
niques,” Dee Dee recalled. 

One day, Spector pushed Johnny too 
far. The producer demanded that the gui-
tarist play the opening G-major chord of 
“Rock & Roll High School” over and over. 
The engineer would play the chord back 
and Spector stomped around the studio 
yelling, “Shit, piss, fuck! Shit, piss, fuck!” 
Then he’d demand that Johnny hit the 
chord again. This went on for an hour  
or more, until Johnny got fed up. He  
finally put down his guitar and said he 
was leaving. Spector told him he wasn’t 
going anywhere. Johnny replied, “What 
are you gonna do, Phil, shoot me?” The 

Decades later, Spector was convicted of 
second-degree murder for the 2003 shoot-
ing of Lana Clarkson, and is serving a 
19-years-to-life sentence in California. In 
Commando, Johnny wrote, “After he shot 
that girl, I thought, ‘I’m surprised that he 
didn’t shoot someone every year.’ ”

when the ramones visited los an-
geles to record End of the Century, Joey 
was accompanied by his girlfriend, Linda 
Danielle. According to his brother Mick-
ey Leigh, Joey had probably met Linda 
at CBGB or Max’s Kansas City in the Ra-

mones’ 1977 heyday, and 
the two became a cou-
ple during the filming of 
Rock & Roll High School 
in Los Angeles. Joey liked 
her more than any other 
woman he’d known. After 
the filming ended, Linda 
boarded the Ramones’ van 
to join Joey on tour. John-
ny made plain the hier-
archy: He decided where 
people sat. Since she was 
with Joey, he told her, “You 
sit in the back.” Linda re-
plied, “Not for long.” In 
Commando, Johnny re-
called, “What is this, this 
girl answers back to me? 
Joey told her not to say 
anything, but she did any-
way. I thought it was kind 
of funny.” 

Johnny had a g irl-
friend at the time. Oth-
ers began to notice that he 
and Linda would f lirt or 
sometimes furtively dis-
appear to meet each other. 
When Marky and Mick-
ey Leigh each tried to tell 
Joey that Linda and John-

ny were having an affair, he refused to 
believe them. According to Commando, 
Linda left Joey in the summer of 1982, 
and soon Johnny left Roxy. Johnny and 
Linda began living together in a Manhat-
tan apartment, but Johnny worried that 
Joey would leave the band if he found out. 
“I had never really gotten along with Joey,” 
Johnny later wrote, “but I didn’t want to 
hurt him, either. . . . We tried our best, but 
you can’t live a lie.”

Within a few years, Johnny and Linda 
were married. Linda became Linda Cum-
mings, but she went by Linda Ramone. 
Joey never got over her. The sense of ro-
mantic and isolated clinging in his songs 
deepened, and he wrote some of his best 
about the lost relationship, including “The 
KKK Took My Baby Away” (some saw it 
as aimed at Johnny). Late in his life, Joey 
told Mojo, “Johnny crossed the line. . . . He 
destroyed the relationship 

bandmates had a meeting with Spector 
and told him they could no longer work 
with him if he was going to keep display-
ing the same temperament. “Nobody was 
enjoying any of it,” Joey said. “We were all 
pissed of with his antics, high drama, and 
the insanity.” 

Spector had boasted to the band that 
Century, which cost $200,000, would be 
its greatest album ever. Instead, it was the 
album that broke the Ramones’ momen-
tum and cost them their aesthetic. Vapid 
arrangements prevailed where storms 
had once ruled. Century charted higher 
than any of the band’s other albums, ris-
ing to Number 44 on the Billboard 200, 
but Johnny regretted making it. Near the 
end of his life, he told Ed Stasium that he 
wanted to remix the album and “de-Spec-
torize” it. “That was his final wish,” said 
Stasium, “get Phil’s stuf and make it a Ra-
mones rec ord.” 

48 |  Rol l i ng St on e |  RollingStone.com A pr i l 21 ,  2016

[Cont. on 72]

——————————————————————————————————————————————————— ———————————————————————————————————————————————————

——————————————————————————————————————————————————— ———————————————————————————————————————————————————— — — — — — — —
— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —
— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —
   — — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —— — — —THE CURSE OF
THE RAMONES

“It mattered to us a lot,” 
said Tommy about their Rock 
Hall induction. “Because we 
knew we were good for years. 
But it was hard to tell.”[    ]
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I Remember You
Dee Dee, Tommy, Johnny 

and Marky (from left) at the 
Hall of Fame induction 

ceremony, 2002.



Ramones
RAMONES 1976

 1When the Ra-
mones record-
ed their debut 

album for $6,400 in 
February 1976, the 
agenda was simple: 
“Eliminate the unnec-
essary and focus on the 
substance,” as Tommy 
put it in 1999. But the 
brilliance of punk’s 
most infl uential and 
enduring record – how 
four disparate outcasts 
from the American ad-
olescent mainstream 
made such original sin-

gle-minded fury – re-
mains hard to defi ne. 
Storklike singer Joey 
was a pop kid chant-
ing “Hey ho, let’s go!” 
at the start of “Blitz-
krieg Bop.” Guitar-
ist Johnny pared Dick 
Dale and Bo Diddley 
down to the airtight, 
bluesless staccato of 
“Beat on the Brat” and 
“Loudmouth.” Bass-
ist and primary lyricist 
Dee Dee wrote about 
what he knew (drugs, 
despair, hustling) with 
telegramatic wit. And 
drummer Tommy, a 
former recording engi-
neer on Jimi Hendrix 
sessions, co-produced 
Ramones, guarding 
its brevity and purity. 
“We thought we could 
be the biggest band in 
the world,” Johnny re-
called. In a way, they 
would be. This is where 
it began.

The Clash
THE CLASH 1977

 2On April 3rd, 
1976, a Lon-
don pub-rock 

combo, the 101ers, 
played a show with 
gnarly urchins the 
Sex Pistols. The fu-
ture was “right in 
front of me,” recalled 
101ers singer-guitar-
ist Joe Strummer. A 
year later, Strummer 
was the battle-scarred 
voice of the Clash and 
in the U.K. Top 20 
with his new band’s 
self- titled fl amethrow-

er debut, a brittle-fuzz 
volley of politicized 
rage and street-choir 
vocal hooks that trans-
formed British punk 
from a brawling ado-
lescent turmoil to a dy-
namic social weapon 
in songs like “White 
Riot,” “London’s Burn-
ing” and “I’m So Bored 
With the U.S.A.” 
Strummer and his 
co-writer, guitarist 
Mick Jones, were not 
born debaters; man-
ager-svengali Bernie 
Rhodes pressed them 
to go topical. But the 
ef ect – propelled by 
bassist Paul Simonon 
and original drummer 
Terry Chimes – was 
pivotal. CBS in Amer-
ica did not issue the 
album until 1979, add-
ing later singles. The 
original remains the 
sound of a riot being 
born. 

Never Mind 
the Bollocks 
Here’s the 
Sex Pistols
THE SEX PISTOLS 
1977

 3 “If the sessions 
had gone the 
way I wanted, it 

would have been unlis-
tenable for most peo-
ple,” Sex Pistols sing-
er Johnny Rotten said. 
For millions, it was. 
But when the Sex Pis-
tols’ only oi  cial album 
made a frontal assault 
on the U.K. pop charts, 
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genuine revolution-
ary force in their pur-
suit of working-class 
justice. The Leeds 
foursome bound their 
Marxist critique in 
tightly wound knots 
of enraged funk and 
avenging-disco synco-
pation, slashed by gui-
tarist Andy Gill’s blues-
free swordplay.

Pink Flag
WIRE 1977

 6 
No album 
summed up the 
infi nite possi-

bility in punk’s radical 
simplicity better than 
this 35-minute, 21-song 
debut. R.E.M., Spoon 
and Minor Threat are 
just a few of the bands 

that have covered 
songs from Pink Flag, 
which ranges from the 
hardcore Rubik’s Cube 
“1 2 X U” to the 28- 
second tabloid night-
mare “Field Day for 
the Sundays” to “Frag-
ile,” punk’s fi rst pret-
ty love song. “A perfect 
album,” said Henry 
Rollins of Black Flag. 

Double 
Nickels on 
the Dime
MINUTEMEN 1984

 7Three blue-col-
lar corn dogs 
from the port 

town of San Pedro, 
California, with zero 
pretensions and a 
gift for gab, and a hi-

larious taste for no-
bullshit political anal-
ysis like the “The Roar 
of the Masses Could 
Be Farts.” All over this 
sprawling, 45-song 
double-album classic, 
guitarist D. Boon and 
bassist Mike Watt spiel 
back and forth about a 
lifetime of friendship 
rooted in shared punk 
values – as Boon says 
in “History Lesson, Pt. 
2,” “Our band could 
be your life.” They also 
stretch out into jazz 
noodling and folk-
ie picking, along with 
Creedence Clearwa-
ter Revival, Steely Dan 
and Van Halen cov-
ers. The combustible 
eclecticism would have 
an impact on bands 
from the Red Hot Chili 
Peppers to Pavement. 
But just when they 
were starting to get 
some national atten-
tion, Boon was tragi-
cally killed in a 1985 
car accident, just after 
the band’s fi nal album, 
3-Way Tie (For Last), 
was released.

Damaged
BLACK FLAG 1981

 8 “We! Are tired! 
Of your abuse! 
Try to stop us! 

It’s! No uuuuuuse!” 
Black Flag walked it 
like they talked it, per-
fecting the L.A. hard-
core form, with Greg 
Ginn’s demented gui-
tar and Henry Rollins’ 
muscle-bound toxic 
rage. Damaged got 
them mixed up with a 
major label, which re-
fused to release it and 
denounced it as “an 
anti-parent record.” 
Which it is – not to 
mention anti-cop, an-
ti-TV, anti-beer and, 
what else you got? 

Los Angeles
X 1980

 9 X were way too 
arty to fi t in with 
the L.A. hard-

core scene – married 
couple John Doe and 
Exene Cervenka sang 
about L.A. as a sur-
real nightmare full of 
psycho speed freaks 
and burned-out Hol-
lywood directors, over 
Billy Zoom’s junk-
shop rockabilly gui-
tar. Their producer was 
the Doors’ Ray Manza-
rek; they paid respects 
with a version of “Soul 
Kitchen” that would 
have scared Jim Morri-
son right out of town.

Rotten’s snarled lyr-
ics about abortion and 
anarchy terrorized a 
nation. The result re-
mains punk rock’s Ser-
mon on the Mount, 
and its echoes are ev-
erywhere.

Funhouse
THE STOOGES 1970

 4 “The Stoog-
es were the per-
fect embodiment 

of what music should 
be,” said Sonic Youth’s 
Thurston Moore. On 
the Detroit band’s sec-
ond album (produced 
by Kingsmen key-
boardist Don Galluc-
ci), that meant primal 
garage chaos near-
ly a dec ade ahead of 
its time. Guitarist Ron 
Asheton hammered as 
few chords as possible 
(“T.V. Eye” is just one), 
while Iggy Pop chan-
neled bad-trip psyche-
delia and metallic R&B 
into hormonal melt-
downs that inspired 
generations of pent-up 
noise fi ends.

Entertain-
ment!
GANG OF FOUR 1979

5Fusing James 
Brown and early 
hip-hop with the 

bullet-point minimal-
ism of the Ramones, 
Gang of Four were a 
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Nevermind
NIRVANA 1991

 10
“Punk 
rock 
should 

mean freedom,” Kurt 
Cobain said in an in-
terview just as he was 
becoming alt-rock’s 
self-canceling messi-
ah. Though he was em-
barrassed by its slick 
sound, Nevermind 
went of  like a gre-
nade in the Ameri-
can mainstream, turn-
ing junior-high dances 
into mosh pits with 
music that embod-
ied Cobain’s dream 
of punk rock that the 
metal kids he grew up 
around in rural Wash-
ington could love.

Singles Going 
Steady
BUZZCOCKS 1979

 11These 
Mancu-
nians broke 

through pop-punk bar-
riers with insanely 
catchy gems about hor-
monally charged angst, 
from “Orgasm Ad-
dict” to the remarkably 
mature breakup song 
“Oh Shit!” (“Admit 
admit you’re shit you’re 
shit”). Not-remote-
ly-secret weapon John 
Maher, the ultimate 
punk drummer, crash-
es through “Ever Fallen 
in Love?” like he’s lead-

cover photo, an image 
as boundary-shatter-
ing and beautiful as 
the music inside.

Zen Arcade
HÜSKER DÜ 1984

 13 The Minne-
sota power 
trio broke 

all the rules of three-
chord hardcore with 
this double-vinyl con-
cept opus – the story 

ing a human-sexuali-
ty seminar gone horri-
bly wrong.

Horses
PATTI SMITH 1975

 12Before punk 
even ex-
isted, it al-

ready had its queen – 
a Lower East Side poet 
fusing Sixties garage 
rock and Rimbaud to 
create her own ecstatic 

Dig Me Out
SLEATER-KINNEY 
1997

 14When Sleat-
er-Kinney’s 
Corin Tucker 

and Carrie Brownstein 
proclaimed “I Wanna 
Be Your Joey Ramone” 
on 1996’s Call the Doc-
tor, they were laying 
down a dare to them-
selves and the Nineties 
indie-rock scene. The 
band’s next album, Dig 
Me Out, made good on 
that promise. Adding 
powerhouse drummer 
Janet Weiss, the Olym-
pia, Washington, trio’s 
feminist punk hit hard 
– from the elated rush 
of “Words and Guitar” 
to the raw romantic 
torment of “One More 
Hour.”

New York 
Dolls
NEW YORK DOLLS
1973

 15“What the 
Dolls did to 
be infl uen-

tial on punk was show 
that anybody could do 
it,” singer David Jo-
hansen said. Aggres-
sive, sloppy, androg-
ynous and loud, they 
blazed through the 
gutter glam of “Trash” 
and “Personality Cri-
sis” like a demented 
Rolling Stones. The 
Dolls’ Todd Rundgren-

produced debut exudes 
sleazy swagger, one 
reason punk impresa-
rio Malcolm McLar-
en managed them be-
fore assembling the Sex 
Pistols. 

Milo Goes 
to College
DESCENDENTS 1982

 16L.A.’s De-
scendents 
thought 

their debut would be 
their only record be-
cause singer Milo 
Aukerman was, in fact, 
heading of  to school. 
He earned his degree 
in biology, but the De-
scendents still man-
aged to become a pop-
punk institution, 
turning stunted rage 
toward their miserable 
middle-class existence 
on “I’m Not a Punk” 
and “Suburban Home” 
to pave the way for 
Green Day and every 
Warped Tour band 
that followed. 

Marquee Moon
TELEVISION 1977

 17 Television 
spent years 
woodshedding 

at CBGB, to arrive at a 
sound as thrilling in its 
ambition as Ramones 
was in its simplicity. 
Marquee Moon drew 
on surrealist poetry 
and free jazz, connect-

vision. Working close-
ly with guitarist Lenny 
Kaye, pianist Richard 
Sohl and drummer Jay 
Dee Daugherty (as well 
as CBGB buddy Tom 
Verlaine, who co-wrote 
the Jim Morrison trib-
ute “Break It Up”), she 
made the New York 
scene’s fi rst major 
statement. Her record 
company hated Robert 
Mapplethorpe’s classic 

of a young guy escap-
ing a broken home and 
making his way in the 
city. Bob Mould and 
Grant Hart traded of  
spit-and-growl vo-
cals in savagely emo-
tional hardcore blasts, 
but the music expand-
ed into psychedelia, 
acoustic-folk rage and 
the closing 14-minute 
feedback instrumental, 
“Reoccurring Dreams.”
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ing Sixties psychedelia 
with a more aggressive 
brand of derangement. 
The result was punk 
rock’s fi rst – and great-
est – guitar landmark, 
making New York’s 
mean streets seem like 
a mystic playground. 

.

Dookie
GREEN DAY 1994

 18Green Day’s 
major- label 
debut ex-

ploded across teenage 
America in the wake 
of Kurt Cobain’s death 
like sweet, manic relief. 
Dookie was an irresist-
ible paradox: 14 songs 
about despair detonat-
ed with Who-ish zeal 
and radio-tight pop 
craft. Singer-guitarist 
Billie Joe Armstrong 
called it his “journal 
about what it’s like to 
live as a street kid” – 
desperate for connec-
tion and frustrated to 
an atomic degree.

Bad Brains
BAD BRAINS 1982

19 The Afri-
can-Ameri-
can Rastas in 

Bad Brains had roots 
in jazz and reggae, 
yet they helped found 
the D.C. hardcore 
scene with their self- 
proclaimed “P.M.A.” 
– positive mental at-
titude. Named after a 

what might be punk’s 
ultimate anthem of lib-
eration ripped from the 
void. 

The Singles
BIKINI KILL 1998

 22Bikini Kill 
demand-
ed “Revo-

lution Girl Style Now” 
on their cassette-on-
ly debut in 1991, and 
delivered just that as 
leaders of the Nine-
ties riot-grrrl move-
ment. The highlight of 
this singles collection 
is “Rebel Girl,” fea-
turing riot foremoth-
er Joan Jett on gui-
tar and vocals; when 
singer Kathleen Han-
nah hollers “in her 
kiss, I taste the revo-
lution,” thousands of 
rebel girls were ready 
to storm patriarchy’s 
barricades.

Terminal 
Tower
PERE UBU 1985

 23As punk 
was heating 
up in New 

York and London, it 
was also percolating in 
Cleveland, where Pere 
Ubu created an “indus-
trial folk” that sound-
ed post-punk in 1975. 
This archival set peaks 
with the chillingly an-
themic heartland noir 
of “Final Solution,” 
where singer David 
Thomas yowls over 
Peter Laughner’s rust-
belting guitar. The 
hard-living Laugh-
ner drank his way into 
an early grave by the 
time he was 24, but the 
band he co-founded is 
still at it today.

All Mod Cons
THE JAM 1978

 24Dubbing 
himself  “the 
Cappucci-

no kid,” the Jam’s Paul 
Weller channeled punk 
fervor into a Mod re-
vival, inspired by the 
Kinks and the Who. 
Their third album is 
a snapshot of London 
life, from “ ‘A’ Bomb 
in Wardour Street” 
to “Down in the Tube 
Station at Midnight,” 
a salvo against right-
wing punkers.

Ramones song, they 
were already local leg-
ends by the time they 
dropped their 1982 
cassette-only debut, 
with its terrifyingly 
fast thrash-dervish at-
tack “Pay to Cum.” 

Germfree 
Adolescents
X-RAY SPEX 1978

 20Teenage 
multiracial 
London 

girl Poly Styrene had 
braces on her teeth 
and wore Day-Glo 
rags, screeching an-
thems like “Oh Bond-
age Up Yours!” over 
saxophone blasts, and 
chanting, “I am a po-
seur and I don’t care! 
I like to make people 
stare!” X-Ray Spex’s 
explosive debut went 
criminally unreleased 
in the U.S., but it be-

came a word-of-mouth 
cult classic, infl uenc-
ing Sleater-Kinney, the 
Beastie Boys and many 
others.

Blank 
Generation 
RICHARD HELL AND 
THE VOIDOIDS 1977

 21Television 
co-found-
er Richard 

Hell pretty much in-
vented what he called 
the “patchy ragged-
ness” of punk fashion 
and hair care. When 
he went solo on Blank 

Generation, he enlisted 
Robert Quine, a Velvet 
Underground fanat-
ic whose appropriately 
jagged guitar style was 
ideal for anti-love songs 
“Betrayal Takes Two” 
and “Love Comes in 
Spurts.” And with the 
title track, Hell gave us 
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Fever to Tell 
YEAH YEAH YEAHS 2003

 31 Three New York art kids, starring a 
fi recracker named Karen O. She howls 

like a cheetah in heat – until she bruises your 
heart in the surprise slow-jam hit “Maps.”

Walk Among Us
THE MISFITS 1982

 32 Glenn Danzig and his band of New 
Jersey mutants brought much-needed 

irony to the hardcore scene with horror-punk 
anthems like “I Turned Into a Martian.”

Cut
THE SLITS 1979

 33The pioneering all-female Slits fused 
reggae beats and punk guitars on joy-

ously anarchic songs like “Shoplifting,” with 
its awesome catchphrase, “We pay fuck-all!” 

Unknown Pleasures 
JOY DIVISION 1979

 34No punk band ever displayed its 
alienation as grippingly as Joy Division. 

Ian Curtis’ foghorn baritone and the music’s 
ice-fl oe torpor inspired a goth-punk nation.

13 Songs 
FUGAZI 1989

 35Ex-Minor Threat leader Ian MacKaye 
invents a body-moving post-hardcore 

sound – and with “Waiting Room,” he wrote 
American punk’s fi nest karaoke banger. 

Penis Envy
CRASS 1981

 36U.K. collective Crass embodied punk’s 
anarchist ideals, and the anti-sexist 

rants on Penis Envy were just as radical.

Enema of the State 
BLINK-182 1999

 37 Green Day’s Dookie as one big, unde-
niably catchy fart joke. This pop-punk 

smash stayed on the charts for 70 weeks. 

Deep Fantasy 
WHITE LUNG 2014

 38 Like Black Flag fronted by the bastard 
daughter of Patti Smith and Stevie 

Nicks, with each song a nail bomb of desire. 

Q: Are We Not Men? 
A: We Are Devo! 
DEVO 1978

 39The Akron, Ohio, spudboys’ zanily 
warped New Wave made devolution 

feel like the future. A mongoloid masterpiece. 

Fresh Fruit for Rotting 
Vegetables 
DEAD KENNEDYS 1980

 40 The ultimate hardcore comedy album, 
with the goofball satire of “California 

Über Alles” and “Holiday in Cambodia.”

Vs.
MISSION OF BURMA 
1982

 25“I think 
we’re just a 
closet prog-

rock act that happened 
during punk,” Mission 
of Burma’s Clint Con-
ley once said. But the 
Boston avant-screech 
band pioneered an arty 
approach to punk with 
its 1980 debut indie 
single, “Academy Fight 
Song.” Vs. is a com-
plex headphone rec-
ord, yet it’s also a fes-
tering racket – with 
the anti-Reagan screed 
“That’s How I Escaped 
My Certain Fate,” and 
the throbbing tremolo 
trance of “Trem Two.”

Generic
FLIPPER 1982

 26Named 
after a 
dead dol-

phin their singer found 
at the beach one day 
while tripping on acid, 
San Francisco’s Flipper 
had two bassists and 
played long, crushingly 
slow improv jams like 
the eight-minute “Sex 
Bomb,” which caps of  
Generic. Their fuck-
you freedom inspired 

Kurt Cobain, who 
often sported a home-
made Flipper T-shirt.

Complete 
Discography
MINOR THREAT 1989

 27Minor Threat 
defi ned a 
new hardcore 

code with their anthem 
“Straight Edge” – down 
with drugs, down with 
booze, up with keep-
ing your wits about you 
and fi ghting the power. 
The D.C. scene lead-
ers didn’t stay togeth-
er very long, but they 
remain hugely infl u-
ential thanks to Ian 
MacKaye’s true-be-
liever intensity, as he 
spread the straight-
edge gospel of how to 
bring revolutionary 
values to everyday life. 

(GI)
THE GERMS 1979

 28The Germs 
only released 
one album 

before waste-case sing-
er Darby Crash killed 
himself in Decem-
ber 1980. But the Joan 
Jett-produced (GI) set 
a standard for spoiled 
L.A. nihilism, masking 
surprisingly nuanced 

lyrics in a hilariously 
sloppy blur. 

Sorry Ma, 
Forgot to 
Take Out the 
Trash
THE REPLACEMENTS 
1981

 29Defi nitive 
proof that 
Midwestern 

drunkards could be as 
fast, loud and sloppy as 
any New York junkie, 
with resident poet Paul 
Westerberg croaking 
about booze and de-
spair over the band’s 
“power trash.” What 
truly set them apart 
was the humor that 
came through in lyrics 
like “I hate music!/It’s 
got too many notes!”

EVOL
SONIC YOUTH 1986

 30With their 
third album, 
the New 

York crew set them-
selves on a course to 
becoming the most im-
portant noise band 
of the past three dec-
ades. Amp-torture 
clinics like “Starpow-
er” and “Expressway to 
Yr Skull” explore what 
bassist Kim Gordon 
had called “the dark-
ness shimmering be-
neath the shiny quilt of 
American pop culture.”   
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ivers cuomo is ambling through the 
shadows and light near the Hot Dog on a Stick 
stand close by the Santa Monica Pier, hands 
shoved into black skinny-type jeans, dark hoody 
covering a dark T-shirt, baseball cap worn brim 
forward, slender, on the very shortish side, and, 
unless you are an avid fan, hardly recognizable 
as the frontman for Weezer, Nineties nerd-rock 
giants, emo legends and purveyors of hook-filled 
whimsicalities such as “Undone – The Sweater 

Song,” “Buddy Holly” and “The Good Life” on the group’s first two 
records, the Blue Album and 1996’s more confessional Pinkerton. 
Thereafter, for the past two decades, the band has alternately hoped 
against hope to recapture that early magic and not given a hoot, all 
depending on the vagaries of the man in charge. He’s 45 now, mar-
ried, has two kids, a daughter, 9, and a son, 3, who sleep on mats in 
the same room with him and his wife, because why should they not? 
Today, he woke up around seven, tried and failed to remember the 

HHHHOOOOWWW FFFAAAATTTHHHEEERRRHHHHOOOOOOOOODDDD,,, FFFFRRRRRREEEEUUUDDDDIIIIAAAANNN  TTTHHERAPY 
AAANNNNNDDDD  TTTIINNNDDDDEEERRR HHHHEEELLLPPPPPEEEEDDDD TTTTTTHHHHEEEE WWWWWEEEEEEEEEZZZEEERRR 
FRRROOONNNNTTTTMMMMAAANNNN FFFFIIINNNNDDD  HHHIISSSS GGGGRRRRRRROOOOOOOOVVVVVEEE

PPPPPHHHHHHOOOOTTTTOOOOOGGGGGRRRRAAAAPPPPPHHHHHH BBBBBBBYYYYY  PPPPPPEEEETTTTTTEEEERRRR YYYYAAAAANNNG
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night’s dreams, checked his e-mail to see if 
his manager had responded to a new song 
he’d sent him (featuring lines like “We’re all 
bisexual!”), and he had (“It’s crazy, maybe 
too crazy”), swung his pale, skinny legs out 
of bed, took a leak, went to the kitchen, 
sprinkled Starbucks’ Via instant cofee into 
a thermos, repaired to his humid, plant-
filled garage studio, journaled stream-of-
consciously for 25 minutes, meditated for 
an hour, ate his usual breakfast of nonfat 
Greek yogurt, a hard-boiled egg and some 
trail mix, after which he sat down to a small 
wooden box with a hole-filled maze on top 
of it. He dropped a small steel ball into the 
maze and used knobs to rotate the surface 
so that the ball traveled the course, trying 
not to let the ball drop into any of the 60 
holes. The game, called Labyrinth, was a 
Christmas gift for his daughter. She played 
it twice, he’s played it every day ever since. 
His record is 43 holes before failure. “I’m 
calm up until the point where if it’s a pretty 
high number and it looks like I’m 
going to break my record, but then 
if it drops in a hole, I’ll scream,” he 
reports. And you best believe that 
he will one day make it to the fin-
ish line, if only because that’s the 
kind of deeply dogged, slightly ad-
dlepated and easily obsessed guy 
he has always been.

And so here he is at the board-
walk among pretty blondes on 
bikes and handsomely tanned 
panhandlers. He starts walking 
and says, “We got a new manager 
a year ago, and he said to us, ‘You 
guys should make a beach album.’ It was 
inspiring and so obvious, given we love the 
Beach Boys and live right here. It’s so close 
to us, yet we’d missed it.” 

The result is Weezer’s 10th LP, out now, 
with a cover displaying Cuomo, bassist 
Scott Shriner, drummer Pat Wilson and 
guitarist Brian Bell standing in white 
sand in front of a lifeguard stand, enabling 
Cuomo to call it the White Album. Musi-
cally, it looks back to early-Weezer power 
pop, largely thanks to producer Jake Sin-
clair, who wanted to bring those days back. 
But for lyrics, Cuomo had to find inspira-
tion elsewhere. For one, while out on tour, 
he’d meet people on Tinder – not in order 
to hook up, but just to find interesting peo-
ple to hang around with and experience.

He also came to the boardwalk where he’s 
standing today, to check out various sea-
side subcults and scenes – all of which, him 
being Cuomo, he did at some remove. Tak-
ing a seat out of the sun, he says, “I’d look 
at people and fail to engage with them. I’ve 
long since given up on that. I’m passive.”

And yet while this may be true, he’s 
also spent almost his entire career veering 

from one extreme to another. After the ini-
tial success of the Blue Album, he enrolled 
at Harvard, where he hobbled around on 
crutches after getting an operation to cor-
rect a birth defect that involved legs mis-
matched in length by nearly two inches. 
Several years later, he let it be known that 
he had taken a vow of celibacy in order to 
get into a meditation program. (He is big 
on meditation.) He once went a year with-
out talking to another soul, basically, save 
for his pet gecko. He maintains a curi-
ous relationship with his fans. On the one 
hand, he’s invited bunches of them to go to 
Shakespeare plays with him. Then again, 
he’s sick unto death of how many of them 
are stuck in the past. 

“People always want to tell me their 
Weez er story,” he says, “about how they were 
in homeroom every morning in seventh 
grade and listening to Pinkerton with their 
best friend. I try to respond as graciously 
as I can, which is usually not graciously. 

I’m praying for a way to steer those interac-
tions into something that’s more enjoyable. 
I think I’m going to try just immediately 
cutting in with ‘Tell me a diferent story.’ ”

 is own story, of course, 
is about as diferent as it gets, 
with him being born to wicky-
wacky parents who raised him 
on an ashram in Connecticut, 
a cloistered existence that 
didn’t end until he was 11 and 

went to public school, where he was a 
much-bullied outcast who nonetheless did 
not lack for girlfriends (and lost his virgin-
ity at the age of 17, which he maintains was 
“pretty late”). At first, he wanted to become 
a pro football player, but when his mis-
matched legs and diminutive stature began 
to interfere, he switched dreams, to rock 
star, which he set about making a reality 
shortly after graduating from high school, 
by moving to L.A. He was nothing if not de-
termined, and when his brand of “the most 
sophisticated speed metal that existed” 
didn’t land a deal, he ditched the approach, 
studied photos of himself at a much young-
er age and returned entirely transformed.

“This is what no one gets,” he says, shed-
ding new light on the band’s roots. “Wee-

zer was an intentional paring down of gui-
tar technique, song structure and lyrical 
persona so that it would be so innocent 
and unintentional and seem like we had 
just picked up our instruments 12 months 
before. I stopped using hair gel, Aqua Net 
and hair spray. I looked at those pictures of 
me when I was four or five, and I had the 
glasses and a bowl cut, a T-shirt and a blue 
windbreaker. It was just like, ‘This is how I 
am in my natural state!’ ”

So, far from being some kind of nerd-
happy, quasi-poseur put-on, which many 
people have suspected, Weezer is simply 
an authentic reflection of Cuomo’s young-
er self, with lyrical content derived from 
bouts of post-adolescent, self-conscious 
angst, compounded by awkward, frus-
trating encounters with girls who, for in-
stance, turned out to be lesbians or other-
wise were unavailable, apparently making 
him the only rock star in the history of rock 
stars not able to get laid upon the slightest 
twitch of a sacral nerve, which, God bless 
him, had to happen to somebody.   

“Yeah, well, in the Eighties, the fantasy, 
including mine, was you’d become a rock 
star and be rolling in girls,” he says, “but it 
didn’t turn out that way.”

He settles birdlike upon a bench across 
from a fried-clams joint and goes on: “For 
one thing, by 1994, our fan base was girls 
10 and under. Then, girls went to other 
guys in the band first. Then, there was 
something about the alternative revolu-
tion that Weezer was very much a part of 
that said, ‘We’re above exploiting our fe-
male fans,’ and maybe the female fans were 
above it too. I was so frustrated by the re-
ality compared to what I was dreaming it 
would be as a teenager in bed at night – so 
much so that on Pinkerton I determined 
to share everything. This is who I am. I’m 
a pig, I’m a dog, and I want girls.”

And how did that work out?
He scowls. “You know how the album 

was received. It didn’t work out so well. 
I mean, it’s happened, but if I go out, no-
body is going to come on to me. They never 
have. Whether I’m recognized or not, it 
doesn’t make a diference. Our female fans 
just want to take a selfie with me and then 
usually they’ll walk of.”

 n the shade, it’s cr azy how 
baby-faced Cuomo is – he could eas-
ily pass for one of the skateboarders 
making a racket nearby and so inter-
fering with his thoughts that he gets 
up and moves to a diferent location, 
up a flight of stairs at the pier to a 

landing not far from the aquarium. Speak-
ing of girls, what about his past penchant 
for massage parlors and the quest for 
happy endings? Did going to such places 
not make him superduper-uncomfortable?

“Um,” he says, “not in an unpleasant 
way. I liked some awkwardness and weird-
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Contributing editor Erik Hedega ard 
profiled Mike Love in February.



ness. ‘Is this one of those places or not one 
of those places, and who is going to broach 
the subject?’ ”

He liked that?
“Yeah,” he says. “I guess I did.” He pauses. 

He continues, “I still go to massage parlors.”
Which, of ered without further qualifi -

cation, seems very strange, given that he is 
married. A few seconds tick by.  

Just to get massages, right?
“Yeah. Do I get of ered? One place I did. 

I just point at my ring.”
Whew. But this does bring up his mar-

riage, in itself a circumstance that has 
gone relatively unexamined. Introduced 
to meditation by producer Rick Rubin in 
2003, Cuomo immediately decided that 
he had to go on this one particular 45-day 
meditation retreat, but to be accepted into 
the program, he either had to be married 
or have gone without sex for two years. At 
fi rst, celibacy, which also forbade mastur-
bation, seemed like the only viable option. 
“I stopped looking at any kind of pornogra-
phy, because that’d be self-torture,” he says, 
and shortly thereafter, for the fi rst time in 
his life, he began to experience nocturnal 
emissions. Suddenly, he changed his mind 
about abstinence. “A few days into it, ‘All 
right, I have to get married,’ ” he says. But 
fi nding a suitable mate wasn’t so easy. He 
tried to join eHarmony but was rejected. 

“I fi lled out an incredible amount of stuf  
online and got a response that said, ‘We’re 
sorry, there’s no one on eHarmony that is a 
suitable match for you.’ ” Months went by, 
years went by, while he both tried to purge 
his mind of impure thoughts and get him-
self a spouse. Eventually, he looked to the 
past, to a Japanese woman named Kyoko 
who he’d hung out with in 1997. 

“This would be two years into celibacy, 
in 2005, and I was suf ering immeasur-
ably from a crush on a girl at Harvard who 
had a boyfriend. I was on day eight of this 
apostate meditation course. It was almost 
like a switch got fl ipped in my mind. I let 
go of the Harvard girl, and Kyoko popped 
into my mind. I called her. We started talk-
ing again and then started talking ratio-
nally about what a future together might 
be like.” A year later, they got married and 
began a life together that has both endured 
and seemingly relieved Cuomo of many of 
his past anxieties and burdens.

“I don’t worry so much about being lone-
ly at night or going out and fi nding some-
body or all the drama that comes with 
that,” he says. “Stability is great for me.”

But Satan never sleeps, so one must won-
der, when Satan does hop onto his shoul-
der, what does Satan whisper into his ear?

“Sadly, my Satan is not intimidating 
to me,” he says. “It’s shrunk to this tiny 

voice. All the usual stuf  – ‘Isn’t 
she hot? Wouldn’t you like to?’ 
– I’m such a tame animal at this 
point. I mean, it might be fun to 
perform sin X, but if I indulged 
every whim like that, I would de-
stroy my life in 24 hours. And I 
love my life.”

Is he able to remember his 
dreams? “Normally, I don’t,” he 
says. “But once I started going 
through psychoanalysis, I’ve 
made an ef ort to remember.”

Freudian psychoanalysis?
He nods. “I started a few 

weeks ago. I’ve worked with a life 
coach before and been in couples 
therapy for about fi ve years, and 
everybody these days thinks ev-
erything Freud said was wrong. 
Girls don’t wish they had penises, 
and guys don’t want to kill their 
fathers. But then I read some-
thing that said new research is 
showing that Freudian analysis 
can do as much good as, or more 
than, cognitive-based therapy.  I 

found this real old-school master who is, 
like, 84 and from Austria, and I lie back 
on a couch and talk about my dreams. It’s 
like talking into a black hole. It is terrify-
ing. He says that I have generalized anxi-
ety. But who doesn’t?”

For a moment, he looks disappointed by 
the diagnosis, but soon enough he’s talking 
about why he started going to a shrink now 
in the fi rst place.

“I’m always looking for something to 
help me penetrate a dif erent inside, deep-
er, darker – and I’m working on a new 
album, the Black Album, which is going 
to require new psychological techniques, 
new writing techniques, new places to 
hang out, like Echo Park and Silver Lake. 
Psychoanalysis is going to play a big role. 
It’s going to be more R-rated, with maybe 
swear words for the fi rst time on a Wee-
zer album.”

He pauses, takes a quick breath. “I don’t 
care about mental health. All I care about 
is creative inspiration, and psychotherapy 
just seems like a cool, weird thing to try.”

And so there it is. On the one hand, the 
thought that he’s going to see a shrink just 
for the sake of his music is kind of a let-
down – on the other, he is who he is.

But it doesn’t matter, not at all, because 
tomorrow morning, shortly after rising, 
he will once again be able to sit and play 
the game of Labyrinth, dropping the small 
steel ball into the maze and guiding it 
along the path to the 60th and fi nal hole, 
fi rst having to break his previous record of 
43 holes, and should he come close and fail, 
he will scream. But there’s no doubt he will 
go on with dogged determination and the 
occasional scream, for as long as it takes to 
get where he wants to go.
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Rock & Roll Oddball

Above: With Weezer in Montreal last 
year. Left: Circa 1985, when Cuomo 
was a teenage outcast dreaming of 
stardom. “In the Eighties, the fantasy 
was you become a rock star and be 
rolling in girls,” he says, “but it didn’t 
work out that way.” 
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ne frigid night this past 
February, I flew to Ohio to watch 
democracy in action. The next 
day, the Ohio state Legislature 
was voting on whether to de-
fund Planned Parenthood, a fall-
out of the by then entirely dis-
credited videos that purported 
to show that the organization 

sold fetal tissue for profit. I didn’t want to go. With a Re-
publican supermajority in both the state’s House and 
Senate, it seemed a fait accompli that House Bill 294 
would pass, pulling $1.3 million from the Ohio branch 
of the country’s largest provider of reproductive health 
care. I watched the blinking lights of Columbus approach 
through a tiny airplane window bleary with ice. The city 
looked cold, unwelcoming, though maybe that had more 
to do with what was going on inside my head than out-
side it. I was, it seemed, in the midst of having a miscar-

The War  
on Planned 
Parenthood

O

Inside the Republican stealth 
campaign to dismantle women’s 

reproductive rights

I L L U S T R A T I O N  B Y  J O H N  R I T T E R

BY ALEX MORRIS
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riage. ¶ The day before, my husband and I had gone to a 
prenatal appointment, expecting to see, for the first time, 
the tiny flickering heartbeat of our seven-week-old em-
bryo. “Hmmmm,” the doctor had said, moving the ultra-
sound wand back and forth for an interminable amount 
of time, as grainy, indecipherable images flickered on the 
screen. Her brow furrowed. Things were not progress-
ing as they should. Actually, things were not progressing 
at all. Now, I was traveling with a bottle of 20 Percocets 
tucked between my socks in case I passed the fetal tis-
sue while I was alone in an Ohio hotel room, on a trip to 
literally watch the reproductive rights of women dimin-
ish before my eyes. I was told the process could “feel like 
labor.” I was also told that if I didn’t complete the miscar-
riage naturally, I could have the tissue removed via a di-
lation and curettage – a procedure that in other circum-
stances is known as an abortion. ¶ Up until this point, I 
had been lucky enough to never really have to think about 
something happening in my body that I couldn’t manage 
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or control. My fi rst pregnancy, two years 
back, had been textbook. And I was born 
in 1979, a safe six years after the passage of 
Roe v. Wade. My right to control my repro-
ductive history – as well as my personal re-
productive health – was something I took 
for granted. I think it’s safe to say that I’d 
been asleep at the wheel.

I shouldn’t have been. Since 2011, more 
than 280 laws have been passed across 31 
states to limit or restrict access to abortion. 
Some target women seeking the procedure, 
making the process more onerous (multiple 
clinic visits), more time-consuming (man-
datory waiting periods), more costly (the 
procedure is not covered by federal Med-
icaid programs and in some states can-
not be covered by private insurance plans 
that participate in Obamacare) and more 
shaming (forced ultrasounds, brochures 
on adoption, and mandatory counseling 
services replete with false information and 
scare tactics that operate under the as-
sumption that a woman cannot be trusted 
to make an informed decision on her own). 
But the real game-changer came when the 
anti-choice movement realized that instead 
of targeting women – which was kind of 
bad for PR and maybe fl ew in the face of 
the Constitution – they could target pro-
viders. In fact, they could target provid-
ers under the auspices of  “protecting wom-
en’s health,” which, as an anti-choice tactic, 
works beautifully: States can’t overturn Roe 
v. Wade, but they can regulate health care. 

Called Targeted Regulation of Abortion 
Providers, or TRAP laws, these provisions 
sound good on paper, allowing them to 
largely fl y under the radar (in a recent poll, 
83 percent of people said they didn’t know 
which laws pertaining to abortion were in 
place), despite the fact that both the Amer-
ican Medical Association and the Ameri-
can College of Obstetricians and Gynecol-
ogists have publicly opposed them. A law 
that requires abortion doctors to acquire 
admitting privileges at a local hospital in 
the event that something goes wrong seems 
reasonable, for instance, until you take into 
account the fact that hospitals are required 
by law to admit any patient that comes into 
their emergency room, no matter what. The 
provision that demands abortion clinics 
meet all the requirements for ambulatory 
surgical centers likewise sounds fair if you 
don’t know that about a quarter of nonhos-
pital abortions in this country are achieved 
by simply taking a couple of pills. Or that 
when it comes to “surgical” abortions, they 
aren’t actually surgery in the traditional 
sense (nothing gets cut); a patient is three 
times more likely to experience complica-
tions getting their wisdom teeth out; and 

doctors performing much more risky out-
patient procedures (liposuction, for in-
stance) are not subject to the same strin-
gent requirements, some of which would be 
unnecessary even for open-heart surgery. 

And while, individually, TRAP laws 
such as these could be surmountable, taken 
together they have contributed to the clo-
sure of about 70 clinics across the coun-
try since 2010, while threatening the ones 
that remain. Five states – Mississippi, Mis-
souri, North Dakota, South Dakota and 
Wyoming – are down to just one clinic 
each. The bottom line is that as an Ameri-
can woman, I currently have less reproduc-
tive autonomy than I would have had the 
day I was born. Slowly but surely, through 
unnecessary regulation rather than overt 
anti -choice legislation, my generation is 
losing the rights for which our mothers and 
grandmothers fought.

Ohio is a case in point. As a purple swing 
state where 65 percent of voters oppose de-
funding Planned Parenthood, it wasn’t a 

place I would have expected to be an epi-
center of anti-choice regulation. And yet 
extreme gerrymandering has led to Repub-
lican supermajorities that can use their un-
impeachable advantage to cater to a right-
wing agenda. Unlike Texas, which has gone 
so full-frontal in its attack on reproductive 
rights that the Supreme Court has gotten 
involved, Ohio has played it coy, and in so 
doing has provided a sort of playbook for 
other states that want to restrict access to 
abortion and get away with it. “I think Gov. 
Kasich is trying to sign more bills restrict-
ing women’s access to health care than 
anyone in the country,” says Cecile Rich-
ards, president of the Planned Parenthood 
Federation of America. “He’s quietly done 
it, year after year. There’s a lack of under-
standing of just how extreme the Legisla-
ture and the governor have become.”

Since he entered oi  ce in 2011, Kasich 
has signed 17 anti-abortion measures, most 
of which have been slipped into budget leg-

islation where they are out of the spotlight 
(possibly taking note, North Carolina re-
cently put anti-abortion laws into the Mo-
torcycle Safety Bill). One law banned rape-
crisis counselors who receive state funding 
from referring women to abortion provid-
ers. Another prevented Planned Parent-
hood from receiving its full share of Title 
X funds that the federal government lets 
states dole out for family-planning services. 
Now, 82 of Ohio’s 88 counties have no abor-
tion provider. Since 2011, half of Ohio’s 16 
clinics have closed. Cincinnati could soon 
be the largest metropolitan area in the 
country without an abortion clinic. 

Meanwhile, the laws keep on coming. 
Recently, the state Senate voted to approve 
a bill saying that fetal tissue cannot be do-
nated to medical research, but instead 
must be buried or cremated, adding to 
the expense of the procedure. I know this 
measure is meant to punish women hav-
ing abortions, but I wonder what it would 
mean for a woman in my situation. I go 
to bed hoping that if my miscarriage has 
to happen, it will not happen in the state 
of Ohio.

T
he next morning, feel-
ing ashen and queasy, I go to 
the downtown Columbus of-
fices of Planned Parenthood 
to meet with CEO Stephanie 

Kight. I’m in the middle of telling a press 
contact that, as per my doctor’s orders, I 
have to leave to have my blood drawn at a 
certain time when Kight strides into the 
room without introduction. “I’m sorry, but 
I overheard you,” she says kindly, taking a 
seat at the table. “Do you want to talk about 
what’s going on?” 

Petite and put together, with a stylish 
blond bob, Kight seems like the mom all 
your girlfriends thought was cool. She has 
worked for Planned Parenthood for 12 
years, during which time she’s watched as 
political grandstanding has prevailed over 
common sense time and again – at the ex-
pense of American women.

“I think what you’re tapping into is the 
reality of this,” she says after I explain my 
own situation. “They’re all personal sto-
ries. And that’s what’s lost when we go 
to the Statehouse and we look into that 
sea of mostly white, mostly male, mostly 
older legislators who are completely insen-
sitive to these women testifying about their 
health care. We’ve had women just like you 
come in front of the Legislature and say, ‘I 
was miscarrying. I went to Planned Par-
enthood, because they’re my provider, and 
this is how they helped me.’ And that story 
gets met with that stone-faced look of peo-
ple who are simply going to pass this law 
with no concern about where that woman 
will go tomorrow.”

My right to control 
my reproductive 

health was 
something I took 
for granted. It’s 

safe to say I’d been 
asleep at the wheel.

Contributing editor Alex Morris 
wrote about the death of bees in August. A

P
 I

M
A

G
E

S



RollingStone.com |  Rol l i ng St on e |  61A pr i l 21 ,  2016

Kight has no illusions about what the 
fate of HB 294 will be. Once signed into 
law, the bill will pull state-administered 
federal grants (including funding from 
the Violence Against Women Act and the 
Minority HIV/AIDS Initiative) from any 
Ohio organization that “promotes abor-
tion” or even “contracts or ailiates” with 
an organization that does so – terminology 
that Kight points out could be used against 
even the Department of Health, since it 
takes money from insurers who cover the 
procedure. Not that any of the $1.3 million 
Planned Parenthood will lose ever went to 
terminating pregnancies. Since 1976, the 
Hyde amendment has barred all federal 
funds from being used for abortion except 
in the case of incest, rape or danger to the 
life of the mother.

The illogic of it all bothers Kight, who 
points out that abortion makes up only 
three percent of the health care Planned 
Parenthood provides. But she seems most-

ly disturbed by the practical implications, 
the fact that in many instances she can’t 
ofer what she knows would be the best 
treatment. She goes on to explain how 
Ohio is one of only three states in the coun-
try that require women to take an archaic 
dosage of the abortion pill, which the FDA 
approved 16 years ago but is now known 
to be physically harder on women and 
sometimes less efective. (Thankfully, the 
FDA modernized its dosage requirement 
in March.) The extra discomfort is, Kight 
supposes, meant to be punitive. “It just 
gives lie to the fact that they’re concerned 
about women’s health,” she says. “They’re 
not. They’re really concerned about con-
trolling women’s medical decisions and 
their own political ambitions.” 

The retrograde nature of it all has left 
Kight incredulous that the conversations 
that happened before Roe v. Wade are still 
happening now. “Your generation is sitting 
in the crosshairs of all of this,” she contin-

ues. “My generation fought for it, 
and we’re appalled that this is a 
situation that you even have to 
write about. I’m going, ‘I cannot 
believe that I’m having this dis-
cussion with you right now.’ ”

Nevertheless, it’s a discus-
sion that moves to the f loor of 
the Statehouse later that day. I’ve 
just finished having my blood 
drawn at a local Planned Parent-
hood when a text comes through: 
House Bill 294 is next up on the 
docket. I race to the Statehouse in 
time to see several female Demo-
crats rise from their tiny sliver of 
the floor to discuss why the bill is 
a wretched idea. (Most egregious-
ly – if you care about the lives 
of babies – it’ll take away money 
from a program that taught ex-
pectant parents to care for their 
infants, in a state that has the 
country’s fifth-highest  infant-
mortality  rate.) 

Meanwhile, the Republican 
side of the room is, by and large, 
zoning out. At any given moment, 

about half appear to be checking their 
phones. Then again, the main reason the 
bill was created was because of the inac-
curately edited and misleading scam vid-
eos released last summer by the inapt-
ly named Center for Medical Progress, an 
anti  -abortion group. Twelve states, includ-
ing Ohio, have since concluded investiga-
tions into whether or not Planned Parent-
hood was profiting from the sale of fetal 
tissue, but all of them have let the organi-
zation of the hook. Rather than finding 
fault with Planned Parenthood, a Texas 
grand jury indicted two of the filmmakers 
instead. But the logic of this is lost on HB 
294: The vote is cast in a nanosecond, al-
most precisely down party lines.

“When it comes to some of these tag 
lines – pro-life, gay marriage – Republi-
cans just fall in line no matter what they 
really think,” says state Rep. Janine Boyd, 
when we meet in her oice shortly there-
after. Boyd explains that she has spent the 
bulk of her career as a “lobbyist-slash-ad-
vocate” for families struggling with pov-
erty. When she was sworn in last Janu-
ary, she was therefore thrilled to be asked 
to be on a new committee called “Com-
munity and Family Advancement,” whose 
supposed mission was to address cycles of 
poverty in the state. “But,” says Boyd, “we 
talked about poverty twice. And then, after 
that, five bills in a row in that committee 
were all about banning abortion.” Boyd all 
but throws up her hands. “We’re talking 
about a constitutionally protected right, 
and whether you are pro-life or pro-choice, 
you should be disgusted that the people P
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On the 

Frontlines

Outside the Supreme 
Court (above) as 
arguments are heard 
that could determine 
the fate of abortion 
clinics. Left: Guards 
walk patients into  
a Planned Parenthood  
in Montgomery, 
Alabama, where 
threats of violence  
are the norm.
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you elected are on a committee that’s sup-
posed to be doing the work of ending pov-
erty, and instead they are doing work that 
is breaking the law.” 

A 
few days a f t er i get 
back from Ohio, I start 
bleeding. At an ultrasound 
the next morning, the doc-
tor tilts the screen out of my 

view and then calls for a technician, nei-
ther of which seems to be a good sign. Later 
that day, a radiologist confi rms that I am 
experiencing an “abnormal degeneration 
of a pregnancy” and will need to have the 
cells that have gone rogue inside my uterus 
removed immediately. Due to  
the risk of bleeding, I cannot go 
to Planned Parenthood (I did 
ask); I need to be near a blood 
bank. I walk straight from the 
radiologist to NYU Langone 
Medical Center.

Because the termination of 
my pregnancy is medically nec-
essary, and done in a progres-
sive and liberal state, I am not 
subjected to the same indigni-
ties as some women who have 
abortions by choice. This dif-
ference begins even with the 
terminology used: Though it is 
the same medical procedure, 
my experience is not referred 
to as an abortion, but rather a 
dilation and curettage, which 
sounds French and vaguely re-
fi ned. I am not told that having this D and 
C will increase my chances of getting breast 
cancer – medically unsubstantiated in-
formation that fi ve states require women 
having abortions to be told. I am not of-
fered brochures about adoption. I am not 
required to wait 72 hours, nor am I given 
counseling designed to discourage me from 
aborting, though I am required to sign a 
form saying that I am willingly terminat-
ing my pregnancy – and that is hard to do. 

In the small room where I’d changed 
into a hospital gown, I kiss my husband 
goodbye, then walk sock-footed  down a 
brightly  lit hallway into a chamber with 
bustling strangers and a surgical bed. One 
of my arms is strapped down while an IV 
is inserted into the other. A mask is low-
ered over my face and someone tells me to 
breathe deeply. Fifteen minutes later, I am 
no longer pregnant.

Current research suggests that one out 
of three American women will have an 
abortion in her lifetime. Of the roughly 6 
million pregnancies a year in this country, 
45 percent are unplanned, and 42 percent 
of those will be terminated. The majority 
of American women who have abortions 
are Protestant or Catholic, using contra-

ceptives and are already mothers. Thir-
ty-six percent are Caucasian, 30 percent 
are black, 25 percent are Hispanic, and 
40 percent have incomes below the feder-
al poverty level. Nine out of 10 abortions 
take place in the fi rst trimester, a proce-
dure that the Centers for Disease Control 
and Prevention says is safer than a peni-
cillin shot – a good reason not to put im-
pediments in place that will delay matters 
if the concern is actually women’s safety. 
In other words, abortions are common-
place and safe. Had my pregnancy com-
plication not been considered high-risk, I 
could have had the procedure right there 
in my doctor’s oi  ce.

ance for which my family of three pays only 
$447 a quarter, I would never go without 
being able to terminate a pregnancy should 
I make the choice to do so (whether I would 
is speculative and irrelevant to a conver-
sation about the option being available to 
me). As Planned Parenthood’s Richards 
points out, “The impact of these restric-
tions is most profound on women of low in-
come, with the least ability to travel, take 
of  work and fi nd someone to take care of 
their children.” 

Taken together, this means that the 
TRAP laws are having an ef ect, though 
it may not be the one the anti-abortion ac-
tivists envision. According to the Texas 

Policy Evaluation Project, an 
ef ort out of the University of 
Texas to analyze the impacts 
of the state’s reproductive pol-
icies, between 100,000 and 
240,000 Texas women ages 18 
to 49 have tried to end a preg-
nancy by themselves, without 
medical assistance. Google 
search rates for how to self-
induce an abortion (including 
phrases such as “how to have a 
miscarriage” and “how to do a 
coat-hanger abortion”) jumped 
40 percent in 2011, when the 
TRAP-law crackdown began. 

And there is evidence to 
suggest that at least some 
women might be follow-
ing through: In that 
same year, states with 
the fewest clinics had 
the fewest abortions and 
the most live births, but 
the decline in the former 
wasn’t proportional to the 
rise in the latter. In other 
words, there are pregnan-
cies whose outcomes can-
not be accounted for. “A 
large part of why Roe v. 

Wade was decided in the 
fi rst place is because women across the 
country were routinely dying in emergen-
cy rooms after being subject to abortions,” 
says Richards. “I fear we are now coming 
full circle.”

But the assault on Planned Parenthood 
– what’s repeatedly been called a “witch 
hunt” – doesn’t threaten reproductive 
rights alone. In January, the U.S. House 
voted in favor of a bill – passed by the Sen-
ate late last year – that would pull half a 
billion dollars in federal funding from the 
organization while trying to dismantle the 
Af ordable Care Act. Congress has voted to 
defund Planned Parenthood eight times in 
the past year, but this bill was the fi rst to 
make it to the president’s desk (Obama has, 
of course, vetoed it). Since federal dollars 

Abortions are also on the decline – and 
were declining even before TRAP laws 
began to accumulate – in large part due  
to more effective, long-lasting types of 
birth control provided by none other than 
Planned Parenthood and now covered by 
health insurers under the Af ordable Care 
Act. And abortion rates continue to fall 
even in states without draconian restric-
tions. The only two states where abortion 
rates have risen, Louisiana and Michigan, 
are assumed to be picking up the slack from 
neighboring Texas and Ohio. Needless to 
say, women can and will go to great lengths, 
literally and fi guratively, to get an abortion. 

But not all women. The fact of the mat-
ter is that as a white, middle-class, edu-
cated woman with excellent health insur- F
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As Ohio Goes . . .

Kasich (above) has signed 
17 anti-abortion laws. When 
Sheva Guy (right) learned 
her fetus wasn’t viable, she 
had to leave Ohio to end 
her pregnancy. “Abortion 
needs to be legal and 
accessible,” she says.
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are already prohibited from going to abor-
tions, the legislation would have kept Med-
icaid coverage from going to Planned Par-
enthood for other services, like STI tests, 
contraception and cancer screenings.

Not only is it medically risky to try to 
take the nation’s largest provider of repro-
ductive health care out of the picture for 
millions of patients, but it’s also – not co-
incidentally – a proposition that’s unpop-
ular among voters. A poll conducted by 
NBC and The Wall Street Journal found 
that Planned Parenthood’s favorability rat-
ing was higher than that of any other enti-
ty that was tested, including both political 
parties, President Obama and the Supreme 
Court. Such data makes sense when you 
consider that one in fi ve women is estimat-
ed by Planned Parenthood to have been 
cared for by the organization during her 
lifetime. Nor are Americans as starkly an-
ti-choice as their politicians: According to 
a Bloomberg poll, 67 percent of us support 
Roe v. Wade, and 80 percent believe that 
abortion should be legal in all or at least 
some cases.  

Contrary to what politicians say, no net-
work of community clinics or safety-net 
providers could come close to ramping up 
services enough to take on all of the needs 
of Planned Parenthood’s current clientele. 
In Ohio, state senators supporting HB 
294 circulated a list of 300 alternatives 
to Planned Parenthood that low-income 
women could supposedly access instead – 
a list that was roundly criticized for includ-
ing dentists, food banks, rehab centers and 
retirement homes – places that may cer-
tainly have more than a passing interest in 
the health and well-being of their clients, 
but which cannot be said to properly stand 
in for an organization like Planned Parent-
hood. And even the places on the list that 
do of er legitimate health care may not be 
equipped to provide reproductive servic-
es, a theory I tested by visiting a clinic in-
side the Faith Mission the day after the 
vote on HB 294. When I told the cheery 
woman behind the front desk that I sus-
pected I was having a miscarriage, her face 
fell and she went to the back to check with 
the health provider about what to do. She 
returned with an of er to call me an ambu-
lance. Which, in a way, was funny: The day 
before, Stephanie Ranade Krider, the exec-
utive director of Ohio Right to Life, had re-
sponded to reporters’ questions about the 
list of providers her anti-choice organiza-
tion touts (a list that is almost identical to 
the state Senate one) by saying, “I’m told 
that if you show up there expecting to get 
family-planning services and if they say, 
‘We don’t provide that,’ they will actual-
ly provide transportation for you to get to 
the correct site.” Somehow I doubt an am-
bulance was what she had in mind. 

O
n january 29th, 1998, a 
man named Eric Rudolph 
hid a nail bomb under a 
fl owerpot outside the New 
Woman, All Women health 

care clinic in Birmingham, Alabama. It 
went of  at 7:33 in the morning, killing a 
security guard and maiming a nurse. It’s 
far from the only violent act the organiza-
tion has sustained, but it’s considered to be 
the fi rst fatal bombing of an abortion clin-
ic in this country; and being in my home-
town, it’s the one that’s most stuck with 
me. When I visit the Planned Parenthood 
clinic in Birmingham in late February, it’s 
what I have in mind – especially with all 
the protesters lined up outside. 

It’s now one week after my D and C. 
I’m still bleeding, but not much. I no lon-
ger feel pregnant; the reeling nausea has 
been replaced by a numb sort of grief. To 
get into the Birmingham Planned Parent-

hood, you ring a bell and wait to be buzzed 
in, which I do as the protesters call out to 
me and I try to ignore them. The three 
women behind the receptionist glass are 
wary – it’s been less than three months 
since three people were killed in a Planned 
Parenthood clinic in Colorado Springs. 
Though the women are nice enough about 
it, they decline to be interviewed. I walk 
back outside. 

In the few minutes I’ve been in the clin-
ic, the protesters have fi gured out my name 
and address, and as soon as I come out the 
door, they start calling them out, loud and 
self-righteous, as they hold their camera 
phones up to my face. Somehow I hadn’t 
expected this, that they would think I was 
a doctor rather than a patient, and thus 
treat me with the special fury they reserve 
for that lot. We know who you are, they 
shout with menace. We know where you 
live. We know you kill babies.

Something hot and electric moves 
through my body, and for a moment, every-
thing goes white. The next thing I know, 

I’m sobbing and pleading. “I just had a 
miscarriage,” I blurt in panic. “Please leave 
me alone.” And then they’ve surrounded 
me and, inexplicably, I’m trying to reason 
with them, to explain that they have no 
idea why women go into Planned Parent-
hood and no right to threaten them even 
if they did; that while I’d love to live in a 
world where no one had reason to have 
an abortion, protesting a place that of-
fers contraception and sex education isn’t 
going to accomplish that; that whatever 
they may feel morally, there’s a necessary 
division of church and state; that Jesus 
never mentioned abortion, but the Book 
of Numbers might, giving what some be-
lieve to be instructions for how to go about 
it; that a fetus doesn’t have the neural con-
nections to feel pain until the third trimes-
ter; that maybe they should focus their at-
tentions on creating social safety nets that 
would make having a baby more tenable. 
At least, all of this is what I’m thinking. 
I’m not sure how much of it comes out of 
my mouth in an intelligible way, because I 
keep fi ghting back tears.

Meanwhile, the protesters talk about 
how “black lives matter” and how Marga-
ret Sanger, the founder of Planned Parent-
hood, believed in eugenics (true, but irrel-
evant: Chemistry grew out of alchemy) and 
if I were brain-dead, would I want some-
one to pull the plug on me? (For the record: 
Yes, absolutely.) “We throw baby showers 
for the mothers who decide to keep their 
babies,” one woman tells me proudly, as if 
that should do the trick. “You see the same 
women, month after month, coming out 
with their little bag with their abortion 
pill,” says another. “They’re just using it as 
birth control. They don’t care.” 

At which point, faced with this (rac-
ist and classist) narrative that the women 
who get their health care from Planned 
Parenthood are bucking eons of evolu-
tionary imperative and callously killing of  
their young, I don’t even know what to say. 
It makes no sense, emotionally or practi-
cally. Who in their right mind would re-
peatedly ask Planned Parenthood for the 
(very uncomfortable) abortion pill instead 
of an IUD? When I later share this ex-
change with Dawn Porter, whose docu-
mentary Trapped explores how TRAP laws 
have af ected clinics in the South, I can al-
most hear her stif en. “Not once in three 
years of fi lming did I see anybody who was 
casually  coming in for an abortion,” Porter 
says. She is quick to add, however, that the 
“heartbreak” she witnessed went hand-in-
hand with a deep resolve, that women can 
go into their abortions thoughtfully, even 
tearfully, but still want them very, very 
much. A 2015 Public Library of Science 
study found that more than 95 percent of 
women who have abortions 

“Kasich is trying 
to sign more 

bills restricting 
women’s access 
to health care 
than anyone 

in the country.”
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Parquet Courts
Human Performance 
Rough Trade

HHHH

 BY ROB SHEFFIELD

 Even in an absurdly abundant 
time for brilliant young indie 
bands, Parquet Courts ap-
proach their jittery art-punk 
guitar buzz with a playful sense 
of adventure that sets them way 
ahead of the pack. The Brook-
lyn-via-Texas dudes have built a 
fervent following in the past few 
years by indulging their whims. 
Sometimes that means wild-
ly funny hardcore rants com-
plaining about social ills like the 
military-industrial complex, 
or comments sections. Other 
times, that means psychedelic 
drones about mystery girls. On 
their excellent new Human Per-
formance, they even bust out a 
vibraphone solo – the kind that 
makes you hope the rental place 
doesn’t check for beer stains.

They’re a New York twin-
guitar band in the tradition of 
Television, Pavement and the 
Velvet Underground, yet they’re 
also Southern boys with a snot-
ty stubborn streak and zero in-
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Reviews
“Dump-truck man 

Drops the beat with trash cans.

Call 911! 

We got therapy demands.” 

—Parquet Courts, “Captive of the Sun”

In the 
Court 
of the 
Brooklyn 
Kings
Parquet Courts prove 
why they’re the most 
exciting young rock 
band in America
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Lukas Graham 
Lukas Graham   Warner Bros. 

HHH½
Danish soul man takes us inside 
his hard-knock life  

 Balancing old- and new-school 
soul with Bruno Mars panache, 
this Danish singer’s debut is 
a fi ne argument for pop opti-
mism. His string-buoyed hit 
“7 Years” collapses Joni Mitch-
ell’s “The Circle Game” into 
the Beat les’ “When I’m Sixty-
Four” for a life-journey med-
itation. “Drunk in the Morn-
ing” is a piano-and-brass-driven 
booty call conjuring both Drake 
and Chicago’s “Saturday in the 
Park.” Even the album’s Auto-
Tune hollers come of  like heart-
warming oldies gestures. On 
the choir-powered “Funeral,” he 
cautions that “everyone I know 
better be wasted” at his, remain-
ing adorably earnest even be-
yond the grave.   WILL HERMES 

Peter Wolf 
A Cure for Loneliness   
Concord HHHH

J. Geils frontman drops 
a superbly rugged album

If you’ve been praying for Peter 
Wolf to drop a bluegrass re-
make of his J. Geils Band clas-
sic “Love Stinks” – congratula-
tions. The man heard you. It’s 
just one of the welcome surpris-
es on the Woofa Goofa’s superb-
ly rugged new solo album, ram-
bling through various strains of 
roots music, yet infusing it all 
with his own lanky-boned rock 
& roll spirit. “It’s Raining” is an 
R&B ballad he co-wrote with 
the late Don Covay. The unlike-
ly highlight: Wolf’s rendition of 
the vintage Moe Bandy honky-
tonk heartbreak lament “It Was 
Always So Easy to Find an Un-
happy Woman,” hitting right in 
the sweet spot where Nashville 
meets the Bronx.   ROB SHEFFIELD 
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terest in repeating themselves. 
They bang out records at a 
dizzy pace, under their proper 
name or their side-project han-
dle, Parkay Quarts. Their 2012 
breakout, Light Up Gold, was a 
damn-near-perfect half-hour 
punk blast, with the guitars 
of Andrew Savage and Austin 
Brown combusting in the cli-
mactic jam “Stoned and Starv-
ing.” 2014’s Sunbathing Animal 
was more expansive, choogling 
along a lazy Creedence-f la-
vored hippie groove. Since 
then, they’ve released a couple 
of tossed-of  quickies – Content 
Nausea was fantastic, Monastic 
Living unlistenable – yet both 
refl ected the same boyish eager-
ness and restless energy. 

Human Performance is the 
fi rst album you could describe 
as your typical Parquet Courts 
rec ord – it gathers their best 
tricks in one place, along with 
new ones you wouldn’t see com-
ing. Despite the songs’ loose-
limbed wit, there’s anxiety and 
paranoia all over them. The title 
tune is a disarmingly somber 
breakup ballad, as Savage pow-
er-mumbles about a bleak room, 
staring at overfl owing ashtrays 
and empty bottles, listening for 
the footsteps of that girl who’s 
never coming back. “Captive of 
the Sun” is a snapshot of con-
temporary New York malaise 
(“Trucks pave the roads with 
amphetamine salt”), and “Ber-
lin Got Blurry” is a nerve-racked 
European travelogue, full of 
homesick surf-guitar tremors.

For the big fi nale, “It’s Gonna 
Happen,” Savage moans a folky 
lullaby to himself about how ev-
erything will turn out fi ne. The 
closest they come to a peaceful 
easy feeling is “One Man, No 
City,” where the guitars stretch 
out for six minutes doing sitar 
impressions over bongos.

Yet no matter how deep they 
sink into the depths, Parquet 
Courts always sound so nimble 
and spontaneous that there’s 
no predicting where they might 
end up next.

LISTEN NOW!
Hear key tracks from 
these albums at 
RollingStone.com/albums.

PJ Harvey’s ninth solo album is a set of folk 
and blues op-ed journalism – following an 
activist impulse for this usually inward-look-
ing artist that began on her last album, 2011’s 
Let England Shake. “Now you see them, now 

you don’t/Faces, limbs, a bouncing skull,” she sings against 
rushing acoustic guitars, braying sax and circular hand 
claps on “The Wheel,” a survey of the cyclical nature of war. 

Harvey traveled to Afghanistan and Kosovo, and spent 
time in Washington, D.C., witnessing the many costs of 
imperialist aggression. But anyone expecting a traditional 
protest record hasn’t paid much attention to her long ca-
reer. This music is impressionistically pointed. “Ministry 
of Defence” is apocalyptic metal, with English dub poet 
Linton Kwesi Johnson joining in to recite a list of mun-
dane leftovers at the end of the world: syringes, razors and 
a plastic spoon. The ethereal “River Anacostia” interpo-
lates the spiritual “Wade in the Water” to subtly evoke mil-
itary-industrial toxicity. Harvey often sings in an errant 
soprano that can turn reportage into abstraction. What 
emerges is one of her most challenging albums, and one of 
her most urgent – “I believe we have a future to do some-
thing good,” she sings on the almost poppy “A Line in the 
Sand.” She’s making it.  KORY GROW 

PJ Harvey Goes 
to Washington 
(And Gets Mad)
The alt-rock hero rages against war and 
poverty on a radically inventive album 

PJ Harvey  The Hope Six Demolition Project 
Island HHH½ 

Going into 
battle: Harvey
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BIG GAME. 
BIG SHOW.
In partnership with Talent Resources, Rolling Stone
took over the San Francisco Design Center on February 6th 
for its annual pregame event, featuring performances by 

AVICII, TRAVIS SCOTT and ELLE KING.

S P O N S O R E D  B Y

1. Avicii’s bass-dropping performance took the night to the next level. 2. Travis Scott brought down 

the house with fan favorites like “Antidote.” 3. More than 1,500 guests packed out the multilevel 

San Francisco Design Center. 4. Elle King brought soul to the stage with an acoustic rendition of 

her hit “Ex’s and Oh’s.” 5. VIP guests like reality-TV’s Andi Dorfman graced the red carpet. 6. Rapper 

Future came to support friend and collaborator Travis Scott. 7. DJ Irie hung with pro-basketball 

MVP Steph Curry after kicking off the party with a dynamic DJ set. 8. Usher brought his signature 

moves to the dance fl oor. 9. Pro-basketball All-Star Kevin Durant came out to celebrate big-game 

weekend. 10. Miss Universe Pia Wurtzbach and Miss USA Olivia Jordan stunned on the red carpet. 

11. Pro-basketball legend Shaquille O’Neal enjoyed the pregame festivities. 12. AnnaLynne McCord 

was all smiles throughout the evening. 13. Alesso stopped by to support friend and fellow EDM 

sensation Avicii. 14. J.B. Smoove and wife Shahidah Omar coupled up for the camera.
 

Photography: Gustavo Caballero, Taylor Hill, Chris Roque
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Update: Roots

I 
n 2016, the borders between 

musical genres are disappearing like 
lines of coke on HBO’s Vinyl. And the 
cross-pollination isn’t just happening 

in hip-hop or EDM, but in vintage styles 
with hybrid roots. Take Nashville, country 
music’s presumably hidebound headquar-
ters. The liner notes to the all-star concept 
album Southern Family – helmed by tra-
dition-minded A-list producer Dave Cobb 
– call its heritage-themed songs “folk art,” 
which sounds right if your defi nition in-
cludes Otis Redding-style R&B (Anderson 
East’s “Learning”), Southern goth strings 
(Civil Wars vet John Paul White’s “Simple 
Song”) and foot-stomping gospel (Black 

Crowes brother Rich Robin-
son’s “The Way Home”). 

The most surprising 
cut is a bluesy cover 
of “You Are My Sun-
shine,” by Morgane 
Stapleton and her hus-

band, Chris Stapleton; 
the most theologically 

pointed, Jason Isbell’s “God 
Is a Working Man”; and “Sweet By and 
By” is rebel country queen Miranda Lam-
bert at her rootsiest. Nearly every track 
here shows a golden era of Southern music 
dawning.

Before going all Achtung Baby, Mum-
ford & Sons made pop while fronting as 
folkies. The Lumineers keep that camp-
fi re burning on Cleopatra. There’s nothing 
as catchy as their New York City-dream-
ing hit “Ho Hey,” but it’s long on tuneful 
sing along invites driven by acoustic gui-
tars, barroom piano, foot stomps and 
smoke-ring rhymes. See “Ophe-
lia,” which could make more of its 
vaguely Shakespearean her-
oine; “Gun 

Song,” which dodges any Second Amend-
ment stands; and the title track, on which 
a lovelorn actress-turned-cabbie narrator 
is revealed to be either dying, or crazy, or 
both. She deserves better.

After a folk outing with his mom and a 
session with blues harpist Charlie Mussel-
white, Ben Harper extends the folk tradi-

tion to include hair metal on his 
latest LP, making Hollywood 

and Vine sound like Robert 
Johnson’s crossroads on 
“When Sex Was Dirty,” 
with plenty of guitar 

sleaze. But Harper contin-
ues the protest folk tradition 
on the title track, not afraid 

of using the word “mur-
der” to discuss Michael 

Brown and Trayvon 
Martin, or of sug-
gesting there is 
plenty of old-fash-
ioned American 
guilt to go around. 

WILL HERMES  

Various Artists Southern Family 
HHHH 

The Lumineers Cleopatra HH½

Ben Harper and the Innocent Criminals 
Call It What It Is HHH½

New Frontiers in Old- 

School American Sounds
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The laughs are raucous, full 
of dick jokes, large and small. 
It’s a nonstop party that keeps 
ringing undertones of what 
happens when the party’s over. 
That’s what makes it a Linklat-
er film. Characters introduced 
as types reveal their true selves. 
Jake falls for Beverly (a terrif-
ic Zoey Deutch), a theater geek 
who knows her own mind. The 
swirl of music – disco, coun-
try, punk – echoes the identity-
shifting. And Linklater eases 
us into a specific time and place 
until his themes become uni-
versal. He builds human come-
dies, the kind that last.

McCarthy plays Michelle 
Darnell, a ruthless tycoon whom 
no one weeps for when she’s sent 
to prison for insider trading. On 
her release, the bankrupt bossy-
pants moves into the cramped 
apartment of her single-mom 
assistant, Claire (Kristen Bell), 
and plots revenge on her biggest 
rival (Peter Dinklage) by build-
ing her own brownie empire.

No need to go on, except to 
say this R-rated farce includes 
scenes of McCarthy and Dink-
lage crossing swords and gen-
itals, but not at the same time. 
The Boss is far from top-tier Mc-
Carthy (Bridesmaids, The Heat, 
Spy), but it’ll do until Ghost-
busters comes along in July.

Demolition 
Jake Gyllenhaal
Directed by Jean-Marc Vallée 
HH

w hen hu mor is serv ed 
black, they call it “dramedy.” I 
call it indigestible. Jake Gyl-
lenhaal stars as Davis Mitch-
ell, a sleazy banker who can’t 
feel anything when his unfaith-
ful wife (Heather Lind) dies in a 
car crash. His boss and father-
in-law (Chris Cooper) cries like 
a baby. Not Davis. He opens up 
a bit to Karen Moreno (Naomi 
Watts), a lonely mom who works 
at a vending-machine compa-
ny (don’t ask). But Davis stays 
numb until he decides to de-
molish things, first by join-
ing a wrecking crew and then 
by taking apart his home with 
a sledgehammer, often while 
grooving to classic rock sug-
gested by Karen’s snarky son, 
Chris (Judah Lewis). Are you 
laughing yet? Gyllenhaal does 
his best to find the fun and the 
feeling in Brian Sipe’s quirk-rid-
dled script. But director Jean-
Marc Vallée (Dallas Buyers 
Club, Wild) keeps pounding the 
point that Davis must destroy 
his old self to build a new one. 
That would be funny if it wasn’t 
so profoundly unprofound.

The Boss 
Melissa McCarthy, Kristen 
Bell, Peter Dinklage
Directed by Ben Falcone
HH½

melissa mccarthy is a na-
tional slapstick treasure, up 
there with Lucille Ball. As such, 
she is reason enough to see any-
thing, even The Boss, a weak-
kneed comedy that would top-
ple without her. She co-wrote 
the script with her husband, Ben 
Falcone, who doubles as direc-
tor, as he did for Tammy. The 
result this time is just as hit-or-
miss. But when it hits, yowza.

Everybody  
Wants Some!! 
Blake Jenner, Glen Powell
Directed by Richard Linklater
HHH½

all of us remember our 
first taste of freedom. Texan 
writer-director Richard Link-
later (Boyhood) is damn sure 
that sweet deliverance never 
quite blows our minds the way 
it does in our first week of col-
lege. Home? Parents? Respon-
sibilities? Goodbye to all that. 
Getting shitfaced is practical-
ly on the curriculum. 

That’s the setup for Every-
body Wants Some!!, a spiritual 
sequel to Linklater’s 1993 im-
mortal Dazed and Confused, 
in which 1976 teens celebrated 
the last day of high school be-
fore summer. Now it’s 1980, and 
baseball jocks are learning to be 
bros at a small Texas university. 
That Linklater was once a base-
ball jock makes things person-
al, like in all of his movies, from 
Slacker to the Before trilogy. 

The switch here is from 
freaks and geeks to alpha males. 
A winning Blake Jenner plays 
Jake, a freshman pitcher who 
moves into dumpy team hous-
ing. His roommate Billy (Will 
Brittain) is a stiff, and hostile 
vibes emanate from upperclass-
man McReynolds (Tyler Hoech-
lin). But the older Willoughby 
(Wyatt Russell) plays nice, as 
does Dale (J. Quinton Johnson), 
the team’s only black player. The 
MVP of fun is a dynamite Glen 
Powell as Finn, a pipe-smoking, 
Kerouac-quoting pickup artist. 
When Roper (Ryan Guzman) 
takes the team for a ride, female 
rejection is dismissed with one 
word, in unison: “Lesbians.” 

DAZED AND CONFUSED  (1) Temple Baker, Guzman, Jenner (from left) 
do the bro thing. (2) Gyllenhaal drills down. (3) McCarthy preaches cash.

College horndogs, 
female power, and 
infidelity redefine 
how far fun can go

32
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50 Shades of Twisted Fun

C
L

O
C

K
W

IS
E

 F
R

O
M

 T
O

P
: 

V
A

N
 R

E
D

IN
/P

A
R

A
M

O
U

N
T

 P
IC

T
U

R
E

S
; 

H
O

P
P

E
R

 S
T

O
N

E
/U

N
IV

E
R

S
A

L
 S

T
U

D
IO

S
; 

A
N

N
E

 M
A

R
IE

 F
O

X
/F

O
X

 S
E

A
R

C
H

L
IG

H
T

 P
IC

T
U

R
E

S

Movies
By Peter Travers
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and the band right there.” 
Joey began to drink heavily and also devel-
oped a cocaine habit.

Why didn’t Joey leave the Ramones at 
that point? “We’re the only rock & roll band 
out there,” he told a friend. “Everybody 
else has quit, but we’re never going to quit. 
We’re always going to be the Ramones.”

T
he r a mones k ept their se-
crets well; they would go onstage 
night after night for a decade and 

a half after the schism between Joey and 
Johnny. After End of the Century, Sire kept 
treating the band’s music as a problem that 
needed to be solved. The label brought in 
new producers for five of their next six al-
bums: Pleasant Dreams (1981), Subterra-
nean Jungle (1983), Animal Boy (1986), 
Halfway to Sanity (1987) and Brain Drain 
(1989). On some of these, it sounded as if 
the Ramones were competing with their 
own shadows; they played faster, harder, 
as if trying to catch up with many of the 
hardcore bands – Black Flag, Fear, Cir-
cle Jerks, Discharge, Crass, Suicidal Ten-
dencies, among others – that were run-
ning with the Ramones’ original template 
of short songs and high-speed beats. In 
many ways, they had grown as artists. The 
writing went deeper, and Joey’s voice took 
on more character – a mean drawl in some 
songs, a haunted wraith in others. The one 
album that broke the hex was 1985’s Too 
Tough to Die, a triumph that saw the re-
turn of producers Tommy Ramone and 
Ed Stasium.

Dee Dee had always written from his 
own fucked-up perspective, but in songs 
like Too Tough’s “Howling at the Moon,” 
he turned his own ruination into a human 
concern that looked outward (“I took the 
law and threw it away/Because there’s 
nothing wrong/It’s just for play”). The 
trouble was, Dee Dee’s problems proved 
irrepressible. He had used hard drugs 
since he was a child, had been diagnosed 
as bipolar, and often mixed mood-disor-
der medications with cocaine. Johnny tol-
erated the usage as long as it didn’t in-
terfere with the band’s live shows – and 
it never did (“Dee Dee was on the road 
with hepatitis and could still play fine,” 
said Johnny). But Dee Dee grew tired of 
the Ramones and their fights. He sent sig-
nals that he intended to make a change. 
One day he showed up with spiky hair 
and gold chains, proclaiming a new de-
votion to hip-hop. He intended to make a 
rap album. According to Marky, Dee Dee 
once sat at the back of the van announcing, 
“I’m a Negro! I’m a Negro!” It drove John-
ny crazy. “No, you’re not,” Johnny said. 
“You’re a fucking white guy who can’t rap.” 
Dee Dee in fact released a (sort of) rap 

album in 1988, Standing in the Spotlight, 
under the name Dee Dee King. The record 
failed in all respects; one critic reviewed it 
as “one of the worst recordings of all time.” 
In 1989, Dee Dee kept his word: He left the 
Ramones, catching the others, especially 
Johnny, of guard. “Why we didn’t stick to-
gether, I don’t know,” Dee Dee later wrote. 
“It’s hard to get anywhere in life, and when 
we did, we just threw it all away.”

Christopher Joseph Ward replaced Dee 
Dee on bass as CJ Ramone in 1989, and 
remained with the group until it split in 
1996. Dee Dee continued to write for the 
band, contributing several notable songs 
to Mondo Bizarro (1992) and ¡Adios Ami-
gos! (1995). He was the complex and ad-
dled essential spirit at the center of the 
Ramones’ brilliant and damaged story. 
Without him, the band would not have 
made as much great music at any point in 
its life span. 

W
hat held the ramones to-
gether was also what divided 
them: the partnership of Joey 

and Johnny. It was a necessary coalition, 
and a harsh one. Joey would continue to 
sufer from OCD throughout his life, need-
ing to touch things repeatedly in certain 
ways; one time, after the band returned 
from England, he insisted on driving back 
to the airport just to retrace one step. He 
was prone to infections and illnesses that 
often hospitalized him. Johnny was impa-
tient with it all. “I didn’t know what it was 
called,” he admitted. “Obviously it was 
some sort of mental disorder that he had 
to keep doing this kind of stuf, but at the 
same time I felt a lot of the times it was a 
prima-donna attitude. Half the time he’s 
psychosomatic. It would always be before 
a tour, when we’d be starting an album.” 
(The lack of empathy was mutual: In 1983, 
Johnny got into a late-night street fight 
with a musician he caught with Roxy, his 
ex, and ended up severely injured, requir-
ing emergency brain surgery. According to 
Marky, Joey was ecstatic over the news.)

In the end, it was Johnny who decided 
how long the Ramones lasted. He settled 
on a final show on August 6th, 1996, at the 
Hollywood Palace. Before the event, the 

band had been invited to play a high-pay-
ing date in Argentina. Everybody wanted 
to make the trip except Joey, who said he 
had health concerns. If they waited a few 
months, he would maybe do it. The oth-
ers took it as a refusal – especially John-
ny – and resented him for it. “Joey was al-
ways sick,” said Johnny. “Anything he could 
get, he had.” There were moments at that 
final Hollywood show – the torrid “Blitz-
krieg Bop,” for example – when the Ra-
mones were as good as they had ever been. 
After the last song – the Dave Clark Five’s 
“Anyway You Want It,” with Pearl Jam’s 
Eddie Vedder – the Ramones retired to 
their dressing room. They packed up their 
clothes and instruments and left separate-
ly. “I said nothing to the other guys, I just 
walked out – it was the way I lived my life,” 
recalled Johnny. “Of course, I was really 
feeling loss of some sort. I just didn’t want 
to admit it.”

J
oey had good reason to decline 
the South America trip; in 1994, he had 
learned he had lymphoma in his bone 

marrow. His doctor assured him it had 
been caught before it became life-threat-
ening, and didn’t yet require treatments. 
Nonetheless, said Melnick, “it was harder 
for him to get the stamina. It wasn’t easy to 
do a Ramones set, especially when you’re 
wearing the heavy leather jacket. And I 
don’t think Joey exactly felt comfortable 
confiding in the band with his problems, 
especially Johnny.” 

One day, in winter 1997, Joey’s chiro-
practor showed up at his apartment for a 
treatment session, but nobody answered 
the door. The chiropractor opened the 
door. “I saw Joey lying on the floor uncon-
scious,” he said, “with blood spilling out of 
his mouth.” The emergency crew judged 
that Joey had been lying there for a day, 
maybe two. Another hour, even less, he 
would have been dead. In the autumn of 
1988, his lymphoma worsened; doctors 
put him on chemotherapy. Joey used his 
good days to work on a solo album (Don’t 
Worry About Me, released in 2002). By 
Christmas 2000, he had been doing well 
enough that his doctors believed his can-
cer might be in remission in a few  months. 
Then, in the predawn hours of December 
31st, Joey began to hear voices while at 
his downtown apartment: Had he closed 
the door properly to his chiropractor’s of-
fice the prior day? “He headed uptown to 
[the] oice to repeat a movement,” wrote 
Mickey Leigh, “to push a button or turn 
a doorknob – and do it right this time – 
so he could silence the voices and move 
on into the next year without them chal-
lenging him.” He made the trip once, but 
the worries persisted. He made the trip 
to check the oice door again. Snow had 
built up, the sidewalks were slippery, and 
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“Why we didn’t stick 
together, I don’t know,” 
said Dee Dee. “It’s 
hard to get anywhere 
in life, and we just 
threw it all away.” 

[Cont. from 48]

THE RAMONES



Joey fell. He couldn’t get back up. He laid 
there some time before a female police of-
ficer found him and called an ambulance. 
Joey had broken his hip during the fall and 
required surgery, which meant there would 
be a temporary halt in his cancer treat-
ment. Over the next few weeks, his condi-
tion didn’t improve. Joey’s doctor told his 
family that things didn’t look good. 

The only member of Joey’s former band 
to stop by was drummer Marky Ramone. 
Marky called Johnny – now living in Los 
Angeles – the next day. “You need to visit 
him,” Marky said. “The window is closing.” 

“Let it close,” replied John. “He’s not my 
friend.” On April 15th, 2001, Joey’s family 
and a few friends gathered at his bedside. 
Doctors turned of his respirator. Mickey 
played a song on a boombox that Joey liked, 
U2’s “In a Little While” (“In a little while/
This hurt will hurt no more/I’ll be home, 
love”). By the time the song finished, Joey 
Ramone had closed his eyes. He was 49. 

Three years later, Rolling Stone’s 
Charles M. Young asked Johnny if he had 
gone to Joey’s funeral. “No,” said Johnny. 
“I was in California. I wasn’t going to trav-
el all the way to New York, but I wouldn’t 
have gone anyway. I wouldn’t want him 
coming to my funeral, and I wouldn’t want 
to hear from him if I were dying. I’d only 
want to see my friends. Let me die and 
leave me alone.”

During those years, belated recognition 
finally came around for the Ramones. In 
2002, the band was inducted into the Rock 
and Roll Hall of Fame in its first year of el-
igibility. Tommy told Rolling Stone, “It 
mattered a lot to us because we knew we 
were good for the past 25 years or whatev-
er. But it was hard to tell because we never 
got that much promotion and the records 
weren’t getting in the stores. . . . But the fact 
that we were inducted on the first ballot 
seemed to say, ‘Oh, wow, it was real. . . . We 
weren’t kidding ourselves.’ ” When John-
ny, Tommy, Marky and Dee Dee went on-
stage to accept their Hall of Fame awards, 
Johnny was the first to speak. He thanked 
the band’s earlier management and rec ord-
label head, and added, “God bless President 
Bush, and God bless America.” Tommy 
spoke next. “Believe it or not,” he said, 
“we really loved each other even when we 
weren’t acting civil to each other. We were 
truly brothers.” Dee Dee said, “I’d like to 
congratulate myself, and thank myself, and 
give myself a big pat on the back. Thank 
you, Dee Dee. You’re very wonderful. I love 
you.” None of them claimed Joey’s award. It 
stood alone on the podium. 

Eleven weeks later, Dee Dee Ramone 
was found in his apartment, dead of an 
overdose of heroin. “He was trying to stay 
sober toward the end but would fall off 
the wagon every so often,” wrote Melnick. 
“From my understanding,” added Dee Dee’s 

first wife, Vera, “he didn’t make it but a foot 
or two to the couch. He was bent over the 
top of the couch where he passed out and 
died. When Barbara [Dee Dee’s then-wife] 
came home from work, he was in that posi-
tion.” Perhaps he was writing a song in his 
head about the experience as the dark rush 
moved through his mind and veins and 
stopped his heart. Dee Dee Colvin’s funeral 
was small. An inscription on his headstone 
read o.k. . . . i gotta go now.

In 1997, Johnny started to have some 
troubles – diiculty urinating. He thought 
perhaps he had an enlarged prostate. It 
got worse. He saw a nutritionist, but noth-
ing helped. Then he had his blood tested 
and a biopsy. Johnny learned he had pros-
tate cancer. He elected for radiation treat-
ment, and the symptoms eased a bit. “Still, 
the cancer clawed at me physically and in 
my mind,” he wrote in Commando. The 
cancer spread, and in June 2004, doctors 

month, a four-foot-tall bronze statue of 
the guitarist was unveiled at Los Angeles’ 
Hollywood Forever Cemetery. John Cum-
mings had paid for it himself. 

On July 11th, 2014, Tommy Erdelyi – 
who had spent the last decade of his life 
quietly, playing in a bluegrass band, Uncle 
Monk, with his longtime girlfriend, Clau-
dia Tiernan, died at his Queens home, of 
cancer of the bile duct. He was 65.

The four original Ramones had gone to 
the dust.

B
loodlines make bonds irre-
futable. You might hate your broth-
er for what he’s done, but you can’t 

undo the blood; he’s still your brother, 
you’re his. A makeshift family, the kind 
many bands construct, may seem easier to 
leave behind. It’s a musical partnership, a 
fraternity at best. But the bonds can be just 
as indelible, as sublime, as painful.

One thing bound Joey and Johnny Ra-
mone in the years after the band’s break-
up: a belief in the worth and endurance of 
what the Ramones had done. That neces-
sitated some sort of belief in one another. 
As late as 1999, noted David Fricke, Joey 
still spoke of the Ramones as an ongoing 
force: “The Ramones were, and are, a great 
fuckin’ band. . . . When we went out there to 
play, the power was intense, like going to 
see the Who in the Sixties. When I put the 
Ramones on the stereo now, we still sound 
great. And that will always be there. When 
you need a lift. When you need a fix.”

Said Johnny, “I rarely had any contact 
with Joey after we broke up; two or three 
times maybe. . . . When we did the Anthol-
ogy in-store on Broadway in New York in 
1998, I asked him how he was feeling. This 
was after I found out he had lymphoma, 
which eventually killed him. ‘I’m doing 
great,’ he said to me. ‘Why?’ I gave up.”

Still, both men always hoped for some-
thing more. During Marky’s visit to Joey 
near the end of the singer’s life, Joey asked 
the drummer if he thought there might ever 
be a Ramones reunion. Not long before he 
died, Johnny admitted he’d had the same 
buried hope. “In my head,” he wrote, “it was 
never oicially over until Joey died. There 
was no more Ramones without Joey. He 
was irreplaceable, no matter what a pain 
he was. He was actually the most diicult 
person I have ever dealt with in my life. I 
didn’t want him to die, though. I wouldn’t 
have wanted to play without him no mat-
ter how I felt about him; we were in it to-
gether. . . . So when it happened, I was sad 
about the end of the Ramones. I thought I 
wouldn’t care and I did, so it was weird. I 
guess all of a sudden, I did miss him.”

Johnny never considered working in 
the Ramones without Joey? “No way. . . . I 
would never perform without Joey. He was 
our singer.”

told Linda Cummings her husband was 
going to die.

Johnny’s Commando was amazingly 
candid in many respects. “For all the suc-
cess,” he wrote, “I carried around fury and 
intensity during my career. I had an image, 
and that image was anger. I was the one 
who was scowling, downcast, and I tried 
to make sure I looked like that when I was 
getting my picture taken. The Ramones 
were what I was, and so I was that person 
so many people saw on that stage. . . . While 
retirement seemed to soften me, the pros-
tate cancer I was diagnosed with in 1997 
did so even more. It changed me, and I 
don’t know that I like how. It has softened 
me up, and I like the old me better. I don’t 
even have the energy to be angry.” At the 
book’s end, Johnny wrote, “It’s interesting 
that I have never felt that I was going to 
die until this last time. I’ve known that my 
time is limited, but I had nothing definite. 
If this happens again, I want them to just 
let me die. I won’t go through that again. Of 
course, now I know. We all have time lim-
its, and mine came a little early.” On Sep-
tember 15th, 2004, Johnny Ramone died 
at his Los Angeles home, attended by his 
wife and some friends, at age 55. He was 
cremated the following January. That same 
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“I asked [Joey] how  
he was feeling,” said 
Johnny after he heard 
about the cancer. “ ‘I’m 
doing great,’ he said to 
me. ‘Why?’ I gave up.”
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do not later regret them. 
But of course, once you have a child, few 
people would say out loud that they regret 
that either.

Anyway, I’m snotty and trembling by 
the time someone reaches out to touch my 
arm, introducing himself as David. He’s 
so sorry for my loss, he says, putting him-
self between me and the other protesters. 
His wife had a miscarriage too, and seeing 
that fetus, with its tiny fingers and toes, its 
diferentiated parts, made him feel that all 
fetuses were worth fighting for. I can tell 
that David, unlike the others, is not trying 
to convince me; he’s just trying to explain. 
And I get it. David gives me pause.

Because, while I believe wholeheartedly  
in a woman’s right to choose, I would be 
lying if I said that my baby hadn’t felt alive 
to me – that it hadn’t felt like just that: a 
baby. At eight weeks, I had a name picked 
out for it. I had plans for it. I had ideas of 
who he or she might become, and it’s dii-
cult to separate those ideas from a medical 
reality. Could I, in good conscience, mourn 
the loss of my pregnancy while simultane-
ously supporting other women’s right to 
end theirs? When does life begin? I don’t 
know. But I do know that the way I felt 
about my pregnancy had little to do with 
what was actually happening in my uter-
us, which was being overrun by precan-
cerous cells while I was browsing online 
for cribs. (“No fetal parts are seen,” stated 
the pathology report, confirming what’s 
called a “molar pregnancy.” I read those 
words again and again.) The fact is it’s 
all so, so personal. Having a miscarriage 
doesn’t make me less pro-choice, it makes 
me more pro-woman. Only we know the 
reality of our circumstances. 

Later that day, David leaves me a voice-
mail. He’s so sorry that his group ganged 
up on me and were threatening. It’s not 
the impression they want to give. I have 
his condolences and his prayers. He hopes 
we can be friends. I send him a text saying 
that I’m likewise sorry he and his wife had 
to experience the grief that I now feel, that 
whatever we might disagree about, we can 
surely agree to pray for less sadness in the 
world. “We stand in agreement,” he writes 
back. “Amen.”

‘T
here are actually stories 
where protesters go in and end up 
having abortions,” says Sheva Guy 

when I tell her about this experience on the 
phone a couple of days later. A 23-year-old 
doctoral student, Guy has long been pro-
choice, but her relationship to abortion 
changed dramatically this past September 
when, a few weeks into the first semester 
of her Ph.D. program, Guy went with her 
husband to have a routine ultrasound. Her 

boils down to who has the access and who 
doesn’t.”

Which is precisely what the Supreme 
Court is currently trying to figure out. In 
March, the justices heard arguments for 
Whole Women’s Health v. Hellerstedt, the 
landmark case over House Bill 2, a Texas 
law requiring abortion doctors to have 
admitting privileges and clinics to meet 
the same standards as ambulatory surgi-
cal centers, and that was designed to shut 
down 75 percent of abortion providers in 
the state in one fell swoop. Many suspect 
that when SCOTUS hands down its deci-
sion, it won’t actually be a decision, but in-
stead a split vote, four against four. This 
would allow the issue to be argued again 
at a later date, once Justice Antonin Sca-
lia’s empty seat is filled, but would also 
allow any and all current provisions to 
stand. Injunctions that have kept clinics 
open these past months would be reversed. 
Seven more Texas clinics would proba-
bly shut down, leaving just 10 to serve the 
entire 5.4 million women of reproductive 
age in the state. Moreover, the message to 
other states would be loud and clear: If 
you want to do away with abortion in your 
borders, here’s your chance; the Supreme 
Court isn’t going to stop you. For millions 
of Americans, Roe v. Wade would, in ef-
fect, be overturned.

“I do think that we are at a point of in-
flection here in America,” Richards tells 
me of the fact that the next Supreme Court 
appointee will probably decide the fate of 
reproductive rights in this country. “The 
November elections are really the key to 
whether we make this gigantic leap back-
ward, or whether we really make incredi-
ble progress,” she says. “Roe v. Wade is on 
the ballot unlike any other election in my 
lifetime. The critical thing is for young 
men and young women to go to the polls 
and make it untenable to run for oice 
and be against women’s rights, because 
we don’t have a government that repre-
sents who the American people are on any 
of these issues.”

Such thoughts weigh heavily on Guy: 
“It needs to be legal and accessible. If it’s 
legal, but you can’t do it, then it’s really 
not legal.” After all that’s happened, she 
can’t help but feel disenfranchised, angry 
that majority opinion does not rule. “What 
kind of democracy is this that we don’t get 
to make our own reproductive decisions?”

It’s not a rhetorical question, but it’s one 
without an answer. For a second, Guy and 
I grow quiet. We both had to end pregnan-
cies we wanted; the diference is she had to 
fight to end hers. I imagine that makes it 
all the more diicult, though I don’t really 
know. Someone else’s grief is impossible to 
weigh, even if it’s not impossible to share. 
From hundreds of miles apart, we softly 
cry together into the line.

fetus was almost 23 weeks old, and up until 
that point, there had been no cause for con-
cern, but the ultrasound technician didn’t 
like what she saw. Guy’s daughter was mea-
suring a month too small, her organs were 
not forming properly, and if she somehow 
survived the next four months in utero, she 
would not survive outside the womb.

As someone who is politically informed, 
Guy barely had time to take in the infor-
mation about her daughter’s condition be-
fore it dawned on her that it was possibly 
already too late for her to end her preg-
nancy in the state of Ohio. But she couldn’t 
bear the thought of spending the next four 
months pregnant, of having her belly grow 
and announce itself to both friends and 
strangers, of having to go through the dan-
ger of labor, all the while knowing that her 
daughter would be born dead. “So I asked 
the doctor, ‘Can I terminate in Ohio?’ And 
she said, ‘Oh, I don’t know what the laws 
are.’ They knew nothing, because some-
how abortion isn’t a health care issue, it’s a 
political issue.” As Guy was shu�ed from 
doctor to counselor to doctor again, none 
of them seemed to feel the urgency she felt 
to determine her options. “It was like, ‘Fig-
ure it out on your own.’ ”

When she got home late that afternoon, 
Guy frantically called a local Planned Par-
enthood. “I mean, the first time I ever 
went to a gynecologist, it was Planned 
Parenthood. I knew they would at least be 
able to tell me something.” The clinic con-
firmed her fears: In 2011, Kasich signed a 
ban on abortions being performed past 20 
weeks; no clinic in the state could do the 
procedure. Instead, Planned Parenthood 
sent Guy a list of clinics she could drive 
to that might still be able to help her, and 
she finally got in touch with one in Chica-
go that said it could take her in two days. 
Less than 48 hours after her ultrasound, 
Guy, her husband and her in-laws drove 
300 miles to reach the clinic, where she 
aborted the daughter she’d desperate-
ly wanted. 

The past few months have been hard for 
Guy. In theory, she and her husband want 
to try to conceive again, but they’re not 
sure when they’ll feel ready. Since going 
public with her story, she’s been attacked 
online by people who think she should 
have “ ‘waited to see what the universe de-
cided.’ But we’re not going to wait and let 
the universe decide for some other diseas-
es and disorders, so why would you wait 
for the universe to decide this?” 

Guy also knows that in many ways she’s 
lucky: She had the means and the support 
system to get the abortion she needed. 
Her grandparents helped cover the cost. 
Her in-laws drove and paid for the hotel. 
Though she’s now lost count, all said and 
done, she estimates that the ordeal cost at 
least $4,000. “All of this,” she says, “just 
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You were raised in an evangelical Christian household. How did 
that a� ect you?

I remember asking my Sunday-school teacher who made God. 
It was the fi rst time I ever saw someone’s eyes glaze over and ro-
botically recite something. She said, “God’s always been.” For the 
Western world, enlightenment is having an airtight answer to 
a question. That to me is the quickest way to make yourself absurd. 
I think certainty is completely grotesque. 
Was there anything valuable about your evangelical upbringing?

I was promised redemption and forgiveness and salvation over 
and over, but it never manifested in any meaningful way. It was like 
Charlie Brown and Lucy with the football. 
There’s something about my writing 
that keeps looking to that problem. 
What’s the fi rst song you ever con-
nected to?

I had a Fisher-Price record 
player, and my parents gave 
me a personalized seven-inch, 
which said, “Dear Joshua, it’s 
your birthday. Happy birthday, 
Joshua” over and over. Having 
this alien object sing to me was 
probably my first glimpse into 
narcissistic cool. I also had a sev-
en-inch of the Who’s “My Genera-
tion,” but I never liked branded rock. 
I also heard a Keith Moon track called 
“Dogs Part Two,” which is just a drum solo 
with dogs barking. I preferred that.
What do you do to relax? 

Going to Costa Rica, Jet Skiing and 
whatever else makes me want to kill my-
self. I like to do nothing. When I worked 
jobs, I took the ones that were closest to 
doing nothing. Washing dishes, selling 
shoes, donating plasma – I liked jobs 
with zero opportunity for upward mo-
bility. I’m always biding my time be-
tween ideas that excite me. Home, to 
me, is about making a space where 
you can do nothing beautifully.
Who’s your biggest hero you’ve met?

Half the time when I listen to music, 
I’m listening to soundtracks by Jon Brion. 
We had this party at the Chateau Marmont for 
my wife’s 30th last week, and he showed up. I 
dosed all my friends with 20-to-1 diluted LSD. 
Everyone is peaking, and Jon gets on the piano, 
and everyone sings “Over the Rainbow.” It was 
like meeting someone in a dream. 
You’ve said before that LSD can be a tool. 

Certain ideas that you’d be quick to dis-
miss can be viewed with the significance 

that they deserve. The last time I took a hero’s dose of LSD was at 
a Taylor Swift concert in Australia. She was playing in Melbourne, 
and I met a bunch of people from her crew at a bar, and they in-
vited me to the show. I got my tour manager to get me some acid: 
“This is written in the stars. I’m supposed to go take acid at this 
Taylor Swift concert.” 
So what’s it like seeing Taylor Swift on acid?

I experienced the show like an eight-year-old girl – as much as 
that’s possible for a 35-year-old man. It was holy. It was psyche-
delic. She fully impregnated my dilated soul with her ideology. 
I remember laughing uncontrollably. I remember going outside for 
a smoke and thinking, “I need to get back in there.” 

But there was a disturbing aspect – this insistence on telling 
girls, “I’m normal, don’t let anyone tell you what you should be.” 

Meanwhile, there are 60-foot-high images of her on screens. 
If you wanted to curate an evening with the Grand Leader, 

this is what you would do. It’s a very, very false normal. 
And that’s dangerous. 

But you also released several Taylor Swift covers 
online, right after Ryan Adams did, where you sang 
her songs in the style of Lou Reed. 

I was taking this dude to task 
for what I saw as a grotesque 
stunt and matching it with 
another grotesque stunt. It 
ironically became the big-

gest publicity that I’ve ever re-
ceived, and that grossed me out. 

I had to take them down. Which 
then, of course, made it even bigger. 
It was such a comedy of errors.

How did getting married change 
you?

I consider myself a progres-
sive person. But my progres-
sive ideas were untested when 
I got married. My wife and I 

fell in love over talking about how 
love was bullshit and relationships 
were bullshit. But now we’re having 
those conversations again. That’s 
why love is so radical.
You grew up in Maryland but have 
lived o�  and on in L.A. What’ve 
you learned about the city? 
I love it here, but I have noticed 

that Los Angeles is the white-hot 
center of hypnotic positivity. You see the word 
“gratitude” fl ying around a lot. It’s this sort of 

mental narcotic – this way of fl attening or 
numbing every experience and suspend-

ing your ability to think critically. When 
you think critically, you open the door 
to madness. The people who talk about 
spirituality and energy and crystals are 
actually some of the least-spiritual peo-
ple I’ve ever met.  INTERVIEW BY PATRICK DOYLE 

Father John Misty’s North American tour 
runs through April 30th.

THE 
LAST 

WORD

Illustration by  Mark Summers78 |  Rol l i ng St on e |  RollingStone.com

Father John Misty
The singer-songwriter on religion, marriage, 

the usefulness of LSD, and the joy of doing nothing
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