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While art is not always trash, it is always disposable; and while it may have relevance, it also just takes up space. People seem to get attached to things destined to pass—flowers, orgasm, friendship, life. The monuments that mark our graves will one day disappear. As much as we want to think so, art is not immortal. Only the fearless spirit it takes to invent an act of creation from nothing is ageless, and knows no death.


—M. Segal of Paper Bag
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Greg Ginn during the recording of Nervous Breakdown at Media Art Studio in Hermosa Beach, California, in early 1978. (Photo by SPOT.)





















CHAPTER 1



SST vs. Bomp!


The end of the ’70s


1


Greg Ginn was frustrated.


The Hermosa Beach guitarist had spent the better part of two years pouring his heart and soul into his band—a noisy quartet called Panic!—and had nothing to show for it. Panic! was faster than the Stooges and heavier than Black Sabbath. The band had its own gear, rehearsed in its own practice space, and wrote its own material, which was part of the problem because venues wouldn’t book new bands that played original music. From the clubs in Hollywood to the bars along Pacific Coast Highway, bookers were looking for musicians who could play Top 40 hits. “I thought of music as kind of a scam,” Ginn said.1


Ginn didn’t get into music until he checked out the action at the Lighthouse—a nightclub down the street from his parents’ house that happened to be the most important venue for jazz music on the West Coast. Ginn played guitar during breaks from his studies at UCLA, but after seeing the Ramones play at the Roxy Theatre in the summer of ’76, all he wanted to do was make his own noise.


Ginn started writing songs—both the music and the lyrics. It took him a while to find people who were as serious about being in a band as he was. His younger brother Raymond struggled through the songs on bass guitar, but he wasn’t a musician. He had his own ambitions as a visual artist and christened himself with the pen name Raymond Pettibon. Ginn’s abrasive yet commanding style developed from not being able to rely on other players. “I was doing songs that could be held down by lead guitar,” Ginn said.2


Ginn found his singer, Keith Morris, at the local record store. Morris knew a rock and roll drummer named Bryan Migdol, the younger brother of a close friend who’d died in a car accident. They started jamming in Ginn’s garage. Things began to click when Gary McDaniel of Würm took over on bass. McDaniel, who would change his name to Chuck Dukowski, let them use his band’s practice space in an abandoned bathhouse on the Strand dubbed “the Würmhole.”


The Hermosa Beach police decided this was too much excitement and kicked everyone out. Ginn rented a space in a strip mall on Aviation Boulevard, not far from one of the bait and tackle shops Morris’s father owned and operated. The band went back to work, conducting marathon practice sessions that lasted late into the night and occasionally attracted crowds of friends. When the calendar flipped from 1977 to 1978, Panic! still hadn’t played a single show, which was becoming a source of frustration.


Panic! participated in the burgeoning punk scene that had taken root in Hollywood and was spreading to every corner of Southern California. Morris even made the drive up to San Francisco to see Johnny Rotten detonate the Sex Pistols at Winterland. Despite the band’s engagement in the scene, Panic! was spurned by Hollywood punks. “They considered us to be nothing more than beach rats,” Morris said. “If they were competing in the Sid Vicious lookalike contest, we were competing in the Peter Frampton lookalike contest. That didn’t sit well with a lot of those people.”3


The band’s appearance defied fashion-conscious Hollywood insiders and helped define its own aesthetic. The members of Panic! didn’t dress up to go to punk rock shows or to play gigs. They wore the same clothes on stage as they wore when rehearsing or going to work. This translated to a lack of opportunities in Hollywood. “There was a kind of anti-suburban vibe in the early LA punk culture,” Dukowski said.4 Ginn believed the best way to get people to take his band seriously was to put out a record. Panic! couldn’t get a gig because it didn’t have a record, but how do you get a record deal when you’ve never played a show?


Glen “Spot” Lockett, a recent transplant to Hermosa Beach who worked at the Garden of Eden vegetarian restaurant where Ginn frequently ate lunch, offered a solution. “I was writing for the Easy Reader and doing music reviews,” Spot said, “and one day he was eating there and he kind of called me out on one of the reviews I wrote. So we got into a discussion, talking about this stuff.”5


Ginn and Spot learned they had a great deal in common. They were passionate guitar players, and both of their fathers were military aviators who’d flown combat missions overseas during World War II. Ginn’s father, Regis, served as a navigator with the US Eighth Army Air Corps in England. Spot’s father was a member of the famed Tuskegee Airmen: the first Black aviators of the US Army Air Corps.


Spot suggested that Ginn record at Media Art, an art complex with a darkroom where Spot developed his photos and a recording studio where he recently started working as a sound engineer. Best of all, it was right down the street. Ginn said he would look into it. Spot didn’t know how serious Ginn was, but he would soon find out.


Panic! assembled at the studio late one night (when the rates were cheapest) and recorded eight songs—all originals. Because the songs were so short, it wasn’t nearly enough material for an album, but more than enough for an EP. The record was engineered by Dave Tarling with assistance from Spot. It was the first of many projects Spot would have a hand in making with Ginn. Panic! sent a tape of the recording to Bomp! Records and received a favorable response: Greg Shaw was interested in signing the band and offered to put out the EP.


Things were finally moving forward, but the band was in a near-constant state of flux. Bryan Migdol parted company with Panic!, and Ginn put an ad in the paper for a new drummer. Roberto “Robo” Valverde responded and immediately started rehearsing. In September, Bomp! sent Panic! a recording contract for the eight songs. Ginn crossed off four of them—“No Values,” “White Minority,” “I Don’t Care,” and “Gimme Gimme Gimme”—and in an accompanying letter indicated his preference for “Nervous Breakdown” to appear on Side A with “Fix Me,” “I’ve Had It,” and “Wasted” on the flip side.6 Ginn wasn’t worried about the brevity of the songs. “I was rebelling against these people who try to establish their manhood by composing prog rock opuses,” Ginn said. “My goal was to create a concise listening experience.”7


Ginn promised to send photographs to help promote the record, which he did the following month. Ginn’s correspondence with Shaw was typed on stationery for SST Electronics, his mail-order company, and signed “Gregory Ginn.”


More changes were afoot, this time involving the band’s name. Pettibon caught wind of another band with the same handle. “I remember telling my brother, ‘There’s already this band named Panic from England,’” Pettibon said. “‘Maybe it’s not a good idea to have the same name as some other band.’”8


This created an opportunity to rename the band. Morris recalled Ginn wanted to call the band Rope, which he wasn’t too thrilled about. Pettibon had another idea. He suggested Black Flag, which conjured up a number of associations: It was both a symbol of anarchy and of piracy on the high seas. Black Flag was also the name of a popular insecticide. But it was Pettibon’s simple but innovative logo that sealed the deal: four staggered vertical bars forming a stylized flag rippling in the wind; individually, they resembled the pistons of an engine. Ginn took it and ran with it.


With a new drummer, a new name, and a new logo, Black Flag was ready to go, but Bomp! was slow to respond. Pettibon suspected Shaw wasn’t in favor of the name change. After months of delays, Ginn considered putting out the EP himself, but he didn’t know anything about making records. He did, however, know of another band in Hermosa Beach—a pop-infused garage band called the Last—and he decided to give them a call.






[image: image]

Black Flag with Ginn, Robo, Dukowski, and Morris at Mabuhay Gardens in San Francisco, California. (Photo by SPOT.)
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The early punk rock records made in Los Angeles were few and far between, pebbles cast into an ocean of corporate-controlled rock and roll, but even the smallest stone creates a ripple.


In July 1977, the Germs released what many regard as the first LA punk record. The band recorded the single “Forming” in Pat Smear’s garage on a reel-to-reel recorder. Chris Ashford, a friend of the band, volunteered to help the Germs put out the record. As the night manager at Peaches Records and Tapes on Hollywood Boulevard, Ashford knew a lot of people in—or at least adjacent to—the music industry, but he didn’t know anything about pressing a record. Through his experience at Peaches, Ashford knew that Rhino Records released novelty and compilation records under its own imprint, so he went to Richard Foos at Rhino for advice. Foos recommended that Ashford take his project to Monarch Record Manufacturing Company on West Jefferson Boulevard in West LA.


Ashford was in business. He chose the name What Records? for his label and pressed one thousand copies of the Germs’ debut at Monarch. “Forming” was backed with a live recording of “Sex Boy” at the Roxy Theatre from the night the Germs auditioned for the Battle of the Bands sequence in Cheech and Chong’s Up in Smoke.9 “We never had any idea that it would ever amount to anything,” Ashford said. “We got onto this thing the universe put us into and it kind of took off.”10


Through his contacts at Peaches, Ashford got the record to new fanzines, like Slash and Flipside, cropping up around town. Despite the crude quality of both the recording and the musicianship—or perhaps because of it—“Forming” caught the attention of the underground punk press. The bemused review by Claude Bessy (a.k.a. Kickboy Face) in Slash helped spread the word about this noisy, rambunctious band. “First of the hard-core LA groups to come up with a single, the Germs have recorded (I think that’s the word) one of the most mind-boggling songs I’ve ever heard. They take monotony to new heights and push the absurdity factor further than almost any other group.”11


Not everyone liked the record. “We gave the single to Back Door Man,” Ashford recalled, “and they hated it. We just took that as, ‘This is great. We’re getting bad reviews here, bad reviews there. It’s selling the record.’”12 Back Door Man was an influential rock zine run by Phast Phreddie Patterson and Don Waller out of Torrance in LA’s South Bay. Back Door Man’s writers took a hard stance against soft rock and roll with screeds from the first generation of LA music writers. Although Back Door Man wasn’t a punk zine, the editors covered it with cautious enthusiasm and even included a centerfold poster of Johnny Rotten of the Sex Pistols in the March/April 1978 issue.


Despite its mixed reviews, Greg Shaw of Bomp! Records took an interest in “Forming.” Bomp! had its roots in the spirited underground music zine Who Put the Bomp, which he and his wife Suzy founded in 1970. Who Put the Bomp helped launch the writing careers of Lester Bangs of San Diego, Greil Marcus of San Francisco, and Richard Meltzer of New York, and it ran until November 1979.


Who Put the Bomp reflected Greg and Suzy Shaw’s passion for rock and roll: how it was made, played, written about, and celebrated. They sought to start a conversation about the music they loved that had little to do with access to the musicians or even the industry itself. The Shaws viewed punk as the latest manifestation of ’60s garage rock and psychedelic music, and they were early champions of the LA punk scene. Bomp! distributed the Germs’ debut single along with the Dils’ “I Hate the Rich,” which was issued in September 1977. Both singles hit Record World’s New Wave Chart. Although What? would go on to release records by other early LA punk bands like the Eyes, the Skulls, and the Controllers, Ashford didn’t regard it as a proper business. He had been inspired to make records the way others were motivated to pick up instruments, take photographs, or create zines. It was his way of participating in the scene. The notion of creating a commercial enterprise came after the fact, if it came at all.


Still, that a crudely recorded single by a band many didn’t take all that seriously could catch the attention of fringe elements of the media and register a minor blip in the music industry demonstrates how ready LA was to shake up the status quo. For Ashford, it was a matter of being at the right place at the right time. The Masque, the practice and performance space in the basement of the Pussycat Theatre that served as ground zero for the early LA punk scene, was right next door to Peaches.


Hyperbolic descriptions of punk rock shows in Slash lent a mirage-like quality to the scene, another overhyped manifestation of the LA dream machine. But watching the Germs play at the Masque and then seeing the band’s single in the bins at Peaches alongside records by the Sex Pistols and the Ramones galvanized scores of people to start their own bands and create their own labels. The release of “Forming” in the summer of ’77 sent a message that a local band could make a record and be recognized for it—and you didn’t even have to know how to play your instruments.


As bands proliferated like bacteria in a petri dish, it didn’t take long for indie labels to start popping up around LA. Dangerhouse Records and Posh Boy Records issued releases the following year. Slash got into the game with the first EP from Slash Records: Lexicon Devil, also by the Germs. In 1977, Bomp! released Destroy All Music, the first EP by the Weirdos, who were arguably LA’s most popular punk rock band at the time.


These labels bolstered the fractious scene and proved that punk rock was more than fucked-up kids with blue hair playing dress-up with the dregs of Hollywood’s faded grandeur. They provided the oxygen the scene needed to breathe and enabled bands to break through the barriers imposed by the record industry. Without these labels, there’d be scores of bands like the Screamers who flamed out without leaving a proper, band-sanctioned release as vinyl proof of its white-hot existence. These labels operated for reasons that had nothing to do with the rock and roll fantasy of getting rich and famous: to make art, to document the scene, to create something new and in doing so prove that anyone could do it.
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It was a bad time for rock and roll. If the government wanted to ban kids from forming rock bands, it couldn’t have gone about it any more effectively than the music industry did in the 1970s.


After World War II forced big bands to downsize, rhythm and blues began to flourish. While New York and Memphis both claim to be the cradle of rock and roll, no city had more record labels than LA, where R&B, gospel, and Latin bands played to packed houses, often sharing the same stage.


In postwar America, the radio disc jockeys who brought these new sounds to the public had an enormous influence. In cities big and small, the most popular DJs were bona fide celebrities. They were personalities who made regular appearances at dance halls and nightclubs and were frequent guests on local television shows. In the song-based music industry, if a DJ liked your single, they’d play it on the radio and listeners would buy it. Sometimes these DJs had a hand in getting bands booked for a showcase or a matinee performance sponsored by the station. In this culture, hundreds of bands thrived in cities across the country, and the best of them broke through to the national stage. It was a flawed system that often exploited songwriters, but with a mix of luck, pluck, talent, and perseverance, bands could make the leap from garages to the airwaves.


Then everything changed. When the dust settled after the payola scandal—the practice of rewarding disc jockeys with cash, gifts, and even royalties in exchange for airplay—radio stations took the power away from their DJs and started negotiating with the labels themselves. The record labels worked with program managers to ensure that only predetermined “hits” were broadcast. People in suits dictated the songs that would get the most airplay and inserted commercials at regular intervals, which also generated income from corporations that wanted to reach their target audiences. Gone were the days of DJs spinning whatever records they wanted, whenever they wanted, for as long as they wanted. Welcome to corporate rock and roll.


Naturally, the commercialization of radio favored national touring acts over regional bands. It no longer mattered what was happening in New York, Chicago, Miami, or Los Angeles. All across the country, everyone was listening to the same thing. This environment eschewed risks and put a premium on appealing to the greatest number of people, dumbing down the music and paving the way for easy listening, a genre of music so innocuous that no one could possibly be offended by it.


As the public’s listening habits changed, the venues that featured live music acted accordingly. They stopped booking local bands that played original music. For musicians in the ’70s, there were plenty of opportunities to perform—as long as they played other people’s music. For artists with something to say, there were far fewer outlets for creative expression than there had been just a decade before.


This shift was felt in the large sprawling exurbs of major American cities. Bars and nightclub owners who featured live music insisted their acts play covers of Top 40 hits. Sometimes a booker would give a local band a chance, only to get cold feet when the audience complained. It was a frustrating time for musicians, and the South Bay was an archetype of this dynamic.


The South Bay wasn’t your typical suburb but a densely packed network of sub-cities that stretched from Los Angeles International Airport to the Palos Verdes Peninsula. Suburbs, by definition, are urban-adjacent bedroom communities where people live but don’t work. The post-suburban “edge cities” of the South Bay were entirely self-contained, with jobs, schools, stores, industry, and clusters of single-family residences all packed together.13 The suburbs of the twentieth century were defined by movement from place to place, but in post-suburban America you could find everything you needed within a few square miles. Nowhere was this truer than in LA, a city without a center and with more single-family residences than anywhere else in the country.14


The southwest corner of Los Angeles County sits on parts of Santa Monica Bay, the Pacific Ocean, and San Pedro Bay, and is home to the Port of Los Angeles, which is still the busiest port in the country. After World War II, the South Bay became headquarters for the burgeoning aerospace industry with its many links to the military and defense. The Beach Cities were also the playground of world-class surfers like Dewey Weber and Greg Noll and played an important role in the popularization of skateboarding and roller skating. Yet this same region was once home to a dynamic music scene.


In the ’60s, the South Bay was known for its jazz clubs, coffee shops, and bars where one could hear the latest sounds in bebop, folk, and psychedelic rock. But by the mid-1970s, this was no longer the case. The sounds coming out of the clubs were as uniform as those on the FM dial. This was especially frustrating for songwriters and musicians in the South Bay because of its proximity to Hollywood, the heart of the music business. These were dark days for musicians who wanted to play their own material. Either you fell in line or found something else do. For Joe Nolte, neither option was acceptable.
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Joe Nolte wrote songs, sang, and played guitar with his brothers Mike and David in a Hermosa Beach band called the Last.15 They played an unclassifiable blend of neo-psychedelic pop and up-tempo garage rock to create a sound as all-American as the Beach Boys—who, despite revolutionizing surf music, were actually from Hawthorne, several miles inland. Unfortunately, there was nowhere to play. “It was a closed circuit,” Joe explained. “There was no way in, especially if you wanted to play rock and roll because you’d be dead. We’d let this rebellious music roll over and die with a whimper.”16


Joe was no stranger to the Hollywood punk experiment. After reading about New York bands like Television, Blondie, and the Ramones, he sought out this new genre of music and liked what he found. Like Shaw, he saw punk as rock and roll’s best hope, and he was determined to be part of it. Joe and his brothers regularly attended shows at the Masque and badgered the proprietor, Brendan Mullen, to book them, but they weren’t having much luck.


Joe decided to do what other independent-minded bands were doing and put out a record. He didn’t have to look to Hollywood for insight; he found inspiration much closer to home. Back Door Man was now putting out records through its own imprint. Earlier that year Back Door Man had released a seven-inch single of “He’s a Rebel” backed with “You’re So Strange” by the Zippers, a power pop band with big hooks and a jagged sound whose members were from all over the South Bay.17


When it was time to make a record, Joe turned to his bandmate Vitus Mataré, who played keyboards and the flute but also had a passion for recording. Mataré’s mother was a classical harpsichordist who had a two-track recorder and a pair of microphones. Mataré had recorded the Last once before: a song called “Light Another Candle” at Randy Neece’s house in Brentwood. Neece, an acquaintance of Mataré’s, had performed in the Young Americans, an internationally acclaimed show choir whose image was as wholesome as its name. Neece was always encouraging Mataré and his bandmates to write and record their own music.


Mataré asked Neece to sing on a song and help them record. Neece agreed, but when they realized they needed another guitar, they turned for help to Neece’s neighbor, who happened to be the Eagles’ guitarist Joe Walsh. Not only did Walsh lend them a Les Paul guitar and a combo amp for the recording, but he also offered to run a mic cable from his house to Neece’s. “The coolest dude ever,” Mataré recalled.18


In the fall of 1977, the members of the Last gathered at the band’s practice space at Scream Studios in the Valley to record the backing tracks. Then they convened at Mataré’s mother’s house in Brentwood, where he’d set up a home recording studio in the pool house. The Last recorded eight songs before Joe’s amp caught fire. “His amp shorted out and was smoldering,” Mataré said. “I carried it out to the backyard and dropped it into my mother’s pool.”19


For its first single, the Last settled on “She Don’t Know Why I’m Here” backed with the Clash-inspired “Bombing of London.” Mataré consulted with Neece, who suggested they get the recordings mastered by Hank Waring at Quad Teck and pressed at Alberti Record Manufacturing Company in Monterey Park. Mataré took heed of Neece’s advice, and on November 7, 1977, three hundred copies of the Last’s debut single were ready to be picked up. They called the label Backlash.


Joe dropped off personalized copies of “She Don’t Know Why I’m Here” with Kim Fowley, who organized a series of New Wave Nights at the Whisky; Mullen at the Masque; Patterson and Waller at Back Door Man; and Shaw at Bomp! Records. Lisa Fancher, who worked at Bomp! and went on to start Frontier Records, loved the single: “I still think it’s one of the greatest LA songs ever,” Fancher said. “It gives you a feeling like the Modern Lovers when they sing about Massachusetts. ‘She Don’t Know Why I’m Here’ is just an absolute classic.”20


The Nolte brothers had written enough songs for an LP, and they hoped their single would catch the eye of someone willing to put it out. Joe and David were at the Masque one night when a triumvirate of tastemakers—Patterson, Mullen, and Shaw—told Joe they’d listened to the record and liked it. In his enthusiasm, Shaw expressed interest in releasing it. Joe was overjoyed. “It was the culmination of what I wanted for so long,” he said. “It was insane!”21 David was a bit more circumspect: “Greg might have said, ‘Yeah, I want to put out a record by you,’ but I think he said that to a lot of people.”22


The Last’s fusion of ’60s garage rock and ’70s pop was perfectly suited to the label’s psychedelic sensibilities. On paper, Bomp! was the ideal home for the Last, but Shaw lacked the financial capital to follow through with his plans. “I think that was his nature,” David said, “not just with us, but with everybody he worked with back then. That was part of what he did. Just Greg being Greg.”23


Shaw wanted to re-press “She Don’t Know Why I’m Here” on the Bomp! label and bought out all of the remaining copies of the single. What had seemed like a demonstration of the label’s good intentions struck the band as a bad move once Bomp! began to drag its feet. As the days turned into weeks and the weeks turned into months, the Last was playing more shows but didn’t have any records to sell.


In June, the Last went back to Alberti to press the band’s second release: “Every Summer Day,” an homage to the Beach Boys that name-checks Hermosa Beach in the lyrics. The Last’s new record helped get the band noticed around Los Angeles, including in its hometown. In the fall of 1978, David answered the phone and Ginn was on the line. He wanted to talk to Joe about the Last, but Joe was at work, so he spoke with David instead.


David had heard about Panic! from Bill Stevenson, his classmate at Mira Costa High School. Although Bill was a grade lower than David, they were enrolled in the same Spanish class. Stevenson was an avid fisherman, and he knew the band’s singer through the Hermosa Tackle Box, Morris’s father’s shop on Pier Avenue, which Stevenson had been going to since he was eight years old. “Within a few weeks of Bill telling me about Panic!,” David said, “Greg called the house to ask about the Last and how we put out our record. He said he had a thing going with Greg Shaw and was maybe going to do a deal with him to put out the Nervous Breakdown EP.”24


David recalled they had a good conversation, and he shared his band’s experiences with Ginn: gigs they’d played, record stores that carried their music, and—most importantly—where they pressed their records. Although Ginn hadn’t completely soured on Shaw, he was exploring his options. “He was starting to get the sense that Shaw was promising the sky and couldn’t deliver,” David said.25


The news that there was another punk rock band in town came as a welcome surprise to Joe, who believed Hermosa Beach’s “entire punk rock contingency could fit in my car.”26 David was trying to do something about that by turning his classmate on to punk rock. He made Stevenson tapes and finally had a breakthrough with Devo’s “Mongoloid.” David took Ginn up on his offer to come by the practice space on Aviation, and Stevenson and the Nolte brothers joined in on a jam session that included the Devo song, KISS’s “Love Gun,” and riffs that would eventually coalesce into Black Flag’s “Room 13.” For Stevenson, it was an earth-shattering experience: “That was when I realized, ‘Oh, you don’t have to play covers, you can play your own things that you come up with?’”27


Over the course of this impromptu session, Greg Ginn and Joe Nolte discovered they had a lot in common. They shared their frustrations with the lack of opportunities to play in LA and the limitations imposed by the music industry, which now included Bomp! Both musicians were concerned that it was taking too long for the label to put out their records. “We needed to capitalize on the momentum of ‘She Don’t Know Why I’m Here’ by getting a record out,” Joe recalled. “Panic! is supposed to have their record released on Bomp! That didn’t come out either. So we’re both in a holding pattern. We’re frustrated as hell.”28


Joe wasn’t going to let his opportunity to put out a record with Bomp! slip away. He was determined to hold Shaw’s feet to the fire, even if it meant some unpleasantness. His patience was rewarded when Bomp! Records finally released the Last’s debut, L.A. Explosion!, the following year.


Ginn’s situation was different. Black Flag, which still hadn’t played its first show, didn’t have the Last’s track record. In addition, the Last’s pop-infused melodies on songs like “Every Summer Day” were at least palatable to bookers and promoters; Black Flag’s frenzied, ear-bashing chaos was not. In 1978, Black Flag was virtually unknown outside its small circle of friends in the Beach Cities. Joe briefly discussed with Ginn putting Nervous Breakdown out on Backlash. Ultimately, Ginn decided to follow the example of his Hermosa Beach neighbors and do it himself.


This was a crucial step for the growth of the band. It also proved to be a pivotal connection for countless Southern California punk and hardcore bands that followed Black Flag’s example and pressed their own records for decades to come—all thanks to an unlikely string of connections between the Last and Black Flag that went back to a forward-thinking song and dance man named Randy Neece.
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SST Electronics ad in Ham Radio magazine, May 1978.
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CHAPTER 2



SST vs. Hollywood


1979—1980


1


Greg Ginn was uniquely equipped to launch an independent record label. Despite knowing very little about the music industry, he had the infrastructure, education, capital, and—perhaps most importantly—experience in running a successful mail order operation.


Like many young men of his generation, Ginn was fascinated with amateur radio. By flipping a few switches, amateur radio operators were able to communicate with each other all over the world. Amateur radio was a subculture with its own language, tools, and means of communication. Ginn’s call sign—the handle ham radio operators use to identify one another—was WB6ZNM.


Amateur radio enthusiasts were not unlike early adopters of the internet. They combined technical know-how with a curiosity about the way things worked. These enthusiasts shared information with each other simply because they could, and they corresponded with one another in ways that were so baffling and mysterious to outsiders that it might as well have been its own secret language. It was a culture that encouraged participation and rewarded experimentation, especially if you shared your findings. As with the internet, what you looked like or where you were from mattered less than what you knew and how you conducted yourself.


From an early age, Ginn displayed a remarkable aptitude for understanding the culture’s codes and technical jargon. In the April 1969 edition of Popular Electronics, the following appeared in the News and Views section of the magazine: “Gregory Ginn, WB6ZNM, 1240 21st St. Hermosa Beach, Calif. 90254 encloses the following note when he sends his QSL card. ‘Ur QSL will be much appreciated and will be displayed in my shack for all to see and envy.’ Greg has worked 95 countries and the 50 states, running 100 watts into a 10-, 15-, and 20-meter triband beam with a Hallicrafters SX-111 receiver doing the huffing and a Gonset GSB-100 doing the puffing. Twenty meter DX chasing is Greg’s favorite facet of amateur radio: his big ambition is to become a QSL manager for a DX station.”1


Amateur radio operators sent QSL cards to one another to verify contact between stations. In the early part of the twentieth century, radio stations used these cards to gauge the reach of its broadcasts, but by the ’60s, they were mostly sought after as collectibles. They included the station’s call sign, location, and a photograph or design that reflected the user’s personality. Hobbyists used them like calling cards. The more remote the station, the move coveted the card. The note that ran in Popular Electronics, which was provided by Ginn himself, demonstrates his mastery of the emerging technology and his desire to do more. When this news item was published, he was just fourteen years old.


Ginn also started a ham radio zine called the Novice, the purpose of which was to flatten the learning curve for those interested in pursuing amateur radio as a hobby. Other enthusiasts noted Ginn’s efforts and spread the word on their networks. The August 1971 edition of Radio Amateur ran the following notice: “There is a newsletter being put out just for Novices and beginners. Appropriately named THE NOVICE, it is put out by Greg Ginn (WB6ZNM) and appears monthly with news of Novice traffic handling, Novice nets, FCC actions as related to the Notice [sic], contests, awards, letters, product reviews, and dozens of simple but handy construction projects. It is a big job that Greg is trying to do in putting out THE NOVICE and he would like to get more Novices involved in both reading and writing for THE NOVICE.”2


The Novice’s scope demonstrates Ginn’s enthusiasm not only for amateur radio but for sharing information and nurturing a community. Amateur radio is all about making connections with like-minded people; the Novice was a way to turn those connections into a network. Those looking for the roots of Ginn’s do-it-yourself ethos—sharing knowledge, building communities, creating new modes of self-expression—can find it in his passion for amateur radio.


Ginn, however, was no novice. He was an astute study who wasn’t deterred by the technical aspects of his hobby. Ginn sought out amateur radio magazines and electronics periodicals the way other teenagers craved information about their favorite bands. These publications were full of ads for equipment from small electronics companies. The Novice ran similar ads, and it wasn’t long before Ginn started promoting his own company, SST Electronics, which stood for solid state transmitters.


It was an exciting time in the electronics business. Just as digital technology started phasing out analog equipment in the late ’90s, solid-state electronics were replacing bulky vacuum tubes in the early ’60s. There were plenty of opportunities for an entrepreneur to develop new products or enhance old ones such as tuners, transformers, and amplifier kits. Ginn threw himself into this enterprise. He developed his own line of products, printed up catalogs describing his merchandise, and mailed them out to past and potential clients on an ever-expanding mailing list.3


Ginn received a great deal of mail from customers and other amateur radio enthusiasts. Ginn’s mentor provided him with a post office box, a mailing address that indie music fans from all over the world would come to know intimately: PO Box 1, Lawndale, Calif. 90260.4


After Ginn graduated from Mira Costa High School, his business continued to grow while he pursued his studies at UCLA. He earned a degree in economics, which had a direct impact on SST’s day-to-day operations.


How big was SST Electronics? Ginn’s catalog offered an extensive line of branded equipment. In the early days of Panic! and Black Flag, Ginn’s bandmates became accustomed to sharing space with his inventory. On occasion, Ginn would hire his friends to help alter or assemble the equipment. Some of Ginn’s modifications were unique, and he held the patent to multiple products that generated significant income.


While far from wealthy, Ginn had discretionary income that many of his peers in the punk rock community lacked. For instance, the space Panic! shared with Würm was essentially a squat. Being evicted by the police spelled the end for many bands without the financial resources to secure another place to practice. But Ginn had the wherewithal to immediately rent a commercial space a few blocks away on Aviation Boulevard. He and his bandmates soundproofed the room with carpets they found in a dumpster and practiced at night when the noise wouldn’t interfere with other businesses in the strip mall. Crisis averted.


For many young artists, the confluence of art and commerce can be difficult to navigate, but for Ginn making a record was no more mysterious than manufacturing a tuner or applying for a patent. The success of SST Electronics was built on Ginn’s ability to leverage his networks. Ginn understood that if he started a record label, he would need all the help he could get. Luckily for him, he had a secret weapon living under his own roof.
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Regis Ginn could be forgiven if he believed his son Raymond was destined to be a great artist. After all, he was born on the most auspicious day in modern literature: June 16, Bloomsday, the day on which the Irish author James Joyce set his novel Ulysses, a groundbreaking work that many regard as the pinnacle of twentieth-century literature.


Regis also desired to make his mark in the world of letters, but then life got in the way. He attended—oddly enough—Regis College, a private Jesuit school in Denver, Colorado, where he played both football and baseball for the Brown and Gold and cultivated a lifelong love of literature.


By the time he graduated, the United States had entered the Second World War, and Regis was commissioned as an officer in the air force. Regis shipped overseas and was serving as a navigator with the US Eighth Army Air Corps in London when he met Oie Peters, a refugee of Russian-occupied Estonia.5 After the war, Regis returned to the States with Oie, and the couple had five children: Linda, Gregory, Erika, Raymond, and Adrian. According to Pettibon, Regis was fond of making up “nonsensical nicknames for his kids. Greg was Kierkegaard. My young brother was Kafka. My sister was Rodriguez.”6


Regis gave his son Raymond the nickname “Petit bon.” This would assume many forms: for example, he signed early works “Raymond Pettibone” and “St. Pettibone” before finally settling on his nom de plume.


When Regis exited the military, he went back to school. His two eldest sons, Gregory and Raymond, were born in Tucson, Arizona, where Regis received his master of arts in English literature from the University of Arizona in 1960. Regis wrote his thesis about “the imaginary world created by Graham Greene,” and this novelist’s work would exert a strong influence on the literature-loving pilot.


Like Regis, Greene was a Roman Catholic, and although the English author wrote extensively about his faith, he was best known for his novels of espionage and intrigue. His stories, set in Europe during the aftermath of World War II, won him accolades for their lean storytelling and literary merit. Though Greene primarily wrote popular fiction, he was shortlisted for the Nobel Prize in 1966 and again in 1967.


In his thesis, Regis refers to Greene’s imaginary world as “Greeneland.” In the novels, Regis writes, “there constantly is a sense of the jungle, either the green jungle of witchdoctors who can make lightning or of the concrete and chrome lair of teenage boys with bottles of vitriol.”7


The Ginns made their way to the South Bay, where Regis put his master’s degree to use and taught English at the community college level, but he spent his evenings working on his own literary project: a spy novel called Tyger! Tyger! Regis completed the book and sold it to the Macmillan Publishing Company, which published it in 1968. Regis chose the unusual handle “R. C. K. Ginn.” Tyger! Tyger! tells the story of recently retired air force colonel named Roger Widsmith who is recalled to military service by the CIA for a special operation abroad: to find the mysterious Peter Kraelenbuehermann.


Set many years after World War II, the novel indulges the kind of sexual hijinks that made James Bond a household name but aspires to the caliber of a Graham Greene story—a page-turner underpinned by complex moral issues. Of all Greene’s books, Tyger! Tyger! corresponds most closely to The Third Man. Like Greene’s protagonist Harry Lime, Kraelenbuehermann doesn’t appear in the story until the final pages, yet his presence hangs over every scene.


Regis borrows details of Widsmith’s backstory from his own career as an air force pilot. For instance, Widsmith falls hard for a spy who is half Estonian. Throughout the novel, Regis is unusually sympathetic to the plight of the Baltic states—Estonia in particular—lending Tyger! Tyger! more nuance than is typical for a spy-versus-spy thriller.


The publication did not launch Regis’s career as a novelist. Although he wrote several novels, he would publish just one more spy thriller, The Cold Warrior, with the Marron Corporation in 1975. Regis continued to teach at schools throughout the South Bay before finally settling down as an instructor at Harbor College in Wilmington, where he stayed for almost twenty years. Former students recall him as a spirited instructor who often included anecdotes about his sons in his lectures.8


It wasn’t easy raising five children on a teacher’s salary, and Regis was legendarily frugal. To help make ends meet, Regis would purchase clothing from thrift stores in bulk. Naturally, Regis stressed the importance of education, but he didn’t discourage his children from their own pursuits or push them out of the house. Even as adults, some of the kids continued to live at home, comfortable in the quasi-Bohemian environment their parents had created.


“The home environment there was rather unique,” Spot said. “It was almost on the order of The Addams Family where everybody there was different from everybody outside of that environment.”9 The Ginn home may not have been the most conventional household in Hermosa Beach, but their children’s friends were always welcome, and when his sons got into trouble, Regis was there to bail them out.
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That Regis’s two eldest sons chose to study economics, despite their interest in art and technology, speaks to their pragmatic natures. Both were influenced by their father’s Jesuit education and military service, which served them well in their chosen fields. Both autodidacts possessed restless imaginations and enjoyed a wide range of interests to which they brought their legendary work ethic to bear. Artists are made, not born, and they require an environment where they have the freedom to pursue their passions, whether amateur radio, art, or music. It was a household in which the Ginns, particularly Raymond, thrived.


Pettibon started out as a substitute high school teacher and even considered becoming an economics instructor, but quickly abandoned a career in education. Nor was he interested in being a musician, despite his brother’s best efforts to rope him into Black Flag. “That’s not the life for me,” Pettibon said of being in a band. “It’s not what I wanted. To be a musician just consumes too much time.”10


Pettibon spent his days at his parents’ house reading, writing, drawing, and listening to baseball games on the radio. Entirely self-taught, Pettibon embarked on a self-guided course of study that involved combing through his father’s extensive library, which was so large that it spilled into the garage. Regis had even built a free-standing study, whose shelves were lined with books, in the backyard. Pettibon wrote out ideas for his illustrations and then executed them with ink and brush. From the very beginning of his career, Pettibon was extremely prolific, creating image after image that he piled on the floor.


Pettibon’s work as a writer has been overshadowed by his eye-catching illustrations and prodigious output, but his prose is just as important to what he was trying to achieve. Nowhere is Pettibon’s writing more prominent in his work than in his first zine, Captive Chains, which he published in November 1978—many weeks before the release of Nervous Breakdown.


Captive Chains opens with a manifesto that seeks to define the work by what it is not: “in this issue: no bronze-skinned barbarians, their wonderful muscles rippling, a strip of hide hiding—; no lush science fiction, art nouveau, mythology (pick 1) pieces to hang next to your McDonald’s Nieman; no art as therapy for devotees of de Sade and Sacher-Masoch; no stories about peace-loving hippies vs. heartless authorities set in the summer of love… 2067; no superheroes for your kid brother.”11


“No superheroes for your kid brother” is a curious way to warn readers about the comic’s abundance of graphic sex and explicit violence, including allusions to incest, depictions of rape, and descriptions of widespread carnage. References to the Marquis de Sade and Leopold von Sacher-Masoch, writers whose names gave us the terms “sadism” and “masochism,” are clues that Captive Chains is not your typical comic book. It never would have been approved by the Comics Code Authority. Nevertheless, its preface is one of the few times Pettibon deigned to explain his work.
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Raymond Pettibon in his studio in 1983. (Photo by Edward Colver.)








Pettibon introduces his large cast of characters on the cover of Captive Chains with a composite of twenty of the miscreants in its pages. With names like Sid Sawyer, Nap Wahooey, and Joanie Bombshell, these characters suggest a story out of the pages of a lurid pulp novel, and Captive Chains doesn’t disappoint. The cover features a scene of street violence where local toughs face off in an alleyway with knives and broken bottles. This image mashes together many of its intertwining story lines.


The opening page establishes a scene right out of Graham Greene’s jungles of “concrete and chrome”: “King Kicks ruled the streets and the law of the asphalt jungle was the only law he knew.”12 Thus begins a loosely linked series of vignettes about the members of a gang called the Damned Ones. Pettibon deploys his large cast of characters in short scenes that, taken together, constitute a braided narrative. The action switches every page or so, creating a disorienting diorama of their chaotic lives.


Pettibon is less interested in creating a cohesive, easy-to-follow story than conveying a feeling of debauched desperation. Like Alex and his ultraviolent droogs in A Clockwork Orange, the young antiheroes of the Damned Ones pursue mindless sex, are easily led astray, and find redemption in violence that mirrors the chaos they’re trying to escape at home.


Pettibon’s disjointed panels and imaginative leaps echo the confusion his characters feel as they navigate their nameless city. His kaleidoscopic narrative marries sex and violence with little distinction between aggressors and their victims. Each character has a separate, sordid life, but their fates are yoked together, like links in a chain.


In the narrative sections of Captive Chains, which constitute the first half of the comic, Pettibon exposes the underbelly of Southern California: its fascination with cults, blatant misogyny, and unchecked violence. Pettibon’s milieu is populated with degenerates of every stripe who make no secret of their predilections and act on their desires in public. In Pettibon’s world, no one is innocent.


Pettibon’s figures are coarse and crude not only in terms of their content but in their execution as well. Representations of beauty, physical or otherwise, are not part of Pettibon’s aesthetic. Some figures are oddly proportioned. Many of his thick-waisted brutes and bullnecked toughs look the same. In several scenes, the characters seem trapped by the frame.


The second half of the comic features standalone images that take up an entire page: a mad scientist shows off a two-headed Doberman pinscher, a crazed gunman holds a pistol to a baby’s head, and Leatherface from the horror movie Texas Chainsaw Massacre wields his weapon of choice in horrifying ecstasy. Without the limits of panels or text crowding his images, the illustrations burst off the page. It’s not surprising that many of these images were used as flyers for Black Flag shows.


Captive Chains is a remarkable document. At sixty-eight pages, it’s an astonishing achievement for an artist’s first published work. It’s also the longest zine Pettibon ever made. The split between narrative-driven comics and standalone images represents the yin and yang of Pettibon’s work. The first half reveals a writer unshackled by the restraints that inhibited other comic artists; the second half demonstrates that, while he doesn’t need text to captivate an audience, the images lack something without it. By blending the two styles together—pairing “lowbrow” black-and-white images with text culled from his many literary influences—Pettibon established a unique place in arts and letters. Captive Chains showed him the way forward.


Pettibon printed five thousand copies of Captive Chains, but demand was less than expected, and most of the copies eventually found their way into the trash. “If you have a box full of zines you’re giving out on the street,” Pettibon explained, “most motherfuckers will cross the street.”13


Although the release of Captive Chains was far from a success, Pettibon was undaunted. He continued to produce work at a breakneck pace, experimenting with ink in much the same way that his older brother was experimenting with sound. However, two images from Captive Chains were about to find a wider audience.
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While Ginn was writing songs, playing guitar, and rehearsing with Black Flag, he couldn’t help but notice that his younger brother was also hard at work. Ginn requested some of his brother’s artwork for the cover of SST Record’s first release: Nervous Breakdown (SST 001). In exchange, Greg would promote Captive Chains through SST. Pettibon agreed with a caveat: he wasn’t going to create something specifically for the record.


This established a precedent for how Pettibon’s art would be used in the future by Black Flag and other bands. Pettibon generously allowed his friends and family to make use of his illustrations as long as they selected pieces from the deep and seemingly endless trove of work he’d already created and to which he was constantly adding.


This arrangement worked out well for both Pettibon and the bands. Pettibon could keep to his own rigorous schedule without worrying about other people’s deadlines, and the bands benefitted from Pettibon’s unique vision. Even though he wasn’t making “punk” art, the themes he returned to again and again in his work—sexual taboos, toxic masculinity, police oppression, random violence, and so on—lent a hard, dark, violent edge to records and flyers. This was certainly the case with Nervous Breakdown.


The front cover depicts a young boy backed into a corner and raising his fists at a male teacher brandishing a chair—like a lion tamer punishing an unruly beast. The image is a subliminal reenactment of a specific type of pulp novel cover showing criminals at the moment of their last stand, outgunned and outnumbered by police. Pettibon’s image of a frustrated schoolboy captures the moment when the tables have turned and the boy defies the teacher’s bogus authority. It’s a quintessential “We’re not gonna take it anymore” statement that articulated punk rock’s relationship to the status quo.


The back cover features an illustration of five women in a police lineup. It’s a scene straight out of a sexploitation film like Jonathan Demme’s Caged Heat, which was released a few years earlier in 1974. Pettibon’s illustrations aren’t related to one another, but their juxtaposition under the banner of “Nervous Breakdown” heightens his subjects’ emotional distress.


Pettibon’s images raise the question “What’s going on here?” There’s a narrative at work but the plot is faint, its meaning shrouded in mystery. In comic art, image and text work in tandem to explain what is happening. This is almost never the case with a Pettibon piece. As the brain struggles to construct a narrative out of the information available, the gap between image and text creates unresolved tension that Black Flag was primed to exploit with an onslaught of distortion from Ginn’s guitar. When Morris delivers the song’s iconic first line, the sounds, words, and images all come together in a sonic apotheosis. Four songs. Five minutes and thirteen seconds. Rock and roll would never be the same.


The back cover of Nervous Breakdown contains a bounty of information, not all of it accurate. Ginn was still going by Gregory, and Gary McDaniel hadn’t made the switch to Chuck Dukowski. Robo is listed as the drummer even though he didn’t play on the record; Bryan Migdol did. This would cause hard feelings between Migdol and the band for years to come.


SST’s transformation was complete. In a matter of months, SST Electronics had expanded into a record label and publishing company and released a pair of ambitious products. Although SST Electronics would continue for several years, the release of Nervous Breakdown marked a turning point.
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Black Flag played its first show a few weeks after the record’s release. So what if Ginn had to book the hall at the Moose Lodge in Redondo Beach himself? A show was a show.


Ginn circulated flyers and asked two other LA bands to play: the Alley Cats from Lomita and Rhino 39 from Long Beach. The choice was strategic. While the Alley Cats and Rhino 39 had made a splash in the Hollywood punk scene, both bands were from South LA. Ginn was less concerned about fitting in with the cliquish Hollywood crowd than playing with people who were steadfast in their determination to do their own thing.


Although the Alley Cats were given top billing on the flyer, the gig was a showcase for Black Flag. The band played two sets—one at the beginning of the show and another at the end. While it was fairly common for punk bands to play two sets, one for the kids and another for the twenty-one-and-over crowd, it was unusual for just one of the bands to play twice.


After the first set, a drunken Keith Morris was accused of disrespecting the American flag by lodge members and was given the boot, but he put on a wig to play the second set. It shouldn’t have worked, but it did. “Part of the genius of Black Flag,” recalled Joe Nolte, who attended the show with his brothers, “was their ability to do the impossible.”14


The Moose Lodge show also drew Stiv Bators of the Dead Boys and KROQ’s Rodney Bingenheimer. Both left with a copy of Nervous Breakdown, which Bingenheimer promptly played on his influential radio show. Like Greg Shaw, Bingenheimer was a holdover from the previous generation of rock and roll tastemakers who understood what punk rock was all about. He more than did his part to get LA punk bands exposure on the radio. Kids would make tapes of Rodney’s show and exchange them with friends. As the music spread throughout the Southland, bands that had recorded a handful of songs on a seven-inch available only in local record stores would play gigs for kids who—thanks to Rodney’s show—knew all the words to their songs. “If one person deserves credit for helping open things up in Los Angeles,” Dukowski said, “that person is Rodney Bingenheimer.”15


Black Flag’s second show was also arranged by Ginn. He was passing out flyers at a show when he met D. Boon and Mike Watt, who told Ginn about their band the Reactionaries. Ginn offered the opening slot, and the two musicians, who were new to the punk scene, agreed to play.


The gig was held at a teen center in San Pedro and featured the Alley Cats, the Plugz, Black Flag, the Descendents, and the Reactionaries. Morris, who was a talented visual artist in his own right, created the flyer. Even though it was Black Flag’s second show and the Reactionaries and the Descendents hadn’t played before, the show was well attended. Ginn’s strategy of playing in the South Bay with like-minded musicians—even if they were just starting out—was working. Show by show, he created his own scene that was separate and distinct from the one that was stymied in Hollywood after the Masque’s frequent closures.16 This success wasn’t measured in records sold or income earned but in the connections Ginn made with other artists and bands. Although the Reactionaries were new and inexperienced, before the year was over, Boon would replace Martin Tamburovich on vocals and the band would re-form as the Minutemen.


Black Flag continued to practice, but Ginn was on the lookout for a new space so the band could rehearse during the day. Ginn found what he was looking for at the Creative Craft Center, a multipurpose facility at 1215 Manhattan Avenue in Hermosa Beach, which was just up the hill from Pier Avenue. The new space had a number of advantages. Not only was it closer to the beach and the Strand, but it was near Media Art and the Garden of Eden.


The Creative Craft Center inhabited a large, sprawling building with walls so thick that when the band rehearsed in the basement no one could hear a sound from the street. There were multiple rooms available, and they were all cheap. Not only did Ginn rent a room there, but so did Dukowski. Even Morris rented a space so that he’d have a place to crash on nights he didn’t want to go to home. These rooms often doubled as work spaces. “Greg modified attenuators and shipped them off to ham radio operators around the country and he hired me to help out,” Morris said. “We did all the soldering and distribution in a rented room inside a community art space on Manhattan Avenue that used to be a church, so that’s what everyone called it: The Church.”17


There was plenty of room at the Church for both Black Flag and SST Electronics, and it served as a gathering point. “He was building those tuners in the back room of the Church,” Spot recalled. “That’s when I started going over there and listening to records and visiting with these people. There were all these new lives that were presenting themselves to me.”18


It didn’t take long for the Church to become the unofficial headquarters of the South Bay scene. Punks from all over would come to watch Black Flag rehearse—and they rehearsed a lot—so the atmosphere was often festive. There were impromptu parties after Hollywood shows. The back door was never locked, and a parade of punks came in and out at all hours of the day and night.


Most of Black Flag’s gigs were glorified parties around the South Bay, and the band wasn’t always well received. “We were a brutal ball of energetic noise,” Morris said, “and they wanted Led Zeppelin covers. But I was on booze and cocaine and didn’t give a fuck what people screamed or what they threw at us.”19


Black Flag got its first big break by scoring a gig at the Hong Kong Café—thanks to the Last. The Hong Kong Café was a new restaurant and bar in Chinatown that followed the lead of its neighbor across the plaza, Madame Wong’s. Kim Turner, along with his business partners Suzy Frank and Barry Seidel, booked bands in the café’s upstairs banquet hall. Shows were all ages, and tickets cost between three and four dollars. The Hong Kong Café was committed to new wave, “the music of the 1980s,” Turner said in an article in Billboard magazine about the “rebel” club’s success. “We book no disco acts, no jazz bands, and no blues shouters.”20


The Last, who could pass as new wave, was invited to play. When the other band on the bill backed out, Joe urged Turner to let him pick the opening band, and the new club agreed. “The fools,” Joe said. “We got Black Flag.”21


On a Monday afternoon in June, members of both bands drove up from Hermosa Beach to do a sound check at the Hong Kong Café. When they went upstairs to the banquet hall, it was still set up for meal service. Joe remembered Morris not being happy about that. “Keith ran over to the nearest table and grabbed a tablecloth and jerked it off. Waiters were running around, it was still daylight outside, and there was already a sense of chaos taking hold of the place.”22


Esther Wong, the proprietor of Madame Wong’s, was so incensed with the competition from the Hong Kong Café, which was located a short walk across the tourist plaza, she banned any band that performed at the rival club. Although many bands flouted this edict, Wong remained suspicious of punk rock bands. Some bands, like the Last, were able to blend in at both venues. Black Flag wasn’t one of those bands.


That summer and fall, Black Flag became a Chinatown fixture and played the Hong Kong Café a dozen times. With two venues hosting shows with local bands most nights of the week, the Chinatown tourist plaza became a popular punk hangout.


Things were finally starting to happen for Black Flag. “When our EP came out,” Ginn explained, “we got some good reviews and people basically had to start giving us some gigs, but the scene in LA was really closed.”23


The summer of ’79 was particularly eventful for the band. On July 22, Ginn secured a spot on a bill for a summer concert at Polliwog Park in Manhattan Beach with Eddie & the Subtitles, Big Wow, and the Tourists, an early incarnation of Red Cross. Steve McDonald, who was just twelve years old at the time, had seen Black Flag play at Moose Lodge and was impressed that they had a record. When he saw the Lawndale mailing address on the back cover, the Hawthorne native realized they’d made it themselves. For musicians like McDonald, the music industry was an impenetrable wall, but bands like Black Flag hammered a crack just wide enough to slip through. When other bands followed their example, as they did again and again, first in the South Bay and then throughout the country, that crack in the wall became a door to a new kind of creative freedom.


But the door had a tendency to slam shut, and Ginn had to use every trick in the book to keep it open. To get on the bill for the show at Polliwog Park, Ginn told the promoter that Black Flag was a Fleetwood Mac cover band. Black Flag was many things, but no one would characterize their music as a variety of the easy listening format that was dominating the airwaves.


Morris downed several beers before he took the stage. With a Budweiser can in his hand, Morris stirred up the crowd with calls for “audience participation.” They responded by pelting the band with the dregs of their picnic lunches: empty cans, half-eaten sandwiches, chicken bones, and watermelon rinds. “It was an entirely fun time,” Joe Nolte said. “The families got into the spirit of things and started giving their children things to throw at the band.”24
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Keith Morris at Polliwog Park in Manhattan Beach, California, July 22, 1979. (Photo by SPOT.)








But trouble was brewing. In the next edition of the Easy Reader, the local paper that served the Beach Cities, an article about the show stated that the organizers were “angered and embarrassed” by Black Flag’s performance.25


The article included a photo, taken by Spot, of a sneering Keith Morris with two of the band’s biggest fans, Ron Reyes and Dez Cadena, wrestling in front of the trash-strewn stage. “I’d never seen anything like that happen before,” Spot said. “This was definitely an unprecedented cultural event in California.”26


The most damning part of the article singled out Morris: “Lead singer Keith spewed obscenities while challenging many of the crowd to a fight. Parents quickly collected their children and fled the park.”27 This unflattering description fed the rumors that Black Flag had brought punk rockers to Manhattan Beach to start a riot, which wasn’t the case. Those who came to see Black Flag gathered around the band and enjoyed the show, while those who were caught off guard by the band’s abrasive performance kept their distance and threw food. The show at Polliwog Park initiated a dangerous precedent: people who had nothing to do with the band would cause trouble, and Black Flag would get blamed for it.


On the last day of the month, Black Flag hosted another show at the Church with the Last, the Urinals, the Gears, and the Tourists, but this time Ginn extended the invitation beyond his expanding circle of punk rock friends in the South Bay. Patterson and Jeffrey Lee Pierce attended the party. Both were now writing for Slash. Joe was in their ear all night and encouraged them to write about what was happening in the South Bay. “No one took Black Flag seriously in the beginning,” Joe said, but he was determined to change that.28


Shortly afterward, Pierce interviewed Black Flag for Slash, and that month Flipside ran a short piece about the band that was printed across from a full-page ad Ginn bought to advertise the Nervous Breakdown EP. Ginn understood that purchasing ads in zines was a shrewd way to develop a relationship with publications. In an environment where the people securing ads were also making editorial decisions, an ad buy was more cost effective than a press release. Ginn knew from experience that journalistic standards were considerably more relaxed at fanzines, and advertising could lead to favorable reviews and consideration for editorial content in future issues.


Although Black Flag strove to create its own space where Ginn and his bandmates could develop and grow, recognition from the established scene was crucial to its success. Even though SST Records had just one release, it was behaving like a record label. Advertisements for Nervous Breakdown were clear, compelling, and professional looking. The ad featured Pettibon’s cover art, but the rest of the information was typeset. Ginn had experience creating ads and assembling catalogs for SST Electronics. He saw no reason to take a different approach with his label. Just because the product was “punk” didn’t mean the ad should be.


However, not everything Black Flag did was part of a master plan to increase the band’s visibility and move units. Ginn had his own reasons for what he did and how he did it, and he didn’t care if he ruffled a few feathers along the way. He wasn’t going against the grain for the sake of being contrarian; he believed there was value in exposing people to new things.


In an interview in Flipside #22, Ginn was asked why he was in a band. Ginn was very clear about his feelings: “The motivation is to express something,” he said. “We do want to get our material out as widely as possible, but we don’t want to change to do that.… What we try to do is create a situation that opens people’s minds up to something new and possibilities of something different.” When he was asked about the show at Polliwog Park, Ginn responded that people always asked him why they played for those “hippies” at the beach. Again, his answer was remarkably straightforward: “You’ve gotta threaten people sometimes. Sometimes it’s more effective than somebody who already accepts what you’re doing.”29


Ginn wasn’t trying to convey a particular message—he was adamant about that—but he wanted his music to serve as a shock to the system. Even if the audience didn’t get what Black Flag was doing, there were always one or two people at every show who responded positively to the music. If they thought, This is for me, then that was a win as far as Ginn was concerned.


Ginn was already thinking about Black Flag’s next record. Although he had another four songs in the can, the band was a lot tighter than when it recorded in early ’78, and Ginn thought it could do better. Not everyone had the same priorities. Morris loved to play shows, which Black Flag sporadically continued to do, but they didn’t always go as planned. In August, Black Flag was finally invited to play a fundraiser for the Masque at the original location, but the show was shut down by the fire marshal before the band could play.


Morris was less than enthusiastic about rehearsing. Black Flag’s rehearsals, led by Ginn and Dukowski, were often just as intense as a show but lasted much longer. Morris was already putting in long hours at his father’s bait shop, which required that he get up early. He also worked at local record stores. Rehearsals were starting to feel like another job. Morris liked to blow off steam after work and would rather go to Hollywood to see live music than practice in the bunker at the Church. “We rehearsed every night,” Morris complained, “sometimes for six hours. Sometimes I wouldn’t be getting home until, like, four in the morning.”30


While Morris thought Black Flag was rehearsing for the sake of rehearsing, Ginn had his own reasons. He wanted to record the new material he’d been working on and booked another recording session at Media Art in early October. This time Spot manned the board. “Most of the stuff I was doing in the studio was with people trying to be complex and sophisticated with lots of overdubs,” Spot said. “When I heard the Ramones I thought, ‘Now this is what I want to hear!’”31


Spot’s sensibilities meshed well with Black Flag’s aesthetic, but in the studio, the creative differences between Ginn and Morris came to a head, and the vocalist abruptly quit the band. Black Flag was left in the lurch, and Ginn’s plans to release another record were put on hold.
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Black Flag at Polliwog Park in the Easy Reader, July 1979. (Photo in article by SPOT.)
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CHAPTER 3



SST vs. the Media


1979—1980
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Keith Morris reached out to his former bandmates in Black Flag with an unusual request. Penelope Spheeris was making a documentary about the LA punk scene and hoped to include Black Flag in her movie, but with one critical caveat: she wanted Morris to perform as the vocalist. Was Black Flag interested?


Ginn’s response was unequivocal: absolutely not. Morris had not endeared himself to the band since his departure from Black Flag. He immediately started a new group called the Circle Jerks with Roger Rogerson, Lucky Lehrer, and Red Cross guitarist and South Bay native Greg Hetson. When the Circle Jerks started playing live, its set included songs its members had worked up with their previous bands, including two from Black Flag: “I Don’t Care” and “Wasted,” the Hermosa Beach tribute to inebriation, both of which Morris had written with Ginn.


Ginn and Dukowski weren’t happy about this and replied that Black Flag would like to be a part of Spheeris’s project, but with its new vocalist, Ron Reyes. The nineteen-year-old was passionate about the band’s music, knew the songs, and was already living at the Church. He was on such good terms with the band that he sat in for Robo during Black Flag’s interview with Slash.


Reyes wasn’t a stranger to the punk scene. After a brief flirtation with glam rock, he became a devotee of the Ramones. He made the trip to San Francisco to witness the Sex Pistols’ last show and was a regular at the Masque. Shortly after the gig at Polliwog Park, Reyes joined the Tourists, replacing John Stielow on drums. The band immediately changed its name to Red Cross (and later to Redd Kross) and signed with Posh Boy Records, which included six of the band’s songs on The Siren.


Although Reyes was in the mix, his first Black Flag show was a paradigm-shifting experience for him. “Everything that I’d heard up until then was connected to what I had known before, and Black Flag just completely blew that connection apart. They obliterated it. It was like nothing that I had ever seen or heard before.”1


Reyes was born in Puerto Rico and lived in the Bronx before his father relocated to the South Bay. Unlike his bandmates Ginn and Dukowski, who both graduated from college, Reyes dropped out of Mira Costa High School in Manhattan Beach his senior year, but his connection to the South Bay mattered more than a diploma.


To participate in The Decline of Western Civilization, Reyes needed to get up to speed in a hurry. Black Flag played a handful of shows in LA and Orange County with Reyes handling the vocal duties, including a raucous gig at Blackie’s in January 1980. The police broke up the show and arrested everyone on stage for disturbing the peace. “That was just at the time when the police started to harass the band incessantly,” Dukowski said. “They impounded our gear a few nights before at a club called Blackie’s. I spent the whole night before the filming wondering if my gear was going to be available to do the shoot.”2


Spheeris’s film was dogged with problems. She was married to Bob Biggs, who had acquired Slash from Steve Samiof and had helped launch Slash Records. As a result of this relationship, many of the participants in The Decline of Western Civilization were connected to the label: the Germs, X, Fear, and Catholic Discipline, which was something of a joke band fronted by Slash writer and editor Claude Bessy. These were the bands that Spheeris had access to, and she needed help pulling together the rest of the lineup because she wasn’t part of the community.


Morris agreed to help Spheeris and played an important role behind the scenes by securing a small rehearsal studio across the street from the original Masque where Spheeris filmed performances by Black Flag and the Germs. Ultimately, three of Black Flag’s songs were used in The Decline of Western Civilization: “Depression,” “White Minority,” and “Revenge,” which Reyes dedicated to the LAPD, referencing the band’s recent arrest at Blackie’s. “They called us a nuisance in public or something like that,” Reyes complained from the stage, “and they put us in jail!”3


Despite being a relative newcomer to the band, Reyes turned in an exuberant performance that reflected the way the songs seesaw between anxiety and animosity. The irony of a Hispanic singer performing “White Minority” was buried under an avalanche of blatant racism and misogyny, from Darby Crash referring to a deceased Mexican as a “beaner” to Lee Ving taunting the crowd at the Fleetwood with homophobic epithets. “Contempt for and a wish to exterminate the other,” said rock critic Greil Marcus about the film, “is presented here as a rebellion against the smooth surface of American life, but it may be more truly a violent, spectacular accommodation to America’s worst instincts.”4


Even the label “documentary” is problematic. Spheeris’s connection to Slash is a clear conflict of interest, making The Decline of Western Civilization more of a showcase for the label. “Basically, it’s a commercial for Slash Records and not a real true representation of the scene in any way,” said Lisa Fancher of Frontier Records. “And it felt very artificial that they had slapped in the Circle Jerks and Black Flag to be cool because Slash didn’t have anything to do with hardcore.”5


Some of the most radical scenes in The Decline of Western Civilization are the short interviews with LA punks, real kids giving real answers to questions they mostly aren’t equipped to answer. But expressions of honesty and pain, like Eugene Tatu and Michael Miller, a punk from Pasadena known as X-Head, admitting they don’t know who their fathers are, are negated by casual racism and bigotry. It’s a confusing double standard that contradicts the film’s intentions and sensationalizes its subjects. In spite of its many problems, the film proved massively influential in providing audiences with a set of instructions for navigating LA punk and, with its emphasis on “real people,” giving America a foretaste of reality TV.
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Penelope Spheeris with Reyes, Dukowski, and Ginn at the Church during filming of The Decline of Western Civilization. (Photo by SPOT.)
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Black Flag was finally ready for its first gigs outside of the state of California. The band headed up to Canada for a pair of shows at Smilin’ Buddha in Vancouver where the band was interviewed by the zine Skitzoid. Perhaps being out of the country made Ginn less guarded because he was remarkably candid about SST’s plans for the future, which included the release of a full-length album with Reyes as vocalist.


However, as much as Reyes was a natural on the stage—bristling with energy and herky-jerky enthusiasm—that energy didn’t always transfer to the studio, where he really struggled. “It was brutal,” Reyes explained. “I hated it and I think everybody knew that.” Although Reyes enjoyed listening to the album come together, when it was his turn to contribute, he panicked. “It was a nerve-racking, horrible experience.”6


Although Ginn intended to release a Black Flag LP in March to be available when the band returned to Canada in April, those plans were scuttled when he realized Reyes wasn’t ready. Ginn decided to release another EP until he had enough quality material for a full-length record. Reyes, however, played his last show on May 23 at the Fleetwood in Redondo Beach. The venue had a large concrete dance floor and could hold up to twelve hundred people, making it the largest concert hall in the South Bay. The Fleetwood didn’t serve alcohol and welcomed kids age sixteen and up. The club’s size and location made it an attractive venue for bored teenagers from beach cities on both sides of the LA–Orange County border. The venue featured Orange County bands like the Adolescents, Middle Class, and Vicious Circle—Jack Grisham’s band before forming T.S.O.L.—but it was also attractive to LA bands who had trouble booking gigs at Hollywood clubs, such as the Germs and Black Flag.


The Fleetwood quickly became a mecca for hardcore shows and with that came a reputation for violence. Morris recalled a Circle Jerks show where he watched from the stage as a fan got jumped. “This guy, he was bleeding from both of his eyes. He’s standing there, right in the middle of the floor and all of a sudden like ten guys just pound on him. They dragged the guy out. And this guy was back there by the next song, standing there! And it was like he was crying blood.”7


One of the Germs’ final performances ended with violence spilling out of the Fleetwood and Pat Smear urging the crowd to mellow out. Reyes was in the audience that night and got in a physical confrontation with the bouncers. Bill Bartell of White Flag remembered, “The whole crowd turned against the security; the bouncers took off running, with hundreds of punk rockers chasing them out the doors, and into the streets!”8


Reyes had every reason to be leery when he returned to the Fleetwood a month later. He’d met a woman while Black Flag was up in Vancouver, and she was in the crowd at the Fleetwood the night of the show. Perturbed by the violence unfolding all around him, Reyes refused to sing until the fighting stopped, a tactic that other bands had employed with mixed results. The crowd ignored Reyes and he walked off the stage. Reyes claimed it was a spur-of-the-moment decision; something clicked when he saw his bandmates continue to play without him. “If they don’t care, then maybe I shouldn’t care either,” he recalled, “and that’s when I started thinking maybe it was time to move on.”9


Ginn and Dukowski were undoubtedly aware that Reyes had also quit Red Cross in the middle of a performance. Reyes returned to the stage that night but walked off again, this time for good, as the band played on.
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The beginning of the ’80s was a time of tumult both inside and outside the band. With Black Flag once again without a singer, Ginn turned his attention to a band from San Pedro he believed had its act together: the Minutemen.


After the Reactionaries broke up, drummer George Hurley moved on from the band. Mike Watt and D. Boon asked Frank Tonche to take over on drums, and they re-formed as the Minutemen. Although Tonche had never been to a punk show before, he accepted the offer. The band’s first gig was at Harbor College with the Plugz, the Gears, and Red Cross on Friday, May 30, 1980. Jack Brewer of Saccharine Trust was also at the show, and he planted the seed in Ginn’s ear to sign the Minutemen to SST. Afterward, Ginn approached Watt and asked him if he wanted to put out a single.


The Minutemen’s second gig was with Black Flag; the Orange County bands Middle Class, the Adolescents, and the Crowd; and Canada’s Subhumans at an art gallery in downtown LA. Even though the show was on a Monday, it was early summer and school was out. Numerous fights erupted during the Minutemen’s performance, including an ugly scene where Spot, the only black man at the gig, was sucker-punched by X-Head.10 Tonche was appalled by the violence and promptly quit the band. “He had a freak out over this whole scene like a lot of dudes did in those days,” Watt said of the ugly confrontation, “because nobody liked it, hardly—it was heavy.”11


Ginn, however, had already booked a recording session for the Minutemen at Media Art in July. Boon and Watt needed to find a drummer—and fast. They reached out to the Reactionaries’ former drummer George Hurley, who had just three weeks to learn the songs. The EP was recorded and mixed in one night for three hundred bucks.


The six-and-a-half-minute-long EP was called Paranoid Time (SST 002) and featured cover art by Raymond Pettibon depicting a cowboy fondling a cowgirl while a film crew records the scene. Was this surreal scenario plucked from Pettibon’s imagination or was the artist channeling Ronald Reagan’s ascent from screen actor to the highest office in the country?


The Minutemen were one of the most original punk rock bands to emerge from the LA scene. The seven short songs on Paranoid Time reflect working-class concerns at a time when the escalating tensions of the Cold War made communist-sympathizing rhetoric verboten in public discourse. In the song “Paranoid Chant,” Boon gives voice to fears that the world was racing toward annihilation.


Right when hardcore bands were ramping up the intensity by getting faster and louder, the Minutemen moved in a different direction. Boon’s jangly guitar provided a counterpoint to Watt’s ruminative bass lines. Watt referred to the songs as “tunes.” Punk rock had been called many things, but “tuneful” generally wasn’t one of them. The Minutemen seldom played on top of each other, preferring to showcase instruments like arguments in a debate. Both Watt and Boon wrote material that made use of unconventional song structures. Played one after the other, the songs blended together. Sometimes the endings were so abrupt it wasn’t always clear to people in the audience if the conclusion was intentional.


All of that was fine with Ginn. He wasn’t interested in releasing records by Black Flag clones. Black Flag had an evolving sound. The Minutemen had ideas. Both bands were relentless in their own unique way, and Paranoid Time marked the beginning of a long and tumultuous collaboration between the Minutemen and SST.
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When Black Flag returned to the stage after Reyes’s departure, Ginn and Dukowski reached out to Morris to fill in for an upcoming show at the Fleetwood. Morris was game and also traveled with Black Flag and Geza X and the Mommymen to San Francisco for a gig at Mabuhay Gardens. The fact that this show went on as planned despite the band not having a full-time singer and the venue being nearly four hundred miles away demonstrates Black Flag’s commitment to playing anytime anywhere. Most bands would have canceled.12


Brendan Mullen, who was then drumming for the Mommymen, was impressed with the hardcore band from Hermosa Beach. When Black Flag played at Vanguard, he nervously took over the vocal duties, and Morris was there to heckle him. But for Mullen it was a grim and gruesome scene. “One guy was lying at my feet, face covered in blood, looking up at me with bug eyes, screaming something at me,” he recalled. “I couldn’t hear, because the band was playing incredibly loud behind me and I was screaming the lyrics as loud as possible into the mike. There was blood all over my shoes and all over the monitors.”13


Joe Nolte was the next performer invited to take part in the carnage with Ginn, Dukowski, and Robo, but the long rehearsals left his voice ragged. Given a choice between playing with Black Flag and an important gig with the Last, the singer chose his own band.


These performances by former members, acquaintances, and friends suggest that Ginn and Dukowski viewed the other members of the band as replaceable parts. Singers weren’t the focal point of the band but rather were vocal instruments that were no more important than drums or guitar. This wasn’t how most bands operated. A charismatic singer-songwriter was considered by most of the rock and roll establishment as essential to a band’s success, but for Black Flag the singer was just another cog in the machine.


Ginn and Dukowski found their next vocalist by poaching another player from Red Cross: guitarist Dez Cadena, who moved into Greg Hetson’s spot when he left to play with the Circle Jerks. Like Reyes, Cadena was a transplant from the East Coast whose father had settled in Hermosa Beach when Cadena was in his early teens. Cadena’s father, Ozzie, was acquainted with Morris’s father, Jerry, long before their sons met. Ozzie had been involved in jazz music for most of his professional life and even ran a record label. He booked bands for the Lighthouse, which stood almost directly across the street from the Hermosa Tackle Box. That was how he got to know Jerry, who was a jazz aficionado.


Cadena differed from prior Black Flag vocalists in that he was a talented musician in his own right. Music was in his blood, and he’d been playing guitar since he was twelve years old. Ginn understood and appreciated Cadena’s talent and immediately went to work on how to make use of it. “We have some ideas for using songs that would be better with two guitars,” Ginn said. “We’ve been working on it, but as far as playing that way, we haven’t yet, but we’re going to. I think it’s gonna fit in real good. It’ll just give us more to work with. More freedom for doing some stuff that I’ve always wanted to do. I always really wanted to have two guitar players, but when the band started, it was hard enough finding a drummer and a bass player that would play this kind of music.”14


Black Flag was finally ready to go, but as the summer of 1980 unfolded, the scene was wracked with turmoil. With school out, more kids from suburbs across the Southland were attending punk shows and causing problems at the venues. The LAPD was making a habit out of pulling the plug on shows and hassling the punks in attendance. Black Flag, along with the Germs and the Circle Jerks, were banned from the Hong Kong Café, the Hermosa quartet’s most reliable venue. The club also gave a half-dozen bands from Orange County the boot, including Agent Orange, Middle Class, and Eddie and the Subtitles, and refused to admit anyone under the age of twenty-one. So much for “the music of the ’80s.”
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by Kerry Welsh
® | Manhattan Beach unexpected-

i ly got its first — and definitely
its last — taste of punk rock music
Sunday at Polliwog Park

The caustic new wave/punk
sounds of The Tourists and Big Wow
had caused many of the families in
attendance to leave even before the
featured act, a group called Black
Flag, took the stage. As it turned
out, the first two acts were like the
apa Boys’ Choir in comparison to
" Hermosa-based Black Flag
“Their ardent fans, with hair in
onceivable (and inconceiva-
ble) color, jumped up and down in
the traditional punk “pogo,” pelting
he band and the nearby crowd with
ranges, tomatoes, watermelons,
cans, rocks, and bottles as the band
played their brand of frenetic, anar-
chistic rock

tead singer Keith, meanwhile
spewed obscenities while challeng
g many of the crowd to fight. Par-
e0ts guickly collected their children
and fk i

|
| 2
Music incites the savage beast at Polliwog Park Sunday.
‘ple attended the evening of punk rock. Photo by Spot
e

lanhattan meets punks

More than 1000 peo-

wood Club in Redondo Beach in
June had a similar result, ending
with considerable plumbing, furni-
ture, and structural damage to the
club. “Never again,” said Fleetwood
owners Svend Holm and Craig Lind-
strom z

The organizers of the Polliwog &
Park concert expressed a similar sen-
timent

“The recreation d(-p_arlm«-m was
as angered- and embarrassed as the
audience,” said Ric Morton, special
events supervisor who organized the
concert. “We plan to screen and
audition every act from now on that
wants to perform at Polliwog Park,
so nothing like this will ever happen
again.”

According to a statement re-
leased by parks and recreation di-
rector James Stecklein, Black Flag
was “erroneously scheduled to per-
form.”

Stecklein further noted, “With the
exception of this last concert; the 22
concerts held thus far have been ex-
Iy successful and e %

_(E people”
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All band operation (160-10 meters)
with any random length of wire.
200 watt output power capa-
bility —will work with virtually any
transceiver. Ideal for portable or
home operation. Great for apart-
ments and hotel rooms—simply
run a wire inside, out a window, or
anyplace available. Toroid induct-
or for small size: 4-1/4” X 2-3/8"
X 3. Built-in neon tune-up indi-
cator. SO-239 connector. Attract-
ive bronze finished enclosure.

only $29.95

THE ORIGINAL Random Wire Antenna
Tuner. . . in use by amateurs for 6 vears

sst t-2 ULTRA TUNER

Tunes out SWR on any coax fed antenna as well as random e ueRy Eens

¢
Wy

ANSMITTER * INTOR ANTENNA

wires. Works great on all bands (160-10 meters) with any
transceiver running up to 200 watts power output.

Increases usable bandwidth of any antenna. Tunes out SWR
on mobile whips from inside your car.

Uses toroid inductor and specially made capacitors for
small size: 54" x 24" x 2" Rugged, yet compact.
Attractive bronze finished enclosure. SO-239 coax con-
nectors are used for transmitter input and coax fed
antennas. Convenient binding posts are provided for ran-
dom wire and ground connections.
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VHF AMPLIRER KIT

1 watt input gives you 15 watts output
across the entire 2 meter band without
re-tuning. This easy to build kit (approx.
1/2 hr. assembly) includes everything you
need for a complete amplifier. All top
quality components. Compatible with all

sst t-3
IMPEDANCE
TRANSFORMER

only

$19.95

Matches 52 ohm coax to the lower impedance of a mobile
whip or vertical. 12 position switch with taps spread
between 3 and 52 ohms. Broadband from 1-30 MHz. Will
work with virtually any transceiver— 300 wattoutput power
capability. $O-239 connectors. Toroid inductor for small
size: 2-3/4” X 2 X 2-1/4” Attractive bronze finish.

1-3 watt 2 meter transceivers.

Kit includes:
Etched & drilled G-10 epoxy solder
plated board
Heat sink & mounting hardware. All
components — including pre-wound
coils.

Top quality TRW RF power transistor.
o Complete assembly instructions with
details on a carrier operated T/R switch.

only $29.95
$49.95 wired & tested

GUARANTEE
All SST products are guaranteed for | year. In addition, they may be retumed
within 10 days for a full refund (less shipping) if you are not satisfied for any

reason. Please add $2 for shipping and handling. Callf. resldents, please add sales
tax. COD orders OK by phone.
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