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Chapter One


Satan’s Suckholes


DOA’s tour in the fall of ‘79 was nothing fancy, and it dragged on for months. My ‘67 Chev panel truck didn’t break down very often, but there wasn’t a lot of room for our roadie, all the musical gear, our clothes, and three bandmembers. We couldn’t book tours without big gaps between shows, so we’d end up spending way too much time together. We’d bum around in every city after we played, and I’m sure people were glad to see us go by the time we finally did. The weeks went by, and we were even getting a bit sick of ourselves by the time we eventually arrived in New York City. We’d planned to use the city as a base of operations and play as many shows as we could in the area, but shit was already getting nasty.


Joe Shithead and I were okay at the time—even when we ran out of beer—but there was always some friction between Chuck Biscuits and me. He hated my guts for some reason—maybe because I fucked all his girlfriends. Amazingly, Chuck decided to stick up for me one night in New York City. Because of that, we got along better for a while, and even had a few beers together. For the sake of the band, it was worthwhile to put aside our differences and try to get along.


New York was good at first, but then things went south. This time, the trouble didn’t start with Chuck, but with Joe, whose wife Cheryl was also along on the tour. It seemed that Joe wanted to take Cheryl sightseeing in the truck, even though one of the locks was broken and somebody always had to stay with it overnight. I knew he’d be leaving the vehicle unlocked when they walked around the city, and he chucked me halfway through the wall when I wouldn’t give him the keys. We were staying with our friends Mark and Sarah, and now we were having this big fight in their living room. Joe was about to throw me all the way through the wall when Biscuits suddenly got between us. That must have brought Joe to his senses, because he was bigger than both of us put together. I wasn’t really expecting Chuck to jump in. Joe could be a bit scary when he was mad.


In the end, Joe got the keys from me and took Cheryl to see the town. I think they spent the night at the Chelsea Hotel, because they parked the truck somewhere on West Twenty-Third Street, where it sat unlocked overnight with all the gear inside. I couldn’t believe the stuff was still there when Joe and Cheryl returned to Mark and Sarah’s the next day. Without our gear, that tour would have been over. I bet that’s the first and last time an unlocked truck full of musical equipment sat unmolested on a New York street overnight.


Maybe I was grateful to Chuck for helping me—maybe that’s what led us to hang out after a show at Tier 3 a week later. The club was crowded and loud, even after we played, so Chuck and I decided to finish drinking at Mark and Sarah’s, where we were also crashing that night. We jumped in a cab and headed back, and that’s when we realized we didn’t have enough money to cover the whole fare. As much as we didn’t want to walk back in the cold, we had to get out of the cab when we ran out of money. It was early November and chilly. To make things worse, we were in a Spanish ‘hood on the Lower East Side, which obviously wasn’t the safest place in the world for a couple of drunken Canadian punk rockers at two o’clock in the morning. Between us, we didn’t even have enough money for the payphone—not that anyone could have helped us.


We walked a few blocks and I thought we’d be okay if we minded our own business, but then we decided to cut through a little park decorated with gang tags. I guess the block belonged to the Latin street gang Satan’s Sinners, but Chuck started mocking them, saying stuff like, “Ah, what’s all this Satan’s Suckholes shit!” in a really loud voice. I told him to shut the hell up, but the next thing we knew, all these tough looking gangbangers materialized out of the darkness and started walking towards us. I just looked at Chuck and said, “Run!”


We tore up the street with these scary dudes right behind us, and I thought for sure we were fucked. Instead, we got lucky because the next block belonged to the Hells Angels, and the gangbangers weren’t allowed in there. We didn’t see any bikers around, but the Satan’s Sinners chasing us stopped dead in their tracks. Chuck and I kept going because we had no choice. Even scared shitless, I noticed that the block was the cleanest on the Lower East Side—not a piece of trash anywhere. Chuck and I ran straight through the block, zipped around the corner, and dashed up the stairs to Mark and Sarah’s place. We didn’t hang out much after that.
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(Left to right) Joe Shithead, Chuck Biscuits, and me taking up room backstage at O’Hara’s. [Photo Bev Davies]




Chapter Two


Sink or Swim


One of my first memories is of being thrown into a swimming pool. I don’t know if it was some sort of weird baptism or something, but my father just picked me up and tossed me in the water. I was only about a year old, but we had one of those above ground three-foot pools in the back yard, and he chucked me right in. Maybe I was freaked out a bit but I wasn’t really scared, and Dad’s idea must have worked because I soon became a good swimmer. He just decided that it was time for me to go in the water. Other life lessons were kind of like that too.


I was born Randall Desmond Archibald at St. Paul’s Hospital in Vancouver on February 21, 1960. If that wasn’t enough of a mouthful, they named my brother Roderick Frances Beaumont Archibald. My dad’s name was Desmond, so I understand where that name came from, but I later wondered what our parents were thinking. I guess they wanted to sound traditional, but those formal names were a bit much. We got teased a lot.


I come from a Scottish/English background, and my great-grandfather was a merchant sea captain. He sailed into the harbour and liked the area so much that he decided to buy property and throw down some roots. From the beginning, the Archibalds were heavily involved with business and property development in North Vancouver. Our family has always been company owners and businessmen, and I later found out that many of the streets above Moodyville in North Vancouver are named after long-dead relatives. That might not sound very punk rock, but I’m not apologizing for anything. I didn’t exactly follow in their footsteps.


North Vancouver was a good part of town, and our Sixties lifestyle was straight out of Leave it to Beaver. My dad and his friend Norman Bardach ran an import-export business, and Mom was a switchboard operator for the NDP until she settled in as a housewife to raise kids. My parents waited until they were a bit older to have children, but they still hosted a lot of social events and parties. We weren’t super rich or anything, but my brother Rod and I got damn near everything we asked for. Again, that’s just the way it was. I’ve never claimed to come from a deprived background.


Mom and Dad fed me a steady diet of pop and rock music all through my childhood. I had one of those little portable picnic player-type-jobbies and all these Top Forty singles. The first ones I remember were “Down in the Boondocks” by Billy Joe Royal, and “She Loves You” by the Beatles. I was maybe four years old at the time, but I was totally into rock n’ roll. Those bands led to other groups of the day such as The Monkees and whatnot. I’d listen to them and think, “Yeah! I’d like to do that!”


We moved to a different part of North Vancouver just before I started grade one at Ross Road Elementary School. There was some heavy bullying action going on there, and I learned to hate a lot of those kids. This is so stupid, but I had a mole on my face and that’s all they needed to make my life miserable. I was the oldest kid in the family, so there was nobody to stick up for me and I had to fight my own battles. Kids can be horrible at that age, and I doubt they’re any different today. I had the mole removed when I was thirteen, which was lucky because it had turned cancerous. They got it in time, obviously.


I was too young to remember her at all, but when I was older, my mom told me that the woman who married Pierre Trudeau had once been my babysitter. When she was younger, Margaret Sinclair lived in North Vancouver, where she worked as a nanny for several years. She would later be on the cover of a DOA record with her pussy showing, but that was just a complete fluke, and we never met again.


School sucked and everything I did was wrong. People’s attitudes pissed me off. Things got a little better at about age ten, when I got into sports and began to swim competitively. I was doing other sports too, and was in fairly good shape. I was still getting bullied, but then I realized I could kick most of these guys’ asses so I started to fight back. Their little cliques made me sick. You’re either the big jock or the cool guy with the fancy car and all the chicks. I didn’t like anything about that scene at all.


The stage was more interesting than school. My parents were involved with the Centennial Theatre in North Vancouver, so I was around that a lot as a kid. They were both actors and took part in various plays. I recently found some footage of my mom doing the lead in The Boy Friend, a 1954 musical by Sandy Wilson that is still quite funny. They used to bring me along when they were rehearsing and I’d watch them run through different scenes. Sometimes they’d dress me up in weird shit—first I was a cowboy and then I was an Indian. I had a bit part in one play, but it was so long ago that I can’t remember what it was called, or even what role I played.


The theatre was cool, but I liked music even more. My parents were still buying me records—whatever was popular at the time. They were totally into music, and we had guitars, accordions, and a piano in the house. Guests would play instruments and sing when my parents had parties, and the house was full of music. They were also involved with the BC Lions Football Club, and we’d have different events for the team at our place. There was always a lot of music and booze.


My dad’s business partner Norman Bardach also held events for the Lions, and I was friends with his son Tony, who loved music. We still call each other cousins, even though we’re not actually related. My parents had a very active social life, so I met a lot of sports figures and local celebrities. I’d never actually met a black person before until this HUGE black guy walked up to me at one of these football parties. I was only about four at the time, and I was so scared that I burst into tears. Then my mom introduced the stranger as “Uncle Emery,” and he turned out to be Emery Barnes of the BC Lions. Emery was a star in the Canadian Football League, but he did even better as a politician, serving as an MLA until 1996.


I was still swimming but then I started taking guitar lessons too. Unfortunately, they were teaching me classical guitar, not electric. Instead of showing me how to play rock n’ roll, they were teaching me “Little Brown Jug,” and so on. I was told that if I worked really hard for the next three years that I’d be able to play “Classical Gas.” Fuck that shit.


I played live music for the first time in grade five with Harry Pratt, a friend of mine. He ended up becoming a male stripper and his dad was a cop, but whatever. Harry and I got together with a drummer named Lloyd Evans, who could actually play. It was an elementary school talent night thingy, and we did “Proud Mary” “House of the Rising Sun” and one other song from the era that escapes me. I thought it was a roar, even though I was scared to be up there. We’d just seen the Woodstock movie, and we were all very excited about that whole scene. We couldn’t quite get our act together that night, but we were only eleven years old so I don’t think people were expecting much. It was fun though.


The first time I got drunk was at a sock hop in grade six. The guys were going to buy a bunch of booze, so I pitched in and got a six-pack of Silver Spring Ale. It was foul tasting stuff, and I’m amazed it didn’t turn me off beer forever. I drank four or five of them behind the school—I didn’t make it through the six-pack— and got totally wasted. Then somebody pulled out a doobie, and the next thing I knew I was waking up on the bathroom floor at my parents’ house with puke everywhere. I never even made it into the sock hop, and we all got called into the principal’s office on Monday morning. So yeah, that was my first experience with booze.


The classical guitar lessons seemed to go on forever anyway, but then I started going to a music school run by a full-on hippie who was into the Moody Blues and Steppenwolf—stuff like that. At that point, I got my first electric guitar, which we picked from the Sears catalogue. That guitar was terrible—a real piece of shit—but it was better than nothing. I was about twelve by then, and a lot of new music was opening up. It all seemed very cool to a young kid like me. I still have that shitty guitar, and the little amp that came with it. It’s probably like three-and-a-half watts or something.


By my early teens, I was into Three Dog Night, Humble Pie, and that sort of thing. I didn’t pick up on Led Zeppelin until their second album, but then I was hooked. When Zep III came out, I thought that was the coolest thing ever. For me, that’s where heavy metal seemed to start, even if that term hadn’t been invented yet. I was also into Frank Zappa and Can—weird shit like that. Music was great and I could never get enough.


I was still trying to learn how to play music in my early teens, and doing just enough schoolwork to get by without failing. I started jamming with one of the guys from my swim club who also played guitar, but there was a drum kit at the school, so I switched over. The drums seemed kind of cool, and easy enough to learn. I just played along to records at home and didn’t have to take lessons, which was nice.


Aside from my musical activities, I was also smokewing and drinking like a lot of the other kids in my upper middle class neighbourhood. We thought we were tough guys and wanted to be cool. There wasn’t much else going on, that’s for sure.




Chapter Three


Drummer Boy


In grade eight, I moved to Sutherland Secondary School in North Vancouver. I was hanging out with my buddy Bryan Adams, who had this horrible Sound City stack and a fake Les Paul. Bryan was a cool guy with long red hair, and I had long blond hair and really bad acne. Bryan and I got together to jam with Tony Bardach’s younger brother Michael once in a while. I was still playing drums, and both those guys were on guitar. There was no bass guitar. Even then, I had no interest in the bass and would rather play anything else. I hated bass players—they just stood there.


Bryan and I never actually formed a real band or anything like that, but chicks would come over to party when we jammed, so maybe that was the whole idea. Tony used to play with us sometimes, but he was a bit older and had other shit going on. I didn’t know that Tony was the guy who would later turn me on to punk rock.


By grade ten, Bryan and I had moved to different schools and that was the end of those jams. He got a gig with Sweeney Todd a couple years later and I joined DOA, so there was a parting of ways, but we were still friends. We kept in touch and he came down to one of our shows later. He’d gone solo by then and was doing well, but it was cool of him to come see us. After all, Bryan Adams and DOA aren’t much alike.


In 1976, I somehow got into the Commodore Ballroom to see KISS. This was before they got really big and everything and the place wasn’t even very full. I’d be surprised if there were more than 800 people at the show, which is amazing when you think about how huge they became just a few years later. Anyway, I was talking to this older, good-looking chick near the bar, and then I saw her up front when the band started playing. The show was going fine and everything, and I was snapping off some shots with my camera, when Gene Simmons spat a bunch of fake blood all over the chick, who was trying to look all glitzy in some sort of fake fur coat. She freaked out and started screaming at Gene, but he was doing the fire-breathing thing by then, and she somehow got close enough that her coat caught on fire. Two big security guys immediately started smacking her to put out the fire, but they were only making it worse. I was trying to snap a shot with my shitty little camera, but the big guys kept getting in the way. Finally, one huge bouncer threw the woman down and rolled on her to put out the blaze. She was screaming about how she was going to sue everybody, and her fake fur coat was smouldering away. Everybody was running around all panicked, but I thought it was hilarious. She wasn’t actually hurt, just furious.


School dragged on. I did okay, but I was hardly trying at all. I wanted to party and do this, that, and the other thing. I knew I could get by without doing much work at all. I didn’t skate through school completely though, and I had to go back and finish English to get my grade twelve. By then, I was working in a warehouse owned by my parents, and didn’t bother to show up for my two classes a week. Finally, they told me to come in and write the final, so I went in and scored fairly high, amazingly enough. I think the teacher was pissed off, because he tried to use my poor attendance as an excuse to withhold my credit. We finally got it worked out, and it was obvious that he was just being a dick. I graduated in 1977, just as punk rock was starting to happen in Canada. I wasn’t there yet, but I soon would be.


I had plenty to keep me busy in the summer of ‘77. I got my first Harley, a ’51 panhead, from a buddy at high school and it was love at first sight. I already had a ’68 BSA chopper, but it wasn’t quite the same as owning a Harley. Riding that bike was so much fun, and I had great times roaring around the North Shore with my friend. I ended up selling that Harley just after I joined DOA. I always regret that because it was a sweet bike and would be worth good coin these days. Later I’d get more Harleys and learn how to keep them running. There’s nothing like the wind in your face and the roar of a Harley to make you feel alive.


I also worked my first jobs on the docks that summer. My godfather Jim was a longshoreman and wanted his kids to follow him in the trade, but one was going to be a doctor and the other wanted to be a dentist or something, so Jim told me about the docks, where I’d earn at least three times what my dad could afford to pay. He had me convinced, and I worked several ships that summer, getting my first introduction to the waterfront. Mostly I just wrangled lumber or prepared cargo to be loaded onto the ships. On one ship, I was deep in the cramped hold, unloading frozen fish. It was so cold down there that we could only work for fifteen minutes at a time. But I loved the docks. Everybody was so relaxed, and they liked to smoke pot and drink beer during breaks. Even the bosses and superintendents seemed cool. And the money was fucking great.


The docks were more interesting than the work I did for my dad. I could smell the sea and feel the excitement of ocean-going ships coming and going, even if I was working in a warehouse. The docks are a separate world unto themselves—a place where goods bound for destinations around the world come and go all day and night. There’s something fascinating about the docks, and I loved the life. But it’s a lot of work to become a longshoreman, and I was too busy to make that sort of commitment when I was a kid. I didn’t get back into that work until 1986, and that was more by chance than anything else.


That winter, I went back to Hawaii. The Bardachs owned a house there, and I’d been there with Michael the summer before. I was happy to get out of town and kick back on the beach for a month or two. School was over, and now I was supposed to be thinking about what I wanted to do with my life. University was one option, but I wasn’t wild about that. Like many kids, I didn’t know what I wanted to do. I liked to smoke pot and play music, but it’s hard to find work in that field. I needed time to think.


My parents joined us for Christmas, and Tony Bardach arrived with his parents and we all got together. By then, Tony had hooked into punk rock, and he was telling me all about the Sex Pistols, the Damned, and other bands. It was a bit strange because he’d been listening to free form jazz and all sorts of weird, spacey stuff, but now he was into this wild new form of music. I’d never heard any of those bands before, and Tony was very excited to play them for me when we got home. I’ll admit I was curious.


We got back to Vancouver on New Year’s of 1977, where Tony finally introduced me to punk rock. I thought the Sex Pistols were fuckin’ great—they were everything he claimed they were and more. Tony also played other British bands like the Damned, the Clash, Slaughter and the Dogs, and a bunch more. All the bands he played were fantastic, and it was a lot to absorb.


Looking back, it’s hard to believe that punk happened so fast for me. I’d never even heard of the Sex Pistols in December of 1977, but just three months later, I was in what would be one of the biggest punk bands in North America. The only Vancouver band on our level was the Subhumans, who started out just a little bit behind us. Nobody else, not even the Subhumans, worked as hard as DOA did. Joe had lots of ambition but Chuck and I were just trying to keep up.


I remember visiting Tony just a week or two after hearing the Sex Pistols for the first time, and seeing these two sleazy looking guys sleeping on the floor of his basement. They looked kind of dirty, and they had jean jackets with felt pen shit written all over them and spiky, fucked up hair. The guys turned out to be Chuck Biscuits and Brad Kent, from the original line-up of Victorian Pork. Chuck wasn’t interested, but Brad wanted to get something else going on the side, so I jammed with him on guitar, me on the drums, Tony Bardach playing bass, and Ian Tiles (who later roadied for DOA and played drums for the Pointed Sticks) on vocals. Brad was the main songwriter, but even with one cover, we only had four songs. We liked cartoons, so we called the band Tuney Loons, which was a play on the Warner Brothers cartoon Looney Tunes.


I still had long blond hair and Ian Tiles was bugging me to cut it off. I kept ignoring him, but one day while we were playing Iggy Pop’s “I Feel Alright,” he came running over with a pair of scissors and started hacking off big chunks of my hair. Naturally, I was freaked out, but Ian sang “Don’t stop, don’t stop!” He sorta fixed me up later, but my hair was still obviously very choppy and punk. I went from having these flowing blond locks to this raunchy punk cut. You can’t really give someone a proper haircut while they’re playing Iggy Pop on the drums.


Punk was whatever you wanted it to be, so I ditched my flared jeans for some beat-up leather motocross pants and a leather jacket. I also cut a white T-shirt across the chest and closed the rip with safety pins. Under that, in felt pen, I wrote, “SUCK THIS” with an arrow pointing to my crotch. The lumber jacket thing came a bit later, and I started wearing one when there was nothing else around to keep me warm. Joe didn’t like it and said, “You can’t wear that stupid Mac jacket, blah blah blah…” I guess he realized later that those jackets were as Canadian as fuck, and that they gave DOA a homegrown identity. I found one in my stuff just the other day, and it’s so old that it looks like it could turn to dust at any second. It’s totally saturated with sweat, beer, and old cigarette smoke. I should sell it on eBay.


After a week, or two at the most, we figured Tuney Loons was ready to play. I have no idea how he did it, but Tony found us a show at the Indian Centre at Third and Vine in Kitsilano. Some Caribbean band with congas was headlining, and we were up first, of course. A handful of local punks were at the show, including Jon Doe and Simon Wilde from Rabid, Don Betts and Steve from Snotrag fanzine, Jane Bulmer and her sister Anne, and Grant McDonough and his sister, Lynn. Grant bought Quintessence Records in 1981, changed the name to Zulu, and started a record label by the same name. Half the old punks in Vancouver claim to have been there that night, but not many of them actually were.


Our set wasn’t very memorable, at least not to me. We went up and did our thing, but with only four songs, it was over almost before it began. Victorian Pork was up next, but they didn’t have many more songs than we did. They had it together a lot better than us, though, and the punks at the show were there to see them. Soon Victorian Pork was finished too, and the conga band was up next. We all left before they came on.


The thing about that show was that I’d never even seen another punk band play live at that point, and Victorian Pork didn’t count because I’d seen them practice. Even after I joined DOA, the first punk bands I saw were all opening for us. Everything happened so fast that I didn’t have time to come up through the ranks like everyone else. I went from Tuney Loons straight to DOA with no stops in between. People might say I cheated, but I like to think I was simply in the right place at the right time, with barely enough ability. Everything just kind of clicked.


My chance to join DOA came when Joe Shithead, his girlfriend Cheryl, Gerry Hannah, and Dimwit returned to Vancouver from Toronto. Joe’s band the Skulls had fallen apart when two of the guys wanted to move to England but Joe and Dimwit voted against it. I’d heard that Joe was back, but I actually went to City Space on Railway Street that night because Brad Kent had told me that Chris Arnett from The Furies was looking for a drummer. The Furies was Vancouver’s first punk band, but they’d broken up by then, and Chris wanted to get another band going. Although Chris was there that night, I never did audition for him because Joe Shithead also showed up. That changed everything.


Victorian Pork and a few other punk bands practiced at City Space, and I remember Joe walking in as if he owned the place. Everybody knew who he was, and I thought all punk rockers were skinny little dudes, but Joe was this big, crazy guy who didn’t fit that mold at all. I might have been a bit nervous, but I knew for sure that I wanted to be in his new band. Joe seemed like a cool guy who knew what he was doing. I wanted that spot.


We played a few songs with me drumming, but then Chuck Biscuits showed up. Joe must have wanted a clean break from the Skulls, or he would have asked Dimwit to play drums. Chuck was amazing, of course, and I didn’t have a fuckin’ chance against him. Yes, he was only fifteen years old at the time, which gives you an idea of how good he was. Chuck was obviously the right guy for the job anyway, and he got even better when he grew a bit more. I watched him play and knew that I wasn’t going to be in the band. That was a drag, but I hadn’t really expected to get the nod anyway. I went up to the bar for a beer.


After a while, the guys stopped, and Joe walked over to ask if I wanted to try out on bass. I don’t know why, but it hadn’t occurred to me that he would need a bass player. Before I knew what I was saying, I started telling him how I couldn’t stand the bass and hated bass players—I think I was babbling. Then I noticed how Joe was looking at me, so I quickly said I’d give it a shot. I still didn’t want to be a bass player, but any spot was better than nothing.


I strapped on Tony Bardach’s bass and we ran through a few songs. One of them was “My Old Man’s a Bum,” which Brad Kent wrote for Victorian Pork. In ’78 and ‘79, there were a couple of songs that everyone knew—songs like Gerry Hannah’s “Fuck You,” “My Old Man’s a Bum,” and “No Escape.” The punk scene was so small that everybody knew each other and the same songs too. It was a bit incestuous that way.


The songs weren’t that hard to play, and I thought we sounded okay. After about four or five tunes, Joe and Chuck took off into the hallway and left me at the bar feeling like a dummy. They came back a few minutes later and Joe asked if I wanted to be the bass player. I was still thinking that I hated bass players, but I couldn’t say no.


I didn’t know what it meant to be in any real sort of band and had no idea what to expect, or even what my responsibilities might be. From what I could see, punk bands didn’t follow the usual paths that normal, mainstream rock bands took, but I didn’t really know how mainstream rock bands worked either. I only knew that it was fun to play music, and that the speed and fury of punk rock was exciting. The chance to do that was all I needed to sign on.




Chapter Four


Andy Amp Ager


I’m still not sure why Joe and Chuck wanted me in the band, but maybe they figured I could learn the bass quickly because I already knew how to play guitar a bit. I didn’t get too fancy, and I knew enough about music to ask which key the songs were in, so maybe that was enough. For a guy who hated the bass, I took to it easily, which helped. But there was still a learning curve, so we practiced all the time, sometimes twice a day. When Joe was writing, I’d sit there and learn the new song as he went along. Most people don’t realize that I’m left handed because I play guitar right handed, and it was easier to learn the songs that way. I also golf right handed and play baseball right handed.


At first, we were still practicing songs like “No Escape” and “Get Out of My Life” that were leftover from the Skulls. That was all fine and everything, and Victorian Pork was still paying for the rehearsal space at City Scape, but we were only there for a few days when this guy came in and introduced himself as Harry Homo. Harry was this cute little gay guy who kind of looked like David Johansen of the New York Dolls. He was friends with a couple of girls who were hanging out with Victorian Pork, so that was his introduction to the scene. I remember he was wearing this feather boa thing and spouting all these wild lyrics he’d written. Somehow, he talked his way into being our singer, and then he started firing various band names at us until he came up with DOA, which was nice and simple— slap bang boom. He told us we’d make piles of money with him as the singer. Like I said, Harry talked a good game.


Harry had a house at Sixtieth and Granville where we could practice, and we wrote a lot of our early stuff there. This was a nice, respectable neighbourhood, which was an odd place for a bunch of scummy punks to be hanging out. Not that we were slackers, but Harry was a raging alcoholic who’d get so drunk that he’d pass out on his back and we’d have to roll him over so he wouldn’t drown in his own puke. For him especially, practice always involved a lot of drinking. I had to drive, so I couldn’t go too hard.


At first, Joe was the guy with the songs and Biscuits and I played along, but then Biscuits started to write a bit too. Chuck also played guitar for Sergeant Nick Penis, the fuck band we started to keep busy when people were late for practice. There was always someone around to play whatever spot needed to be filled, so we’d just fuck around, covering all sorts of weird, non-punk stuff. Chuck came up with the riff for DOA classics such as “World War III” and others. “World War III” was originally called “Pray to the Logo,” but Joe wrote new lyrics for it.


We’d only been practicing for a couple of weeks when we heard that a new wave band called the Generators had a show at the Japanese Hall. We went down before they started and told them that we wanted to play first. They weren’t too wild about the idea, but they finally said we could go up. This was the only show Harry Homo did with us, and he was really drunk and mumbled more than he sang. We did our three songs—which was all we had at the time—and we wanted to play them again, but the Generators wouldn’t let us. I’m sure we were a bit drunk and belligerent, but there was no fight or anything. It wasn’t so exciting, but that’s how the show went.


DOA took shape quickly. Joe already had some experience with the Skulls, but none of us really knew what the fuck we were doing. Joe was a couple of years older than Chuck and me. He was more knowledgeable about music in general and was obviously the leader, but we all had a lot to learn. The only way we could figure out how things worked was to jump in with both feet, which is what we did. We were faking it big time.


We figured out fairly soon that Harry Homo wasn’t going to make it as our singer, but we told him he could still write for us. Although he never actually came up with anything we could use, we kept practicing at his house, which was great because we didn’t have to pay.


The band turned out to be a lot of work for me. Being the only guy with a car, it was my job to pick up Joe in Burnaby and Chuck in Port Moody and then drive us all to Harry’s place. Then, after practice, I had to take them both home again. That was a lot of driving, and most of the gas money came out of my own pocket. It was insane, but at least my little Datsun got great mileage. I could make the round trip for about two bucks a day. I didn’t give a shit about the wear and tear on my car.


Harry’s place was okay, but it was too far, so we moved to Chuck’s house instead. Chuck’s parents were ex-hippies, kind of. His dad was in the US Navy for quite a while, and then he worked as a welder down at the shipyards. After that, they moved to Long Beach, California and left the house in Port Moody for Chuck and his brother Bob. The oldest brother Dimwit had already moved out to form the first version of the Subhumans with Brad Kent from Victorian Pork on guitar, and Brian Goble “Wimpy Roy” on vocals. Those guys had a place on North Road up by Hume Park in New Westminster. We were friendly rivals.


The fuck band concept was popular with the early Vancouver punks, and Wimpy Roy had already been in a fuck band with Joe Shithead called Wimpy & the Bloated Cows. Gerry Hannah played bass, Joe was on drums, Wimpy was singing, and Dimwit was on guitar. They called Joe “Flab Jiggle” because he’d take his shirt off and his gut would bounce around. That was before my time though, and the Skulls had already broken up when I first met Joe. I guess he was done playing with those guys, because he didn’t ask any of them to join his new band, which was lucky for Chuck and me. Joe wanted a fresh start and he got us. Nobody was fresher than us.


Later that March, we did a show with the Subhumans at Simon Fraser University. We had a decent crowd that night, and that was the first time I met Art Bergmann. Joe knew Art from bands like the Monitors and the Schmorgs, but I didn’t have a clue who he was. I was just minding my own business and watching the Subhumans on the edge of the dance floor, when I noticed this guy in a weird trench coat with crooked glasses and fucked up hair. He had a beer in one hand, but then he suddenly slammed into me full force and knocked me flying into a table. I didn’t know what the hell to make of that, and I had him confused with another singer Bill Shirt, who was also at the show. After that, I was watching out for Art and Bill, who both sort of dressed the same. I thought those guys were the trench coat weirdos from hell, but then Joe told me who they were and I got to know them. I still thought they were the trench coat weirdos from hell.


I needed to stretch my wings a bit, so I moved into Crammer Manor—just off Kingsway and Randolph Street—with Chuck Biscuits and Bob Montgomery in April of 1978. A couple girls in a band named the Crammers that never played anywhere already lived there, so me, Bob, and Biscuits just sort of moved in on them. The house was a dump but rent was cheap and moving wasn’t much trouble. I just dumped my stuff in the basement and lived down there with Bob, while Chuck somehow got a room upstairs. I don’t know why I was stuck in the basement while Biscuits got an actual bedroom, but I’m guessing it didn’t seem important. Most of the time I wasn’t even home.


Crammer Manor was full of punk rockers, and all the normal people in the neighbourhood were kind of weirded out by us. We were always partying and being super fucking noisy. Hard drugs weren’t around yet, but we smoked pot and drank beer like it was on sale every day. Although the girls weren’t exactly quiet before we moved in, people started dropping by all the time and the place became party central. I’m sure the girls soon regretted letting us move in, but it was too late by then. I would have hated to live next door to us.


Joe and Chuck were writing a bunch of new stuff, and Joe soon booked some studio time at Ocean Sound on West Second. Money was tight, but Joe used his welfare cheque and I chipped in some cash from my UIC cheque. Suddenly, I was in this twenty-four track studio wondering how I got there and what I was doing. I hadn’t been playing long and still didn’t feel very confident as a bass player, but things were moving fast. For that session, Joe played through this horrible little Ampeg thing with the tubes sticking out—it was like a baby bass amp with one 12” speaker. He thought they’d have good amps at the studio but that’s all they had. The amplifier they gave me wasn’t much better but I guess it did the job.


We did the tracks in one or two takes, and then Joe tracked the vocals and we added a few overdubs. I think we were in the studio for less than twelve hours. We did them short order, just bang bang bang. I remember freaking out that people would be listening to me, but that record has a lot of bottom end and the sound is really thick. I think it came out not too bad, especially for that price.


The Disco Sucks EP was our calling card, and Joe mailed them everywhere he could. A girl named Laurie Holland did all the artwork. The front cover, that looks like a corpse in a body bag, was actually Joe’s girlfriend Cheryl wrapped in toilet paper. Laurie also took the black-and-white photograph for the back cover on Alexander Street across from the Japanese Hall. Getting it made wasn’t much of a problem because there were two places in Vancouver that pressed albums in those days: one was IRC and the other was Praise the Lord Records. I don’t know why, but we used IRC and the Subhumans used Praise. Ours came out first, but not by much; both bands had records before 1978 was over. With songs like “Fuck You,” I don’t think Praise was too happy to be pressing records for the Subhumans. They must have needed that money badly.


At this point, we’d only played maybe two gigs, including the thing with the Generators. I think the other one was somewhere in Burnaby. Nobody would book us, so we started doing hall shows ourselves because there was nowhere else to play. Amazingly, the shows were well attended right from the start. They were people who knew us from one place or another, or had gone to school with us—all word of mouth basically. The Vancouver punk rockers were always at the shows, and you never fucking knew what was going to happen. Sometimes twenty local greaseballs would be there looking to kick the shit out of somebody, or all the newbie punk rockers would show up with their friends and suddenly we’d have 250 people in the hall. We never knew how a show would go down until it was over.


To get people to our gigs, we’d plaster the city with handbills. I’d drive around with Bob Montgomery and we’d have a big bag of posters. He’d do one side of Granville and I’d do the other—we’d hit every fuckin’ lamp pole on the street. We’d put flour and water in a lunch box with a brush, and the posters stayed up forever. One of our early shows was in April of ’78 at the Japanese Hall with the Avengers from San Francisco and the Dishrags. We postered the hell out of the city for that one—I think some of those posters are still up. Aside from word of mouth and local underground paper The Georgia Straight, posters were the only way we had to get the word out. There was no internet or social media, but postering did the job nicely and our shows were usually full. Mind you, nobody covered them up right away like they do now. The poster Nazis own that shit now.
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