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			Foreword

			By Lucky Lehrer

			You cannot love punk music without loving punk drummers. Punk’s early drummers were pistons, providing a pulse that drove the music. They rebelled against extravagant drum sets overloaded with cymbals and toms, in favor of stripped-down kits. Less-is-more drummers including K. K. Barrett of the Screamers, the first punk band I ever saw because my friend Paul Roessler happened to be the keyboardist, illustrate that the most dramatic move in music is the simple rest note. Silence is what allows notes to echo and breathe. 

			Looking back, the Screamers were more of an art band than a punk band. There was no uniform sound for early punk bands, but they were often lumped together in their nihilism under the nebulous phrase “new wave.” This kind of misses the point since punk was all about self-expression. Drummer El Duce of the Mentors offers an outstanding example of punk drummer as artist. He crafted a uniquely colorful kit where no drum, no cymbal, and no stand were the same color or the same brand. His drum set appears to have been found in trash cans, at pawn shops, and from flea market finds. Even El Duce’s right and left drumsticks were different! 

			When I first started playing drums on punk rock’s low stages—seldom were risers used, offering a better the view of drummers—I assembled a combination of fiberglass drums with North brand tom-toms to deliver maximum volume. Drums were rarely mic’d at early Circle Jerks gigs (garage soirées and birthday parties). Those drums contributed to the sound on the band’s breakout album from 1980, Group Sex.

			Irrespective of the particulars of chosen equipment, there is a collective lack of self-consciousness among punk drummers. Where a serious drummer may warm up backstage with rolls and ratamacues on a practice pad, a punk drummer might prepare by guzzling a fifth of Jack Daniel’s—and then storm the stage like wildfire.

			There were four genres of pop music on FM radio when I graduated University High School in West Los Angeles in the mid-seventies along with Paul Roessler, Darby Crash of the Germs, and Pat Smear of the Germs (later the Foo Fighters) to name just a few of whom would go on to completely change the musical landscape. As a mutant offshoot of glam, punk music began oozing through vacant basements and dank art venues, including Brendan Mullen’s underground hellhole, The Masque, in Hollywood. In the media, music critic Lester Bangs who wrote for Creem and Rolling Stone referred to the Midwest’s MC5 and Iggy Pop as punks. To distinguish its cadence, Ira Elliot observes in the first chapter of Forbidden Beat that punk music’s drumbeats were fabricated to upend convention. 

			The Ramones were aware of the MC5 and Iggy Pop. Their first drummer, Tommy Ramone, was a guitarist who had never played the drums before joining the band. Some punk drummers did have formal training (D. J. Bonebrake of X comes to mind. D. J. is a proficient sight reader who can play vibes and marimba). Tommy’s beats—simple bass and snare patterns, with his right stick on the hi-hat and never a tom-tom fill—are the Ramones’ sound. Over time, the Ramones had several drummers. Each stayed true to Tommy’s style. Each had the stamina to plow through thirty fast songs with no time to catch their breath. 

			As Curt Weiss points out in chapter two of Forbidden Beat, punk drumming should not be confused with a lack of creativity. Savvy dissidents, punk drummers were inventive in their defiance. The band Fear’s drummer (and a personal favorite), Spit Stix, crossed between his snare drum and a used oil barrel in “We Destroy the Family.” His driving beat sounds ominous and intense. 

			My personal journey began in elementary school and married the ferocity of big band, up tempo swing with overtones of the Latin clave. I borrowed from the Mitzvah bands I used to play in as a kid; my yarmulke-wielding side hustle. Oom-pah standards like “Hava Nagila” (which literally means “Let Us Rejoice”) emphasize the down beat and inspired what’s now called the “forbidden beat.” In an arms race for originality, John Robb states in chapter three that early punk drummers created a completely new rhythmic language. Topper Headon of the Clash was so innovative that rap musicians still sample his beats today. 

			It’s easier to hear a killer drum beat than it is to use words to describe it. The challenge to verbally explain syncopation did not discourage Matt Diehl from dissecting the D-beat. Along with drummers Daniel Glass and Spike T. Smith’s prior historical research, Diehl traces another of punk’s most often used rhythms. The classic D-beat is known for a “grinding, distorted, and brutally political sound.” With the cymbal playing and snare drum cracking rim shots on two and four, the beat puts the bass drum on one and plays the “ands” of two and three. A good example of how this beat sounds is John Maher’s drumming on the Buzzcocks’ song “You Tear Me Up,” and Tezz Roberts on Discharge’s first EP, Realities of War.

			Forbidden Beat is not only a book for drummers. Musicians and music fans will gain a finer appreciation for songcraft by discovering how punk drummers develop memorable music. The authors did not intend an exhaustive compendium on the “world’s greatest punk drummers.” Some influential contributors to punk’s pantheon of percussionists from Paul Cook to Travis Barker are discussed. Some noteworthy players aren’t mentioned. Chapters are based on what the individual contributors decided to write about. So, if your favorite drummer’s name doesn’t appear in this book, don’t fret. The idea behind this is to throw a spotlight on drummers everywhere. I applaud every kid who ever bashed a secondhand trap set with shitty cymbals and a janky kick pedal. We wail and flail in primal exuberance for the sheer joy of it.

			I gained a lot by reading an advance copy of Forbidden Beat. Phanie Diaz, the drummer from Fea, reminded me of how much I learned from closely watching other drummers play. When I started, things like surfing, skateboarding, and playing drums were considered “boy things.” There were a few female drummers, but what used to be a novelty has thankfully spawned several greats whose stories appear in the book, including Gina Schock, Lori Barbero, and Lynn Perko-Truell, among many others. As drummers, we may be happy with our playing, but never totally satisfied. There’s an infinite number of ideas, techniques, different genres, and new gear to become familiar with. 

			As the pages in my left (back beat) hand became thicker, I realized I was sadly nearing the end of this book. The stories conclude with a great interview with Rat Scabies from the Damned. Back to 1976: Rat, Brian James, Dave Vanian, and Captain Sensible appeared with a sound and look that felt excitingly different. I agree with Rat that among early jazz drummers, Gene Krupa was totally amazing, and Buddy Rich was absolutely terrifying. No two drummers play the same, and that is the best part of it. 

			Drummers march armies into war. Before they are born, babies hear their mother’s heartbeat in what might be called a Bossa Nova in-utero. Drumbeats are felt in the soul and heard in the heart. There is something primitive about pounding drums we drummers feel called to do. Whether an African Djembe, a “Bata” used in religious ceremonies, the latest electronic drum pads, or a simple wooden crate that today is marketed as a Cajón, banging out rhythms just feels good. Drum machines may sound realistic, robots can be programmed to play drums, and with Pro Tools (recording software that converts music to dots and dashes), you can do anything. 

			Black Flag’s famous vocalist Henry Rollins said on TV that a band is only as good as its drummer. It is worth remembering, as Curt Weiss points out in his essay about Jerry Nolan, that we punk drummers may play like jack hammers, but we are not machines. Whatever the song, no matter the tempo, find your groove, play the pocket, swing the band, strive for tone, keep improving, and have fun.
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			Lucky Lehrer performed and recorded with several LA bands including the Circle Jerks and Bad Religion. He appears in major films, charting the rise of punk rock music. Considered influential by Dave Grohl, Travis Barker, Dave Lombardo, and many others, Lehrer was voted one of the best punk drummers of all time.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			By S. W. Lauden

			My older brothers fed me a steady diet of heavy metal and classic rock as a kid, so punk rock was the first music that felt like mine. My mind was repeatedly blown, and my life was changed when I first discovered bands like the Ramones, Sex Pistols, Dead Kennedys, X, Hüsker Dü, and Fugazi. I grew to embrace many other genres over the years, but I’ve always considered punk rock the gateway into my own musical exploration and self-expression. 

			Although I’m a drummer who counts Paul Cook, D. J. Bonebrake, Grant Hart, and Bill Stevenson among my many influences, I approached this book more as a reader and fan. There is no shortage of excellent books about punk rock available, and quite a few impressive collections about drumming, but to my knowledge there has never been a book that specifically explored the fascinating universe of punk drummers from across the decades. So, I decided to put one together with the help of some truly talented contributors. (Seriously, look at that table of contents!) Lucky for us, there was a lot of material to work with.

			Depending on your definition of the genre, punk rock has been around in some form for over fifty years—but Forbidden Beat is definitely more of a celebration than an exhaustive history. This collection is designed to shine the spotlight on the thrashing, crashing hearts of our favorite punk bands as selected by each contributor. The perspectives and opinions on punk drumming shared in these pages are directly from people who love and respect it, have experienced it up close and personal, or have done it themselves. 

			Over one hundred and fifty drummers are written about or referenced in this book, from self-taught bashers to technical wizards and just about every style of playing in between. Some have whole chapters dedicated to them, while others are mentioned as important influences in a sentence or two. Taken all together, the diverse viewpoints, opinions, and personal stories included here create a kind of collage that hopefully connects the rhythmic dots for many different eras, scenes, and bands. 

			Along the way, I’m confident you will discover a few new-to-you punk drummers or gain insights on some old favorites—but we’re still only scratching the surface. That means that some of your hard-hitting heroes have undoubtedly been left out. Understand that this had more to do with the constraints of space and time than bias, ignorance, or spite. And, hey, there’s always the chance that we’ll put together a second volume. 

			If you’ve made it this far, I hope you’ll enjoy these essays, interviews, and lists encompassing sixties garage rock, first wave seventies punk, eighties hardcore, nineties Riot grrrl and pop punk, and onto punk drumming in the 2000s. More than anything, this collection is a salute to that sweaty blur at the back of the stage giving everything to propel the music we love.

			So, grab those sticks and count it off…one-two-three-four!

		

	
		
			S. W. Lauden is the coeditor of Go All The Way: Literary Appreciations of Power Pop and the sequel, Go Further. His Greg Salem punk rock PI series includes Bad Citizen Corporation, Grizzly Season, and Hang Time. Steve’s a father, husband, writer, and drummer living in Los Angeles. More at swlauden.com.

		

	
		
			Straight Eighths from the Garage

			By Ira Elliot

			I’m the drummer in the opening band. The five of us—two guitarists, a bassist, a keyboard player, and I—occupy the thin strip of space between the headline act’s amplifiers and the monitors at the lip of the stage. And although this was a fairly big stage in a good-sized ballroom, we still had to get my drum kit, four amps, and a keyboard up there with us, so we were pretty cozy.

			Whatever happened to one of us, happened to all of us. So, when someone in the audience spat at us somewhere in the middle of the first song, I watched mostly in bemusement. Sitting tucked behind the other four, I was farthest away and hardest to hit. One of the small, unspoken benefits of being a drummer, really. Harder to hit with spit.

			As the show progressed so did the number of spitters and frequency of the spitting. I’d watch these little white flecks launching upward from the dark, near distance in front of us. Like little incoming comets, they lit up brightly as they flew into the atmosphere of the stage lights. If you were on your game, you could easily shift your body out of the slow-motion arc homing in on you.

			This is what it was like to open for the Damned in the eighties. One of the many things that I didn’t know about the Damned at the time was that their drummer, the subtly named Rat Scabies, was the guy who invented “gobbing” (as they say in jolly gross England). It turns out that during a moment in early punk history, the British press, always on the lookout for horrible things to report about the excessive and antiestablishment behavior of the country’s disaffected youth, filed a report from some gig where they witnessed an audience member (one R. Scabies) hocking up clams at his friends in the Sex Pistols as they bashed away. So the next day when it hit the tabloids it became the most punk thing to do.

			So, it follows that the very same audience who spat at us during our thirty-minute opening slot continued to do so, wildly and enthusiastically, throughout the ninety-plus minutes of the Damned’s show, as well. That was the summer of 1985 when I was playing with the Fuzztones. In the early eighties, we were part of a New York garage rock revival scene along with bands like the Chesterfield Kings, the Fleshtones, and the A-Bones. But similar bands were popping up around the country back then with the Pandoras, the Three O’Clock, Rain Parade, the Dream Syndicate, the Bangles, and the Long Ryders in California; Plan 9 from Rhode Island; the Miracle Workers in Oregon; R.E.M. from Georgia; Lyres from Massachusetts; and the Cynics from Pennsylvania—to name but a few.

			When I joined the Fuzztones in 1983, I found myself in a community of garage rock life-stylers. Folks with amazing Prince Valiant haircuts, new old stock striped Haggar slacks from 1965, rocket ship-shaped sixties Italian bass guitars and vast garage rock album collections. It was a small but very eclectic scene that drew some really unique characters. It’s not head music, it’s soul music, and the audiences who came to hear these bands were looking for the catharsis that only a hot rock and roll band in a small, crowded room can invoke. The thing that connects a band on a stage to the people watching and listening is something primal. 

			What I didn’t fully comprehend that evening in 1985 at the Barrowlands in Glasgow opening for the Damned was that the music my band played—songs from little-known regional American garage bands of the sixties—was a core inspiration for seventies punk.

			—

			From a drummer’s perspective, fifties rock and roll was characterized by the shuffle. Early blues, country, and swing were all predicated on this simple musical duplet, but something else was happening as well—a new reliance on straighter eighth notes. Broadly speaking, this shift from swung eighth notes to straight eighth notes is the central rhythmic shift that defines modern music in the last half of the twentieth century. 

			This more aggressive straight-eighth feel was often placed directly against the shuffle. In arrangements like “Roll Over Beethoven” and “Sweet Little Sixteen,” Chuck Berry and his band are delivering a hybrid. The drummer, Fred Below, doesn’t give much away. His feel is intractable and tends to emphasize a very straight four with the snare and kick allowing space for the guitar and piano to spar between straight and swung eighths; however, you can still make out a subtle swing on the ride cymbal. 

			Chuck would sing and play hard eighth notes for one section while shifting into a more swinging feel in another on songs like “Rock and Roll Music.” But the guys who did this best were piano players like Little Richard and Jerry Lee Lewis, who could really lean in on the hard eighth feels. “Lucille,” “Keep A-Knockin’,” and “Good Golly, Miss Molly”—which all have a ton of swing in them—also feature harder eighth notes either in the rhythm section or the vocals line. 

			This rhythmic contrast is thrilling because it gives the listener the impression that things are just about to completely fly off the rails. So, it was only natural for young rock and roll bands in the early sixties to lean more heavily on straight eighths. And that’s when the Sonics show up in Tacoma, Washington.

			—

			The Sonics, like many local bands in the Pacific Northwest, were a teen dance band specializing in raved-up soul, R&B, and rock and roll—both covers and originals. They stand out because of their menacing recordings, two tracks with one mic above the kit producing a sound that’s like a controlled explosion. Pure teenage adrenaline with all needles in the red. Nineteen sixty-five’s Here Are The Sonics! is undoubtedly, pound for pound, one of the greatest rock and roll albums ever made.

			Their drummer, Bob Bennett’s style turns on a few very basic elements. Most of the heavy lifting is done by laying hard, backbeat rimshots across his cranked-up snare, which—along with the single mic recording—really makes the drums jump. His sixteenth-note machine gun rolls are plentiful and satisfying every time, even though they all seem to go just one bit too fast. But everything always lands perfectly and is anchored by his tendency to play straight eighths on the kick. Punchy. Brutal. Primitive. Which is why it always seemed right to refer to the Sonics as “proto punk,” because to me it sounds like something they found in an archeological dig. 

			And so, by the late sixties, tougher straight eighths became the perfect backbeat for bands taking an artistic stand against the sunny idealism of the hippies. In New York City in 1967, that band was the Velvet Underground. Formed primarily as a house band for Andy Warhol’s Factory crowd, they soon became a vehicle for Lou Reed’s hard-boiled, Raymond Chandler-esque songs of excess. And their drummer, Moe Tucker—a completely self-taught amateur with no previous experience—became, by that very nature, an important influence on legions of drummers to follow. Rock critic Robert Christgau once said of Tucker, “Moe was a great drummer in a minimalist, limited, autodidactic way that I think changed musical history. She is where the punk notion of how the beat works begins.”

			What did he mean by the “punk notion of how the beat works”? I believe he’s saying that the punk drumming ethos revolved around bare-bones minimalism and an animating primitivism. This is a very central point. Moe Tucker’s style is tribal. She chose, for example, to flip the kick drum over, batter head up, so she could stand and play the kick, snare, toms, and tambourine (no cymbals!) with just mallets in her hands. Listen to the simple pounding of “I’m Waiting for the Man.” It’s just a pulse really, perfect for a song about intravenous drug use, but it’s absolutely mesmerizing. Especially as the whole band is pulsing out eighth notes together. Where the guitar solo would normally go, there’s just more hypnotic rhythm. The song defies you not to play it again when it ends. One more fix. 

			“Venus in Furs,” a dark song about an equally perverse subject, is somberly anchored by the ominous one-two of bass drum and tambourine. It’s the perfect stark backdrop for this severe little scene. “Run Run Run” is a rocking shuffle again simply pounded out on a bass drum with mallets. This softer, amateurish approach clearly runs contrary to the classic, hard-rocking drummer paradigm, and the average drummer might not see the appeal of her playing, but that’s why it was called punk rock. Its creativity was fueled by defying convention. 

			—

			In 1968, young Detroit native Iggy Pop went to check out the Doors, who were playing a graduation concert at the University of Michigan. He thought Jim Morrison had an amazing presence—moody, dangerous, transgressive, outlaw—but he hated the other three guys. He came away firmly convinced that the band he had just formed in Ann Arbor, the Stooges, could do much better. And if you ask me, he was dead right.

			The Stooges’ drummer, Scott Asheton was, at his best, a brutal minimalist, his simple rhythms revolving in mesmerizing two- and four-bar phrases. “1969” is a non-stop, lopsided Bo Diddley beat that is tribal and primitive. The funky, Detroit swagger of “No Fun” is the soundtrack to the Stooges walking down the street like Tony Manero in Saturday Night Fever. And if you’ve ever wondered how to make sleigh bells sound menacing, you’ll find the answer in the druggy, sexed-up freak beat of “I Wanna Be Your Dog.”

			The greatness of these beats becomes clear when you perform them yourself. They’re fairly easy to play and totally hypnotic. All you have to do is not speed up or slow down. Linear. Droning. No fills. And if you’re a drummer like me—programmed by years of repetition to make some kind of extra-rhythmic comment at the end of every phrase—actively choosing to play nothing is an act of concentration and will. You need to train yourself to do it. Or not do it, as the case may be.

			The Stooges were discovered by record label guys who had come to Detroit to sign their friends’ band, MC5. Their drummer, Dennis Thompson, is often referred to as a “wild man” and watching live footage of MC5 from back in the day bears this out. He is clearly the American Keith Moon. He plays with an animal aggression, which is both highly propulsive and teetering on the edge of “completely-out-of-control.” But while MC5 undoubtedly radiated a manic energy, they were wired up tight. With stop/start arrangements and careening guitar solos played ferociously but with focus, this was not a droning art-school experiment. It was a tightly clenched rock and roll fist to the teeth. 

			Which brings us back to New York. An acolyte of Gene Krupa, Jerry Nolan was a natural showman. By 1972, a well-known New York scenester with a notoriously well-developed sense of style in a city full of style monsters, he joined the New York Dolls after the tragic death of their first drummer, Billy Murcia. Nolan was right at home behind the ragged, fabulous front line of David Johansen, Johnny Thunders, Sylvain Sylvain and Arthur Kane—all posing and staggering around on heels or drugs or both. With his thumpy, oversized, hot pink kit, he was a forceful pounder who held the whole anarchic party together.

			But it all comes together with the Ramones. Joey Ramone was the drummer when the band first formed in Queens in 1974, but good fortune quickly put Joey up front and Tommy Erdelyi (a.k.a. Tommy Ramone) behind the kit. While many might equate Marky as the Ramones drummer, Tommy defined the minimalist, compressed style on those first three albums that became the overarching aesthetic for all future Ramones recordings (and countless punk bands around the world).

			Tommy was a guitarist who, up until the point when he joined the band, had never played drums before. Yet he got the gig because he inherently understood how the drums needed to function in Ramones’ arrangements. A relentless and single-dynamic straight line which, because it called little attention to itself, allowed you to better enjoy the Ramones’ most powerful weapon—Joey’s remarkable voice and those pop-perfect melodies. 

			But the other quality the Ramones exemplified—one that isn’t generally associated with the free-floating, I-don’t-care discontent of punk rock—was a military discipline in arrangement and stagecraft. Ramones shows were wired breathtakingly tight like few bands you can imagine. Most songs hardly ended before Dee Dee yelled his notorious, tempo-irrespective ONETWOTHREEFOUR! and you had better know what the next song was before he got to TWO. The Ramones were the proverbial well-oiled machine and Tommy’s simple, no bullshit style was the engine that drove it.

			When I first heard my hometown band the Ramones on the radio, it sounded both alien and familiar. I didn’t really see, maybe even until right now as I’m writing this, how the Ramones effectively synthesized the attitude of the Dolls, the discipline of MC5, the aggression of the Stooges, the simplicity of the Velvet Underground, and the teenage energy of the Sonics. I can’t imagine what the world would be like if they hadn’t.

			The wild, primitive rock and roll impulse—the urge to set a beat in motion and set a room on fire—this is the drummer’s charge. And the original spark for generations of punk drummers has always been those straight eighth beats that came from the garage.

		

	
		
			Ira Elliot is and has been the drummer in Nada Surf for the past twenty-five years but has known the other members of the band for thirty-five years since he was a member, and they were fans of The Fuzztones. He lives with his lovely wife, Jen, and daughter, Vivian, in sunny, Sarasota, Florida.

		

	
		
			Maximize the Minimal & Let it Swing

			By Curt Weiss

			I have vivid memories of walking through an outdoor arts and crafts fair as an adolescent. As my sister and I went from table to table, I pointed at different knickknacks and objets d’art repeatedly saying, “I can do that.” One table I was particularly struck by was covered in stick figures made of welded nuts, bolts, washers, and screws. After hearing “I can do that” more times than he could stand, the artist grabbed my pudgy hand, looked me in the eye, and said, “The point is, you didn’t.” Years later I realized that what I was looking at was a form of minimalism. Any of us could have created minimalist pieces like John Cage’s “4’33,” Andy Warhol’s “Sleep,” or Mark Rothko’s “Orange, Red, Yellow,” but unless you are the reincarnated Cage, Warhol, or Rothko, you didn’t.

			Rock and roll is often a form of minimalism. A song may only have three chords in total, a few recurring melodies, fragmentary lyrics, and simple, repetitive rhythms, all played with a high level of passion and energy as opposed to a high level of virtuosity. That music would not only be minimalist, but often be punk rock.

			The origins of punk rock have been debated since the movement first appeared in the seventies. A number of unpolished and primitive sources exist—the rawest and simplest rock and roll from early rockers like Little Richard, Buddy Holly, or Screamin’ Jay Hawkins; the distorted guitar sounds of Link Wray; fifties rockabilly hepcats Johnny Burnette, Gene Vincent, Eddie Cochran, or any number of artists Sam Phillips discovered in Memphis (Howlin’ Wolf, Elvis, Jerry Lee Lewis, Carl Perkins); sixties garage rock Nuggets made by the likes of the 13th Floor Elevators, the Kingsmen, the Seeds, and the Electric Prunes; the primal Brit-boom records of the Kinks, the Troggs, and the Who; the art rock of David Bowie and Roxy Music; and the working-class boot-stomping glam of Mott the Hoople and Slade. But if ground zero for punk rock is the handful of bands who came to prominence at New York’s CBGB in 1974/75 (Television with Richard Hell, the Ramones, the Patti Smith Group, Blondie) and the scene in and around London in 1975/76 (Sex Pistols, Buzzcocks, the Clash, the Damned, Siouxsie and the Banshees), there are a number of groups who overlapped from previous genres and movements who were key influences for those groups: Tacoma, Washington’s the Sonics; New York City-based1 the Velvet Underground; Detroit, Michigan’s MC5, as well as Ann Arbor’s the Stooges; Boston, Massachusetts’ the Modern Lovers; and two groups from the outer boroughs of New York City, the unfairly ignored Dictators, and the band that won the award as both best and worst new group in the 1973 Creem Magazine readers poll, New York Dolls. 

			Outside of the Dictators, whose influence lay more in their pre-Ramones embrace of teenage rebellion for the hell of it meets junk food/TV culture, the drummers in each of these groups (Bob Bennett with the Sonics, Moe Tucker with the Velvets, Dennis Thompson with MC5, Scott Asheton with the Stooges, and David Robinson with the Modern Lovers) were a vital part of the chemistry that not only made them great but inspired many of their listeners to dare make their own music. But the drummer I always felt most drawn to was the owner of those unforgettable baby pink drums, New York Dolls’ Jerry Nolan. While I found his flair for fashion, urban hipster idiosyncrasies, and hard-luck story so irresistible that I had to write a book about him, when it got down to brass tacks, it was his drumming that left its most lasting impression on not only me but punk rock. 

			Taken in its totality, Jerry’s punk rock resume is lofty. He played with Johnny Thunders, as influential a guitarist as any to come out of the glam or punk eras. He played with punk originator Richard Hell and punk icon Sid Vicious. He was along for the Anarchy Tour just as punk was spreading out beyond London into every living room in England. He was with the Dolls at the Mercer Arts Center and Max’s Kansas City in 1972, and with the Heartbreakers at the first CBGB Underground Rock Festival in 1975. But his impact was felt for years afterward, from the first waves of punk rock and new wave to the pounding drummers of the grunge and alt-rock years. 

			Jerry became the Dolls’ drummer after an extensive series of auditions following the unfortunate death of their first drummer, Billy Murcia, while the band was in England trying to roust up record company interest. Jerry’s main competition for the drummer’s seat came from Marc Bell, who would go on to play with Richard Hell & the Voidoids on their landmark album Blank Generation. In 1978, he’d change his name to “Marky Ramone” after joining the Ramones following the departure of their original drummer Tommy, who left to pursue a career in record production. 
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