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I 
really enjoy 
entertainment, 
especially  music. It 
helps me escape from 
my boring life and go on 
many adventures in my 
head. I love to perform 

but never found my way to 
ever become a singer or 
actor so I use design as a 
way to still be a part of it. 
This magazine was inspired 
by the one mentioned in George R.R. Martin’s The 
Armageddon Rag. The book mainly focuses on the 
culture of rock music in the 60s and 70s so I chose to 
go with a theme similar to The Rolling Stones. Thank 
you and I hope you enjoy!
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If you’re looking for the devil’s music 
on the Los Angeles campus of Loyola 
Marymount University, you’ll find it up 

three flights of stairs, through a door propped 
open with a workman’s sawhorse and in a 
corner office next to the Malone Memorial 
Student Union counseling center. There, in a 
suite of crowded, dingy rooms bursting with 
battered electronic equipment and shelves 
of records, an album by the Flesheaters, an 
L.A. punk group, is playing on a weathered 
turntable.

 
Okay, it’s not really the devil’s music — but 
the folks at the Roman Catholic Church who 
foot the bills for this operation might be a little 
unnerved if they heard the noises coming out 
of KXLU, their college radio station: Agent 
Orange, the Beastie Boys, Channel Three, 
Colorbox, the Subhumans, as well as a few 
oldies like the Velvet Underground’s “Heroin,” 
T. Rex’s “Telegram Sam” and the Sex Pistols’ 
“Seventeen.”

 
KXLU is not the only station broadcasting this 
kind of music. A few hundred miles to the 
north, KUSF offers a similar mix of sounds 
from the University of San Francisco: a little 
Talking Heads, R.E.M., the Chameleons, 
Southern Death Cult and King Sunny Adé. And 
occasionally, a little trouble. There was, for 
instance, the time the Jesuit priest who runs 
the school heard the station playing the Pop ‘O’ 
Pies’ “The Catholics Are Attacking.” Airing New 
Wave is one thing, but when you start biting 
the hand that feeds….The father picked up the 
phone, called the station and told them never 
to air the cut again. Then KUSF went back to 
playing Gun Club and Sex Gang Children.

 
Welcome to college radio: “the ears of 
American radio,” according to Robert Haber, 
the publisher of Progressive Media Journal, a 
new-music trade magazine; “the closest thing 
today to what AOR radio was in the Sixties,” 
according to Peter Philbin of Columbia 
Records’ A&R department; “the only place 
left where people play records because they 
like them, not because they’ve already been 
proven in some other market,” according to 

 Peter Zaremba of the Fleshtones, a perennial 
college-radio favorite.

 
Even in this era of commercial new-music 
stations like Los Angeles’ KROQ and New York’s 
WLIR, college radio is the only source of truly 
free-form broadcasting in the country. Not all 
college radio, to be sure: of the thousands of 
stations across the United States, many are 
little more than public address systems for 
their campuses, while increasing numbers of 
them are becoming local outlets for the likes 
of National Public Radio. That leaves 500 or 
600 stations that have enough power to reach 
beyond their campuses and enough freedom 
to imaginatively program what has largely 
become a steady diet of rock, supplemented 
by blocks of R&B, reggae, salsa, classical and 
jazz.

 
For the most part, these stations don’t give 
heavy airplay to Culture Club, Duran Duran 
and other bands that have been readily 
embraced by commercial new-music giants 
like KROQ (and, later, by the commercial 
mainstream). Sure, the Top Four records on 
the New Music Report‘s college-radio chart 
in mid-August were also Top Ten records on 
commercial radio: Talking Heads, the Police, 
Men without Hats and Eurythmics. But the 
rest of college’s Top Ten are less familiar: the 
Alarm, the Fleshtones, R.E.M., New Order, Fun 
Boy Three and Pete Shelley. And the Top Fifty 
was filled out with acts still struggling to break 
onto commercial radio: Juluka, Aztec Camera, 
Killing Joke, Indoor Life.

 
“They’re not professionals,” says David 
Gerber of Side One Marketing, an independent 
marketing and promotion firm that specializes 
in new acts. “Programmers at college radio 
don’t say, ‘Is this going to please my eighteen-
to-twenty-four-year-old audience?’ Or, ‘Will it 
affect the demographics?’ They’re much more 
naive — and much fresher.”

 
And they don’t have to worry about sponsors. 
Most college stations are commercial-free, 
obtaining their money largely from the schools 
and from outside pledges. KXLU, for example, 
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mounts a yearly fundraiser during which, says 
general manager Maureen Flynn, “we threaten 
to play Fleetwood Mac and the Doobie Brothers 
until people send us money. Last year, we made 
$20,000 that way.”

 
More often than not, the stations are staffed 
by students who care passionately about new 
music. “We always look for people who come out 
of college radio,” says Rick Carroll, who received 
a B.A. in radio and television from Sacramento 
State College and later devised KROQ’s Rock of 
the Eighties format, which has become the most 
widely used commercial new-music format. “For 
the Rock of the Eighties, college kids know the 
music better than ninety percent of the so-called 
professionals.”

 
Peter Zaremba, singer 
with the Fleshtones, also 
finds college deejays 
more knowledgeable and 
enthusiastic. “When we visit 
a college station, they’re 
always glad to see us, they 
know who we are, and they 
have good questions for us,” 
says Zaremba, who regularly 
drops in on campus stations. 
“At the bigger commercial 
stations, you usually wind up 
with some guy who’s been 
told to interview you, who 
looks at his press sheet and 
says, ‘Oh, it says here….’”

 
Though some college-station staffers look to 
move to commercial radio after graduation, 
more often they’re in it for the same reason as 
Dave Downey from KUSF. “It’s something fun to 
do,” he says. “When I came to school here, I was 
a little baldheaded dick from L.A., and one day I 
was walking in the halls and saw the station logo 
on a wall. It’s a skull wearing headphones, and I 
thought, ‘What have I found? Could this really be 
a good radio station?’ I found out that not only 
was it a good radio station, but it was on campus 
and I could work for it.”

 
KUSF, in fact, is one of the most influential and 
least-formatted college stations in the country, 
allowing its jockeys complete freedom. “If I 
wanted to, I could go on the air and play Van 
Halen into the Sex Pistols into Southern Death 
Cult,” says Downey.

 
KXLU is similarly unstructured, though 
disapproval of mainstream rock is such that 
one disc jockey who decided he wanted to play 
traditional album-oriented-radio (AOR) music 

was bounced back to the station’s AM outlet after 
a month. Other stations have slightly stricter 
programming policies, however. At WXCI, the 
Western Connecticut State University station, 
deejays play eight cuts an hour from a heavy 
rotation stack. At Northwestern University, the 
WNUR jocks must choose half their songs from 
the new-release rack. And at the University 
of Georgia’s WUOG — in Athens, the Southern 
new-music capital — selections come from a list 
chosen by the music director.

 
But does heavy college airplay really sell any 
records for, say, Love Tractor (a favorite of 
WUOG’s) or the Replacements (Number One at 
WNUR)? For a while, the major record labels 
weren’t altogether convinced. “Major labels have 
a love-hate relationship with college radio,” says 

Side One’s David Gerber, 
“Every once in a while, they 
spend lots of money and 
work the market, but then 
they usually decide they’re 
not seeing results, and they 
pull back.”

 
The last major rollback came 
with the record-industry 
slump of three years ago; 
at that time, several labels 
decided to start charging 
college stations for records. 
“The rationale,” says 
Progressive Media Journal‘s 
Robert Haber, “was that 
college stations were not 

capable of selling a single record. It was absurd.”
 

Now, with the rising popularity of new music, 
college radio is back in the companies’ good 
graces, at least temporarily. CBS has thirty field 
representatives in its college department and 
services nearly 400 stations with free records, 
says assistant director Barry LeVine. (Another 
200 or so smaller stations receive 150 albums a 
year for $175.)

 
A&M Records has ten part-time field 
representatives, six more than in 1980; those 
representatives service an estimated 350 
college stations with free albums. Warner Bros. 
says it does not actively promote the college 
market, but it does farm out key projects to 
independent promoters like Side One. In addition, 
the label mails free records to about 300 stations. 
Similarly, Capitol has no field staff, though it does 
provide about 500 stations with records. (Most 
labels don’t service college stations unless they 
have at least 100 watts of power, and Warners 
has two additional criteria: the station must be 

new-music oriented and must be willing to talk 
about the records it plays.)Hannibal Records, 
a smaller label with a more esoteric roster 
than those of the big companies, services 
more than 500 stations and 
spends a major percentage 
of its promotional budget on 
colleges, says label head Joe 
Boyd. “

 
It’s impossible for a record to 
go gold [sales of 500,000] on 
college airplay, but it does sell 
records,” says CBS’ LeVine. 
According to Larry Butler, 
manager of national college 
artist development at Warner 
Bros., college airplay alone can sell an initial 
50,000 copies of a record nationwide. But with 
a little coordinated support from clubs and the 
press, that figure can go even higher. College 
radio was instrumental, many sources say, in 
helping push sales of the Blasters’ first album to 
the 50,000 mark, just as it helped the Jam sell 
80,000 copies each of their last few records. 
And some lesser-known bands actually owe 
their continued existence to college radio. 
“College radio is supporting Indoor Life,” says 
that band’s manager, Dick Lynn. “Their label, 
Important Records, is making a living because of 
college radio, and so am I.”

 
But more important, college radio is seen as a 
springboard to commercial airplay. Says Haber, 
who runs separate college and commercial 
charts in his New Music Report, “If a record 
makes Top Ten on the college chart and stays 
there for six weeks or so, it almost always starts 
to move up the commercial charts. In a way, 
college radio has become another consultant for 
commercial radio—but a consultant who listens 
with ears, not demographic information.”

 
Lately, commercial radio has indeed begun to 
sound more like college radio. The format that 
college radio began using three or four years 
ago has been adopted by the commercial 
mainstream, as new-music sales have grown 
and as stations like Rick Carroll’s KROQ have 
sprung up around the country. “I think it’s the 
role of college radio to give input to all of us in 
commercial radio,” says Carroll. “They should 
stay a little more progressive than the Rock of 
the Eighties format and find newer talent.”

 
But with the commercial upswing of new 
music, college stations are at a crossroads: do 
they keep on playing the same music and risk 
duplicating commercial radio, or do they move 
toward more drastic programming?

 
CBS Records, for one, would prefer the former 
road. “It’s kind of scary to us,” says Barry 
LeVine. “College radio tends to shy away from 

what’s played on commercial 
radio, and we’re worried that 
now they’ll get more extreme.”

 
Hannibal Records, on the other 
hand, would prefer that college 
radio continue to eschew the 
mainstream. “For every two 
or three college stations with 
imagination, there are one or 
two that are starting to play the 
same things major AOR stations 
play,” says Joe Boyd. “I find that 

depressing.”
 

And college radio itself is split. “If we play 
completely obscure music, we’ll just alienate our 
audience,” says Daryll Ohrt of WXCI. “But if we 
play ‘Safety Dance’ back to back with something 
they haven’t heard, the listeners will feel safe 
and also hear new music.”

 
“It doesn’t bother me at all to play the same 
songs that AOR plays,” agrees Chris Smith of 
WUOG (which was temporarily shut down two 
years ago for being too extreme). “The role of 
noncommercial radio is simply to expose the 
best new music coming out. So what if another 
local station plays Neil Young? We play Neil 
Young and Bob Marley, and they play Neil Young 
and Quiet Riot.”

 
Many college stations, though, studiously 
avoid AOR acts, dropping former college radio 
mainstays like Joan Jett, U2 and even Simple 
Minds when AOR picks them up. “Back when 
nobody was playing the Clash or the Jam, it was 
a clear choice,” says WNUR’s Mike Mertz. “Now 
that new music has penetrated the market, 
the question is, do we wanna play nothing that 
anybody else plays? We try to be intelligent but 
open, and we move on quickly.

 
“A guy from RCA keeps calling me about 
Eurythmics, and I have to tell him that we played 
that record in February. It’s broken now. It’s 
Number Two in the country. What does he need 
us for? We’re more interested in the new Bongos 
record.”

 
“We’re in a gray area right now,” concludes 
John Loscalzo of New York University’s WNYU. 
“I guess we’re searching for the next big thing.” 
He pauses, then adds the kind of comment you 
hear a lot in college radio: “I think we have an 
obligation to be an alternative.”

“For the Rock 
of the Eighties, 

college kids know 
the music better 

than ninety  
percent of 

the so-called 
professionals.”

“The role of 
noncommercial 
radio is simply 
to expose the 

best new music 
coming out.”
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The noble experiment in a beige banquet 
hall at the Sheraton Ritz Hotel in Minneapolis. 
There, amid a rectangle of conference tables 
surrounded by huge tinted mirrors on the 
walls, a collection of earnest, peace-minded 
Americans would talk with two dozen visitors 
from the Soviet Union. For five days in late May, 
they would begin the arduous journey toward 
mutual understanding.

It was a lovely vision, this U.S.-U.S.S.R. 
Bilateral Exchange Conference, one widely 
imagined by Americans dedicated to halting 
the arms race. While Ronald Reagan and his 
apparatchiks gorge on new weapons for the 
new cold war, the logic went, ordinary citizens 
could begin building private bridges toward 
peace by talking to the Russians themselves. If 
it were left up to their governments to resolve 
the rivalry, the nuclear madness might very 
well end in holocaust. Americans of good 
will, therefore, should try to open their own 
channels to the Russians and hope that citizen-
to-citizen dialogues may eventually produce 
new approaches and renewed public pressure 
for change.

While the theory is laudable, it is exceedingly 
difficult to fulfill in practice. The conversations 
in Minneapolis, as amicable and serious as they 
were, simply underscored how hard it is for 
Americans to get on the same wavelength with 
the Russians — even sympathetic Americans 
who believe that the United States is at least as 
culpable in the arms race as the Soviet Union.

This communications gap wasn’t simply 
mechanical, either. Most of the Russians 
in attendance spoke excellent English, and 
on paper, certainly, the Soviet delegation 
was relatively broad: it included scholars, 
journalists, a factory manager from Kiev and 
even two clergymen — one a Baptist, the other, 
Russian Orthodox — who tried to demonstrate 
that their churches care about peace, too.

Despite this range of representation, the 
visitors, of course, were led and dominated by 

The 
russians, 
one on one
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professional “Americanists” — men who study 
us for a living, who have visited the United 
States many times and seem to know everything 
about us. They anticipate all the questions we 
ask, from the invasion of Afghanistan to the 
persecution of Andrei Sakharov. And they know 
all the “correct” answers.

That was the first and most fundamental 
problem with the dialogue. The Soviets stuck 
to their official script, despite the Americans’ 
freewheeling and eclectic expression of their 
opinions. And, of course, the forty American 
delegates were atypical in their own way. A few 
mainstream figures attended, including former 
Minnesota governor Albert Quie and Minneapolis 
mayor Don Fraser, but the political spectrum 
was quite narrow. Because the delegation 
was assembled by the Institute for Policy 
Studies (IPS), a left-liberal think tank based in 
Washington, the majority of them were speaking 
for various elements of the American peace 
movement. Most talked of change — radical 
change — in the status quo of arms-control 
negotiations.

Thus, the Minneapolis forum produced 
a bizarre role reversal, a pleading at cross-
purposes. The Americans were now the 
dissidents, opposed to their own government. 
They urged the Soviets to consider bold 
approaches, to work toward a future of total 
disarmament. The Russians, meanwhile, spoke 
authoritatively for the established wisdom, for 
caution and small steps, for political pragmatism.

In fact, the “Minneapolis Dialogue,” as it was 
informally known, inadvertently revealed this 
melancholy reality: Americans devoted to peace 
are so frustrated with their own leaders and 
the bellicose direction of American politics that 
they feel they must direct their fragile hopes 
at Moscow, counting on the Russians to act 
responsibly in the face of America’s irrational 
drive to further escalate the arms race. The 
Russians shrug. It is a lot to ask.

Nodari Simoniya, a professor of Oriental 
studies at the U.S.S.R. Academy of Sciences, 
was amused by the irony. “The Americans are 
the radicals, the revolutionaries who want to 
change everything,” he observed. “And we are 
the conservatives, the realists.”

Rober Borosage, director of the IPS, admitted 
the obvious: “At this particular historical 
moment, the Soviets have all the best lines on 
arms control.”

As the discussion unfolded, the Soviets used 
each one of them. Dr. Nikolai Blohin, president 
of the U.S.S.R.-U.S.A. Society and putative 
leader of the delegation, recited at length the key 
Soviet proposals that the Reagan administration 
has spurned: the concept of negotiating a 
freeze on all new weapons; the promise not 
to be the first to inaugurate a nuclear war; 
the willingness to permit on-site inspections; 
and the desire for a comprehensive ban on 
nuclear testing. The Soviets, as he reminded 
everyone, have negotiated three new treaties 
with the U.S., including SALT II, but all are now 
moribund. As Blohin, a dour man with flaring 
eyebrows, plodded through the list, it was easy 
to understand why the Soviet arguments have 
scored so effectively in the propaganda battle in 
Western Europe.

Even allowing for their hyperbole and 
hypocrisy, the Soviet version is essentially 
correct. It is the U.S. government that has 
abandoned the arms treaties, and it is our 
government that intends to build a new 
generation of genocidal weapons that will 
inevitably provoke a similar response from 
the Soviets. None of the American delegates 
disputed these facts, but they did stress that 
the armaments issue could not be addressed in 
total isolation. They pummeled the Russians on 
the long list of Soviet offenses against human 
rights and warned that genuine cooperation 
on weaponry will always be stymied until the 
Soviets deal more honestly with this subject.

The Soviet delegates responded with tired 
and absurd evasions: George Washington 
owned slaves. America has unemployment and 
poverty. Anyone who wants to can leave the 
Soviet Union. The Baptist minister even claimed 
that the law banning Sunday schools in his 
country has a positive side — it forces parents 
to read the Bible to their children at home. “The 
press always writes about the one man they put 
in prison,” griped the Reverend Anatoly Sokolov. 
“Nobody writes about the 40 million people who 
are not in jail.”

Still, the debates among the delegates were 
mild compared to the Soviet-directed barbs 
from the American heartland. Agreeing to 
appear with Minneapolis citizens on a televised 
forum, the Russian visitors heard the full wrath 
of U.S. public opinion on human rights. For ninety 
minutes, a long line of Ukrainian emigres and 
other indignant citizens assaulted the Russians 

with angry questions.
The Soviets were furious. Some suspected 

that they’d been set up. Vitaly Kobysh, a 
representative of the Communist Party Central 
Committee and the real ranking member of the 
delegation, fumed afterward: “I have heard 
nothing like that before in my life. I never saw 
such insults, hatred. If that is democracy, 
there is something wrong with democracy.” 
Some of the Ukrainian exiles, he added, were 
undoubtedly ex-Nazis, and the Soviet Union was 
glad to be rid of them.

If rancor was the tenor of the human-rights 
discussions, incredulity dominated the focus 
of the session on arms control. The Americans 
suggested that the Soviet Union might jolt events 
out of their deadly rut by making new unilateral 
concessions. Since the Reagan administration 
refuses to budge, the Americans proposed that 
the Russians should voluntarily destroy more 
of their smaller, obsolete missiles as a token 
of good faith. Perhaps, said the Americans, 
the Soviets might dismantle some of their 
SS-20s aimed at Western Europe as a way of 
preventing the United States from deploying its 
controversial Pershing missiles there.

“It would be a courageous step, a historic 
step,” said Anne Cahn, director of one American 
peace group. “It would capture the high 
ground for the Soviet Union, and it would be a 
turning point in the arms race. I urge my Soviet 
colleagues to seriously consider this.”

The Soviets were bemused at first and 
finally a little irritated by these repetitious pleas. 
Natalia Dolgopolova, a senior research fellow in 
American studies, reacted this way: “This is the 
second day I am here, and I must say, I don’t yet 
feel comfortable. I feel that I must always defend 
myself. Yesterday we were told how we should 
behave in certain areas of human rights. Today 
we are told of certain measures the Soviet Union 
must take unilaterally. I don’t know the United 
States very well, but what I do know does not 
give much grounds for hope.”

Nodari Simoniya was equally sarcastic. 
“The Soviet Union is supposed to take some 
kind of initiative,” said Simoniya, “an extreme 
initiative, and perhaps this will start a chain 
reaction, which perhaps will pressure the 
Reagan administration. Perhaps. Each speaker 
emphasized perhaps. Well, I would like to 
suggest a different chain reaction that seems 
more realistic. Reagan has taken a very strong 

negative line that says you must build up 
your arms, and this seems to appeal to the 
corporations and other interests. Then your 
answer is that we must give more concessions 
to help the peace movements in the West. 
Before you can deploy your peace movement, 
Reagan will say, ‘See, it worked. The Soviets 
have given in.’”

Even though their relatively narrow 
suggestions were greeted with skepticism, 
some of the Americans moved on to a grander 
goal — a blueprint for “general and complete 
disarmament.” The slow, tedious process of 
negotiating limited arms agreements over the 
last fifteen years has “managed” the arms race 
but has failed to control it, they argued. Marcus 
Raskin, a leftist theorist and cofounder of IPS, 
presented a detailed fifteen-year plan for total 
disarmament that would mandate international 
inspections, United Nations enforcement 
and many other visionary precepts for global 
peacekeeping. “This is not an exercise in 
utopianism,” Raskin insisted.

The Russians were perplexed. Proposals for 
complete disarmament, after all, had been their 
tack back in the propaganda wars of the Fifties. 
Whether or not they were sincere, the Soviets 
abandoned that approach at the urging of the 
U.S., which supported the more gradual process 
of arms-control treaties. Now, two decades 
later, Americans were telling the U.S.S.R. that 
such treaties were a waste of time.

Genrikh Trofimenko, a leading spokesman for 
the United States and Canada Studies Institute 
in Moscow, responded with contempt. “Of 
course, it sounds very good to make this drastic 
approach, but in reality, it wouldn’t work,” he 
said. “The U.S. government doesn’t want to 
make a treaty because some commas in the 
draft look like they favor the Soviet Union. So 
it would be impossible to make agreements 
with the United States if we take this drastic 
approach.”

It took Mikhail Milshtein, a seventy-two-year-
old retired Jewish general from the Red Army, 
to pinpoint the subject that the Russians regard 
as the key to progress: American politics. “It 
takes ten years to come to an agreement, and it 
takes only one election to repudiate everything 
that was agreed upon,” Milshtein observed. 
“Speaking frankly…the situation is very gloomy.”

The Americans agreed. And it was this very 
frustration with American politics that made 
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NEC Phone photo by Tony McConnell

them pin so much hope on the distant Soviets. 
Reverend William Sloane Coffin, a veteran 
antiwar leader from New York, put it most 
directly: “There’s nothing we can do here with 
Reagan. Everybody knows this. So the only ones 
who can take action are you. Andropov has 
talked of destroying some of your weapons — 
why don’t you do it? Do it! You will be heroes to 
the world. It will not be a sign of weakness but a 
sign of your strength.”

It was a plea for time, a plea for any gesture 
from the Russians that might slow down the 
Reagan administration’s deployment of nuclear 
weapons until the fall of 1984, when America 
elects its next president. But it was precisely on 
that point that the Russians were most wary.

“A new president in 1984?” mused Genrikh 
Trofimenko. “Ah, yes, if there were a new 
president, that’s different. But I do not think 
there will be a new president in 1984.”

Trofimenko made a small wager of five rubles 
with an American delegate, but he gave the 
American two-to-one odds.

On the surface, all this talk does seem 
futile. What’s the point of it? The best answer — 
perhaps the only encouraging answer — is that 
for some reason, the Russians feel the need 
to do it. It is indeed unusual for a delegation of 
Soviet institutenikis to discourse so thoroughly 
with people they know are outsiders to 
government power, especially with peace-
movement “dissidents.” As Trofimenko told one 
organizer beforehand, “Movements come and 
go; we deal with governments.”

These days, however, the government-to-
government dialogue is going so badly and 
the Soviets are so uncertain about the future 
that they are speaking with all sorts of groups, 
searching for insights and new contacts. 
And, yes, searching for propaganda points, 
too. Dropping blunt hints, the leading Soviet 
delegates suggested that it would be nice if the 
conference produced a joint statement, perhaps 
one endorsing the concept of “no first use” 
of nuclear weapons, already declared by the 
U.S.S.R. but not by the American government. 
The U.S. delegates declined, not because they 
disagree with the “no first use” position, but 
because it would have made them tools in 
Russia’s short-run propaganda war, while their 
vision is on the longer view.

If the Russians came to Minneapolis to test 
the strength of the American peace movement 
and to find out whether these “dissidents” had 
any hope of stopping the deployment of Pershing 
missiles in Europe, the answer they heard was 
an unequivocal no. For now, this knowledge 
might encourage the Soviets to make some sort 
of cynical deal with the Reagan administration, a 
meaningless agreement that would permit both 

sides to continue the arms race unabated. The 
American delegates, however, wish to focus on 
the larger goal of general disarmament.

Their fragile hope is that over time, maybe 
within the next three to five years, they can 
establish another channel for exchange and 
mutual research outside the orthodox routes 
— a vehicle for floating unconventional ideas 
that neither their government nor ours would 
dare to offer. The two delegations did agree 
to meet again next year in Moscow and, in the 
meantime, to establish a joint commission to 
study and explore some of the “impossible 
ideas” the Americans had advanced. Who knows 
where it will lead? Perhaps nowhere, perhaps 
to new thinking. While the Russians scoffed at 
the American proposals, they also listened and 
took copious notes. Those American delegates 
with considerable experience in dealing with 
Soviet representatives were not surprised 
or discouraged by the initial response. The 
Russians always say nyet to new ideas, then go 
home and study them. Sometime later, when the 
previously rejected concept has been digested, 
they may abruptly endorse it.

After talking with members of the Russian 
delegation, my own enduring hope for the future 
is less complicated. Like us, the Soviets are 
trapped by their own politics and propaganda. 
And like us, they are driven by their own history 
and national insecurities. Yet, of course, their 
human aspirations are common to ours. Over 
some vodka late at night, Vladimir Kirillov, 
secretary of the delegation, spoke emotionally 
about his childhood in the Ukraine and the 
deprivation of the war years. “My mother made 
soup from the grass,” he remembered. “It was 
the best soup I ever tasted.”

Fyodor Burlatsky, an author and a senior 
political commentator, shared his bewilderment 
at the younger generation, focusing on his 
twenty-two-year-old son’s attitude toward 
nuclear arms. “Our generation still thinks that 
something can be done,” Burlatsky said, “but the 
younger generation is afraid. My son said to me, 
‘You don’t realize that our generation feels it has 
a shortened lifetime.’” This is no different from 
how Americans, young and old, feel about the 
bomb.

In the present dangerous climate, the idea of 
a citizens’ dialogue, though flawed and difficult, 
is surely better than nothing. “What else can we 
do?” General Milshtein asked. “At least it’s talk.”

For handling business 
 on the go!

The Russians, One on One  by William Greider
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a 
chat 
with 
blair

You may know him as a writer of this magazine, or 
author of “Kasey’s Quest”. Later, Sandy Blair had 

found himself as a detective. Now, he will be running 
for Sheriff of New York City.

What started as a mission to see why anyone would 
want to murder the promoter for The Nazgul, turned 

into one of the most bizarre investigations to date and 
maybe forever. There was not one, but two murders 

revolving around The Nazgul name and in the end 
would cause the band to go their separate ways. 

However, they were able to come back together to go 
on tour with a new frontman who looks exactly like 

Hobbit! Blair was front and center with all the bands 
plans and, in this interview, he explains all. 

Mark Thompson
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What are his plans as sheriff 
of New York? He has no 
government office experience 
whatsoever. Keep reading to 
find out more juicy details.

blair  

for sheriff?
Mark: Let’s catch up sandy. How has life 
been since the West Mesa incident)? 

Sandy Blair: Well we finally caught the real 
murderer of both Jamie Lynch, Pat Hobbins 
and Edan Morse, Ananda, and she will be 
serving a long time in prison for what she 
had started. Good news is the band is back 
and they’ll be making new music and going 
on tour without any troubles.
 
M: So, the band is back. How did you 
manage to find a singer who looked just like 
hobbit? I mean he looks like he never left us! 
 
SB: That was thanks to Edan, I’m not 
sure how he found him but at first, I was 
skeptical because he wasn’t performing the 
same. But after everything has happened, 
he’s just as good.
 
M: That’s excellent! Well I hope I get a 
chance to see them live…maybe at a benefit 
concert coming up?
 
SB: Yes, so for my campaign the band 
offered to play at a concert benefiting me 
as a thank you. Joining them will be some 
special guest which I can’t name yet at 
Central Park, October 25th.
 
M: Speaking of campaigns, you are running 
for sheriff! How did this come about?
 
SB: During my “investigating” Sheriff 
Notch didn’t really do much to find the 
right suspect. He just took in a person who 
admitted to the crime even though there 
was no evidence and they weren’t even 
the person to do it.I believe he wanted to 
quickly solve the case so he could win 
statewide office. He doesn’t care about 
the people and only does things for  
his own gain.

M: Well why do you think you could be a 
better sheriff?
SB: I have experienced the same things 
these people of New York have and I can 
help get people’s voices heard. I was there 
for many of the protests against the war 
and government. I know what the people 
need. I feel as if being sheriff is the first 
step I should take to bring justice.

M: What plans do you have if you are able 
to make it into office?

SB: I would make some new changes 
in the department on how we handle 
cases. We have to be accurate with our 
investigations and how we handle people. 
If not, they won’t have trust. It is the job of 
the Sheriff to protect the community. I may 
do a rehiring process too if it comes to that 
point. I believe I should help bring a positive 
image to mind when you hear sheriff or cop.

M: I agree with you there, and how are you 
going to get the word out about you running 
for sheriff?

SB: I have some friends I reconnected with 
while traveling across the country trying to 
get to the bottom of the Nazgul reunion and 
the murders. They will be helping me spread 
the word by putting up posters and passing 
out some cool buttons and postcards. I also 
went on air with Steve on 95.5 and did an 
interview, with the special cpncert coming 
up I hope to spread the word a little more 
that way too.

M: This is all very exciting, I’m loving the 
look you’re going for.

SB: I wanted a theme that would reach a lot 
of people who wouldn’t usually go out and 
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vote for this kind of thing. I think it also has 
a clear message that makes me stand out 
from the rest.

M: It sure does stand out, I dont think I 
have ever seen someone use a peace 
symbol for their campaign.

Aside from office things, will you continue 
your writing career?

SB: I am not sure. The book I was currently 
working on wasn’t going all too well, but 
after this experince I am thinking about 
writing in my spare time about it.

M: Is there anything you want to leave for 
the people reading this?

SB: Let your voice be heard and come 
out to vote in New York. Stay tuned, the 
revolution is coming.

UPCOMING SHOWS

OCTOBER 8 WORLD PEACE 
TOUR

WORLD 
VENGENCE 

TOUR

VAN HALEN 
1984 TOUR

METALLICA

OCTOBER 2

MARCH 30-31

JANUARY 7

MADISON 
SQUARE 
GARDEN

MADISON 
SQUARE 
GARDEN

THE STATE 
THEATER

MADISON 
SQUARE 
GARDEN
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The story is pure Stardust. 
Three hard cases in cat clothes 
and pipeline pompadours set 
forth from the provinces to seek 
stardom in a celebrated music 
capital. It is a dreary period. 
In the White House, an aged 
Republican president presides 
over an entrenched recession. A 
cold war is heating up. And on the 
radio, popular music has grown 
sleek and overstuffed. The hard 
cases have a more raucous vision 
— rockabilly. They record their 
primitive sounds in a small studio 
with a noted rockabilly booster 
producing. Their records sweep 
the charts. Soon, young people 
start turning up at their concerts 
wearing cat clothes — puff skirts, 
bowling shirts, the whole panoply 
of bagged-out, ducktail cool — and 
living to the considerable din of a 
single guitar, an upright bass and 
a bare-bones drum kit. Television 
spreads the word. Official notice 
is taken. Newsweek proclaims a 
“Rockabilly Revolution.” The hard 
cases have conquered the world.

It is 1982.

Such is the Stray Cats’ saga 
— if the history of a band that’s 
barely three years old can be 
called that. Wizened fogies from 
the Fifties may be forgiven a 
certain semi-irked amusement 
at this wholesale appropriation 
of another era’s musical and 
sartorial vocabulary — the quaint 
drape clothes, the bop-cat 
rhythms, all trotted out anew to 
goose up the graying airwaves. 
“Revolution?” Sha Na Na with 
chops is more like it. Who are 
these kids kidding?

Brian Setzer, the Stray Cats’ 
singer and guitarist, has returned 
to his roots in Massapequa, New 

York. The town is about an hour’s 
drive east from Manhattan and 
down into the suburban clutter 
of Long Island’s South Shore. 
Lacking Setzer’s exact address, 
one might as easily locate him 
by homing in on the ferocious 
backbeat booming out from his 
recently acquired town house. 
Where the din grows loudest, 
there’s a driveway; in it is parked 
a 1956 Chevrolet Bel Air. Cool 
wheels. Setzer is huddled in the 
back seat, fiddling with some 
minute decorative detail. As 
he ducks out of the gleaming 
black-and-yellow bomb, one 
notes the dancing letters on the 
back of his black leather jacket, 
which spell out REAL WILD CAT. 
It is late afternoon in suburban 
Massapequa; when Setzer 
stops the music, the silence that 
suddenly gathers over the trim 
lawns and neat, lookalike town 
houses nearby seems a mute 
reproach.

“I know they’re havin’ 
meetings,” Setzer says in his 
cheery New York honk, indicating 
the unseen neighbors. “You know: 
‘What’re we gonna do about that 
guy?’ ” He laughs, but not meanly, 
at the thought of shaking up the 
straights.

Inside, there’s a chatty tour. 
The house is typical rent-a-pad: 
tan carpeting, burgundy drapes, 
undistinguished furniture. But 
Setzer has imposed his own 
style in no uncertain terms — 
here a pinball machine, there a 
gum-ball dispenser, everywhere 
rare, framed photographs of 
Elvis Presley, Buddy Holly, Gene 
Vincent. Atop a modestly stocked 
cabinet of records — Vincent, 
Holly, Frankie Lymon — leans a 
lone photo of Setzer himself, 
yukking it up with Keith Richards.

The Stray Cats’ 
Vintage Rock
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Upstairs, in the music room, are more treasures. 
A small collection of vintage guitars — including the 
ancient hollow-body Gretsch that is his main stage 
instrument — stands along one wall. A Gibson banjo 
and a recently acquired Hawaiian slide guitar attest 
to his expanding musical interests. There are two 
tiny amps, assorted posters and souvenirs, stacks 
of Archie comics and Fifties hot-rod magazines. 
It’s like another world. And Setzer is the least aged 
object in it.

He is twenty-three, which is to say he was born 
in 1959 — the year Buddy Holly died, the year before 
Eddie Cochran released his 
last single, “Three Steps to 
Heaven,” and then cashed in his 
chips in a London taxi crackup. 
Gene Vincent’s glory days 
were over by 1959, and Elvis 
Presley was still in the army. 
Plopped on a sofa with a jug of 
Gatorade, a wall full of gold and 
silver Stray Cats records rising 
behind him, Setzer, with his 
piled-up pompadour, his gaudily 
tattooed arms, his Fifties 
memorabilia, seems the out-of-
time incarnation of some dim, 
dead passion.

“I missed all this the first 
time around,” he says with a 
sigh. He’s certainly caught up 
on all the old news, though. It’s 
a brief enough tale: rockabilly 
was born in 1954, in the Sun 
Studios of Memphis, where 
Elvis Presley and guitarist 
Scotty Moore and bassist Bill 
Black invented the rocking 
hillbilly blues. It was then 
propagated by such fiery evangels as Carl Perkins, 
Johnny Cash, the crippled Gene Vincent and the 
Burnette brothers, Johnny and Dorsey. One could 
go on. But by decade’s end, the music had virtually 
disappeared, withered by death and personal 
disasters and commercially minded career detours. 
Rockabilly was gone before it ever really had a 
chance to go anywhere. But its legacy of power, 
pose and rock-cat style was never completely 
extinguished. Bands like the Beatles and Creedence. 
Clearwater Revival tended the flame in the Sixties; 
such revivalists as Robert Gordon, the Cramps and 
England’s Matchbox appeared in the Seventies; 
and as recently as 1980, the British art-rock group 
Queen scored a hit with a stripped-down rockabilly 
cop titled “Crazy Little Thing Called Love.” Now, 
the jitterbug ethos is twitching again. Because 
whenever rock seems played out and ready for 
pasture, rockabilly is always there to remind a 
new generation of the music’s still-marvelous 
possibilities.

Brian Setzer might be said to have taken up the 
torch from the Beatles. True, his mother and father, 
now in their forties, had known the Fifties firsthand. 

“They were rockers,” Brian says proudly. “I got 
pictures of my dad with the big, baggy suit and the 
James Dean, and my mom with the big hoop skirt. 
They were around for the first time.” His father, a 
construction worker, wasn’t musical; but he did 
like Hank Williams; his mother was an Elvis fan. 
But it was the Beatles who hooked Brian with their 
jangling guitars, and at the age of eight, he began 
studying the instrument with a teacher, picking up, in 
the process, the rather unrockabilly skills of reading 
and writing music.

By the time he turned thirteen, he was putting 
together little bands in the time-
honored garage tradition, working 
out on Chuck Berry standards and 
essaying “the Allman Brothers’ 
cover versions of Willie Dixon 
songs and the Stones’ and Beatles’ 
cover versions of rockabilly songs. 
It was the kind of stuff I’m doin’ 
now, but twice removed. I thought 
the Beatles wrote ‘Honey, Don’t.’ 
Then my father wondered in one 
day and said, ‘Those four guys with 
the long hair didn’t do that song. 
That’s by Carl Perkins. You don’t 
know “Blue Suede Shoes”?’ “

Setzer was intrigued. He 
scoured specialty record stores 
and learned the entire rockabilly 
canon. By the time he reached 
high school, he was playing nights 
as a solo at little neighborhood 
bars: “Brian Setzer, the Rockabilly 
Rebel.” This was back in the disco 
days, so it was pretty strange.

“I was really kind of the only 
one who knew what rockabilly 
was,” he says. “I wore my hair in 

a pompadour, and black leather pants. I hate to 
admit it, but I used, like, a rhythm box, and I played a 
folk guitar, you know? I did everything from Elvis to 
Buddy Holly. My fondest memory is of having people 
walk by me to get to the bathroom and knocking the 
microphone stand — every night I’d have a bloody lip. 
These were, like, old-man corner bars, not rock & 
roll places, so it was really funny: all the kids would 
come in, and most of the old men would get mad and 
leave. But some would stay. They’d like it, you know: 
‘I’m not goin’ home! Hell with the wife! I like this!’ “

Meanwhile, two other south shore kids had also 
felt the tug of rock’s roots. Jim McDonnel was a tall, 
transplanted Brooklynite, the son of a New York City 
fireman; he, like Setzer, had been turned, on to the 
original big beat by way of Liverpool. “My mother 
had the first Beatles album — I think my father bought 
it for her as a joke when they first got married. I 
heard ‘I Want to Hold Your Hand, ‘and that was it. 
Ever since I was yea big, music is all I wanted to do.”

McDonnel had taken up drums. His friend Lee 
Drucker, on the other hand — being the son of 
Stanley Drucker, longtime first clarinetist with the 
New York Philharmonic Orchestra — had initially 

studied cello for five years. But classical music, he 
says, “didn’t really thrill me too much. Once you get 
to be like twelve or something, you hang that up.” So 
he started playing bass, first an electric and then an 
acoustic upright model. He and Jim teamed up as 
a rhythm section when they were thirteen, playing 
mostly in garage-type blues bands, and from then 
on, they were inseparable.

Lee and Jim were two years younger than Brian, 
but they knew him from school and from hanging 
out with his younger brother, Gary. Brian, for his 
part, liked their style, which was precocious for the 
period.

“I remember Jimmy wore like, a gangster suit with 
a big hat to school once,” Setzer says. “Just to freak 
everybody out. I thought, ‘Wow, look at this guy, 
that’s great — a man after my own heart.’ “

Jim remembers life in Massapequa at that time as 
being “kinda normal — playin’ baseball and smokin’ 
pot, you know?” But Brian felt confined, out of 
place. By the time he was seventeen, he had had it, 
especially with high school. “I just couldn’t stand it 
anymore. The teachers were sayin’, ‘You ain’t gonna 
graduate. You ain’t goin’ nowhere.’ So I said, okay, I’ll 
get a head start and drop out now.”

Free at last, Setzer took a subsistence job for 
a year on a fake-foliage assembly line — screwing 
artificial plants into pots — and played rockabilly 
at night. As his act grew increasingly popular, 
he recruited sidemen to help out. This expanded 
enterprise was billed as the Tomcats. Lee and Jim 
often came out to catch his shows, usually turning 
up in retro clothes that reflected their own growing 
drift from blues and R&B into rockabilly. All of 
Setzer’s gigs seemed to take place in joints with 
names like Pete’s Pasta and Ronnie’s Ravioli Room, 
but Lee and Jim liked what they heard. When two 
openings appeared in the little band, they joined up. 
“Jimmy had a snare drum in the trunk of his car, just 
waitin’,” says Brian. “That’s all there was room for on 
those little stages.”

In 1979, they changed their name to the 
Stray Cats and continued playing to ever more 
enthusiastic crowds around Long Island. But disco 
was still the prevailing provincial style, and the 
fledgling Stray Cats probably seemed as strange to 
the white-suited disco studs as original rockabilly 
must have seemed to the average Patti Page fan a 
quarter century earlier. And they couldn’t play any 
of the big local rock clubs, either. “You had to be a 
Zeppelin-type cover band with lights and stuff to 
work the clubs,” says Lee. “We couldn’t even walk 
into places like that dressed like this.”

Setzer made one independent attempt to bust 
out, taking a side gig with a New Wavish band called 
the Bloodless Pharoahs (two of whose tracks 
survive on a 1980 Red Star Records compilation 
album called 2×5). It was a frustrating experience: 
the Pharoahs played Manhattan — the big time — 
but they were only able to play there about once a 
month. So Setzer still made most of his money with 
his first love, the Stray Cats, who had tons of work 

on Long Island and had, by this time, developed a 
repertoire of between 200 and 300 songs.

A way out of this bind was suggested by Tony 
Bidgood, an expatriate Englishman who worked as 
a bartender in Philadelphia at such rock bistros as 
J.C. Dobbs’ and the Hot Club, where the Bloodless 
Pharoahs sometimes played. Bidgood was a hard-
core British rocker from the old mod days, and 
Setzer was impressed with his tattoos and his lavish 
pompadour. Bidgood, in turn, liked the rockabilly 
numbers that Setzer occasionally interjected 
into the Pharaohs’ sets. “Man,” he told the young 
guitarist, “if you went to England….”

By June 1980, the Stray Cats — with “Lee Rocker” 
on bass and “Slim Jim Phantom” on stand-up snare 
drum — were ready for just such a major change. 
“Rock & roll was definitely not at its peak,” says 
Setzer. “And disco music had obliterated any kind 
of live entertainment.” So, with their pal (and now 
manager) Tony Bidgood in tow, the band scraped up 
the money for some one-way tickets, packed up a 
guitar, a bass and a drum, and flew off to England. 
Cold.

“We got off the airplane in London,” Jim recalls 
with undimmed amazement, “and we said, ‘Oh, wow, 
this is groovy! Yeah! Uh, now what do we do?’ We all 
looked at each other like idiots, you know?”

Fortunately, rockabilly had never really died in 
England. Bill Haley and Gene Vincent had worked 
there for years past their prime, and the fact that 
Elvis Presley had never performed in the U.K. was 
looked upon by really staunch Teddy boys as a 
kind of national tragedy. Suddenly, here were three 
real rockabilly kids, playing their own songs in the 
hallowed style. At last.

Of course, England being England, there were 
other considerations. The New Romantic fashion 
trend was sweeping the nation, and although Setzer 
dismissed it as “just an excuse for men to dress up 
like women,” the Stray Cats, with their earrings and 
tattoos and great, greasy pompadours, fit right into 
the glittery new style. They got noticed.

At first, they spent their days knocking on doors 
and their nights sleeping in all-night movies, or in 
Hyde Park. Finally, they got their first gig — opening 
for the Fabulous Poodles at London’s Music 
Machine. More jobs followed. Soon the record 
companies came sniffing around. The band signed a 
deal (for everywhere but North America) with Arista 
Records, home of the dreaded Barry Manilow. 
Setzer explains: “We were at a party one night with 
one of the guys from Arista, throwing Barry Manilow 
records out the window, and he was laughing — he 
thought it was great! We thought, wow, this is the 
record company for us.”

All they needed was a producer. It was a short-
lived lack. “We played a show at the Venue,” Jim 
says. “Afterward, we walked backstage, and there 
was this guy in the back room drinkin’ the vodka. We 
said, ‘Who the hell is this? Get him outta here,’ you 
know? They said it was Dave Edmunds. I had his 
records, but I never really knew what he looked like. 
He approached us and said, ‘I gotta work with you 

“I just couldn’t 
stand it 

anymore. The 
teachers were 

sayin’, ‘You ain’t 
gonna graduate. 

You ain’t goin’ 
nowhere.’ So I 

said, okay, I’ll get 
a head start and 
drop out now.”
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guys before a modern-type producer gets his hands 
on you and kills your sound.’ “

Setzer said, “Yeah, we agree.”
Edmunds, a noted expert on the rockabilly 

sound, took the Stray Cats into a tiny London studio 
and started recording them. In November 1980, 
they released their first single, “Runaway Boys”; 
it crashed into the British Top Ten, as did its 1981 
followups, “Stray Cat Strut” and “Rock This Town.” 
The Stray Cats were the talk of the city. Their faces 
— and, of course, their clothes — adorned the pages 
of such slick pop chronicles as The Face. Their 
self-titled debut album was an international smash, 
going Top Ten in Britain and creating a sensation on 
the Continent. In France, the band was feted by local 
bikers (Setzer himself buzzed around on the 1953 
Harley he’d had shipped over from the States), and 
in Japan, where they toured for two weeks, their 
reception, says Jim, “was like Beatlemania — it was 
nuts.”

The Stray Cats’ vintage sound apparently stirred 
fond memories in many older rock stars, too. When 
the band played the northern industrial town of 
Birmingham, Led Zeppelin’s Robert Plant brought 
his wife and daughter out to see them. And after 
another gig at the Venue, Mick Jagger, Keith Richards 
and Charlie Watts stopped backstage for a post-
show chat. Richards even left Brian a phone number 
for his country house and invited him to drop in for a 
jam. “I called him later, and he said, ‘Come on over.’ 
It was just an impromptu jam. He picked a guitar off 
the floor, like a ’58 Les Paul, and he started doin’ 
these Scotty Moore licks, ‘Baby, Let’s Play House’ 
and stuff. And he did them exact, you know. I mean, 
he knows all that stuff. We played all night.”

Still, Setzer and company couldn’t believe it when 
the Stones invited them to be the opening act for 
three shows on their 1981 North American tour. “I 
was in awe,” Brian admits. “That was an honor, to be 
on that tour.” Jim agrees: “I was on cloud nine. I just 
kept pinchin’ myself, you know, makin’ sure — ‘Hey, 
am I really up here with the Rolling Stones, or am I 
gonna wake up any minute in Massapequa?’ “

The Stray Cats’ exposure on the Stones’ tour 
helped make their first British album a big import 
seller here, but they still had no U.S. record 
company. And things were starting to turn sour in 
England. There were management problems (“Tony 
did the best he could,” says Brian, “but let’s face it, 
he was a bartender”), and with the release of the 
group’s second British album, Gonna Ball (recorded 
without Edmunds’ guidance), the fickle English music 
press started turning on them. Frustrated, and 
fearing stagnation, the band returned to the U.S. and 
signed a deal with EMI-America Records, which last 
June released Built for Speed, an LP drawn largely 
from their two British albums. The Stray Cats then 
embarked on an intensive U.S. tour, backed up by 
heavy video exposure on MTV. Built for Speed sold 
steadily throughout the summer and by fall had 
entered the Top Ten, as had their first U.S. single, 
“Rock This Town.” By January, after thirty weeks 
on the Billboard charts, the album had sold nearly 2 

million copies.
Built for Speed‘s prolonged success has delayed 

until May the release of the Cats’ second U.S. album. 
Edmunds produced this one, and it’s their best-
sounding effort yet (and a grateful Setzer returned 
the favor by donating a new tune to Edmunds for 
his own next LP). The record also features some 
new elements — swinging Hawaiian guitar, a striking 
doo-wop tune called “I Won’t Stand in Your Way” 
(on which Setzer is backed by the young, black a 
cappella group Fourteen Carat Soul) — along with 
such trademark rockers as “Eighteen Miles from 
Memphis,” “Something’s Wrong with My Radio” and 
a rousing stomper called “Cadillac.” To keep interest 
high till spring, the band will embark on a thirty-
day tour on February 18th that will take them from 
Virginia up to Canada.

As if to cement their big-time status, Lee has 
moved in with veteran star companion Britt Ekland, 
whom he met in England last summer. (“I’m very 
much in love,” he says.)

Even Lee’s dad, the classical clarinetist, is 
beaming these days. “I couldn’t be happier,” says 
Stanley Drucker. “Music is universal. And they really 
are something — everybody smiles when they play.”

As for Setzer, he’s happy to be home again (“I’m a 
very American boy”), but otherwise, life is still pretty 
simple. He races around in hot rods, drives his 
Harley, plays poker, bets on the horses, sips a little 
Jack Daniel’s. Not bad for a kid from Massapequa. 
Not bad for rockabilly, either — it can still set you 
free.

There are some lingering problems — Fortune 
Music, which controls the rights to Eddie Cochran’s 
“Jeanie, Jeanie, Jeanie,” covered by the Cats on 
their first album, is suing the group for $5 million 
for changing the song’s words without permission; 
Setzer sees this simply as “the vultures descending” 
and says, “Fuck ’em.” Nothing’s going to spoil his 
dream come true. After all, he talked to “Sheriff” Tex 
Davis recently — the man who cowrote “Be-Bop-a-
Lula” with Gene Vincent. Nice guy. He complimented 
them on their authentic rockabilly sound. He wished 
them every success in the future. And the kicker?

“He said, ‘Gene would be proud.’ “

Play  
like a  
rocksTar.
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