
CLUB 57
DAVID DEPINO

KAITLYN AURELIA SMITH 
RIOBAMBA

Free in NYC, USA $6, EUR €7, JAP ¥1000  
© Most Excellent Unlimited

A New York music and culture fanzine.

LOVE INJECTION
ISSUE 33 — NOVEMBER 2017



LOVE INJECTION
ISSUE 33 — NOVEMBER 2017

A New York music and culture fanzine 
dedicated to documenting and preserving 
our communities’ creative output since 
February 2015. In print to give you a 
break from the digital noise. 

EDITOR-IN-CHIEF & ART DIRECTOR
Paul Raffaele 

EDITOR-IN-CHIEF
Barbie Bertisch

EDITORIAL ASSISTANT
Michael Mandeville

ADVERTISERS
Cinderblock People
Iris Records
La Rama Records
Output Nightclub
We Mark Japan

SPECIAL THANKS 
Alex Raouf
Duke University Press
Isaac Amerling
Kristi Evans
Mijke Hurkx
The Museum of Modern Art

PRINTED BY
On Demand Print Group
aj@ondemandpg.com

SUBSCRIBE
1 year / 12 issues
Physical copies shipped internationally
subscribe.loveinjection.nyc

COMMUNICATIONS
Submissions, Advertising, General:
office@mostexcellentunlimited.com

MXU-Z33
EDITION OF 1,000
FREE IN NYC, USA $6, EUR €7, JAP ¥1000

-
loveinjection.nyc
@loveinjection.nyc

CONTRIBUTORS
Antal Heitlager
Brian Chase
David DePino
Greg MacAvoy
Kaitlyn Aurelia Smith
Kris Petersen
Luke Jenner
Matt Holyoak
Mijke Hurkx
MoMA
Nathaniel Jay
Nik Mercer
Paul Raffaele
Phil Moffa
Piotr Orlov
Riobamba
Rob Thijs
Tim Lawrence
Tim Saccenti

FRONT COVER
57 Boys, Xerox by Raulin Ogle Rogers 
from Club 57 Invitational Xeroxes, May 
1980, curated by Keith Haring. The Mu-
seum of Modern Art, New York. Department 
of Film Special Collections. On view in 
MoMA’s Club 57 exhibition.

PUBLISHER
Most Excellent Unlimited
Recordings, Inc.
mostexcellentunlimited.com 



Love Notes From Brooklyn
NATHANIEL JAY

(Jesus was a bike messenger)

Fresh from Riker’s Island
Brimming with bravado 

Bound by a litany of moral codes
Covered in tattoos of your namesake

Extending your hand to me
And asking that I “excuse the left”

Your world comprised entirely of 
Rescuing cats from scaffolding

In Stanton Street projects and
Going up to West Harlem

To get “the wet”
And then riding all the way back to LES

High out of our minds
5th Avenue our glittering path
Washington Square the signal
That we’d almost made it back

LVNO-12: tape_hiss, “Jacob’s Ladder” out now! 
 Conceived in Brooklyn, manufactured in the EU, distributed by Juno.  

Art direction by Paul Raffaele | +13477465824
www.soundcloud.com/lovenotesfrombrooklyn CHASEBRIAN.COMTWITTER.COM/TAGOUTBIZ

Jungle Music, “Mixed With Love: 
Essential & Unreleased Remixes 
1976-1986”
Strut
—

Walter Gibbons was an undeniable influ-
ence on the New York disco underground, 
his effortless edits and dramatic ex-
tensions define the blueprint for con-
temporary dance music culture. He was 
a pioneer of beatmatching, with a keen 
ability to coax out jubilant percussion 
from the most disparate sources. This 
compilation was initially released on CD 
and vinyl in 2010, but has been reissued 
on vinyl for 2017 with couple alter-
ations that make this a better fit in the 
average DJ bag. The compilation opens 
with “Sun… Sun… Sun…” by early West 
End affiliates Jakki (it’s rumored that 
Gibbons was an uncredited member of 
the group), a glimmering slice of disco 
sweetness, with clear splicing between 
segments that fall a bit outside of the 
grid, giving it an wonky, intuitive feel 
rarely heard in today’s digital efforts. 
This is followed by the the Acetate Mix 
of Gladys Knight’s “It’s Better Than A 
Good Time,” unreleased at the original 
release of the compilation. This re-
mains a centerpiece, with hazy snare 
breaks and meandering piano making way 
for flowery trumpet stabs and sweeping 
strings. The levels of each element are 
a total surprise, as well - the drums 
begin the track far louder than the 
other elements, nearly drowning them 
out - leaving much dynamic range to fill 
with jangly funk guitar and peppy vocal 
lines. “Get Up On Your Feet (Keep On 
Dancin’)” is a polar opposite in terms 
of pacing, hitting the ground running 

with shredding organ solos and funky 
bass vamps. This version of the compi-
lation swaps a totally leftfield mix of 
Arthur Russell’s “Calling All Kids” for 
the rare-ish Walter Gibbons mix of Go 
Bang! by Dinosaur L, previously only 
available on vinyl in a 4xLP box set. I 
probably don’t need to say much more to 
the readers of this ‘zine - this comp is 
worthy of a backspin if you’ve heard it, 
and essential if you haven’t. 

Ian Shirley, “Turn Up The Strobe”
Book by Ian Shirley
—

Rave agitators The KLF, AKA The 
Timelords, AKA The Jams, made their re-
turn this year, with some cryptic events 
and an equally cryptic new novel. You’d 
assume this would be a teaser for dig-
ital remasters, a full PR campaign, 
new remixes by flavors of the moment, 
and all of that other crap, but alas. 
Turn Up The Strobe is the first written 
history of the group, jam packed with 
interviews with friends and collabora-
tors, pointed attacks on the music in-
dustry, and deep insight into what is 
often dismissed as a novelty act. Truth 
is handily separated from legend, with 
much discussion of the practicalities 
of running an independent music enter-
prise, the broad strokes  of which are 
applicable today. This survey comes at 
the perfect time - Their albums and 
twelves were taken out of print over 
two decades ago, but the scope of their 
vision is more clear than ever, with 
high definition versions of their in-
credible video work freely available 
on Youtube. My personal favorite is 
the Stadium House Trilogy, which con-
sists of polished pop-house versions of 

their three biggest tunes - “3AM Eter-
nal,” “Last Train to Trancentral,” and 
“What Time Is Love?.” These tracks are 
a skillful blend of diva vocals, alt-
rock guitars, sweeping trance synths, 
and nonsense lyrics, with an impeccably 
costumed cast of backing musicians and 
extras miming with vigor atop gigantic 
speaker stacks. The success of the KLF 
and its related products depends on a 
careful balance of vapidity and preten-
sion, with both sides thoroughly rep-
resented in this volume. And honestly, 
No one in the media answers questions 
quite like the KLF did - group member 
Drummond once described the move from 
12” singles to albums as  “…when you 
have a crap and you squeeze it out and 
think I’m never going to need another 
one. Then half hour later you’re think-
ing maybe you will.” Meet me in the 
bathroom, indeed.

Kelly Moran, “Hallucinations”
Self-released
—

Kelly Moran is a composer and pianist 
based in New York. She’s released sever-
al self-produced and engineered albums, 
primarily involving prepared piano and 
synthesizer. She previewed her upcom-
ing effort Hallucinations at Brooklyn 
avant-garde stalwart Roulette, perform-
ing solo with nature-based projections. 
The compositions were largely inspired 
by psychedelia -  the notes brightly 
glimmer on their borders, mingling and 
merging with their neighbors before 
disappearing into the natural ambience 
of the venue. Subtle electronic ele-
ments provide gentle counterpoints, al-
though I’m honestly not sure what is 
coming from where most of the time. I’m 
looking forward to digging into this 
deeper when the material sees a commer-
cial release next year, and will report 
back.

Sharp Veins, “bleeds colors and 
puddles”
UNO NYC
—

Sharp Veins is a leftfield music pro-
ducer from Alabama, now based in New 
York. He is the most recent signing 
to the groundbreaking left-field in-
cubator UNO NYC, first homes of folks 
such as Arca and Gobby. bleeds colors 
and puddles is a collection of tunes 
that are equally concise and thought-
ful. burnished purple begins with ten-
tative bass but morphs into a shrill, 
shuddering freakout, with pointed me-
tallic stabs piercing the haze. grayer 
shadows meld begins with an oscillat-
ing sandblaster that refines itself to a 
diamond point, before focus is pulled 
to marauding bass and keyboard lines. 
The sonics are eclectic and surpris-
ing without seeming gimmicky or incon-
gruous. learn boxing miami begins like 
16 bit electro - clipped samples and 
massive distorted bass stabs. bye is a 
comparatively neat affair, synths chirp 
around a 4/4 rumble. The EP ends with 
empty, a suitable denouement of glossy 
synth pads and disintegrating bass.

Until next time, it’s been yr pal kris_
dba. 

BRIAN CHASE 
YEAH YEAH YEAHS
NYC EXPERIMENTAL SCENE
Jackie Brenston and his Delta Cats, 
“Rocket 88” (1951) (Chess) 
This cut is often cited as the first RocknRoll 
record for whatever reason – well it’s got the 
distorted guitar and most definitely got the 
rawness overall. Credit for the track got stolen 
by the guy on the mic but actually the band is 
Ike Turner (19 y/o) and his Kings of Rhythm. 
The drummer sounds like he’s on the kit for 
the second time in his life and barely hits the 
snare in favor of riding hard on sloshy hi hats.  

Gunter Lee Carr, “We’re Gonna Rock” 
(1952) (Decca)
Another mis’namer’ Gunter Lee Carr was an 
occasional pseudonym or whatever for Cecil 
Gant, a Boogie Woogie/R&B/etc. pianist from 
the Midwest/South/East/etc. Towards the 
end of his life (37), there is in his playing the 
foreshadowing of what was to be most defi-
nitely RocknRoll. As a bonus, the guitar solo 
hits so many wrong notes it almost foreshad-
ows sophisticated jazz.   

Johnny “Guitar” Watson, “Space Gui-
tar” (1954) (Federal)
The first use of reverb on a guitar amp?  
Complete with novelty hooks and spy-themes 
and pervy baritone saxophone, wrapped 
around licks of hot guitar and what it must 
feel like to discover one’s knob (reverb) for 
the first time. It’ll make you dizzy in a way 
both good and queasy.

Johnny Burnette & The Rock ’N’ Roll 
Trio, “The Train Kept A Rolin’” (1956) 
(Coral) 
This amount of distortion on the guitar at 
this time?  The track is that dirty regardless.  
The distortion just adds to the rockabilly 
paranoia of the vocal delivery - suaveness of 
R&B transformed into white boy angstiness 
of not being able to approach a “dame” - a 
“pretty” “hipster” “from “New York City” (all 
lyrics) - he saw on a train.

Esquirita, “Rockin’ The Joint” (1958) 
(Capitol)
Esquirita is known in legacy as being a key 
influence on Little Richard. They share styles: 
both R&B pianists with the flavor of the 
South/NOLA and sing with a similar voice 
and R&R wildness, except Esquirita was 
wilder.  To match his look of a towering pom-
padour and fabulous sunglasses, he shouts 
here until at the end of the song we hear his 
voice implode.  

LOVE INJECTION
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The Beatles always reminds me of my mom.  That suicidal 
best friend I had as a kid. She was born in Bristol and 
loved them.  She loved Bowie and Sade and Otis Redding, 
but she really had a special place for the Beatles.  She 
liked to point out that they always sang about Love, 
and that it was the most important thing.   She was my 
hero and my first art teacher, our house was basically 
a painting studio that the rest of my family lived 
in sometimes.  Food and sleep and other things were 
optional, Art first.  She used to listen to cassette 
tapes and one Christmas I bought some Beatles albums for 
our dual cassette boom box, Sergeant Peppers and Abbey 
Road.  We listened to those together and took car trips 
singing along to them.  I still remember singing along to 
Something in the Way at the top of my lungs with her.  She 
finally one day when I was 31 killed herself, I was on tour 
in Portland that day, at sound check my guitar fell off 
and the neck snapped in half.  The next day the first thing 
I did was go to a record store and buy Abbey Road.  

This book is super exhaustive, it has every detail of 
every little nuance and mic placement.  It tells you all 
the different pianos they used and how they invented 
effects and basically modern recording.  I love how big it 
is.  The sucker cost over a hundred bucks, but I return to 
it all the time.  My mom had tons of art books around the 
house.  It makes it more cosy she said.  I have tons of 
books too. My father is a university professor, know your 
shit he said.  It’s what separates people.  Know more than 
anyone, no one can take that away from you.  I love the 
Beatles and Elvis because they are so crazy documented.  
There are a million books on them, everything they did, 
what kind of sandwiches they liked.  How they placed a 
microphone on a certain section of a certain song.  I love 
you mom, here’s to living in a room full of books. 

Book (2006):
“Recording the Beatles: The Studio Equipment and 
Techniques Used to Create Their Classic Albums”
by Kevin L. Ryan 
-

1.

2. Documentary (1997):
“Bob Dylan: Dont Look Back” 
by D. A. Pennebaker 
-
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When I moved to New York I started to realize what 
certain artists meant in this city. A friend of mine whom 
I worked with at Angelica Kitchen, a crazy macrobiotic 
restaurant where I delivered food to Joey Ramone and the 
Beastie Boys, gave me a book about our pal here Robby 
Zimmerman. It was all about him strolling around the East 
Village, hanging out with chicks and poets and generally 
being a goofy young kid. It was around this time that I 
came across this movie that would change my life. I’ve 
always been fan of finding something to put in perspective 
why people like a historical artist. This movie blew my 
head off. I was at a time in my early twenties where I 
was obsessed with Metal Box era PIL and Johnny Lydon in 
particular. The young Dylan in Don’t Look Back is one 
of the most pissed off and intelligent young dudes ever 
committed to film. The part where he rails against a Time 
Magazine journalist gave me ideas about how I might do 
interviews later. And when I got a chance to be a dick, I 
did it, in Dylan style. 

Now I’m an old dad in Park Slope, playing softball on 
the weekend and taking my kid to his first day of junior 
high, but back then I was channeling Dylan, the hair, the 
attitude, all of it.  Not to mention you get to see some 
of his best songs up and close, just him and a harmonica 
and a trusty Gibson on stage. Dipping the harmonica in 
some water and breaking out the ultra tunes for rapt 
twenty something year old British 60’s kids. At some 
point he meets up with Donovan in the movie in a hotel 
room, and thrashes him. Full disclosure, I love Donovan 
(please check Sunshine Superman album if you have not 
already), but he just torches him. It’s like he is Lou 
Reed but even meaner. There seemed to be something about 
this proto-punk New York badassedness that I just needed. 
I wasn’t any where near ready to start dealing with the 
sexual abuse and family torment I felt as a kid. I was 
almost ready to go to therapy to save my relationship 
with my then girlfriend and now wife. But at this moment 
I had Bobby D, fully fucking mad, saving my life by 
teaching me how to be hard as nails with funny hair.

TWO OF THESE PRE-RUSH 
HOUR COMPANY NAMES 
WE HAD ARE UNTRUE:

1. Spinning Jenny
2. Two Of Us
3. Mad Revolutions Per Minute
4. Hyper Hyper
5. Elysia

Our friends in Amsterdam 
look back on 20 years by 
means of a coupla cryptic 
lists, Ego Trip style! 

Disclaimer: you might need 
a Dutch friend on hand to 
get some of the jokes.

Lists by
Antal Heitlager

TEN EARLY PARTIES WE THREW:

1. Paradisco 2000 w/ Moodyman & Theo Parrish (October 1998)
2. Solaris w/ Scion & Tikiman (20-08-2000)
3. The Last End w/ Dj Godfather, Steffi & Steven De Peven (09-08-2000)
4. Café Bep w/ Carl Craig (Late 90s)
5. ERIK VRAGEN
6. Zuid As /w Aardvarck, Carl 6. Craig & Moodyman (12-11-2003)
7. Paradisco 3000 w/ Domu & Leroy Burgess live (18-10-2002)
8. Paradisco 2000 w/ Rick Wilhite & Malik Pittman (12-12-1998)
9. Paradisco 3000 w/ Recloose, Kemetic Just, Ayro (Live) (08-03-2002)
10.Paradisco 3000 w/ Norma Jean Bell & Donnie (24-05-2002)

10 TUNES FROM THE PRE- RUSH HOUR  
MAIL-ORDER LISTINGS (AUGUST 1997):

1. Nick Jones Experience - Wake Up People (Massive B)
2. Nu Era - Stars (SSR)
3. Peter Bouncer - So Here I Come (SUAD)
4. Buritto Boys - Cracker Beats (Atak)
5. Choir Boys - Say Amen (Soul City)
6. Dimitri & Eric Nouhan - Scottish Deserter (BeST)
7. Dj Rush - Rush Rules (Trax)
8. Gemini - Parallel Thinking (Perspective)
9. The Godson - Drum Patterns (KDJ)
10. Language 12inch - The Meaning (Prescription)

FIVE THINGS THE RH CREW LOVE 
NEXT TO MUSIC:

1. Delicious lunch or dinners
2. Soccer
3. Reading
4. Dodgeball
5. Cycling or walking for transport

10 PEOPLE THAT WORKED 
AT RUSH HOUR FOR ONE 
DAY OR MORE:

1. Shinedoe
2. Mark Cremins
3. Cinnaman
4. Robert Bergman
5. Interstellar Funk
6. Aardvarck
7. Sandrien
8. Casper Tielrooij
9. Newworldaquarium
10. Peel Seamus

TWO OF THESE 
TEN AMSTERDAM-
BASED VENUES 
HAVE NEVER 
HOSTED A R.H. 
ARTIST:

1. Club 11
2. PIPS:lab
3. De School
4. Club Mazzo
5. Paradiso
6. Club Trouw
7. Claire
8. Café Cordes
9. Studio 80
10. De Duivel

THREE IMPORTANT 
HOUSE NUMBERS IN 
THE SPUISTRAAT:

1. 98
2. 116
4. 102

LOVE INJECTION RUSH HOUR
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20 YEARS OF 
RUSH HOUR

IN LISTS

LOVE INJECTION

06

Previous RH Store & Crew, 2016. Credit: Rob Thijs



There are numerous ways in which 
Kaitlyn Aurelia Smith’s synthesizer 
music makes sense at the end of 2017 — 
sonically, emotionally, philosophically, 
politically. In an era of continuous 
fractures, it’s probably best summed up 
as a healing music, not a simple salve 
but one whose long-term application and 
whose inherent qualities seem central 
to a process of reunification. (Should 
society bother to want that…) 

Smith’s newest album The 
Kid (her fifth or seventh 
depending on how you treat 
Bandcamp self-releases),  
isn’t so much an invocation 
of Trump, year one, as a marker on a much 
longer timeline. It addresses the layers 
of this moment: The one where electronic 
and post-classical music communities, 
and the institutions behind them, eye 
one another, wondering whether to fight 
or unite. The one where increasingly 
intersecting strands of modern life — 
identity and ethics, spirituality and 
development, technology and naturalism 
— require new-generation thinking. The 
one where our very social evolution 
demands deeds not words, yet tools of 
communication and commerce are the only 
new toys we’re interested in making. 

This is the air The Kid breathes. Which, 
then, makes it funny that not only is 
it Smith’s first album with majority of 
wordy vocal pieces (leading many to 
describe it as her “most accessible”), 
it doesn’t actually tackle any of 
the above issues. Instead, it weaves 
a lyrically powerful, digital-meets-
analog-meets-acoustic tapestry, in 
which an individual aspires to morally 
engage these imbalances for themselves. 
The implication being that collective 
humanism will soon follow. 

In a catalog of increasingly ambitious 
and great work — as well as emotionally 
precise one-offs and side-projects 
— The Kid stands out as a landmark. 
And in an upside-down world of media 
bullshit, so does the 31 year-old Smith, 
whose background and process makes 
her a unique figure for the time. Our 
conversation took place before her mid-
September show at NYU and was edited for 
length and clarity.

--

Tell me a little bit about how you grew up and 
where you grew up. It’s slightly off the beaten 
path for some of us urbanites.
I grew up on Orcas Island in the Puget Sound, in 
Washington, and it’s still, to this day, my favorite 
place. Nothing compares to it. It’s free of all 
natural predators, so you can just roam around in 
nature. Don’t have to worry about poison oak. It 
has all the seasons, it snows, and it’s just so lush, 
full of moss and evergreen trees. I grew up in a 
valley. I worked at a dairy and had a horse and 
a garden. And there was a chapel in the valley, 
which is the main reason my parents moved 
there; they bought the land with the chapel on 
it. Then, we built up our house and what-not. 
There’s a piano in the chapel, and that’s where I 
learned to play music. 

Did they move there to run the chapel?
So I’m the baby of the family, and there’s a pretty 

big gap — 12 years — between the eldest and 
myself. They moved up there because my dad was 
retiring and he wanted a different lifestyle than 
Los Angeles. My dad then went into doing work 
with land conservation and affordable housing, 
and my mom has done all sorts of things; she’s 
very creative. She writes plays now, and children’s 
books, but she was also doing hospice work, 
teaching yoga, doing pottery.

You said the chapel had a piano. What was 
your musical education? Radio stations from 
Seattle? Vancouver?

Well, I was also going between Orcas Island and 
San Diego and the Southern California region, 
but I wouldn’t say I got tuned into my musical 
side until I was, like, sixteen. And I didn’t really 
get it from listening to music because my parents 
didn’t really listen to a whole lot of music. There 
was a lot of Paul Simon and Beatles. I remember 
a friend came over to our house, and they were 
playing the piano, and I just had this really 
intense surge, “That looks like a lot fun.” The next 
day, I kept fumbling on it, and I stuck with doing 
that for a few years. I started taking guitar lessons 
and then went to Berklee [College of Music].

Going from an island in Puget Sound to the 
middle of Boston… how’s that translate for 
you? And, also, Berklee… that’s an intense 
thing! You jump into Beeting to be professional 
musicians. That must’ve rklee and you’re in it 
with people who’re compbeen a very intense 
two years, between fumbling around on the 
piano to getting into Berklee.
I went to Berklee when I was just turning 
seventeen. I did homeschooling, so I finished 
early, at sixteen, and I had a year where I was 
living on an ashram and composing music. Prior 
to that, I did a, like, mentorship with a film 
composer, Matthias Weber, and he taught me 
Pro Tools. I was very formless with what I would 
compose on the piano and didn’t really know what 
I was doing, but would just follow 
what felt good. He taught me how 
to transcribe music and write out 
what I was doing. Basically writing 
chord charts.

Then, I remember a friend of my mom’s also 
teaching me a little about my voice. My voice is 
still something that I’m uncovering, but I feel 
comfortable in uncovering it. When I was little, 
though, I was afraid of it.

It’s very much my nature to get obsessed with 
things; I’m pretty extreme when I get into 
something. When I got into music, I just did 
it every day, all day long. I feel like I got really 
enveloped in it pretty quickly. When I got to 
Berklee, I remember the first year was a really 
weird experience for me. It was very clear to me 
that I was behind a lot of people, but I wasn’t 
too worried about it because I didn’t have a 
competitive side of me to get to the same level 
as other people. I just wanted to write songs or 
compose. I remember it being a little bit awkward 
in the beginning, figuring out how I fit into that 
system. I changed my instrument a bunch of 
times, from voice to piano to guitar, and finally 
went with classical guitar. 

Tell me about being 16 years-old and going to 
study in an ashram. Where was that, and what 

was that like?
That was in some part of Los Angeles. That came 
about because I saw these painting of Krishna 
and thought they were the most beautiful things 
I’d ever seen, and I wanted to be near them. And 
I also got very interested in Eastern philosophy, 
and I was reading the Bhagavad Gita at that time. 
I found a yoga teacher training that was mostly 
based on the philosophies, and that was in Los 
Angeles, and it was a residency-type thing. There 
were a lot of families, so there were people my 
age, but not necessarily ones that were on their 
own. My parents were really supportive, but then 
they were like, “Yeah, you gotta go to college.” 
Actually, Berklee is the only college I applied to.

Based on your music, both the tonalities and 
your lyrical approach, it seems like you still 
study Eastern philosophy.
I’m, in general, interested in all philosophies, 
and I just love that concept of what that word 
means—“the love of wisdom.” I don’t really have 
a particular said philosophy that I practice; I just 
look for what resonates and take bits and pieces.

Did you record music before you recorded 
with the Buchla?
Yeah. At Berklee, I studied classical guitar, 
composition, film scoring, and sound engineering, 
but my very first introduction to music, when I 
was playing the piano, was at the same time as 
learning, from that film composer, how to use Pro 
Tools, so my very first approach to composition 
was overdubbing and collaging.

So the idea of creating linear compositions 
and creating collage, that’s something that 
came to you very early.
Yeah.

You discovered the synthesizer because a 
neighbor of yours had some Buchlas lying 
around. Tell me a little about what happened 
to you and your creativity when you discovered 
the synthesizer. How did it change your 
creativity?
It definitely did, and it came at the most amazing 
moment. For some reason—I don’t really know 
why—I had this really strong feeling in myself 

that I wanted to give up on music. I wasn’t feeling 
creatively inspired by the guitar and I didn’t have 
an orchestra at my disposal like I did at Berklee, 
so I made the decision in myself that I was gonna 
give up on music. I went back to Orcas Island 
and I was like, “Okay, I’m gonna just get back 
into home studying,” and that’s when I felt like I 
learned how to compose from my actual voice. I 
think it changed my creativity because I actually 
had enough space in myself to really listen to 
everything because I didn’t have an expectation 
for it. During that time, when my neighbor lent 
me the Buchla, it was just pure listening without 
an expectation or agenda, and it really changed 
my whole mind on how to compose. That was one 
of my biggest life lessons, learning how to give up 
and learning how to get out of my way, and I still 
forget that constantly. That’s a big part of the 
album, too.

I intuit that. “To Follow and Lead” has these 
very classical Japanese wind chime sounds. 
So much of what I hear in your music is facing 
Eastward.
That makes a lot of sense because I was raised 
in that world, kind of; my parents also practice 

a Westernized Eastern philosophy. It’s called 
Self-Realization Fellowship, which follows the 
philosophies of this guy named [Paramahansa] 
Yogananda.

What’s it like to grow up like that? Your vibe 
exudes West Coast to me.
I am pretty West Coast! People definitely told me 
I smiled too much when I went to the East Coast. 
[laughs]

The three names that come in reading 
interviews with you are Terry Riley, Alan 
Watts, and David Attenborough. I can see the 
outline.
Next, you just need Jack Kerouac.

No, no! Then it just becomes cliché! Your 
music feels less a cliché and more unconscious 
creation. In one of the interviews, you used the 
phrase “compositional consciousness.” Tell me 
what that phrase means to you.
Well, the first thing that comes to mind is 
something I remember hearing Philip Glass talk 
about. I was so relieved to hear him talk about 
this because I was really embarrassed to admit 
this, but I always feel like I blackout when I 
am creating, and he talks about that. Now, I’m 
realizing most creators feel like they’re blacking 
out when they’re creating, and that’s how I know 
when I’m truly doing something right. When I’m 
done, I’m like, Woah! I have no idea how I did 
that. There’s a ton on the new album where I’m 
like, What is that!? 
I didn’t do that. I 
don’t know what 
that is.

The thing I find interesting about your music 
is how melodic it is in relation to classic 
minimalism. I’ve heard you check yourself on 
having too much repetition. Talk a little bit 
about your use of melody versus repetition, 
and where you feel like that comes from in 
your compositions. You’ve said, “I feel like 
I find more creativity in creating a wall of 
sounds and then carving it out,” which strikes 
me as another Eastern thought.
The melodic stuff, I’m really, really influenced by 
Moondog. He’s, like, my go-to listening at all times. 
I love how easily he gave listeners something to 
latch onto, but then also rhythmically messed 
with their brains. The carving of sound, that’s 
kind of like the Michelangelo approach. That’s 
what he used to say he’d always do, and I feel like, 
at least for me, that’s the easiest way to create 
because it compartmentalizes the tasks. First, it’s 
like, Okay, have fun throwing up as much sound 
as possible, and then I can put that part of my 
brain on hold and let the more constructive, 
analytical side come out, and carve through that. 
Then, I have another pass of putting myself in the 
listener’s position. Usually, I need a good week’s 
break, so that I forget what it sounds like, and 
then I take note of where I’m bored and all my 
feelings, and if there’s one-ups I want to happen.

What do you mean by “one-ups”?
I guess I get the visual of, like, in Mario Kart, 
when they get the powerup. I really like that type 
of music, when there’s moments of these one-ups, 
where you’re getting an emotional surge.

Tell me about creating The Kid. Was it 
conceived of as a song cycle? 
It’s gone through so many different stages. 
Whenever I make an album, it’s never the same. 
I actually sometimes wish I had a reliable way 
of creating, but it just doesn’t work like that for 
me. The reliable thing is I have these very strong 

impulses, and I just follow them. This one started 
as... basically, I saw a [Shredded Wheat] cereal 
box, and I had this crazy urge and itch to make 
sounds like people breaking Frosted Shredded 
Wheat. So it started 
with that. I just made 
a gigantic folder of 
sounds that reminded 
me of that, and then 
some time went by. 
Slowly, songs started 
to come out of those. 
Still no melody or vocal 
part, no story—just 
these crunchy worlds. 
Then, I went through 
some grief in my life—
someone very close to 
me passed away—and 
the whole concept of a 
death was really on my 
mind. The first song I 
wrote was the last song 
that’s on the album (“I 
Will Make Room For You”), and that was my song 
to that person. Around that time, I also saw this 
movie, [The Tale of the] Princess Kaguya, and… 
that movie just brought up a lot in me about the 
kid energy [in us], which is something I think 
about a lot. I’m very influenced by Miyazaki, and 
Ponyo, in particular—that’s who I feel like my kid 
energy is. Princess Kaguya, is all about how, as 
you get older, you forget that energy. When I saw 

that movie, I thought, 
“That’s what I want the 
next album to be about.”

Then, the next song 
I wrote was “To Follow and Lead.” Around that 
time, my dad was also talking to me about the 
four stages of life because that’s something he’s 
thinking about a lot, and it just sparked my 
interest, I wanted to tie that into the story. I guess 
all these things were just relevant in my life—and 
still are.

How do you write songs? You started with 
these sounds and now you’re writing words. Is 
that always the case?
It’s really impulsive, I guess. I always just show 
up. Every day, I’ll be in my studio, and I’ll have 
the recording playing, and I’ll close my eyes and 
be like, “What’s there? What wants to come out? 
What wants to go away?” And then I’ll experiment 
with my voice. “What melodies wanna come out?” 
Then, word-wise, I usually start phonetically—
“What are the vowels that wanna exist there?”—
and then I’ll step away from the studio and go 
somewhere, and be like, “Okay, what do I actually 
wanna say?” I do use the music theory part of my 
brain, especially for arrangements, like when I’m 
writing orchestral stuff. I like to get into the nitty-
gritty. But I usually like to lead with the intuitive 
part of my creativity. 

How much orchestral stuff is on the new 
record?
So much. Every song has a quintet. It’s flute, 
clarinet, bassoon, trumpet, and cello, and a lot 
of trumpet because I actually really don’t like the 
trumpet, and I wanted to give myself the task of 
finding ways to like the trumpet. I actually really 
do like the trumpet now.

These folks are playing and you’re processing 
them?
Sometimes they’re just there. I really wanted 
the album to go from, in the beginning, where it 
sounds more electronic, to, by the end, where it’s 
just orchestral. I wanted it to be a seamless thing, 

and I wanted it to make you feel really heavy in 
the beginning. Take you through awkwardness 
and get to a more sophisticated arrangement by 
the end. But, also, my intention is to create music 

where your brain 
cannot try and analyze 
it. I try and use this 
technique that I got 
from mbira music, 
which is having those 
little rattles that… are 
so distracting that 
your brain eventually 
forgets that [they’re] 
there, and it just eases 
your rational brain.

Because I had so 
many more tools 
available, this album 
was such a nightmare 
to record. There was, 
like, twenty different 
sessions for each song, 

and the most reduced one still has, like, eighty 
tracks. I had to bounce down so many times, so 
I don’t even know how many tracks it started 
with. When I finally figured out what the melodic 
and harmonic structures were gonna be for 
everything, I wrote a bunch of notation and made 
MIDI, and I just sent that to everything. I would 
kind of cut in and out between a synthesizer and 
a bassoon. But really fast cuts, so you can’t tell 
which one’s which, which was really fun. And a 
lot of work.

Did you mix and record and engineer the 
whole thing?
Yeah. I did everything.

Where did the additional musicians play?
It’s this ensemble called Stargaze. I sent them 
the notation and they recorded in Berlin. I 
think they’re based in a few different places. 
Amsterdam and Berlin. I think they move around 
a lot. They sent it back to me and then I messed 
with it a bunch. It was fun.

Earlier this year you released a cover of Sade’s 
“By Your Side” on Bandcamp. Tell me about it 
– it felt kind of random!
I know, right? But also not at all! That’s such a 
memory nugget for me, a song from my early 
years. I remember being, like, thirteen and 
listening to it. It’s actually one of my favorite 
things I’ve ever made. I’m such a sucker for songs 
that have really sweet lyrics, where you’re like, 
“That’s the kindest thing. If someone said that to 
me, I’d be so happy.” That song has always been 
like that to me.

It also felt natural, but it was also like one of 
those things where I wondered, “Did someone 
feed that to you or did you eat that yourself?”
Yeah. I definitely ate it myself! I mean, I have 
such a wide variety of musical influences. I’m a 
big D’Angelo fan. I’d say the only thing I’m not 
influenced by is rock and the blues. I actually 
really, really, really don’t like the blues.

Any reason why?
Berklee. Especially blues played with guitar. A 
lot of beginning phases of learning how to solo… 
they’re all stemmed off the blues scale. That’s the 
easiest scale to solo off of, so you just hear it used 
poorly so much. That and, like, fusion—I have a 
real hard time with that because of Berklee. It’s 
just such a fine line for it to be good.
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A Q&A with 
DAVID DEPINO

Cornerstone of the New York dance music scene as we know it — one of 
the few DJs to regularly grace the decks at the Paradise Garage, close friend 

of Larry Levan, member of the House of Xtravaganza, and resident DJ at 
Tracks in NYC — a true legend takes us through his illustrious career.
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Was your first job in a nightclub working the at 
the Sanctuary? How did that happen for you?
Well, I come from Mulberry Street. My whole 
family’s Italian—

My grandmother’s from Mulberry Street, too.
Oh, really! Wow. So then you know the story. 
My point is, my whole family was very well-
connected—let’s just say that. They had 
connections in all the clubs in New York, and I 
remember my sister used to work for my cousin 
Nicky—he wasn’t really a cousin, but he was 
like a cousin—at the Tamberlane. I was sixteen 
years old and I always wanted to go out because 
I would hear my sister tell all these stories about 
these clubs. One time, my mother said, “Take 
him,” so she took me to the Tamberlane, and 
after the Tamberlane closed, everybody went 
to the Sanctuary, which was called The Church 
first. We went there and I was like, Oh, my God, 
it didn’t even open up until midnight, and it went 
til twelve noon the next day. I was so impressed 
over the whole situation that I wanted to start 
going to clubs.

Sanctuary was easy because there was no liquor. 
All the other clubs had liquor, but… in those 
days… no one really stopped you at the door. My 
sister was friends with Seymour [Seiden] and 
Shelley [Bloom], the guys who ran the Sanctuary, 
and they were looking for a bartender—they only 
sold sodas and donuts—and I said I would love to 
do it. My sister said to Seymour, “Get my brother 
a job”—as a joke because I was too young—and 
Seymour said, “Fine! Get here tomorrow at 
twelve o’clock!” I did and that’s how it all came 
about. It was really just a joke, but that’s how 
it started. The end of the year of 1968. Then it 
closed down, then it reopened again in ‘69 as the 
Sanctuary. It was closed down by the Archdiocese 
of New York.

1968, 1969—was Francis Grasso DJing?
Francis Grasso DJ’d with another guy named 
Kenny and Michael Cappello.

What type of music were they playing?
Things like Barrabás, Exuma… dance music that 
sort of… I mean, there was a lot of Temptations 
and things like that, but Francis had a little rock 
edge to him—he’d always have something that 
had a lot of drums, a lot of guitar. It was great 
music! Francis was a good DJ; Sanctuary was a 

great club.

And Sanctuary was predominantly gay at the 
time?
It was everything—it was after-hours, so 
everybody that didn’t want to go home at four 
wound up at Sanctuary.

What brought you to The Loft for the first 
time?
The Tamberlane and the Round Table, those 
were off-the-street clubs—they opened at nine, 
closed at four, there wasn’t membership, it 
wasn’t private. Nothing then was membership, 
but [Sanctuary] was after-hours, so you had to 
know about it. I remember someone saying once, 
“There’s another party that goes on until four in 
the afternoon, after twelve noon, when Sanctuary 
closes,” and I said, “Well, I’m up—let’s go.” And 
we went to this apartment in a little tenement 
building—I forgot what floor it was on—and it 
was David Mancuso’s apartment. It wasn’t even 
called The Loft. There was a bedroom, a small 
living room, and a small kitchen—that’s all it was. 
David had music set up on his kitchen table. I 
remember somebody gave me a tab of acid, and I 
sat in his bedroom on the edge of his bed, saying 
to myself, “What the fuck am I doing here?” I was 
absolutely gagging. Then, after an hour or so of 
being high, I just thought it was an incredible 
little house party. Then, later on, David opened 
up The Loft, and I started hanging out.

I’m curious to know about the effect that 
becoming aware of your sexuality had on you. 
You came from Mulberry Street, from what I 
imagine was a pretty conservative family, so 
tell me what it was like to see other people like 
you in a space like that, like Sanctuary and The 
Loft.
I’ve never really talked about this. My first 
encounter… I was with this girl, and she was 
very wild. She was really wild. She actually had a 
pimp and she would work the street, and on the 
weekend, she’d go to the clubs and carry on. I fell 
in love with her and we started dating. I think I 
was in awe of how wild she was. I mean, she’d be 
dancing on the dance floor and she’d go down on 
a guy right on the dance floor, and I was amazed 
at how wild she was.

She also worked at a massage parlor, and I went 
to visit her one afternoon at the massage parlor, 

and she called me into the room and wanted to 
have sex. Then she said, “It’s wild—I wanna have 
sex with another guy.” I was seventeen years old! 
I didn’t know how to say yes, I didn’t know how 
to say no—I just went along with it. We were both 
making love with her, and then the other guy 
started to touch me, and I didn’t want to show her 
that I was freaking out, and I just let it happen. 
And I liked it. I liked it and I didn’t pursue it for 
a while, but I didn’t say no. I guess if that didn’t 
happen, I probably might’ve still been gay—I 
think you’re born that way—but with my lifestyle 
and my family and everything like that… it never 
dawned on me. I didn’t pursue it. But that’s the 
way it happened, believe it or not. A threesome.

At The Loft, beyond that first time, what did it 
mean to you?
When I was in those clubs, because of the 
Sanctuary, there were a lot of transvestites. 
There were a lot of transvestites that came to 
the Sanctuary, and they’d all sit around the bar, 
and they’d all buy a soda and a donut, and I was 
friendly with everybody. They would go, “Can 
I have a donut?” [in an affected voice], and I 
would say, in a regular voice, “Oh, you can’t have 
a donut.” They’d go, “Can I have a donut?” [in a 
low voice], and we’d laugh. I became very friendly 
with the gays that were there, the transvestites 
that were there, the straights that were there, so 
it never dawned on me or affected me.

What was strange to me, coming from Mulberry 
Street, then moving from Mulberry Street to 
Brooklyn, to Bensonhurst, was I was always on 
my own. I really wasn’t around Jewish people, 
I wasn’t around Asian people, I wasn’t around 
Spanish people, I wasn’t around black people—I 
was only around white Italian people. I mean, I 
was still only sixteen, seventeen years old, and 
all my friends were white Italian people. When 
I started going to the clubs and a black person 
asked me to dance... at first, that took me. Like, 
Oh, my God, a black person just asked me to 
dance. What do I do? The gay thing didn’t bother 
me, the black thing didn’t bother me, but my 
sister was right there in the coatroom, my cousin 
was at the door, taking cash, my other cousin was 
behind the bar, serving drinks, so if they all saw 
me dancing with a black person, were they gonna 
tell my mother? Was I gonna go home and get 
yelled at? In the same way, I made sure I wasn’t 
dancing with a guy—I always danced with a girl. 

I didn’t want my cousin to see me dance with a 
guy, my sister to see me dance with a guy. For the 
first year or so, I sort of maintained myself in an 
image, and that didn’t last very long. At one point, 
I just said, “Look—this is nonsense. If I wanna 
dance with a guy, I’ll dance with a guy; if I wanna 
dance with a black guy, I’ll dance with a black 
guy; if I wanna dance with a black woman, I’ll 
dance with a black woman.” You do take things 
from your childhood into your adolescence and 
your preteen [years]. You can’t help it. That’s why 
I always say to people that I didn’t go to college, 
and when people go to college, that’s when they 
grow. I didn’t go to college—I went to the clubs 
of New York, and that’s where I grew. I grew to 
love and like everyone. I got my education in the 
club scene. I was sixteen years old in the 70s. 
Early 70s, late 70s. If you ran around in those 

days, it was a very different, different time than 
it is today.

I think that was what you took away from 
your club experience… even though today’s 
landscape is very different, I think that people 
still have asimilar sentiment about clubs. I 
come from a conservative family, too, and I 
often wonder what makes me different from 
them, and it tends to comeback to having 
grown up in clubs. Everyone’s on the same 
level and you’re all dancing to the same music. 
No matter what, everyone has that one thing in 
common at that moment, and I think it’s really 
unique and powerful. 

It is powerful. I remember I went to the Feast 
[of San Gennaro] on Mulberry Street once—we 
had just moved to Brooklyn and I was sixteen 
or seventeen—and I met [a friend of mine] who 
was in hairdressing school with me. She was 
black. She was going to the Feast, and I said, “I’m 
going! We’ll meet.” So I met her on the corner of 
Mulberry and Spring Street and we walked to the 
Feast. Now, my whole family still lived there, and 
I said to myself, I’m with a girl—at least I’m not 
with a guy. By the time I got home, my mother and 
father were waiting up for me, and they said, “You 
were at the Feast with a black girl?” I said, “Yeah! 
My friend Kirsten from school!” “You know, the 
whole neighborhood’s talking about you.” In my 
head, I’m thinking, “You should be happy it’s not 
a guy,” but I didn’t say that out loud. I didn’t think 
anyone would care, but my cousin, who was very 

guido, called my mother up and said, “Your son is 
here with a black girl.” To them, it was a big deal.

My mother said, “I don’t care who you go 
anywhere with. If they’re nice to you, you’re nice 
to them. If they treat you good, you treat them 
good. But I don’t need phone calls from my 
asshole sister, I don’t need phone calls from my 
asshole brother.” I just said I was sorry. What else 
could you say? This was my family! These were 
mafia, knock-around Italian guys who couldn’t 
understand you being with a black person. And 
I’m almost embarrassed to say it, but it’s true.

It’s embarassing and difficult to talk about.
It is difficult to talk about, but that’s the times 

it was, and that’s my family. My father and my 
mother were the only ones of the whole family 
that weren’t in that life. My mother’s sisters were 
all married to men of that life. My uncle—her 
brother—was. My father wasn’t—my father was 
a hard-working truck driver, and my mother was 
a stay-at-home- mother. But that was still our 
family. 

Was there a place you went where you felt 
more freedom?
No. How can I explain it? It wasn’t that I was 
afraid to be myself, but that I was afraid of certain 
things. The place I was afraid of being at wasn’t 
the Sanctuary—none of my family worked at the 
Sanctuary—but the Tamberlane on 48th Street, 
the Tambourine on 81st Street, the Boathouse on 
54th Street. My cousins were involved in all sorts 

of different clubs.

I remember the first time I took a Tuinal. I didn’t 
really do drugs—my mother, from the first time 
I went to a club, said, “Don’t you smoke that 
wacky weed. Don’t you smoke that marijuana.” 
I was so afraid of smoking pot that I did LSD, I 
snorted speed—cocaine wasn’t a big thing then; 
it was speed—and I even took Tuinals, which 
were downs, but I was petrified to smoke a joint 
[laughs]. She didn’t know about the other drugs, 
so she never mentioned them, but she put the 
fear of God in me with marijuana so that when 
anybody would say “Do you want a hit of pot?,” I 
would go, “No!” but meanwhile I was tripping my 
brains out! [laughs]
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I was the baby. My mother had twenty-one 
brothers and sisters, and eighteen of them lived. 
By the time I grew up to my teens, there were 
only nine of them left. In those days, they died. 
My mother had seven sisters, a brother, and her, 
and they all had children, and all the cousins 
were born around my sister’s age, and my sister’s 
six years older than me. Then there were no 
more kids! I was born six years after, and then 
my cousin Paulette was born six years after her 
brother, so we were the “oops” babies. We were 
the babies of all the cousins—and there were 
a ton of them! And they all worked in the bars. 
Wherever I went, I had eyes on me to protect me. 
I was young. It was like, “Watch out for David!” 
If there was a fight, my bouncer cousins would 
make sure I wasn’t in the fight or near the fight. 
I was always being protected: it was like Secret 
Service following me. If I went to a club, all I had 
to say was, “I’m Jennifer’s brother” or “I’m Nicky’s 
cousin,” and then I got in everywhere for free. And 
the bouncers would watch out for me because of 
who I was. I couldn’t go nowhere and be anything, 
but… at that age, I was young, and I wanted to go 
to clubs and dance and have fun. I wasn’t going to 
clubs looking for guys or sex. The sex thing never 
really popped up much. I got more into the sex 
thing when I got into my early twenties—I got 
sort of sex-crazed. Sixteen, seventeen, eighteen, I 
was so into finding clubs and dancing all night to 
the music, into groups of friends, into socializing, 
because all I knew was the knockaround boys 
in Bensonhurst or the knockaround boys on 
Mulberry Street. Every time I was introduced 
to a new group and another club — I was being 
introduced to people from Haiti, I would go 
“Where’s Haiti?” I didn’t even know where it was 
on the map! “I’m from the Dominican Republic.” 
“Where’s Dominican Republic!?” [At that time], 
all I knew was Mulberry Street, Bensonhurst, and 
what part of Italy you came from. I loved meeting 
people from all walks of life.

You go to clubs now and there’s a lot of Spanish 
kids. Back then, you met a few Spanish kids, 
but the hot boys that all the boys were cruisin’, 
they were gypsies. Gypsies were the boys—or 
the girls—that everyone was after in those days. 
You’d see these good-looking guys or these good-
looking girls come in. They’re dancing and they 
have these hats on, they have suits and ties. 
“Where you from?” “I’m gypsy!” I didn’t know 
what that meant—I didn’t know where they were 
from. Later on, I learned they roam and they’re 
really not from anywhere. But that was the group 
of kids other than white or black.

When did you start DJing?
I started DJing at the Garage by accident. I 
was a haircutter. I was a haircutter and I used 
to cut hair. I started working at the Garage. I 
would go to work on Saturday, exhausted from 
working the door, the booth on Friday, and go 
straight back out on Saturday night and work, 
and crash all day Sunday. I was on vacation from 
haircutting. I used to train people to do the door 
at the booth because I knew everybody. One day, 
Larry [Levan] got mad at the kid and fired him, 
and he said, “David, you do the door until I get 
somebody,” so I started doing the door and it 
became my second job.

Then, I started working at the record pool, [For 
the Record]. Then, I stopped doing hair because 
I couldn’t do three jobs—it was killing me—so I 
was working at the record pool and I was working 
at the Garage. Then, Larry really started getting 
busy in the studio—he’d be in the studio all week 
long. The club didn’t really get crowded until, 
like, three in the morning, so he’d come in, like, 

a half-hour early, and… I’d take his records from 
the record pool, and he’d say, “Put on the new 
records that you think are good.” He’d be down on 
the dance floor, shining the mirror ball or moving 
the speaker, and I’d put on records, and he’d give 
me a thumbs-up or a thumbs-down whether he 
liked it or not, and if he put his hand out straight 
that meant maybe. So I’d have three piles—a “no” 
pile, a “yes” pile, and a “maybe” pile—and he’d 
come up and say, “Give me all the yeses.” He’d 
put them on [and listen to all the versions] until 
the club opened so he’d have an idea. Sometimes, 
even if the club opened, he’d ask me to play the 
new records in a row so he could hear them down 
on the dance floor. I didn’t mix or anything—I 
just put them on. 

Sometimes, he’d go to the studio on a Friday and 
he’d be late because he wanted to come back with 
a version to play. He wouldn’t get back from the 
studio until, like, two in the morning, and I’d put 
the reel-to-reel on for him. Sometimes, the reel-
to-reel needed to be changed because it was only 
an hour, so I’d put a record on, put another reel 
on, and then people, after a while, started to know 
every song in a row because the reel was always 
the same thing, so I started putting on records, 
and I accidentally became a DJ. I never wanted 
to be, I never planned to be, I never cared to be.

This happened towards the middle of the run, 
right?
It was probably around ‘84, ‘83.

‘83, you’re credited for mixing Sweet Life’s “I 
Get Lifted.” How did that happen?
Was it ‘83? Then I was playing records already, 
so I probably started in ‘83. I was playing records 
for a little while and I liked “I Get Lifted,” which 
was a little song on West End that never went 
anywhere. I remember saying to Mel [Cheren], 
“You should make Larry remix that record,” and 
Mel said, “Nah, it’s not an important enough 
record to pay Larry and get him in the studio. 
I’ve got other records for him. Why don’t you 
do it?” I said, “I have no idea! I know what 
the instruments I’m hearing sound like, but I 
don’t even know the names of them! I have no 
experience.” And he said, “You won’t until you 
try.” So me and this girl, Freddie Taylor, went 
into the studio, and we both didn’t know what we 
were doing. She wanted the record to sound like 
the Clark Sisters, and I didn’t even know what I 
wanted the song to sound like. There were certain 
sections I wanted to bring out, there were certain 
sections that I thought were corny and I wanted 
to get out. I hired a couple musicians and they 
came in and steamrolled us. They did what they 
wanted to do, and I wasn’t brave enough to say 
“No, let’s do what I want to do” because I didn’t 
know how to say what I wanted. Like, I guess I 
would’ve known when I heard it, but you’ve got 
to direct musicians, and I didn’t know any better. 
So I never tell anyone I did that record. I was 
never good in studio – I know my shortcomings. 
I did a couple of records—I was not really good 
at it. I think I did about five mixes, maybe, and 
I was asked to do a lot when my name got really 
big out there, with Tracks and stuff. I was like, 
“No—that’s not me.”

How did you end up working at Tracks? When 
did that happen?
Again, Freddie. She used to work at The Loft. She 
had a one-stop, which was like a… I think record 
companies sold records to her, and she sold 
records to stores. She was a go-between. She used 
to sell records to the DJs that worked at Tracks, 
which was a white gay club. Tracks was going 
under—nobody was going there, it was getting 

ready to close. It was a chain—there were four or 
five Tracks. One in Atlanta, one in D.C., one in 
New York, one in… I think Dallas or San Antonio. 
I don’t know where the fifth was. Freddie heard 
they were getting ready to close and she said, 
“Why don’t you do a black night or another night 
other than just white gays? Don’t let this club 
close—it’s a great space.” They said, “Well, do you 
have somebody?” She was coming there from the 
record pool to pick up her records—she was a DJ 
and would play at the Loft, to open up for David 
or play when he was out sick—sat down, and I 
gave her her records. She was doing the feedback 
sheet and I was playing records. She said, “You’re 
getting good! You ever think of playing a club?” I 
said, “No. I open for Larry—an hour or two. That’s 
probably all I can handle.” She says, “Well, I think 
you could handle a whole night.” I said, “It’s so 
funny, Freddie—this Sunday night, I’m playing at 
Area the whole night.” She came to Area, I played 
the whole night, it wasn’t crowded—it was semi-
full—and I did good. I played the whole night! 
That’s when she said to me, “There’s this club 
called Tracks that’s looking to start a night. Do 
you want a job?” I said, “Freddie, I work every 
Friday and Saturday at the Garage! I can’t do 
another night.” She says, “Maybe we can do a 
Sunday or something.”

She calls a few days later and says, “I spoke to 
them and they said they’ll give you a Tuesday.” 
“Tuesday? I’ll give it a try.” We went there to talk 
to them, and I said, “Freddie, this club is huge! 
On a Tuesday!? I can’t! Never.” They said, “We’ll 
give you Fat Tuesday—it’s a holiday for Brazilian 
people.” I said okay. So I had my first Tuesday. 
There was thirty people. They said, “Well, we’ll 
give you a month.” I said, “Can you give me a 
little business card that says, ‘You’re invited by 
David DePino, complimentary’?” They made 
me a stack of, like, two hundred cards that said, 
“Complimentary admission, David DePino.” I 
went to Midtown, I went to all the hustle bars, 
I went to all the drag queen bars, and I gave all 
the beautiful drag queens a card, all the really 
handsome gay guys and straight guys a card, and, 
the next Tuesday, I had a hundred and twenty-
five people, and they were all really good-looking. 
The next week, I had three hundred people 
because they all heard there was this new club 
called Tracks that was filled with all these really 
good-looking people.

So they made me five hundred more cards and I 
went around—I went to the Village, to the Pier, 
I went everywhere. I gave these complimentary 
cards out to people who were dancing wild and 
crazy, who were colorful drag queens with purple 
hair. Wild people! By the fourth week, when it 
was make or break, I think I had five hundred 
people, and they said, “We’re gonna keep you on 
permanently.” That lasted five years.

When did the ballroom scene catch on to what 
you were doing? Why did those kids wanna 
come all the way downtown?
The first ball I went to was the Xtravaganza 
ball, which was in 1986, at the Garage. I met a 
couple of the Xtravaganza kids at the Garage. I 
didn’t know who they were, I didn’t know what 
a ballroom was. I knew Larry, when he was a 
teenager, was very friendly with La Duchess 
Wong, from the House of Wong, and Paris 
Dupree, from the House of Dupree. Paris and 
Duchess were best friends, and Larry was going 
out with Duchess. By the time I met Duchess, 
it was ten years after Larry [had], and she was 
living full-time as a woman, so I only knew her 
as Duchess. When Larry and Duchess dated, she 
was still a boy. That was the beginning of the drag 

world, and Larry was a little involved in it, but 
not much, but ten years [into] it by the time I got 
involved in it.

So the House of Xtravaganza was doing their first 
ball, and [David] Ian Xtravaganza and Danni 
[Camacho] Xtravaganza said to me, “Would you 
play?” (I wasn’t in the house yet.) “The ball starts 
at six in the morning, the Grand March is at five.” 
So I went over to Larry and I said, “There’s a ball 
in Harlem. They want me to play, but it starts at 
five.” He says, “I know what time they start. The 
Grand March is at five and the ball will start at 
six. Go. Have fun.” And he gave me a bunch of 
records that had just come out that he was the 
only one playing—“Let’s Go All The Way” [Gayle 
Adams]—so I took all those records, I went to the 
ballroom, and I played. It was their first ball—
the House of Xtravaganza was new—and I was 
playing all these tracks from Garage. That was 
my first entrance to the ball, and then I became 
friendlier and friendlier, and they made me an 
honorary Ganza.

When I went to Tracks, I was friendly with them, 
so they also helped promote me by telling all 
the ball kids to come to Tracks. It was a Tuesday 
night, and it was free from nine to ten, and at 
nine o’clock, the whole Pier would come from 
Christopher Street to get in for free. It started a 
Tuesday night thing. I changed New York! Before 
that, everybody went out on Friday and Saturday. 
You went out to Better Days on a Thursday or 
Sunday, but it was never crowded like Friday 
and Saturday, so a whole big dance night on a 
Tuesday? It was unheard of.

And it was the first time that voguing was 
happening outside of ballrooms.

Right. Well, it didn’t really happen at the Garage—
if you did the Hustle at the Garage, security would 
throw you out or stop you because Larry hated it, 
so no one really vogued at the Garage. Tracks was 
the place where the ball kids came and vogued, 
and they battled, they did circles. It was less strict 
than the Garage was in many ways.

And I did my balls—the Red, White & Blue ball 
and the Black & White ball—downtown. They 
were always done in Harlem, but I did them at 
Tracks because I was part of Tracks and they 
gave me the room for free. I did my balls and the 
House of Xtravaganza balls there, and then some 
of the other houses did balls there. It was great—
the room was huge and it was less dangerous. For 
drag queens to take the train up to 130th… it was 
kind of dangerous, at five, six in the morning.

And what was it about what you were playing 
that made you so popular with that crowd? 
What was it about the type of records you were 
playing?
I don’t know. All I knew was I had influences. 
Obviously, I loved the way David Mancuso played 
very musical records, I loved the way Larry 
played because no one made me dance the way 
Larry did, I loved the way Tee Scott played. All 
I knew was, when I played music, I just wanted 
people to have fun on the dance floor the way I 
had fun on the dance floor. I didn’t want to sound 
like Tee, I didn’t want to sound like Larry. If Larry 
put a certain pair of two records together all the 
time, I deliberately did not put those two records 
together—I didn’t want anyone to say, “Oh, he’s 
trying to sound like Larry.” The only thing I 
wanted to be like Larry was for people to have fun 
the way Larry made me have fun, but I wanted to 
do it my way. I have a strong personality. I was 
able to stand in a room with Tee, Larry, Francois, 

Nicky, and Frankie Knuckles, and be myself 
amongst all these well-known people. 

You gotta control your dance floor, especially 
when your dance floor holds a thousand people 
and the club has three thousand people in it. You 
gotta move the crowd around so everybody can 
dance. If you keep people dancing for two hours, 
they’re so exhausted sometimes that they’ll say, 
“Okay, I’m gonna go home. I’m exhausted.” Larry 
said, “Make them dance for an hour, then have 
them go socialize, make them come back an 
hour later, let them go socialize again, let them 
go smoke a joint, then bring them back down. 
Before you know it, they’re here the whole night, 
having a great time.” I said, “You put that much 
attention behind it?” He said, “If you were in your 
house, putting music on for a Christmas party, 
you’d be controlling it. They’re at your party. This 
is my party—they’re having fun through me.” 
There’s little things like that. David was the same 
way—“It’s my party. You’re coming to hear what I 
like. I’m not a jukebox.” That’s what I carried into 
being a DJ, but I never wanted to be anybody else.

I told Danny Krivit that I was interviewing you 
and he wrote me a lengthy email about all the 
things he admires about you. Your confidence 
in the booth, your natural leadership,and your 
sharp tongue!

The first time I met him, I think I scared the shit 
out of him. [laughs]

He was the other DJ with me at Tracks. When I 
went to Sound Factory Bar, I took him along—he 
was my second DJ, in the second room. When 
we went back to Tracks, he was the other DJ 
with me at Tracks. Wherever I went, Danny was 
always part of it with me. He was never actually 
my partner partner—Charles Jackson was my 
partner, business-wise—but Danny was always 
my musical partner. Until Body & Soul came. 
Danny was always back there in the shadows, 
waiting for his break. And deserving his break 
because he’s a fantastic DJ, and Body & Soul 
really gave that to him.

Now, they always say Tracks was a great club, 
but it never gets the recognition it deserves. I 
mean, I did it for five years. It changed the course 
of history. I had three thousand people out on a 
Tuesday. And when the Garage closed, when I 
opened on Fridays, I had another three thousand 
people. I had six thousand people a week that I 
was playing music to! But because it was all gay 
and all drag queens... it wasn’t Roxy, it wasn’t 
Garage. It was always “Eh. Tracks? It’s a Pier club, 
a Village club.” It never got the respect I think it 
deserved. Nowadays, there’s no DJ to play to six 
thousand people a week.

How did you scare the shit out of Danny? 
The first week I worked at the record pool, Judy 
[Weinstein] fired Kenny. I was on vacation 
from haircutting and Judy said, “I know you’re 
on vacation, but can you help me Thursday and 
Friday at the record pool?” I said, “Okay, I’ll help 
you!” That first Thursday, Danny came up to get 
his records. I was probably reading somebody. 
Danny says he walked in and came over to me 
and gave me his bin number, and I said, “Did 
you give me your feedback!?” Feedbacks were 
sheets—from one to five, you had to mark each 
record you got. He said, “I can’t,” so I said, “You 
ain’t gettin’ your records.” He didn’t know what to 
say, so he took the feedback sheet, sat down, and 
did his feedback. Other DJs came to pick up their 
records and I was like, “Do your feedback!” One 
of these white DJs from Saint or something tried 

to give me lip and we went at it with each, and 
I remember Danny standing there… and he just 
picked up his records and ran. 

I was never violent or physical—I just said what 
I had to say. That comes from being a boy from 
Mulberry Street. Mulberry Street, you didn’t 
take no shit. And Judy said, “They gotta do their 
feedback or they ain’t getting their records.” That 
was the orders I was given! I didn’t know any 
better, I didn’t get no training. I didn’t know you 
didn’t have to do the feedback at that moment. 
Everybody who came in, I made them do it 
there, and some of them had a car double-parked 
outside at six, seven o’clock on a Friday, and they 
had to get to their clubs. Some of those clubs 
opened at eight, nine o’clock. Only the Garage 
opened at midnight. I didn’t know! Sometimes, 
they’d have, like, a hundred twenty-five records 
that they had to do feedback for, and it would 
take them an hour.

What was your biggest takeaway from working 
at the record pool? How long a time was it?

I only helped her for two days. Then, the next 
week, I was still on vacation, and she said, “I 
can’t find anybody—would you help me for the 
week?” That turned into five years. I accidentally 
got into the whole music business! Only because 
I was friends with Larry and I would go up and 
visit him in the booth, I knew everybody, and he 
would always make me train the door person for 
the booth. Until one day he said, “Why don’t you 
just do it?” I said, “No, Larry, because all your 
friends you hired fucked up and Michael Brody 
had to fired them and he didn’t want to hire your 
friends no more.” But I did it.

But I found the Garage space—not many people 
know that.

I read that! Can you explain?
Well, I used to work at this club in Brooklyn, 
on [New] Utrecht Avenue, called Broadway. 
I worked in the coatroom. This guy, Mario 
[Deserio], who looked just like me—he was tall, 
thin; I was tall, not as thin; we both had long, 
shaggy, curly hair; we both had mustaches; 
we were both Italian—[worked there, too]. 
Everyone would always tap me and say, “Mario! 
Oh, David!” One time, I’m there, I’m dancing on 
the dance floor, and someone put their hands 
over my eyes, and I turn around and it’s this black 
guy, and I go, “Who the fuck are you?” He goes, 
“Oh, I’m so sorry—I thought you were Mario. 
Where’s Mario?” The booth was empty, so Mario 
must’ve run to the bathroom or the kitchen.

He must’ve told Mario the story because I saw 
him laughing [later on], and at the end of the 
night, he came over and said, “David, this is 
Larry,” and I shook Larry’s hand. I said, “Yeah, 
we met.” Mario looked at him and said, “Don’t 
give him attitude! This is my boyfriend.” I shook 
his hand and said, “Nice to meet you,” and that’s 
when I found out that Larry was a DJ at Reade 
Street. So I went to Reade Street once or twice—
maybe three times—until it closed. Mario was 
always talking about how him and Larry were 
looking for a space to open a new club. Mario was 
gonna be the DJ on Friday and Larry was gonna 
be the DJ on Saturday.

One day, during the week, I was hanging out 
in the Village, on Christopher Street, with my 
friends. It was a hot summer night and we all 
took acid—we used to all take acid and walk 
around by the Pier, hang out and play music on 
our big boom boxes or [from] a parked car with 
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the radio on. Everybody would be voguing and 
dancing and carrying on at the Pier. Somebody 
said, “Let’s walk down to Carmine Pool. You can 
climb the fence and go swimming. And I heard 
sometimes they have sex.”

So we walked down Hudson [Street], and we 
got to Carmine Street, and we were ready to 
turn left, and we see, like, five cop cars there 
with their lights turned on, and another cop 
car coming and turning. That’s when my friend 
said, “Keep walking, keep walking.” We kept 
walking. We were all paranoid because we were 
tripping, and we didn’t want them to ask where 
we were going or anything, so we just kept 
walking. King Street’s the next block or two, so 
we got to King Street and we turned left, to go 
to the next corner, Varick [Street], and go back 
up Varick and Seventh Avenue to Christopher 
Street again. When we’re walking, I said, “This 
block looks familiar. Isn’t this a women’s prison or 
something?” My friend said, “Yeah, it’s a house of 
detention or something.” Women used to throw 
toilet paper and stuff out the windows. I said, 
“This looks familiar, too.” My friend said, “Don’t 
you remember, David? We came here to a party. 
There was a big, giant club. You had to go up the 
ramps. Natalie Cole was supposed to perform, 
but we didn’t stay because it was freezing.” I said, 
“Oh, my God! This is it!?” Right on the front of 
the building was a big “For Rent” sign. I said, “Oh, 
my God! My friends are looking for a space!”

We went back to Christopher Street and hung out 
for the rest of the night. I had a car at the time—I 
was living in Brooklyn—and I was getting ready 
to drive home. I’m going back downtown, onto 
the Brooklyn Bridge, and I go, Wait, wait, wait! 
Let me get the name of that place! I wrote the 
name and number of the [realtor], and when I 
went to Brooklyn, I gave it to Mario. I said, “I 
know you and Larry are looking for a place. If 
you’re interested, here.” He gave it to Larry, and 
Larry and Michael [Brody] went to look at it, 
and they loved it. I’m responsible! No, no. I’m 
sure they would’ve found a space. They might’ve 
found that space eventually. But maybe not.

A lot of people talk about the Garage as the 
perfect club and the blueprint for clubs to 
follow.
It was a giant room when they went to look at it. 
All it was was one giant room with windows all 
around it. They had it plotted all out. I remember 
the first couple of months, walls would go up. 
One night we went there, Larry and I, some 
others, and it wasn’t open yet. They had one 
construction party in the front room, which was 
the Great Gay Room—the Gray Room—before it 
was the Crystal Room, and Larry went into the 
check room and came out with these two great 
big sledgehammers, and he said, “Let’s take this 
wall down.” I said, “Larry, they just built this 
wall yesterday!” He said, “It’s wrong. Let’s take it 
down.” So we started pounding the wall. It was 
a little partition wall in the back and we took it 
down.

The next day, Michael Brody, when he came in, 
Larry told me how he and Michael had a big 
fight. I still didn’t know Michael at the time. 
Larry was like, “Michael, trust me. I go to sleep 
and I see it in my dreams. The dance floor can’t 
be half the club—it’s too big. Let’s make a second 
lounge in the back.” Larry was living there—he 
had a bedroom in the back. Michael Brody had 
a bedroom in the back. Nothing happened in 
there without Larry’s approval. A light didn’t get 
hung, a fan wasn’t put in, a wall didn’t go up, a 
wall didn’t get painted [a certain color] without 

Larry’s approval.

I guess I was wondering when it became what 
people remember it as. When did it become the 
perfect room?
As far as Larry was concerned, it was never the 
perfect room.

First thing that was built were the bathrooms. 
They never intended for that whole club to be a 
whole club like that—that’s why there’s only two 
bathrooms. It was supposed to be the coatroom, 
that front little hallway, the two bathrooms, 
and the Gray Room, which is the lounge, which 
became, later, the Crystal Room. Before that, it 
was just a big room, and it had all these giant 
murals of Roman gladiators having orgies. 
They were beautiful paintings. They were, like, 
thirteen feet tall by five feet wide, and there were, 
like, nine of them. Covered all three walls. They 
were great. The construction parties to raise 
money to build the dance floor happened in that 
room. It was supposed to be the dance floor, the 
lounge, the coatroom, and that was it. The back 
room was never supposed to be open, there was 
never meant to be a kitchen on that side, there 
was never supposed to be a movie room, there 
was never supposed to be a roof deck—that stuff 
all got added on, as the club got more famous and 
bigger and bigger.

Back then, did you think you’d still be talking 
about the Garage 40 years later? 
When you were living it, you were just living 
it, you were experiencing it. You didn’t think. 
You gotta realize we were all twenty years old! 
I was twenty-three, I think. What experiences 
did I really have in my life before that that I was 
reminiscing on? Nothing! Now, I’m reminiscing 
on the Garage, but I’m sixty-four now. Back 
then, we didn’t take a lot of pictures. We didn’t 
want to document it and I didn’t save a lot of 
memorabilia. When it was over, that’s when you 
realized what an impression it left on everybody.

Once it closed, did you immediately start to 
notice it’s influence on other venues? For 
instance, I know Ministry of Sound was built 
with the key principles of the Garage in mind. 
Clubs back in those days didn’t have lounges. 
You’d pay, come in, spend a few bucks at the bar, 
dance for an hour, and go the fuck home! That’s 
what clubs wanted in those days! They wanted 
a turnaround because they weren’t very big in 
size, so if it held three hundred people and they 
wanted seven hundred [over the course of the 
night], that meant three hundred had to come 
in and three hundred had to leave. They wanted 
a turnaround and they made money on liquor. 
Once somebody had two, three drinks in them 
and they were twisted, they weren’t buying a 
fourth drink, so it was like, Get them the hell out 
and get the next people in. Pay at the door, have 
a couple drinks, dance a couple hours, go home. 
And we close at four. That was the mentality of 
clubs.

Justin [Berkman] said the Garage didn’t do 
that. Ministry did have liquor, but he said they 
had to have lounge areas. If [people] sit down 
and socialize, they’ll hang out, and if they hang 
out, they’ll invite friends to hang out with them. 
He modeled it a little after the Garage. And he 
brought Larry out there, and Larry worked on the 
sound system and made the sound system great.

Keep me honest here, but Alex Rosner was 
kind of the sound guy to have at that time at 
your club, and Richard Long was the person 
that built the Garage system.

In those days, Alex Rosner was the person, and 
he was going to do the Garage. Richard Long 
worked for Alex, and then Richard Long sort of 
went on his own. I don’t know how it went from 
Alex being hired to do it and Richard actually 
doing it—I don’t know how that all went down. 
I barely knew Michael Brody at the time. I knew 
him to say hello. He’d see me here and there, and 
I didn’t know him. I didn’t even know until years 
later that Alex Rosner was supposed to do the 
sound.

At Tracks, you also started to see music that 
was being made for those ballroom kids 
to dance to, and you were involved with a 
couple of those records. What was that like? 
When you were making “Elements of Vogue” 
with David Ian… was making music with the 
specific intention for people to vogue to a new 
idea at the time?

At that time, mo track had been deliberately 
made for a ballroom. I’m not sure which came 
first, if “Elements of Vogue” came first or if it 
was Madonna’s “Vogue,” but I think “Elements 
of Vogue” came first. “Elements of Vogue” 
[must’ve] come first because Luis [Camacho] 
and Jose [Gutierez], Madonna’s dancers, were 
Xtravaganzas. 

Madonna came to Tracks one day in the 
afternoon. I went to the club, we opened up the 
club for her, she came, I had all these ball kids 
there. She was looking for dancers. I was playing 
music and I had all these kids dancing for her. She 
had a limousine waiting outside, and… she went 
to the limousine for, like, ten minutes. While she 
was there, I put on “Ooh, I Love It (Love Break)” 
or something, and she came back in, and all the 
ball kids were voguing, and she was amazed by it. 
She came up and said, “What’s going on?” I said, 
“They’re voguing.” “What’s voguing?” “A dance 
they do in the ballrooms and here in Tracks.” She 
goes, “I love it.” She picked out Jose and Luis to go 
on tour with her, and then she got in touch with 
Junior [Vasquez] and Shep Pettibone, and they 
made “Vogue.”

I did my ball—the Red, White & Blue ball, the 
Black & White ball—at Tracks, and there were 
these people from England there, and I’m playing 
all this music for the vogue categories. This guy 
was friendly with Johnny Dynell, and he came 
up to the booth with Johnny Dynell, and he 
goes, “This guy’s from England. He’s a record 
producer. He’s so in love with what you’re doing. 
He wants to make a record like this.” Like I said, 
I knew I wasn’t good at music and stuff, so I said 
to Johnny, “Would you do it with me?” Johnny 
said he’d love to. The guy brought Johnny, myself, 
and David Ian to England to make “Elements 
of Vogue.” That started it. The lyrics were about 
voguing—the lyrics were based off “Love Is the 
Message” because almost all vogue music is based 
off “Love Is the Message” or “Love Break.”

Danny Krivit combined “Love Is the Message” 
and “Love Break” to make his edit, and I 
wonder if his version, in particular, was big at 
the balls.

Every version of anything vogue-y was based on 
those two. “Love Break” was created from “Love 
Is the Message,” so combining them is basically 
“Love Is the Message” again!

When Tracks closed, where’d you go from 
there?
When Tracks closed, I did a bunch of things. 
Tracks closed and opened up, like, three times. 

See, the owner that closed tracks originally, 
Marty [Chernoff], he was six hundred pounds, 
and he got gastric bypass surgery, and he was 
losing weight, but he wound up getting sick. He 
was really, really ill, so he started closing all his 
clubs, except the one in D.C. because he lived in 
D.C. It was hard for him to fly to [Texas], fly to 
Atlanta, fly to New York, so he closed all his clubs.

When Tracks closed, I did a couple of guest spots 
at Roxy, I did a couple of guest spots at Tracks in 
D.C. I was bouncing around. Then, I was opening 
up a club in Florida called Downtown. It was 
under construction, and that’s when Phil Smith 
fired Junior from Sound Factory and gave me the 
job, so I was doing Sound Factory. The club in 
Florida was getting ready to open, and they were 
building it for me, so I had already promised 
them that I would go to Florida. I told Phil I was 
gonna go to Florida in two, three months. He 
said, “Well, alright, what we’ll do is I’ll bring in 
a guest DJ on [alternating] Saturdays, so [the 
crowd] will be used to them by the time you 
leave.” I said that was a great idea. He brought 
Frankie [Knuckles] in, and I was playing one 
week, Frankie was playing one week. Then, I 
left and went to Florida, and I stayed in Florida 
for, like, six months. I just couldn’t handle it. It 
was too hot, the crowd was too different. It was 
white, white, white gay, sort of like the Saint was, 
and they weren’t into my music, and I wasn’t 
changing my music for them. It didn’t work, so I 
came back to New York.

In that time, Junior wound up back at Sound 
Factory, which then became Twilo, and Phil 
opened up Sound Factory Bar with Frankie. 
When I was back in town, Phil said, “I’ll give you 
a night at Sound Factory Bar,” and that’s when 
I [started going] in on Saturdays. Frankie was 
there on Friday because he did Saturday at Roxy. 
Saturday was such a big hit that I also took over 
Sunday. Frankie was there on Friday, Little Louie 
[Vega] was there on Wednesday, Basil [Thomas] 
was there on Thursday, I was there on Saturday 
and Sunday. That little bar had it going on.

How big was it?
Small. It was like Cielo.

On one Martin Luther King Saturday, through 
the course of the night, I had eighteen hundred 
people, from nine o’clock to six o’clock. Within 
those hours, we managed to squeeze in eighteen 
hundred people. It was two levels—there was a 
downstairs room, where Danny played, and I was 
upstairs.

At what point did you start the Garage 
reunions?
When Larry died. Larry died in ‘92, and I had a 
memorial party for him at Sound Factory Bar. I 
didn’t play—I just hosted it. I had Joey Llanos 
play, Tee Scott play… and I went and found Nicky 
Siano. He was working at a pharmacy on 1st or 
2nd Avenue. I went there and [told him about 
the memorial]. I asked if he would play. He said, 
“David, I don’t have music anymore. I’ve been 
retired for twenty years.” I said, “Well, I’ll get 
you all the music you need. It’s just a two-hour 
guest spot for your friends.” And he said, “Okay, 
I’ll do it.” So I actually brought Nicky Siano out 
of retirement. And Danny Krivit loaned him all 
the music he needed. A couple of weeks after that, 
they had him as a guest at Body & Soul. A couple 
months? A while later. Nicky always says his first 
time back was Body & Soul, but it wasn’t. It was 
Sound Factory Bar for Larry’s memorial.

When did you decide to retire? And why?

I am retired. I mean, all I do is the Garage reunion 
once a year. And I do one or two things overseas 
connected to the Garage, but I’m not even doing 
those anymore. It’s too much! The traveling is 
ridiculous. What they put you through in airports 
is a shame. I can’t do it any more.

I think I retired in 2000. Music was changing. 
I wasn’t liking the sound of music that was out. 
The clubs were getting very strange, they were 
getting very tiny. There wasn’t any big clubs in 
New York anymore. What’s the biggest club in 
New York? Could you name it? Nothing’s the size 
of the Garage or Roxy, Studio 54, Palladium these 
days. There’s no big clubs any more. The biggest 
club that was left in New York was Webster Hall, 
which is closed now. There’s just no more big 
rooms.

When the clubs were changing and the laws were 
getting stricter, the music was changing, I was 
getting older, and I was still traveling a little here 
and there… I just thought, I’m over it. I’ve been in 
clubs since 1968. I’m done. When a kid comes up 
to you and asks, “Excuse me sir, what’s the name 
of this record?” Mmm, don’t call me sir [laughs]. 
You have to realize people are seeing you as “sir,” 
there father’s age or something.

When Larry died, I made a promise to him. I said, 
“I’ll make sure no one forgets you and what you’ve 
created.” After I did his memorial—it was such a 
nice party—and one year after, someone said, “Are 
you gonna do a one-year anniversary for Larry?” I 
said, “Okay, I’ll do a one-year anniversary,” so ‘93, 
I did the Still Missing You party. The next year, 
somebody said, “Are you gonna do another one?” 
I said no. I believe that after you put the stone on 
the grave and light a few candles, you let the soul 
rest. Someone said to me, “Well, why don’t you 
make it a Paradise Garage reunion party?” I said 
okay, I did it, and it was packed. Then, the next 
year, they said, “Are you gonna do the reunion 
party again?” and I said, “Well, if it’s gonna be a 
reunion, you do it once a year,” so I did it again. 
Then they said we should do a Garage Christmas, 
so we did a Garage Christmas. 

I did four Garage reunions at Sound Factory Bar, 
and then Sound Factory Bar closed. I did two of 
them in Japan, and then I did two of them at other 
clubs, with Mel [Cheren]. I stopped in ‘99—I 
didn’t do one in ‘99. In 2000, I was opening for 
Little Louie Vega at Shelter, but it wasn’t Shelter 
at that time. It wasn’t Area anymore either. It was 
Vinyl! I was playing from midnight to five and 
Louie played from five til closing. Louie and I… 
started going back and forth with one another 
for about half an hour, and Mel said, “This is fun! 
The two of you should play more often together. 
Why don’t you do a Garage party together?” Louis 
said, “I’ll do it if you want.” I said, “No, I don’t 
wanna do it anymore! I just stopped this year!” 

Later on, I’m sitting in the back talking with 
some friends, and in walked Joey Llanos. I hadn’t 
seen Joey in about a year and a half. I got up and 
hugged him, asked what he was doing. He said 
he just happened to be in the city and came by. I 
said, “Mel’s trying to get me to do a Garage party.” 
He said, “I’m in.” “You’ll do it?” “Yeah.” We all 
talked, and we decided to do it, so, in 2001, we all 
did a Garage party at Vinyl—me, Joey, and Louie. 
2002, we did another one. Then, that club closed, 
and Joey and I started doing them ourselves

Is it wild for you to see the growing interest 
with young people?
Well, that was my whole thing! I didn’t want 
anyone to forget Larry, and I think I fulfilled my 

promise. His name is huge all over the world. I 
don’t think it’s all because of me, but I helped 
keep his name going. I’ve done a hundred 
interviews around this world and I always talk 
about Larry. It’s always about where I came 
from—I always give credit to Nicky, to Larry, and 
to David Mancuso. I don’t want credit for myself! 
I wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for them. All the 
DJs nowadays that make all this money, they’re 
standing on the shoulder of a few certain DJs. 
Even though it’s music history, it’s still history. 
David Mancuso started this! He started house 
parties, started underground parties, started two 
turntables, the hanging tweeters. He started this! 
All these DJs making millions of dollars, they 
wouldn’t be doing this professionally if it wasn’t 
for David. They don’t know, but they should.

I wanted the street to say Larry Levan Way, 
because if one day the building gets knocked 
down, there’s nothing left. Maybe one day some 
little kid is walking with his father and looks up 
goes, “Why does that street have two names?” The 
kid will Google Larry’s name and see the history.

The same way we talk about Ella Fitzgerald or 
Duke Ellington… the way we talk about that kind 
of music in America… DJs and dance music are 
also part of history in America. 

It’s more than music, it’s social progress, too.
My point is, it should be talked about and 
it should be known. Because it was social 
experiment. People always went to nightclubs—
there was always bars and stuff—but taking the 
emphasis off the singer or the band and putting 
it on vinyl and music… that changed everything. 
I mean, you go to wedding now and there isn’t 
a band anymore! It’s DJs. You go to a big show, 
then after you go hear a DJ. Some of these DJs are 
the show now, they are the act!

The Garage had a name for the first five years—
you went to the Garage. Then, after a while, you 
went to the Garage to hear Larry—Larry became 
just as famous as the Garage, and that helped 
make DJs famous. Larry got remixes because of 
the power of the audience’s reactions —he had 
a big audience that loved what he did. When he 
remixed a record, even if they bought the original, 
they went out and bought it a second time to get 
Larry’s mix. That started the profession of “Mix 
Consultants” who went to the studio to remix or 
reproduce a record. Then, they realized some DJs 
got so powerful they let them produce a record 
from scratch. Then, Larry got so powerful they 
gave him his own record deal, Garage Records. 
He broke the ground for all these DJ-producers 
out there now. Not just Larry, though—there was 
a lot of other DJs that did it, too. François K did 
it, Tee Scott did it. My point is, there’s a whole 
lotta DJs of that era that deserve a lotta respect 
and credit that they don’t get, other than [from] 
the small little house community here.
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DAVID MORALES, DAVID DEPINO 
AND JOEY LLANOS PLAY AT ELSE-
WHERE (599 JOHNSON ST, BROOK-
LOYN) ON THE NIGHT BEFORE NEW 
YEAR’S EVE, 12/30 ALONG WITH  
QUENTIN HARRIS AND HECTOR 
ROMERO IN ROOM TWO. $20 ADV.
Tickets at thenightbeforenew-
yearseve.eventbrite.com



Intro    Along with phantom rival Mudd Club, Club 57 pioneered a new form 
of downtown partying that didn’t offer revellers form of entertainment—
almost invariably DJing or live bands—but instead combined both of those 
elements while introducing further stimulation in the form of film screenings, 
immersive happenings, art exhibitions, poetry readings, and, most strikingly, 
performance art.

The reigning atmosphere was one of participation, creativity and freedom, 
with revellers determined to escape what they judged to be the humdrum, 
suburban lives of their parents. Aided by an economy that featured low rents, 
cheap restaurants and cut-price materials, they soon started to stage events 
six nights a week. “It was like Halloween every night,” recalls Ann Magnuson, 
who started to run the venue with CBGB friends Susan Hannaford and Tom 
Scully in the spring of 1979.

Club 57’s legacy turned out to be strangely vulnerable. Talented regulars such 
as Keith Haring received opportunities to develop their work in other settings. 
Gentrification required artists to develop a commercial/professional practice 
that didn’t sit easily with the earlier joints-and-mushrooms mindset. The rise 
of the East Village gallery scene limited the venue’s ability to stage art shows. 
Performers gravitated to other venues, among them Danceteria and Pyramid. 
The spread of AIDS wiped out significant numbers of partygoers.

With Steven Hager’s 1986 East Village art survey, Art After Midnight, an 
important exception, I found it surprisingly difficult to track down writing 
about about Club 57 when I started to research Life and Death on the New 
York Dance Floor, 1980-83, back in 2008/09. For a while I wondered if Club 57 

and the wider art-punk scene would assume some kind of tertiary position 
in the book, set back behind the towering stories of post-disco dance 
music and the breakthrough of hip hop. But in December 2009 I interviewed 
Magnuson, who helped me understand the innovative quality of the art-punk 
scene as well as its importance to the wider party ecosystem. Six years later 
Magnuson told me that The Museum of Modern Art was planning a Club 57 
exhibition for 2017.

Given that New York City has long struggled to appreciate the cultural, social 
and economic contribution of partying to its vibrancy and cohesiveness, The 
Museum of Modern Art’s show, titled “Club 57: Film, Performance, and Art in 
the East Village, 1978-1983,” amounts to a significant development. Maybe 
news of its development even contributed to the overturning of the Cabaret 
Licensing law. Certainly some far-out elements of the city’s history are now 
being excavated and celebrated in ways that would have been unimaginable 
to the likes of Hannaford, Magnuson and Scully when they decided to start a 
party. Drawn from Life and Death on the New York Dance Floor, narrates Club 
57’s contribution to an extraordinary era.  — Tim Lawrence

Club 57: Film, 
Performance, and

Art in the East Village, 
1978–1983

Intro by Tim Lawrence, followed by an excerpt from Tim’s book, “Life and Death on the New 
York Dance Floor, 1980 1983” licensed from Duke University Press. All images from the current 

MoMA exhibition “Club 57: Film, Performance, and Art in the East Village, 1978–1983.”
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The Rule of Mr. Klaus #19, 1980. Photograph by Anthony Scibelli, from a series for a photo-roman written by Peter 
Nolan Smith (pictured). Collection Peter Nolan Smith, courtesy the artist. 



Excerpt: A self-described suburban refugee of 
West Virginia, Ann Magnuson studied theater 
and cinema in Ohio before moving to New 
York in January 1978 to complete her studies 
by working as an intern director. She arrived 
somewhat disappointed that the Great Lakes 
College Association had assigned her to work at 
the Ensemble Studio Theater, an Off-Broadway 
theater company based on 52nd Street, rather 
than an avant-garde, downtown setup. But 
within days she threw herself into the sunless 
substrata of CBGB and Max’s Kansas City, 
where she headed “every night” except the one 
when she checked out Studio 54, which held her 
attention for all of fifteen minutes. “The punk 
bands at CBGB opened everybody’s eyes and 
made us think, ‘Yeah, pick up an instrument, pick 
up a paintbrush, there’s nothing to stop you!’ ” 
she reminisces. “ ‘There are no limits, there are 
no rules! Let your freak flag wave high!’ ” Fair-
skinned, doe-eyed, and inspired, Magnuson 

resolved to combine her two worlds of theater 
and nightclubs. By June she was so immersed she 
refused to attend her graduation ceremony.

That autumn Magnuson teamed up with CBGB 
friends Susan Hannaford and Tom Scully to stage 
a four-night “New Wave Vaudeville” variety show 
at Irving Plaza, a Polish veterans’ club located 
at 15th Street and Irving Place. With punk-art 
energy charging the rehearsals, which included 
debutant Klaus Nomi singing an aria from the 
opera Samson et Dalila dressed in alien drag, 
building manager Stanley Strychacki invited the 
audacious organizers to view another spot he ran, 
Club 57, previously the East Village Student Club, 
which was located in the basement of the Holy 
Cross Polish National Church at 57 St. Mark’s 
Place. Strychacki had already started to schedule 
punk concerts and film screenings in the spot, 
including the April 1978 Reelin’, Rockin’ Film 
Festival. But there were limits to what he could 
manage, plus neighbors complained about the 

live music, so he decided to head in the direction 
of the “New Wave Vaudeville” cabaret. The Mudd 
Club had only just got going and was barely open 
to the public. There was plenty of slack to take up.

Hannaford, Magnuson, and Scully checked out 
the St. Mark’s Place spot and then returned with 
friends to test opinion. “We entered into this 
small dark room with low ceilings and random 
institutional pieces of furniture scattered around,” 
recalls School of Visual Arts (SVA) student 
Frank Holliday. “There was an old wooden bar 
on the left side, much like other Polish bars in 
the neighborhood, but smaller, and there was 
some old lamp. It smelled like a church—it was 
musty, old, dark.” Holliday remembers that “it 
really didn’t look like much,” but Scully could 
barely contain his excitement as he explained 
how the spot could be used to stage parties and 
screenings, and Strychacki couldn’t have been 
happier when the three friends agreed to accept 

his offer. “I fell in love with them and I got them!” 
recalls the Polish manager.

Strychacki continued to schedule events during 
the long, hard winter of 1978–1979, among 
them Double Exposure, a four-night film and 
performance festival that featured subterranean 
stars such as Kathy Acker, John Lurie, and James 
Nares. Then, beginning in April, Hannaford, 
Magnuson, and Scully cleaned and painted 
the basement spot while Strychacki persuaded 
Magnuson to take on a managerial role. A month 
later, Hannaford and Scully launched the weekly 
Monster Movie Club with a screening of the 
sci-fi comedy Invasion of the Saucer Men, and 
the night soon started to attract SVA students, 
who took to punctuating films with riotous 
comments as joints and mushrooms accentuated 
the fun. The venue quickly settled into a quiet 
routine that featured movie nights, theatrical 
performances, St. Mark’s Poetry Project events, 
and, beginning in August, meetings of the Ladies 

Auxiliary of the Lower East Side, a Magnuson-led 
feminist group that resembled a punk version of 
the Junior League. “There was this guy at one of 
the St. Mark’s Poetry Project nights doing this 
off-the-wall stuff and they all hated him,” recalls 
Magnuson, who was managing the venue that 
night. “When he came up to the bar I said, ‘You’re 
my favorite poet!’ That was the first time I met 
Keith and we became friends.”

Raised in Kutztown, Pennsylvania, Keith Haring 
was already combining calligraphy, energetic 
shapes, semiotics, and the cutup language of 
William Burroughs and Fluxus with a passion 
for performance, music, and partying when SVA 
and pot-smoking buddy Holliday introduced him 
to Club 57. Soon after, Haring started to usher 
other college friends into the denlike spot. One 
of them, Kenny Scharf, a University of California 
graduate, melded pop art, surrealism, suburban 
culture, and space-age imagery. Another, John 

McLaughlin, shifted his focus from painting 
to performance art as he restyled his hair into 
a blond pompadour, took on the persona of a 
Las Vegas lounge singer/alternative burlesque 
performer, and started to go under the name 
of John Sex. A third, Drew Straub, who also 
hailed from Kutztown, started to make art out of 
pennies. A fourth, Wendy Wild, who was dating 
Sex, flung herself into performance opportunities 
and took on the celebrated role of preparing the 
mushroom punch. “Club 57 attracted a particular 
kind of art student, as well as people who never 
went to art school but were attracted to that kind 
of aesthetic,” remembers Magnuson, who signed 
all comers up to a $2-a-head membership system, 
introduced in case the cops asked why alcohol 
was being served in the unlicensed club. “Every 
body started to meet each other and it just built.”

Following a stifling August, Magnuson began 
to curate and organize nights at a bewildering 
pace, with Hannaford and Scully, the SVA posse, 

and regulars such as Dany Johnson, William 
Fleet Lively, Andy Rees, Naomi Regelson, and 
the Ladies Auxiliary troops contributing to a 
program that started to run six nights a week 
during the autumn. Screenings remained at 
the core of the program. Jerry Beck’s “Cartoons 
You Won’t See on TV” presented animation that 
featured violence, sex, and racism. “Home Movie 
Torture” showcased embarrassing moments 
captured on video. Beck and Magnuson’s retro 
TV night “Television Nostomania” replayed 
episodes of TV shows from the 1950s and 1960s. 
Bill Landis, the creator of grindhouse movie 
scene journal Sleazoid Express, presented films 
that captured the sex and drugs culture of Times 
Square. Film also merged with performance and 
partying, as was the case the night Fellini’s La 
Dolce Vita played during the “Decadent High 
Fashion Bacchanal Party.” Meanwhile Hannaford 
and Scully augmented their Monster Movie Club 
by initiating a second weekly slot that screened 
films ranging from Belle de Jour, Luis Buñel’s tale 
of a housewife’s sadomasochistic fantasy, to Russ 
Meyer’s exploitation film Faster, Pussycat! Kill! 
Kill! The curatorial efforts of her partners shaped 
the emergence of a “Hammer-vampire-Texas-
Chainsaw-astrozombie knowledge,” Magnuson 
argued in 1982.

Club 57 also introduced a vibrant combination 
of artistic and performance based events that 
knew no obvious precedent in the city, in part 
because noise problems prevented Magnuson 
and company from developing the kind of live 
music schedule that Steve Mass had championed 
at the Mudd Club. Scharf staged the venue’s first 
exhibition, Celebration of the Space Age. Haring 
curated a multi-artist Xerox Art show and an 
open Club 57 Invitational. Sex’s participatory 
“Acts of Live Art” nights integrated all manner 
of weird and wild performances, including 
wheelchair-bound convulsions, the Bertha 
Butt Boogie caveman dance, naked rapping, 
majorette tap dancing to disco, and a matador 
striptease. Participatory events such as the punk 
rock game show “Name That Noise,” the photo 
dance party “Pictures You Can Dance To,” and 
the performance night “Rapper Party, Psycho 
Disco with Special Guests” kept the fun and 
inventiveness flowing. If there was live music, 
it usually came courtesy of in-house bands, the 
Man Rays, who performed with tin foil wrapped 
around their heads so that they resembled 
human baked potatoes (as Kai Eric, a front man, 
conceptual artist, and boyfriend of Magnuson, 
liked to put it), or from featured bands that didn’t 
push the decibels too hard, as was the case with 
ART, the Only Band in the World.

Special parties completed the schedule. The 
Ladies Auxiliary started things off with a packed 
“Stay Free Mini Prom.” Magnuson channeled her 
obsession with the communist bloc at “Radio 
Free Europe,” where she launched her Russian 
pop-star character Anoushka. Revelers messed 
about with model kits, glue, and (for those who 
wanted to sniff the glue) paper bags at “Dada 
Disco GoGo Cavalcade/Model World of Glue,” 
after which the Man Rays performed “Dada 
Disco.” The “Putt-Putt Reggae Party” featured 
a miniature eighteen-hole-golf-course-cum-
Jamaican-shantytown made out of refrigerator 
boxes. “Iran, Iraq and Iroll” satirized the stalled 
Iran hostage crisis as Scully DJ-ed in a headdress 
made out of a U.S. flag. “Ladies Wrestling Night” 
featured raucous battles, faux coaches, and camp 
refereeing. The “Bongo Voodoo” event combined 
chicken cursing, secret rituals, and frenzied 
ceremonial dancing. And the “Debutante Ball” 
foregrounded elegant outfits, couples dancing, 

and MC Kristian Hoffman of punk outfit the 
Mumps crooning ballads. And so the theme 
parties rolled until the calendar crescendoed with 
the “Elvis Memorial Party,” held in mid-August 
1980, which brought together Elvis lookalikes, 
impressionists, memorabilia, and a screening 
of King Creole, only for a faulty air conditioner 
to burst into flames and break up the festivities. 
Revelers proceeded to clamber onto the fire truck 
until angry Polish residents doused them with 
bathwater.

Dancing became central to the fun as Club 57-
ites honed retro styles such as the twist, the 
shimmy, the frug, and the jerk, usually in bursts 
of an hour or two before and after the billed 
attraction. Initially Scully supplied the music 
via a jukebox, but then the cofounder started 
to DJ, sometimes putting on themed nights 
such as “British Invasion” and “The Wild, Wild 
World of Speed,” with Naomi Regelson and Dany 
Johnson also taking turns. Notable for her mix 
of boogaloo, go-go, funk, and new wave, and 
favoring what she calls “campy records” sourced 
in neighborhood junk shops, Johnson became the 
main DJ over time. “Dany always knew how to 
make us shake hard and fast,” recalls Scharf. “The 
spoof atmosphere was part of the fun.” Packed 
with just fifty people and rammed when one 
hundred showed up, the floor heated up quickly. 
“ There’d be so much dancing the DJ equipment 
would start to vibrate and the music would 
skip,” remembers Magnuson, who also played 
records from time to time. “That was a huge 
problem. It’d put a dampener on proceedings and 
sometimes we’d just resort to the jukebox.” Eric, 
another occasional DJ, described Club 57 as an 
envirothèque—or an environmental discotheque.

Club 57 was a creature of the East Village, where 
cheap tenement accommodation drew in East 
European Jews during the nineteenth and first 
half of the twentieth centuries followed by Puerto 
Ricans and Dominicans in the postwar era. The 
area also emerged as a hotbed of countercultural 
activity during the late 1960s and early 1970s 
when the Fillmore East on Second Avenue and 
the Electric Circus on St. Mark’s Place combined 
psychedelic rock performance and immersive 
multimedia effects supplied by groups such as 
the Joshua Light Show. Punk aesthetics surged to 
the fore when it became acceptable to sleep with 
a hippie but not be one during the 1970s. When 
Allen Ginsberg moved to 437 East 12th Street in 
1975, having relocated to the East Village in 1952, 
he was joined by so many like-minded artists 
the tenement came to be known as the Poets 
Building. Because space was so tight, residents 
got out as much as they could, and the willingness 
of the SVA student crowd and others to turn Club 
57 into an expanded living room became a major 
factor in the venue’s development.

Even if Strychalski was the first to shape Club 
57 as an East Village hangout, and although he 
continued to tend the building while smoothing 
neighborly relations, his main contribution 
turned out to be his empowerment of “chief 
scientist” Magnuson, who “had the enthusiasm, 
the energy and the stamina to take the crazy 
brilliance of the club and the ideas of its members 
and turn them into things that really happened.” 
Harnessing the energy of punk, the thrill of 
suburban escape, the freedom of cheap living, 
the comic potential of kitsch pop culture, and 
the twist of hallucinogenics, the venue came to 
resemble a giant television set that could be tuned 
to a different channel at the click of a suggestion, 
just as Magnuson dreamed it. “I lived for creating 
a new theater experience every night,” she recalls. 

“The vibe was just total freedom.” When New 
York Magazine referenced the venue in March 
1980, it described it as “one of the wittiest of the 
new clubs.” Anarchy, parody, libidinousness, and 
performance were making a stand.

The Mudd Club had been open for a year before 
a vague rivalry began to take shape. Dressed as 
a character in Jean-Luc Godard’s Alphaville, 
Magnuson approached Amos Poe at the White 
Street launch, hoping to land a role in a future 
movie, and she returned on a regular basis right 
through the spring of 1979. “My first impressions 
of the Mudd Club were, ‘Great, a new place to go 
on our nightly club-hopping escapades!’ ” she 
remembers. Admittedly she didn’t identify with 
the Mudd Club’s atmosphere of exclusivity and 
also recalls being “a little suspicious” of Steve 
Mass, “who seemed to be this weird, moneyed 
nerd who wanted to exploit a downtown 
aesthetic” that she “felt was already well in place.” 
Yet it was only when Club 57 started to motor in 
the autumn of 1979 that a low-key, largely jocular 
competitiveness emerged. Soon after Mass began 
to hire Magnuson and her friends to work at his 
spot.

At times Club 57 and the Mudd Club 57 
resembled chalk-and-cheese siblings. Whereas 
the St. Mark’s locale attracted a barely-out-of-
college crowd that turned out to be ever-willing 
to engage in frivolous activity, the White Street 
spot drew in a more mature and self-consciously 
serious demographic that included some who 
looked down on their precocious counterparts. 
“They were more of an annoyance than anything 
else,” notes Ken Aronds of the Club 57 posse and 
their whacky activities. Distinguishing the spots 
in polar terms, Straub concludes that whereas 
Club 57 was grounded in “creation,” the Mudd 
Club reveled in “destruction,” and his view was 
echoed by Scharf, who characterizes the St. 
Mark’s spot as “groovy” and the White Street 
venue as “cool.” Dressing for special parties, Club 
57-ites tended to piece together vintage outfits, 
whereas Mudd Clubbers regulars preferred 
S/M gear, severe uniforms, and minimalist chic. 
“They dressed like characters in a new wave film, 
whereas we were much more into laughing and 
bright psychedelic colors,” observes Magnuson. 
“We tended to take nothing seriously and that 
can be an affront to people who are taking things 
way too seriously.”

Environmental factors played their part. With 
East Village neighbors to pacify, Magnuson and 
friends placed cabaret and screenings at the 
center of Club 57’s activity, whereas the relative 
desolation of White Street made it possible for 
Mass to place live music and DJ-ing at the heart 
of his program. More important, whereas the 
Mudd Club operated as a fully licensed venue 
that generated revenue that Mass could reinvest 
in elaborate happenings, Club 57 resembled a 
ramshackle youth club that ran a limited, semi-
legal bar and could barely fund its basic upkeep. 
Although the St. Mark’s venue could attract crowds 
of up to a hundred, sometimes more, gatherings 
tended to be intimate, with some fifteen people 
turning up to the “Putt-Putt Reggae Party,” and 
the venue rarely experiencing the kinds of queues 
that became standard at the Mudd Club. “Club 
57 was not like a real bar or a business in any 
way,” points out Johnson, who contributed to the 
makeshift operation by variously tending the bar, 
running the door, helping out at the coat check, 
operating the projector, and sweeping up at the 
end of the night in addition to her DJ-ing duties, 
depending on circumstances. Offering further 
contrast, Magnuson was younger, poorer, more 
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Kenny Scharf (American, born 1958). Untitled #6 (Speed), 1979. Mixed media on board. 
Courtesy the artist and Honor Fraser Gallery, Los Angeles.



RIOBAMBA
APOCALIPSIS
Superficie, “Hélices” (Salviatek) 
Brazilian producer by way of a Montevideo, 
Uruguay-based label; this 6-track EP is a 
testament to reaching a hard to achieve 
equilibrium– balancing expert studies in 
polyrhythms made the club and a relentless 
hyperreality. 

Mitú, “Cosmus” (ZZK)
Colombian techno-futurist brilliance; Mitú is 
still slept on here in the U.S. but I hope every-
one will check out their entire discography. 
Cosmus maintains their non-linear, hypnotic 
songwriting chaos while sampling from San 
Basilio de Palenque’s history of rhythms, 
MIDI trances, and vocalists channelling the 
region’s traditions.

Luny Tunes, “Más Flow Vol. 1” (V1 
Music)
So this piece of magic came out in 2003 but 
I find myself regularly going back to it for 
inspiration; Francisco Saldaña and Victor 
Cabrera a.k.a. Luny Tunes know how to write 
the hell out of a melodic intro, creating drama 
& suspense that leaves room for each track to 
break into explosive reggaetón.

45Diboss, “Love Power and Sound 
Mind” (Dise Records) 
NA from Nguzunguzu produced a dancehall 
album for JA-based artist 45Diboss and it is 
as moody and varied as one would hope; rid-
dim meditations to ringtone sampling beats 
to more aggressive dancefloor selections.

RAINEY, “More Stuff EP” (Self-re-
leased)
The Bronx blesses us with another gem; 
RAINEY has uploaded a few EPs for free 
download to his Soundcloud over the past 
year, he’s somewhat of a chameleon emcee 
and this pack dips between grime, dembow, 
mambo, dancehall faster than I can keep up.

sociable, and more artistic than Mass, whose 
entrepreneurial and managerial reputation offset 
his formidable creative and intellectual qualities.

Yet talk of difference concealed important ties. 
Participant and critic Steven Hager would go 
on to argue that the Club 57 crowd was “more 
interested in the sort of sensibility embodied 
by the B-52’s” than its Mudd Club counterpart, 
preferring grooviness, camp, and color to 
dissonance, seriousness, and black, yet the B-52s 
performed at the Mudd Club several times, Fred 
Schneider worked at the White Street spot, and 
his co-hosting of the “Hawaiian Beach Party” at 
the Mudd Club set the tone for future forays into 
kitsch and irony. Twisting in the other direction, 
Mudd Club diehards Amos Poe and James 
Nares screened films at Club 57, the Contortions 
performed at the St. Mark’s spot long before 
they debuted on White Street, and Mudd Club 
DJ Anita Sarko started to head to Club 57 when 
she wasn’t working, “honored” to have witnessed 
what she took to be a parody of herself DJ-ing 
the first time she headed to the venue. “Most of 
the things were extreme and very sexual, gender-
bending or campy—a cross between drag shows 
and social critique,” recalls Diego Cortez, another 
participant whose social allegiance was never 
singular. “It was high- level camp and interesting 
from a theatrical point of view. I went there all the 
time.” Nor did clichés about drug consumption 
straightforwardly apply, for while mushrooms 
were popular on St. Mark’s Place, heroin hardly 
went down at all on White Street, in part because 
coke was the drug of choice, in part because of 
the sheer impracticality of shooting up in a bar. 
“Early on there was a bit of a rivalry,” observes 
Magnuson. “But I hesitate to even call it that now, 
even though I’ve been quoted saying as much.”

For a while Mass carried on as if Club 57 didn’t 
even exist as a pimple on the face of the downtown 
scene, with live music still central to his seven-
nights-a-week offering during 1980. […] Mass 
couldn’t straightforwardly ignore developments 
at Club 57, however, and beginning in the summer 
of 1980 he started to offer work to several core 
members, hiring Magnuson and Johnson to 
help refurbish the second- floor lounge, Susan 
Hannaford and Samantha McEwen to work the 
coat check, Stacey Elkin to organize a cocktail-
dress fashion show, and Scharf to take part in 
performances and help out on the door—until 
he refused entry to a Bowie lookalike who turned 
out to be Bowie. “He also borrowed an idea or 
two, so after Magnuson staged a “Playboy Party” 
at Club 57 in July Mass arranged for her to stage 
an equivalent event on White Street in October. 
(Assuming the role of “hutch mother,” Magnuson 
performed alongside Wendy Wild in Barbie and 
the Heft ones, the imagined band of Playboy 
magnate Hugh Hefner, played by Mass.) The 
Mudd Club owner denies making a particular 
beeline for the Club 57 crowd, noting that he was 
constantly recruiting new talent anyhow, yet he 
would have happily employed Magnuson as a 
right- hand woman alongside Tina L’Hotsky if 
she’d been available. Club 57-ites were happy to 
collaborate. “We would have preferred to have 
made money at Club 57 and not gone anywhere 
else, but we weren’t set up like that,” explains 
Magnuson. “So although there was a reluctance 
to do these things at the Mudd Club we did them 
and we had fun and we were going there a lot 
anyhow.”
--

“1981”
Club 57 also splintered after Magnuson stepped 
back from managing the venue in September 

1980. “I remember Dany [Johnson] trying to talk 
me out of quitting,” she recalls. “ ‘Where will we 
go?’ was the question. But I just could not do it 
anymore. I was doing something different every 
single night at Club 57 and I was very worn out. 
I was also being asked to perform in places like 
the Kitchen and the Walker Art Center, and 
wanted to pursue my career in performance art, 
theater, film, and music.” Picking up the role and 
supported by Dale Ashman, a committed regular 
who took on bar and drudgery duties, Andy Rees 
introduced more musical theater and cabaret 
until his penchant for a drink too many led Kai 
Eric to take on the job, possibly as part of an 
unsuccessful ploy to win back the affections of 
Magnuson. With Stanley Strychacki having stood 
in the way of Johnson taking over for reasons 
unknown to those involved, the dj supported Eric 
as he introduced more live bands and art shows 
into the weekly offering. Assuming the directorial 
role around the autumn of 1981, Ira Abramowitz 
badmouthed Eric with false allegations about 
misappropriating funds for drug use, performed 
under the provocative name of Needles Jones, 
and instilled the venue with a renewed if darker 
sense of purpose. “By this time I didn’t even care 
anymore,” recalls Magnuson. “I was so involved 
with other things. The fact the club went on 
for another year or two and still had creative 
output is pretty amazing.” The turnover at the 
top didn’t result in any obvious slowdown in the 
level of activity. Part of the expanded theatrical 
program, Scot Whitman and Marc Shaiman 
channeled their love of musicals into the Barbie- 
themed “Living Dolls” and The Sound of Music 
spoof “The Sound of Muzak.” Contributing to the 
dramatic repertoire, Warhol superstar Ondine 
appeared in The Life of Burr, an original play that 
explored the fetishistic urges of Ironside actor 
Raymond Burr. Other highlights saw Magnuson 
and Rees step into the personas of evangelists 
Jim and Tammy Bakker, and John Sex deliver 
his first burlesque show. “The 57 Per for mance 
Expo” featured the contributions of more than 
forty poets, photographers, and other artists. 
Special theme parties included a “Rites of Spring 
Bacchanal,” during which the homegrown, 
thirteen- member female percussion band 
Pulsallama made its debut. On the art front, 
Michael Holman or ga nized a two- night graffiti 
exhibition and Haring staged a “Two Black Light 
Nights” show. The movie program included a 
screening of the soft-core thriller Sugar Cookies. 
And the scaled-up live music schedule featured 
appearances by the likes of Certain General, Rhys 
Chatham, Liquid Liquid, Snuky Tate, 3 Teens Kill 
4, and the in- house simulation act Velvet Mania, 
which had Magnuson taking on the part of Velvet 
Underground’s Nico.
--

Up on St. Mark’s Place, meanwhile, Ira 
Abramowitz took Club 57 back into the theatrical 
territory established by Andy Rees. “He added 
darker, grittier events alongside the camp- 
oriented musical theater of Marc Shaiman and 
Scott Wittman,” recalls Ann Magnuson. “Marc 
and Scott were Theater of the Ridiculous, but 
with show tunes. Ira introduced this element that 
was grungier, messier.” Dany Johnson maintains 
that the club was still fun but had slid since 
Magnuson had stepped back from her managerial 
role. “We started to have more live music, which 
turned the neighbors against the club,” recalls the 
dj. “Heroin use by some of the management was 
also a prob lem.” Magnuson maintains that it was 
“pretty amazing” the club went on as long as it 
did, given the circumstances. Stanley Strychacki 
frets that Abramowitz “brought energies to the 
club” until his personal life “got in the way.”

SELECTED DISCOGRAPHY
DANY JOHNSON, CLUB 57 (1980)

Ray Barretto, “Midnight Boogaloo”
The B-52’s, “Dance This Mess Around”
The B-52’s, “Planet Claire”
Blondie, “I Know but I Don’t Know”
Bootsy’s Rubber Band, “Bootzilla”
James Brown, “The Payback”
The Bush Tetras, “Too Many Creeps”
Bobby Byrd, “Hot Pants—I’m Coming, I’m 
Coming, I’m Coming”
Edd Byrnes, “Kookie’s Mad Pad”
Cannibal & the Headhunters, “Land of 1,000 
Dances”
Jimmy Castor, “The Bertha Butt Boogie”
Chakachas, “Jungle Fever”
Petula Clark, “I Know a Place”
Lynn Collins, “Rock Me Again & Again & Again & 
Again & Again & Again (6 Times)”
Count 5, “Psychotic Reaction”
The Cramps, “I’m Cramped”
Delta 5, “Mind Your Own Business”
Manu Dibango, “Soul Makossa”
Duane Eddy, “Peter Gunn”
Shirley Ellis, “The Clapping Song (Clap Pat Clap 
Slap)”
Fatback Band, “King Tim III (Personality Jock)”
Fela and Afrika 70, “Zombie!”
Aretha Franklin, “Rock Steady”
Incredible Bongo Band, “Bongo Rock”
The Joe Cuba Sextet, “Bang! Bang!”
King Swallow, “Please Don’t Stop the Party Party 
Party”
Little Richard, “The Girl Can’t Help It”
Lene Lovich, “Lucky Number”
Lulu, “The Boat That I Row”
Marie et les Garçons, “Re- Bop”
Mitch Ryder and the Detroit Wheels, “Devil with 
a Blue Dress On”
Mo-Dettes, “White Mice”
Sandy Nelson, “Let There Be Drums”
Parliament, “Tear the Roof Off the Sucker (Give 
Up the Funk)”
People’s Choice, “Do It Any Way You Wanna”
Pete Rodriguez y Su Contunjo, “I Like It (I Like 
It Like That)”
Pylon, “Gravity”
Ricardo Ray, “The Nitty Gritty”
Nancy Sinatra, “Lightning’s Girl”
Millie Small, “My Boy Lollipop”
Frankie Smith, “Double Dutch Bus”
Spoonie Gee Meets the Sequence, “Monster Jam”
Yma Sumac, “Taki Rari”
The Supremes, “Love Is Like an Itching in My 
Heart”
Sylvia, “Pussy Cat”
Talking Heads, “Warning Sign”
Toys, “Attack”
The Ventures, “Out of Limits”
Betty Wright, “Clean Up Woman”

--
END NOTES
12. Jones and Wilson, “Late Shows,” 72.
13. Mudd Club advertisement, East Village Eye, 
summer 1980, 7.
14. Flyer, “War Games: Combat Love Party,” 20 
June 1979. Scan held by author.
15. Leonard Abrams, “Steve Mass,” East Village 
Eye, November 1983, 11.
16. Brien Coleman, “Tina L’Hotsky . . . High 
Priestess,” East Village Eye, summer 1979, 31. 
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”The Basement Den at Club 57 ,” in Life and 
Death on the New York Dance Floor, 1980–1983, 
Tim Lawrence, pp. 30-47, and Explosion of 
Clubs 135-154 excerpts. Copyright, 2016, 
Duke University Press. All rights reserved. 
Republished by permission of the copyright 
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Part III — 
CONNECTIONS

In the last 2 issues, we discussed cables and 
mixing boards. This edition will cover connect-
ing your instruments, processors, mixing board 
and interface/tape machine to a patch bay. 
Depending on how much equipment you have, 
or plan to have, a patch bay will make it easier 
to access all of the audio inputs and outputs of 
the studio. Efficient and also door-opening to 
new connections, a patch bay will save time and 
encourage creative ideas.
 
What the hell is a patch bay?
 
A patch bay is a series of audio jacks that are 
routed to the inputs and outputs of equipment. 
In the back of the patch bay, the cables connect 
to the gear. In the front of the patch bay, shorter 
“patch cables” are used to make connections 
between the equipment. Imagine in the old 
movies when someone places a phone call. The 
operator takes a patch cable and connects the 
caller’s house with the house of the person they 
are calling. Now imagine you want to route a 
synth through a filter to a mixing board channel 
and record it. If set up correctly, this can be done 
with one or two quick patch cables and minimal 
thought, just like the phone operator. If you 
wanted the same effects chain you have already 
patched, but on a different synth, you move one 
patch cable. If you want it going to a different 
mixing board channel, same story. No going 
behind the desk and messing with the cables. 
All connections are contained to a few rack 
spaces where you can reach without getting up. 
Every synth, drum machine, effect, mixing board 
channel, and i/o from your recording device can 
communicate.
 
Patch bays generally come in 2 sizes. TRS 1/4” 
and the more professional TT bantam. I recom-
mend 1/4” unless you have a very high end mix-
ing board and interface with many groups of 8 
inputs/outputs on DB25 connectors. TT bantam 
is smaller and more expensive, and these patch 
cables are a unique size. Plus, you are more likely 
to use 1/4” connections to your instruments and 
effects and have these cables already. A single 
patch bay unit contains 2 rows of jacks in both 
the front and back. [Fig 1.] These are not simply 
long 1/4” barrels that go straight through to the 
other side, however. Each channel is a card that 
has 4 jacks on it [Fig. 2] and can be configured 
in 2 or 3 different ways, usually by taking the 
card out and flipping it 180 degrees, or some-
times with a switch on the front panel.
 
Half-normalled (Black over Grey in the front) 

 Phil Moffa:

[Fig.3] – Referring to the connections in the 
back, this means that the cable plugged into 
the top automatically routes to cable plugged 
into the bottom. No patch cable is needed. 
Therefore most patch bays are connected with 
the old axiom “OUTS OVER INS.” Example: 
the OUTPUT of all the most often used synths 
are NORMALLED to the line INPUTS on a 
mixing board. Therefore, when a synth makes 
a sound, it immediately comes up on a mixing 
board channel if it is normalled to it. Let’s say 
though that you want to hear a synth that is not 
normalled to a channel, but somewhere out in 
left field on the bay. One patch cable will route 

the output of that synth to the mixing board 
channel and “break” the normal of the synth that 
is usually connected there. In a half-normalled 
configuration, you can use it as a splitter or 
“mult” (short for multiple) and the signal goes 
to both the bottom where it’s normalled, and out 
of the top as well to a second destination. [Fig. 
3, top] Example: a synth is half-normalled to 
a mixing board channel line input. Patch from 
the top into a flanger pedal and routing the 
output to an adjacent channel. Now you have the 
dry signal on one channel and the wet flanged 
version on another.
 
Split (Black over Black) [Fig. 3] – This config-
uration also acts as a multi and splits the one 
signal on the bottom in the back into two. If 
there is a cable in the top on the back of the bay, 
it makes that channel “Isolated.”
 
Isolated (Black over Black) [Fig. 3] – This 
means that there is no connection between the 
top and bottom; they are independent of each 
other. This configuration can be useful for filling 
up the patch bay with lesser used items or to 
conveniently put the outs and ins of devices 
neatly near each other without them feeding 
back into themselves. Basically anything that 
doesn’t “need” to go somewhere else can stay 
isolated.
 

In Practice:

Looking at the labeling of Fig. 1, let’s put togeth-
er a hypothetical situation where you have an 
8 channel interface, a 16 channel mixing board 
with 4 aux sends, 4 effects processors, a bunch 
of instruments, and a DJ setup. Splitting the 
board into half, 8 channels are used for making 
a beat and sending instruments to the interface 
inputs, and the other 8 channels are used for 
the outputs of the interface if you wanted to do 
a board mix. For this situation, 2 24-channel 
patch bays should be enough. If you bump this 
configuration up to a 24 channel board or a 16 
i/o interface, you’ll need another bay or two.
 
All connections to equipment are made in the 
back of the patch bay. Wherever a channel is 
grey on the bottom in the front, that means 
the connection is half-normalled. Grey is used 
in this article because a well-trusted patch bay 
unit, the Neutrik NYS-SPP-L, is configured this 
way. If you want something to be isolated, you 
remove the front panel and flip the channel 180 
degrees and put it back in the chassis black over 
black instead of black over grey. This can be a 
little tedious and hard to reassemble and that’s 
why we make a spreadsheet like this in advance! 
Tip: if putting the front panel back on is difficult, 
use a 1/4” plug to move the channels into place. 
You’ll need a flathead screwdriver to remove and 
replace the silver screws in the front.
 
The first 8 connections are the 8 instrument 
outputs that you use the most, normalled to 
mixing board channel line inputs 1-8. Channels 
9-16 are six outputs from an interface and the 
main outputs of a DJ mixer, normalled to mixing 
board channel line inputs 9-16. If you rarely use 
the outputs of your interface beyond the main 
output pair, fill up these spaces with things you 
will more likely use. The 16 connections from the 
bay to the channel line inputs should be made 
with 2 8-channel TRS snakes. Although the first 
8 channels are usually instruments, if you patch 
in something balanced, you’ll want this to be 
balanced already.
 
Top patch bay channels 17-20 are used for 4 
aux sends normalled to the inputs of effects 
processors. This way, turning an aux send knob 
will immediately route something to that effect. 
The output of a multi-fx unit returns to mixing 
board channels 7&8 automatically. To hear the 
outputs of the flanger and chorus, you will need 
to patch them into a channel OR you could 
patch a synth directly into one of their inputs 
and then their output into the channel where the 
synth normally goes. This would make the pedal 
more of an insert than a send/return effect. 
Channels 21-24 on the top row are the outputs 
of the mixing board’s subgroups. Subgroups are 
alternate destinations for faders, and these can 
be very useful for grouping together chan-
nels and sending them to an interface input. 

Example: you’re making a 
beat and you’ve used up the 
first 6 channels with drums 
and synths but you want to 
add another 6 channels of 
drums from the MPC. Patch 
the MPC individual outputs 

1-6 to mixing board channels 11-16. Then bus 
these to Sub Group 1&2 and patch Sub 1&2 
to interface input 7&8. Another great idea if 
space is limited, or if your board has no direct 
outputs, is to have the Sub Groups normalled to 
the interface inputs. This way, any mixing board 
channel can be recorded by sending it to a Sub at 
the push of a button.
 
On to the second patch bay unit. Channels 1-8 

are isolated and are reserved for the outputs of 
various instruments. This keeps them close to 
channels 1-8 of the first patch bay unit, in case 
you wanted to patch them into the left side of 
the mixing board where beats get made. Patch 
bay channels 9-16 connect the Direct Outputs 
of mixing board channels 1-8 to interface inputs 
1-8. Again, by making a beat on channels 1-8, 
you can immediately go to your DAW post-fader 
and hit record on the corresponding channels 
and track a beat with no patching because of 
the normals. If you wanted to record something 
from the DJ mixer into the computer, you can 
patch DJ Main L&R (top bay, top row 15&16) to 
Interface Inputs 7&8 (bottom bay, bottom row 
15&16). Because it is half-normalled and you 
are using the multi output, you will still be able 

to hear it on channels 15&16 on the board while 
recording into interface channels 7&8.

On channels 17&18 we set it up so that the Booth 
Output of the DJ mixer goes right into the sam-
pler input in case you want to grab something 
from vinyl, no patching needed. If you want to 
sample something from an instrument or from 
the computer, this is easily patched. Next we 
have 2 stereo units, a compressor and a 2-track 
tape deck. These are isolated so there is no nor-
mal here. Although you could normal a pair of 
outputs from the interface to the tape input, and 
then anything from the computer that needs to 
get sent to tape just needs to be routed to these 
outputs from the DAW. Another idea would be 
to normal the board’s Master Outputs to the tape 

deck inputs. Connect whatever you find most 
useful for your workflow.
 
Hopefully this was helpful and not too confus-
ing. Sketching out the bay in advance and think-
ing it through will go a long way into wiring it 
right on the first try. Inevitably you might stum-
ble onto ideas for a more efficient way of doing 
things after you set up the bay and do some 
sessions. However you will find that once it’s set 
up to your liking, you will be working a lot faster 
and have more possibilities.  Happy patching.
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IMAGE MAN
THE LOT RADIO
Sly and The Family Stone, “There’s a 
Riot Goin’ On” (Epic) 
If I had to pick one record to be my “favor-
ite”; as obvious as it may seem, this record 
changed the game for me as a teenager and 
began my infatuation with Maestro’s Rhythm 
King. 

Isaac Hayes, “I can’t turn around (Ron 
Hardy’s Edit)” (Ron’s Edits Series)
One of my heroes. This was the first edit of 
his I ever heard and was one of the tracks that 
first turned me on to dance music. It’s still so 
raw and pumping to this day. 

Various Artists, “8 8.5 9” (FatCat)
I’m a big fan of Torsten Pröfrock’s many 
aliases (Dynamo, Resilient, Erosion). The 
first of which I heard was his Various Artists 
moniker. The Chain Reaction releases were 
my starting point, which lead me to this 
hypnotic 12”

Otarus, “Otarus” (EMI) 
An African gem, one of my most listened to 
records. Deep Highlife from Nigeria, led by 
Benjamin Otaru (previously had played with 
legend Rex Lawson).

Zero Kama, “The Secret Eye of 
L.A.Y.L.A.H.” (Nekrophile Rekords)
Originally a cassette from 1984, (has since 
been reissued) this tape by Michael Dewitt 
(of Nekrophile Rekords) claims to use human 
bones and skulls as its sole sound source. 
Deep, ritualistic, occult music.
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QUESTIONS? EMAIL PHIL@PHILMOFFA.COM 
FOR ANY FURTHER INSIGHT

--
Missing The T? We just didn’t have 
any space for it this month! We 
promise to get it in the next time 
we can. As always, send tips to 
office@mostexcellentunlimited.com.




