
        
            [image: cover]
        

    





Stories for Shorty: A Collection of
Recollections from the Jockey Club 1982-1988

Edited by Betsy Young and Chuck
Byrd

Aurore Press
[image: tmp_d0f7d89ed31d29aee20d585b9fd60bd1_tndqSz_html_m1b083faf.jpg]

Publishers: Betsy Young and Chuck Byrd for
Aurore Press

Production Editor: Amory Huffman

Art Direction: Betsy Young

Cover Photo of Shorty: Sarah Kuhl

Copyright 2008 by Aurore Press

This edition copyright 2011 Aurore Press

Smashwords Edition

This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own
copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of the
publisher.












TABLE OF CONTENTS

INTRODUCTION: BILLY
BLANK

INTERVIEW WITH “HANDSOME” CLEM
CARPENTER

I: STORIES FOR
SHORTY

II: VIEW FROM THE
STAGE

III: IT’S A FREAKSHOW,
ACE!

IN MEMORIAM

THE FREAKSHOW












This book is dedicated to Hallman “Shorty”
Mincey and his brother, Hayne “Tiny” Mincey

and to all the JC’ers whose journeys ended far too soon.








INTRODUCTION BY BILLY BLANK






You always got your money’s worth at the
Jockey Club. If you didn’t have enough money, you still got in the
door! Plus we would have never made it if we had excluded kids.

In 1983 we were all frustrated as fuck. We
had to drive 300 fucking miles for shows. Take the fucks over at
Bogarts. We knew that was corporate shit which we hated to begin
with. They were too cheap to pay union scale to have the
construction and teardown and all that shit so they kept dragging
their feet month after month after month. When you’re young, a
year’s a long time. We got sick of it.

But once the Brew House started happening,
that’s when it kicked in. There were loft parties back then too but
that was not a viable deal for us. We needed a fucking club for
ourselves!

My dad worked with “Tiny” Hayne Mincey at
Wiedemann. He worked with Tiny in the 50s, that’s how that shit
came up. He brought it up. He said, “Hey, there’s this bar…”

We approached Shorty and said we’d like to
have some fun and we’d like to make you some money. Can we get a
date down here? Shorty said, “Can we start next week?” We were
surprised about Shorty and Tiny actually going for it and giving us
a chance to do it. I know for them what was happening was local
bands. They were paying them money and they weren’t really doing
good so for them it was their chance to make a couple of bucks.
They agreed that they would help us out with the sound thing
because we didn’t know jack shit about it. They knew that they
would have to put a little money out but it wasn’t as much as they
were losing on these cock rock bands.

Shorty was real as hell and he packed a .38.
Tiny, the trip was, he quit grooming himself as long as Reagan was
in. The question is, when Shorty didn’t sleep down there in the
floor of the club where the fuck did he sleep? He used to put those
six chairs together and sleep down there in the club.

Soon after Shorty sold the Jockey Club he
called me and left a message at my mom and dad’s and he wanted to
open up that fucking bus station down there in the west end of
Newport. I told him, “Shorty, that can’t happen logistically. You’d
have to put sound proofing shit in there. It’s a big fucking
building—empty—you had a club that people played in.” It could
accommodate music but a big old fucking shed for the TANK buses. It
wasn’t going to happen. His daughter fucked with him. That’s the
way I remember it. Of course I don’t have perfect recall but I
think his kids were pestering him to get the money. He sold it for
$110,000. It wasn’t much. And the cab company got it. But he lost
his only joy when he sold the place and he had already reached that
deal. You can’t do it again.

Or can you? According to my friends
over at Aurore Press, you sure as hell can try. So on November 22,
2008 we’re going to raise a little hell in the name of Shorty.
Goddamn, I don’t need an invitation for that! Not to mention it’s
for charity. So check out the stories. Just like the Jockey Club,
they are for everyone to enjoy. Hell, that’s what made the place so
special in the first place. --Bill Leist,
October, 2008













INTERVIEW WITH “HANDSOME” CLEM CARPENTER

Clem, where and when did your interest in
underground music begin?

Clem Carpenter: I can sum it up in just one
word: disco. I hated that crap back then and I still hate it today.
My roots musically have always been in the blues, R&B, and just
a little pinch of Country and Western and of course like any kid
that grew up in the 60s, you got exposed to progressive rock of
that era, MC5, Blue Cheer, Iggy and the Stooges, the list goes on.
By the time the mid-seventies rolled around, the rock scene in
general had pretty much stagnated where it needed a kick in the
ass. And along came punk rock to give it the well deserved and,
dare I say, well needed kick in the ass. I’ve said this before on
numerous occasions and I will say it to the very day I kick the
bucket and they cremate my remains, the punk phenomenon in
retrospect was the best thing to ever happen to rock-n-roll and
we’re still feeling the effects of that today.

What was the very first punk rock LP you
bought?

CC: The very first punk rock record I bought
was “Young, Loud and Snotty” from the Dead Boys. The band that made
me a punk rock fan for life.

Tell us a little about how your radio show
on WAIF, “Search and Destroy”, got started.

CC: Well actually “Search and Destroy” was
sort of a natural progression. When I originally started at WAIF, I
came on as co-host of The Final Solution show with Spiv Daniels and
Spiv found himself a job outside of Cincinnati and basically turned
the show over to me. I decided to go with the format change and
“Search and Destroy” as we know it was born. This was ’79, ’80 and
some of the “hardcore punk” records started to show itself on the
marketplace such as the first Dead Kennedys singles, first Circle
Jerks album, and so on. By the time 1982 rolled around, it had
become a weekly event. At the time, those bands were not getting
exposed at all on any other alternative rock programming at WAIF.
My show was pretty much a forum for these bands.

What are some of your favorite records?

CC: There’s so, so, so many. I don’t even
know where to begin. As far as the San Francisco scene goes, you
got to go with the Dead Kennedys right off the bat. As far as the
LA scene goes, the first two that would come to mind would be Fear
and the Angry Samoans. They always had that, dare I say, sense of
humor as an undercurrent throughout their music. Of course we gave
exposure to the DC, the straight edge scene as it was blossoming in
DC, and basically throughout the country. We had a bit of a scene
starting to develop up the road in Dayton and Indianapolis of note
well before Cincinnati did. A little known fact is Dayton served as
the US headquarters for Rock Against Racism in the late 70s and
early 80s. A little trivia that you might find quite
interesting.

What was your objective for “Search and
Destroy”?

CC: It was basically an outlet to give
exposure to some really outstanding bands that were not getting
exposure not just on commercial radio but on some of the other
public outlets in town at the time. As time went along we started
to give exposure to a lot of the regional bands and as some of the
local bands started to get going we also provided an outlet for
them as well. The seed was pretty much planted and look where we
are today, it speaks for itself.

Tell us your story about the Jockey Club
beginnings.

CC: As far as the Jockey Club goes, we need
to set the clock back to ’82. At the time Bogarts was closed for
renovation and originally they claimed it would only take a couple
of months and the work ended up lasting pretty much most of that
year. As a result, the number of shows that were coming through
Cincinnati dropped down tremendously to the point to where we were
having to do shows—not me, I should say other promoters—at the Brew
House up in Walnut Hills. At the time we were starting to look
around for a venue as an outlet for mainly local and regional bands
and if some national bands happened to come along, that grabbed our
interest that wanted to play the venue, that would be great. The
two candidates were the Jockey Club and the second one was then
known as Ma’s Opra. It’s now known today as the historic Southgate
House. To make a long story short, we had a couple of biddings with
Tiny and Shorty and the rest they say is history. The second
meeting, we got a call from Tiny. I asked him if he wanted us to
come and do shows and we met with him the following day at the Club
and he said guys, if you want to come and do it, have at it. I was
walking out and I was looking over at Bill (Bill Leist, aka Billy
Blank), I said, “Bill, can you believe what we got ourselves into?”
I said, “Yeah, can you believe what kind of bands we could bring
in?” And we both said, BLACK FLAG! Because they were touring at the
time and I had managed to get contact information for the band
through, I think it might have been, Bill Levine who was a promoter
up in the Indianapolis area who had done a series of shows up
there.

What were the first bands to play the Jockey
Club?

CC: Well, the first show was one of the Dave
Lewis Hospital Records bands, Lopez Sophisticates and what would
later become SS-20 (AK-47), played that date there as well. Our
first national show was a couple of weeks later when the Effigies
played from Chicago. And as a last bit of add on, MDC showed up and
we let them play a set there. It was slow beginnings but as time
went on we kind of began to up a little bit of a rep. In the early
days since we didn’t have the kind of financial backing we would
need to go after certain bands, we had to let a bunch of shows go.
We had to let Bad Brains go, we had to let the Misfits go, and a
couple of other bands whose names escape me had to go because we
couldn’t do the guarantee at that particular point in time. As I
said, as time went on, the reputation of the Club starts spreading
across the country and the venue just started to develop that
special vibe. It was also during that time that D.O.A. made its
first of, shall we say, numerous appearances. Matter of fact it
would be the band that would hold the record for the most number of
headline appearances by a national band for the venue.

Tell us about your favorite shows at the
Jockey Club.

CC: At the very top are the two Dead Kennedys
shows, far and away. Mainly because of my little conversation I had
with Jello the first time I went to San Francisco in 1984. I ran
into him at a show at the old Mabuhay Gardens in San Francisco, had
a chance to talk with him and mentioned about the Jockey Club, my
show on WAIF radio. Apparently the conversation remained in his
head because shortly thereafter on what turned out to be their
final tour under their “classic lineup”, they ended up doing the
two night stand at the Jockey Club. And I will always be proud of
that show because of some of the stuff that went on behind the
scenes and how we were able to pull it off. I will also have to
mention the Ramones, the first time around, we were able to pull
that off. The D.O.A. shows, what can you say? Those guys are
friends of mine to this very day but there’s just so many and not
enough time!

What do you remember about Shorty?

CC: What can I say about Shorty? He’s sort of
like the uncle/surrogate father figure, whatever you want to call
it. Somebody that you want to have corrupt your morals and then did
a very good job doing it. On the nights where I worked the front
door with him, he was such a blast recalling some of his tales of
the good old days back when Newport was REALLY the original sin
city and just even to think about it is mind boggling, going back
to those times. He was a class individual through and through.
Nothing more else you can really say about the man. Still miss him
to this very day.

If you were still doing “Search and Destroy”
what do you think you’d be playing now?CC: “Search and Destroy”
died when I had my divorce from the then leadership at WAIF radio.
As far as that station goes, the divorce was quite bitter. Because
of that, “Search and Destroy” as we remembered it would probably no
longer exist. These days it would be more along the lines as the
“Final Solution” show where I would try to delve into more musical
genres. Some of the stuff I’ve been listening to lately, it can
vary from ska from the 60s, to old hillbilly music from the likes
of Johnny Horton, Buck Owens, you know going back to my hillbilly
roots a little bit. There’s this really great hillbilly band out of
Springfield, MO that I would love to bring to Cincinnati, a band
called Big Smith. If they’re within 600 miles of Cincinnati and
those of you who are reading this book have a chance to go see
them, see them! It’s worth the trip. Their web site is
bigsmithband.com if you want to check it out, find out the details
of where they’re coming and their CDs they have available and so on
and so forth. And also I’ve been getting a little bit into the
Mexican Norteño music, especially a subgenre called narcocorrido.
If you can imagine Norteño Tejano music with gangster rap-type
lyrics then you got a rough idea what narcocorrido sound like
albeit sung in Spanish, probably the leading band in the genre,
another band I’d love to bring to Cincinnati. Matter of fact,
Sylvia Martinez who used to own Sylvia’s Restaurant around the
corner from the Jockey Club had offered to put up the money for us
to bring this band Los Tigres del Norte to Cincinnati. Nothing ever
came of it but that’s another example of stuff I’ve been listening
to lately in addition to the usual punk stuff and a lot of the
cooler alternative stuff that you hear these days.

How do you think the Jockey Club will be
remembered in the next 20 years?

CC: Realistically only time will tell. I
guess as long as there’s people like us still around to tell the
story there will always be some memories of the Jockey Club. It may
never completely fade from the scene but as I said, as long as
there’s people still alive and here to tell the story, the memories
will still live on, plain and simple.

Clem, I just want to thank you for all the
memories and all the great shows and all the great music and I hope
I’m around in another 20 or 30 years to talk with you about it.

CC: The pleasure’s all been mine.

--Clem Carpenter was interviewed on Sunday,
August 31, 2008.











“Do the Shorty”

Do the Shorty

Show how brave you are and share that cigar

Do the Shorty

Not too tall, rather portly

Do the Shorty

Bust his fucking head and fill him full of lead

Fill him full of lead, and do the Shorty

Alright now watch it now, watch it now

Do the Shorty

If you wanna take a chance

Ask him where he buys his pants

Do the Shorty

(The Reduced, lyrics by Bill Leist and Rick
Sims)






 STORIES FOR SHORTY

Robert “Jughead” Sturdevant

633 York Street, Newport, Kentucky, the sight
of the former gaming casino, the Flamingo Club. Outside the white,
nondescript store front hangs the ancient vertical fifty-foot tall
Art Deco neon “Flamingo Club” marquee, hinting of the casino’s
former grandeur.



The Long Lamented Jockey Club



The Pantheon of Punk



The Altar of the Alternative



After WWII, the city of Newport started to make profound changes on
their waterfront. The massive floodwall that exists today was
constructed. In the early 1970s, Hallman “Shorty” Mincey, and his
brother, Hayne “Tiny” Mincey were owners of a riverfront bar known
as the Jockey Club. It is unclear if the name comes from the
English or French club of the same moniker. The connection to the
thoroughbred industry in Kentucky seems obvious. The brothers
received a $10,000 relocation grant from the state of Kentucky.
Those proceeds were used to purchase the Flamingo Club at 633 York
Street. I am told that the structure was the longest standing
building built as a gaming establishment on the North American
continent.

At that time, both brothers were known as
Newport nightlife figures, having lived there their entire lives.
Each had a long history of involvement in the Newport gambling
scene. During the Kennedy administration, Robert Kennedy’s Attorney
General’s Office, with the help of local politicians, forced the
end of legal gambling in Newport. The city was reduced to a
collection of nude dancing bars and fell into a general economic
slump. Nude dancing was outlawed in 1980. This is where our story
begins.

From the late 1970s to the early 1980s, the
Jockey Club had been a venue for classic rock bands. Today, it is
not hard to imagine what a dead end scene that must have been. In
1982, the club had fallen into disrepair. These hard times in
Newport compared to today’s booming, glitzy plethora of shops and
trendy restaurants, create quite a dichotomy.

There was a long, low ceilinged hallway that
led from the street to the ballroom. This hallway was covered with
the most decrepit, threadbare, dirty carpeting, whose age could be
measured in decades. The walls were a dingy light brown, stained
from the original white, from a million burned cigarettes. The
hallway was relatively well lit. Three quarters down, was the sight
of my most memorable education to date. There sat Hallman “Shorty”
Mincey at a square Formica red topped table holding court and
collecting the cover charge, while scrutinizing the patronage. He
was sitting with cigar in mouth and a faced roll of bills clutched
in his left hand, wearing dark dress pants, service oxfords, and a
white short sleeved shirt open at the collar. Like Charon at the
entrance of Hades, no souls may pass without payment. Shorty always
had a couple of people sitting with him, like Cerebus, to his
Charon. The hallway, like the River Styx, was an entrance to
another world.

The term Psychopomp relates to a person that
helps the newly departed make their way to the afterlife, a saint
or a bodhisattva. I think in the early days those were similar to
the roles that Billy, Clem and I played. We saw the tremendous
potential for good music and good fun, so we tried to open that
world up to all that were ready for it. Ours was a search for
authenticity in our music and in our lives. The Cincinnati live
music scene mirrored the national scene. A top heavy scene
dominated by rock star bullshit and narrow mindedness of all
concerned. The Jockey Club was a smoke filled gritty breath of
fresh air, new music and new ideas, a clean break with the past
with tremendous potential in all things. Like most historic periods
it had its collection of venerated relics and saints. The 633 Club,
the small room in the front that had fallen into disrepair, was
where Marilyn Monroe tossed dice with Frank Sinatra. The visits by
the Ramones, where the band warmed up with a trap case for a drum
and an unplugged electric guitar happened in that same room. The
orders from Johnny Thunders’ manager were to let him have coke but
not heroin. An early soundcheck by the Replacements that was some
of the best music I ever heard, only to watch the band sink into an
alcoholic horror show where every song had to be connected with the
word “Bob”. The night we charged Metallica to get in. The classic
performances by D.O.A. and the Dead Kennedys.

The hallway opened to an expanse of the main
ballroom. The room consisted of a two story ceiling and was covered
in warm wood paneling. The room’s permanence was anchored by a
solid Italian Terrazzo tile floor that included small brass
decorative inlays surrounding each tile. The cavernous room was the
approximate size of a football field. On the far back wall hung
sliding chalk tote boards for recording the latest racetrack
results. In the middle of the room hung a four-sided 40s style
public address system used to broadcast the actual race results. To
the left, as you entered the room, there was a terrace that was
built over the bathrooms. The story goes that guards armed with
Thompson submachine guns were stationed there to provide security
and protection.

The infamous restrooms at the Jockey Club
will no doubt be well-documented in this volume, but suffice it to
say, one would be hard pressed to find a more disgusting,
unsanitary, sickening collection of plumbing fixtures anywhere.
Both the restrooms reeked permanently of urine, including a toilet
often filled with empty beer cans. The walls were covered with
graffiti of all sorts that added a permanent record of the
temporary musings of the clientele that were desperate enough to
enter these facilities. It is written that Hercules’ fifth labor
entailed changing the courses of two rivers in order to clean out
the Augean Stables. Such Herculean effort would have to have been
deployed in this case.

Never had two more unlikely traditions
collided (gambling and punk). This juxtaposition is mirrored in the
physical appearances of Shorty and Tiny. Tiny, well over 6’4”, had
scraggly grey hair and a long beard, reminiscent of Howard Hughes
toward the end of his life. In all the time that I knew Tiny, I
never saw him in a pair of shoes. Wearing flip flops, his feet were
swollen to an outlandish size and color. His toenails grew to a
length where they began to curl under his toes. They were a very
light shade of green and were the consistency of old wood. I often
thought about a photo documentation to be submitted to either a
medical journal or “Ripley’s Believe or Not!” Shorty, on the other
hand, was much better groomed and well dressed. From his short
sleeved, white dress shirt, to his empire waist black dress pants,
those two were quite a pair. I always had the impression that it
was a case of blind luck that brought Bill, Clem and I together
with the Mincey brothers. But once we had made our pact, the sheer
energy and inertia grew into one of the most satisfying chapters of
my life. After the first year or so, there would be no turning
back. We compiled a record of shows that truly stood the test of
time.

I graduated and have received degrees from
four universities in the Cincinnati area. As Mark Twain famously
remarked, “I have never let my schooling interfere with my
education”. Some of the most valuable lessons I have learned in
life, I learned at the Jockey Club. While on some nights the club
could be wildly popular and hold close to 1000 people, there were
other nights that there were very few patrons. It is on those quiet
nights that I had a chance to sit and listen to the many stories
that Shorty enjoyed telling.

The most important thing Shorty taught me was
how to read people, how to size a person up. How to figure out
their motivation. Why is this person coming into the club? When you
can figure out what the people want, the price for that commodity
goes up. If you can consistently deliver on that promise you can
make a lot of money on that margin.

So in the beginning what we were selling was
the idea of the Jockey Club.






Things That Shorty Taught
Me
The money is at the bar. Music never pays its
bill, music is a loss leader, the money in the entertainment
business is at the bar, and alcohol is king. Thirst things first,
what are you drinking tonight?

Read people’s motivations and give them a
chance to buy a little piece of a dream. People love to spend money
and have a good time when they are out on the town. A good example
was the Halloween costume party in the early years. This was quite
an event. It gave the gays and everyone else a chance to dress up
in their psychosexual personas. When you have a 6’, 200 lb. guy in
drag flipping twenties for drinks, that got Shorty’s attention. The
same goes for the really monster shows, people loved to see and be
seen, to be part of a larger scene. When that sort of thing
happened, Shorty realized the potential for the success of the
club.

Everyone has their weakness. Find out what
the people want. While Shorty was in prison in La Grange, Kentucky,
the powers that be would come and get him, and drive him up to
Newport to deal cards on Fridays and Saturdays and then return him
to prison. Shorty used to kid me about being a college graduate.
“Well, let me tell you a story about when I was in college,
Jughead.” By college, Shorty meant the Kentucky State Prison at
LaGrange. On a number of occasions, he proudly told me of a period
in his life when, while in prison, an official state car would pick
him up on Friday and drive him up to Newport. Shorty would spend
Friday and Saturday nights dealing cards at a high stakes poker
game attended by the high-rollers. When the game closed down, early
Sunday morning, the same state car would arrive to take Shorty back
to LaGrange. He knew he was a good dealer and he used that to his
advantage. Shorty was always very good at capitalizing on someone
else’s weakness. This is one of the reasons that the Jockey Club
was so popular because Shorty had the vision and the wherewithal to
seize all the opportunities that punk rock presented. All our
favorite indulgences were milked; music, alcohol, casual sex,
drugs, and the appeal of the Bohemian lifestyle, were in the mix in
this wide-open scene. How I long for those days. In the Broadway
musical “Brigadoon”, the mythical Scottish village appears for one
night. I have often dreamed that I too might sit with Shorty down
at the Jockey Club, if only for one night.

Patronize your patrons. One of the things I
enjoyed most was the running commentary about the collection of
“sick fucks” that came through those doors. As Shorty and I were
collecting the cover charge, we were never without a drink
compliments right off the top of that night’s take. Shorty was
always nice to everyone’s face, but would interject hilarious
comments about each patron once they were out of earshot and into
the big room. “There ain’t no bitches in here fit to fuck”, “The
queer bait is out early tonight”, “Watch out for the bitches with
kickstands.” The constant objectification of women mixed with that
hardboiled Newport nightlife cynicism was hard to take, but Shorty
lived his life by his rules. This was one of the reasons that the
Jockey Club worked on some many levels, no one could tell Shorty
what to do and we tried to follow his lead. There was only one
rule; there are no rules.

Make your deal when you have to, but get
money out of everybody. Nightly it was our job to collect as much
money at the door as possible. This meant that we would never turn
down underage patrons or young girls with little money. If any of
the underage “end of innocence” types thought that they could use
their charm and powers of persuasion to beat the admission, they
were mistaken. Shorty realized that there would be many willing
guys ready to buy as many drinks as these girls could consume.
Those little “bitches” bring in more money. We would never turn
anyone away. We would always get money out of their pockets. Shorty
would always say, “If you knock the price down a buck or two, those
people will always spend every cent they have. Just get ‘em through
the doors and we’ll take the rest of their money later.” See
above.

Never show your cards. In the old days,
Shorty had a front for a brothel and guys would come thinking they
were going to see the prostitutes. While waiting, Shorty was
dealing cards, and the men got suckered into playing cards while
waiting for the whores who were nonexistent. The story was that the
rich guy upstairs was monopolizing the attention of the girls so
they had to wait. After a while, they would just get tired and go
home, but not before Shorty had taken some of their money. Many a
night, we would tell the patrons that the band were on its way,
even if we had not heard from them. We never showed our cards.

“Your money looks like shit, Jughead.” Since
my father died at an early age, Shorty was a father figure to me.
Early on, when I started there, my bills would be out of order, and
it was a general mess. Shorty taught me to keep the largest bills
at the back and keep everything facing to the front. He only really
had to tell me that once, and what he said was, “Your money looks
like shit, Jughead.” On other occasions, during big shows, the bar
would be swamped. I was the only one that Shorty would ever let
work behind the bar. I always took that as one of the highest
compliments that Shorty could give me, and I was happy that Shorty
put his trust in me.

The term “Old School” has become popular of
late, but if that term ever fit, it surely fit for Shorty. There
was never any question about who was in charge at the Club. Shorty
would always carry a large flashlight. If someone got out of line,
Shorty would never suffer fools gladly. He would warn you once and
if you were foolish enough to continue to act like an idiot, Shorty
would brandish the flashlight like a billy club and “let it fly”.
“I will split that motherfuckers head wide open.” Shorty could be
brutish and violent when the circumstances called for it. I like to
think I patterned some of my stage personae after him.

Live for the clip. Shorty was a master at
staying focused on making money. He taught me that the reason the
Club worked was because he could maximize the chances, “Jughead, in
this business you live for the clip. Take in as much money as you
can when you have the chance.” Shorty was never happier than at the
end of a big night, and there was not one can of beer left in the
coolers. When Bill and I would fail to make a guarantee for an out
of town band on a slow night he would always bankroll the operation
because he trusted that there would always be big shows that would
bring out the crowds. I like to think that we brought him some
purpose and happiness to his later years. The Jockey Club was such
an amazing success because of the amazing group of people who were
part of the whole experience, the patrons, the bands, and the
people who helped us build a truly remarkable scene. The whole deal
was just preposterous enough to work, and work it did.

Here is the most important thing that Shorty
taught me, "Never back down one fucking inch, take it like a man,
and be a man."

Jimmy Davidson (aka Jimmy D)

Shorty had his summer gun. When it was shirt
sleeve time he would keep a .25 caliber automatic pistol in his
shirt pocket with his cigarette pack. In the winter he would carry
a .38 in his jacket. Those were pea shooters compared to the “hog’s
leg” that Tiny kept behind the bar. A single action .44-40 Colt.
That thing made Dirty Harry’s .357 Magnum look downright wimpy! At
first this made me a little nervous as I sat there at the table
checking IDs and collecting the cover charge. A man with a gun
sitting to my left was a new experience for me but hey, I figured
if some crazy ass hillbilly started some shit, all I had to do was
get my 6-foot, 185 lb. 23- year-old, punk rock super star hero with
a bad hair cut self behind that short, fat, old man with his pants
pulled up to his arm pits before I peed myself and let him protect
me!! Then I came to realize fuck the guns, fear the flashlight! I
never actually saw ether one of them pull a gun on anybody. My
friend and band mate, Rick Sims, had told me a story about some
stupid ass that had tried to rob the bar once and how Tiny had
emptied a pistol into him. Starting with the first bullet in his
leg, the next in his balls, then two more in his gut, the fifth in
his shoulder, the sixth shot just missed his head. The police, when
they arrived to sort out the mess, are supposed to have razzed Tiny
about missing the last shot and offering to let him use the police
target range to brush up his skills. Now I did see Shorty whack a
head or two with his flashlight! The flashlight in his hand made me
feel a lot safer sitting out there with a handful of money than
knowing he had a gun in his pocket.

Shorty and I sat at a table just about
halfway between the front door and the doorway to the ballroom, not
quite across from the old front lounge known as the wet room, “the
dressing room” or whatever needed to be done room. Actually we were
a little closer to the bar than the front. He finally explained why
we sat there and not closer to front like other clubs would set
their doormen. When people came in they had to take 20 or 25 steps
to get to us. They would feel stupid if they turned around and
left. In that time they would pre-sell themselves on whatever we
had to tell them and practice whatever line of bullshit they
planned to try on us. Plus it gave us a chance to size them up.
They had fully committed themselves to their role, to get into “The
Legendary Jockey Club,” home of real rock and roll with a side punk
attitude! So we had to play our parts. Shorty would scare the shit
out of you with his casual disgusted glance that summed up the
rules of the house: come in, have fun, don’t be an asshole, spend
your money, then leave! My job was to get your money. In the
process make sure you felt like you were having an authentic
experience on the wild side, becoming a real punk rocker or groupie
or tourist there to look at the freaks and make sure you got your
money’s worth. Yeah, I know that’s a fake ID from a college that
doesn’t exist, I know that’s your big brother’s driver’s license
(yes, because I know your brother, you idiot!), and of course I
know that’s a shoppers’ club membership. But most of all, we played
our part by listening to your crazy ass story about leaving your ID
in your other jeans or your lame tale about how “I know I’m on the
guest list” because the band slept on my cousins stepmom’s
ex-roommate’s best friend’s daughter’s boyfriend’s drummer’s floor
the last time they played New York!!!!??! Cut to the chase. The
cover is $3 for tonight’s entertainment. Yes, we only take cash!
And, no, that’s right, you heard me, only American money! Now stick
out your hand and let me stamp it. By the way, ladies, all that
flirting was appreciated, sometimes more by Shorty than me. In the
end though, I really just wanted the cash. We had to pay the band.
They came from far away…


How many punk rock kids does it take
to change a light bulb?Just one, with 326 “friends” on the guest
list!


One night Shorty started telling me this story
about when he ran a whore house with girls as opposed to the
brothel he ran that didn’t have any girls. I have no idea why he
felt the need to share this with me. Out of the blue he starts
talking about, “After the war, the soldiers when they got back from
France, started wanting to get their peckers sucked.” My reaction
is, well, of course! Doesn’t everyone? He goes on in detail to
explain, “At that time, girls in Newport didn’t do that kind of
thing, just regular fuckin’ was all.” Ok, where is he going with
this? I know he’s been in prison, but huh?! He continues, “They
finally figured out they was missing out on a lot of easy money.
But, if the other girls found out that you would “suck-a-dick” (is
that like whack-a-mole?), they would stop associating with that
girl and make her keep her own plate, bowl, knife, fork, spoon, cup
and saucer and drinking glass separate from everybody else’s stuff.
She couldn’t wash them in the same dishwater as the others and they
wouldn’t let her eat at the table with the rest of them.” My first
thought was, why do whores have full table settings? We were
interrupted by a group of paying customers so I never got to find
out where he was heading with that particular memory. I guess
Johnny Thunders said it best, “You can’t put your arms around a
memory.” But he didn’t mention anything about lips!

Brian Moore

One of my favorite memories of Shorty was
when my band had already loaded in our equipment for the night and
was just hanging out in the club hours before we were to play. I
was wandering around the club with nothing to do when I decided to
go into the front room, that was I think "off limits" to most of
the club patrons or something like that. There sat Shorty smoking
his cigar, relaxing in the atmosphere we all remember. I sat next
to him and struck up a conversation with him about what the Jockey
Club was like “back in the good old days" when it was a full tilt
gambling and dance hall. He got this far away look and twinkle in
his eyes, paused a minute and told me, I remember when those big
limos would pull up out front and the classy dames would get out
dressed in their best outfits and jewelry, and after them would
step out some important dude (gangster type I'm guessing) sporting
his finest suit or tuxedo. Then another big Cadillac would pull up
and another sharp dressed couple would exit, making a scene as they
went into the club. Then there would be a limo with a bunch of big
time gangsters walking into the club, always looking around for
something that might happen. He also said there was always some
celebrity type (I seem to remember him mentioning Marilyn Monroe)
hiding out in the club, looking to lose some money or get in
trouble. Shorty had this far away look that took me back to those
outlaw times and I got a little glimpse into how the old club must
have looked in its prime.

Celene Black



Shorty’s hearing amazed me. No matter what
band was playing, how loud the band played or even if it was the
music played between sets, he never got a drink order wrong.

To have a conversation with someone during
those times you had to scream, go out to the front lobby or into
the women’s restroom (which inevitably was flooded).

Order a Foster’s oil can, that’s what I got.
Order a Bud, that’s what I got. Order a 7-up (to go with the gallon
of Heaven Hill that I snuck in), that’s what I got. Not once did I
get “what?”, “huh?” or a wrong drink order. Thanks, Shorty.



Jimmy D (for Bill Craig)

My drummer friend, Bill Craig, gave
this second hand Shorty story to me. I think it says a lot about
Shorty’s view of the world...





Just before us crazy punk rockers invaded the
Jockey Club, the bands would play four sets a night and be booked
for the whole week. Bill played in one of those bands. So Bill
tells me about coming to play one particular evening. When he gets
to the Club, there is a car on fire in the parking lot. It was
fully engulfed in flames, ready to explode, smoke rolling skyward
in big black plumes. Bill hurries into the club and tells Shorty,
“THERE’S A CAR ON FIRE IN THE PARKING LOT!!” Shorty replied in his
deadpan snarl, “I don’t drive”.

William Gilmore Weber

Jimmy Davidson and I were hangin' out one
night, doing some bar hopping. We decided to make the trek down to
the Jockey, even though we both knew there was no band billed for
that evening. The bar was basically empty except for Shorty, Tiny
and a few others sitting at the bar. A few minutes after we
arrived, Tiny got up and went to the restroom. Jimmy and I sat and
had a few and then decided to leave. We didn't notice that Tiny
never came out of the john the rest of the time we were there. The
next day we found out that after we left the bar, Tiny was taken to
the hospital and later that evening...died.

The Ghost of Tiny by Jim Cole

I walk into the JC. ‘bout 9:00 pm Friday
getting ready to do a soundcheck and needin’ a drink badly, having
not slept since Tuesday. I heard that Tiny died a week or two ago
and as I walk up to the bar, I see that the barmaid--a cross
between Elvira and the ghost of Patsy Cline--is counting the
register. Not a good omen at all. I ask for a Foster’s, she asks
for a buck and a half, I tell her it’s free at least that’s the way
Tiny ran the deal with me. She gets a serious look on her face,
stares me in the eyes and says, “Tiny died, honey, that’ll be a
dollar fifty”. OK, so that’s what kind of night it’s gonna be.

We finish our first set and I actually play
pretty good. When you’re that fried and sleep-deprived, it’s easier
to concentrate, not enough energy to become distracted. I’m walking
toward the back of the Club, and Clifton’s biggest coke dealer and
one of his goons escort me into the men’s room. After all of the
gigs I’ve done here, it’s only the second time I’ve ever been in
the john and these two find out why. The stench, the filth, the
dark corners, the graffiti, the thick green film that has covered
everything...anyway they think I owe them two hundred clams on a
long since forgotten eight ball and wanna shake me down for it. I
make some vague promises, they’re not buyin’ but are so repulsed by
the place they vow to catch up with me later and promptly
split.

So I’m gettin’ ready to do the second set but
pop into the “wet room” first to freshen up with some neighborhood
sharpshooters. LORDHAVEMERCY, this set takes off like a runaway
freight train but by the 5th song I want more, more than this place
can ever provide. Then I see her outta the corner of my eye. She’s
with a couple of her friends, they’re all dressed in black, got
their Biba black nail polish on, the whole deal. And, they all have
that pale white death pallor. I wonder, is that done cosmetically
or does it come from deeper within? Do they believe this punk ethic
mythology bullshit or is it just the flavor of the month? Anyway,
underneath all that black and ghost-white, this one’s got a lot of
color, for sure. Third verse of the sixth song, do I have a solo
here(?), I do now, and I’m sendin’ it her direction. Tryin’ to get
paid from Billy and A-a-a-a-ce, never gettin’ it straight, I’m
bettin’ she’s got a visa or a master or at least an atm card. There
may be hope after all...

Steve “Snare” Arnzen

No Jockey Club obituary would be complete
without mention of Shorty's brother and co-JC owner, Tiny.

I never got to know him that well. Most
remember him for his beard that he refused to shave until after
Reagan was out of office. That seemed to fit in well with the music
and clientele of the club.

I don't think he was quite as easy going as
Shorty was about things. I'll never forget him tending bar at a
Circle Jerks show with his Circle Jerks "Golden Shower Of Hits"
t-shirt on or him giving me a dirty look for applauding Bevo and
The Fastbats when they chased the 20 or so people in attendance out
the door with their barrage of acid noise. He was part of what made
it happen too even though he passed away about a year and a half
in. He took care of the bar while Shorty handled the door in the
early days.

Whenever I drink a cup of White Castle coffee
I think of Tiny. He drank it all the time.

Wendy Darst

I fell in love with “The Lights of
Cincinnati” before I ever made it across the river. That sweep of
hills on the shore as you come in had me nailed in 1981 at 16,
heading down from Indiana in my Chevette for no good reason.
Compared with the bucolic suburban spread of most of Indianapolis,
Cincinnati was dramatic, all these Charles Dickens row houses and
vertical drops, romantic in the extreme.

The Jockey was the cherry on this sundae.
Holy crap, a giant club with all the bands you want to see…AND THEY
WILL LET YOU IN?!?!?!? Not even looking at your fake ID, what Becky
Boyd amended with a sharp pencil? As long as you have as much as a
bag full of pennies? Oh, hell yes, the Jockey was the promise land,
to be sure. Newport looked the part, as you came across the water
from OTR or Clifton or where ever, getting progressively more
excited as the motel loomed on your right at the end of the bridge,
stopping at the liquor store in the boxcar for supplies…on your way
to see whatever amazing thing. Whether it was local, or famous, or
some poor shmoes in a van with only me and Shorty there (or so it
seemed) it was always memorable. This is not to say that I remember
it all. I don’t, and I’m not going to look at the show list to even
try. I’m going to get a beer (it should be a Foster’s oil can, but
something else is going to have to suffice) and spew it out, spew
it out like the overrunning men’s toilet at the Ramones show, with
poor hapless Metallica standing in the lake in front of the bar as
Kentucky’s finest walk on by without a word. Because my Jockey Club
memories are some of the favorite ones I have, as vague as they may
be.

The Jockey was legend from the get go. We had
really great things happening in Indiana, with the all ages shows
at Crazy Al's and the Art Academy and all, so I was lucky enough as
an adolescent to get some exposure to live punk rock. It ate my
brain. I didn’t want to do anything other than go to shows and
listen to records, and the Jockey sounded like some kind of emerald
city. We would converge from all points…I had moved to Muncie for
school, people would come from New Castle, Bloomington, Lafayette
to make the holy pilgrimage to the Jockey. We would go to Chicago
for shows as well, but, feh. The Jockey was so much more fun…I
guess it must have been the magic of Shorty. Shorty has assumed
some kind of mythic Lord of the Rings style proportions in my mind,
his indeterminate age belied by the strength of an ox, crazy awe
inspiring rumors of gangster drama and high stakes cards in secret
upstairs spaces, the ruined glory of the front bar (Brix says to
Mark E Smith and everyone, “We have a clock like that…in our
bedroom!”), and the stories of the place itself. Speakeasy!
Hendrix! Roller Rink! Whatever, the checkerboard expanse of that
giant floor is so enmeshed in my brain with music, with super
powerful music, that I’ve tried to recreate the experience almost
everywhere I’ve seen a show since. Shorty was the keeper of the
kingdom with his toad-like countenance, there behind the bar…slow
to anger but immovable in execution.

The first show I remember attending there was
the Minutemen. D. Boon moving across the stage as if on wings, like
his bulk was inflated from within by the amazing sounds he was
making. Next one I remember was Saccharine Trust and Black Flag. I
was a complete moron. I sat next to the flexing Rollins at the side
of the stage and blathered inanities at him. He refused to respond,
or acknowledge me, to his credit, as I moved on to throwing things
at Saccharine Trust like some kind of troglodyte. They were way
over my head. I was totally unable to grasp what they were doing.
And I was tore. Later in the evening during Black Flag, someone
picked me up and tossed me onstage like so much trash, likely to
get me out of the way so I wouldn’t get trampled or get in the way
any more than I already had. I almost drowned in the sweat on that
stage.

I’m not sure at what point it became
imperative for me to close the physical distance between me and the
Jockey. It was after the Battle of the Garages for sure, with the
Mad Violets and Prime Movers, after Gang Green around New Years,
after Lords of the New Church maybe, after a million initial band
shows, after throwing a toaster at one of my roommates for not
giving me a seat in her car on one of the many drives down…anyway
it just had to be.

I quit school and moved to Cincinnati in 1985
with $35 in my pocket and the assumption that Aaron Graham had told
his mom Diane about my imminent arrival. I was wrong. I took up
residence with them across from Trivets and Big Joe’s 927 as a sort
of squatter, getting a job ASAP and paying her what I could, bless
her for being accommodating. Granted I was out of there within a
few months, living high on my salary from the Wendy’s on Race
Street in an apartment on Spring Street behind SCPA but that’s
another story.

Our spiritual home was at the Jockey, either
in front of the stage or in the Women’s room.

Many was the time I would be given directives
by Shorty or Bud, “Keep the guys out of the bathroom.” “Handle
skinhead Stevie.” This made me feel really important, though I’m
sure they were telling Allegra or Amy the same thing, and how the
hell was I going to make anyone do anything? Where the hell else
were we going to smoke up besides the ladies?! The men’s was gross.
No matter. The ladies room of the Jockey was the clubhouse, and I
had the plumbing to be in there! But most of all, and in all
seriousness, it was, “Keep YOUR BOYFRIEND out of the bathroom.”
Aaron barely conceded to being my boyfriend, let alone went where I
told him, but we all tried to tell him his days were numbered. He
was being faced with banishment, banishment from the Jockey. A fate
worse than…anyway, remember when it seemed like either D.O.A. or
MDC was playing there every five minutes? Well, I’m pretty sure it
was at a D.O.A. show that the hell broke loose.

Aaron was in full on spazz mode, all with the
hair flying, the crazy face and the eyeliner, gabbing away, running
in and out of the ladies’, unintentionally taunting Shorty and Bud
at the bar though they had told him a hundred times to stay out of
there. There they sat, waiting always like crocodiles. Shorty’s
eyes half lidded, elbows planted, Bud facing the bar, like he’s not
even monitoring the ladies. And then they had had it. They’d had
enough disrespecting of their dictates.

Shorty whipped either the giant flashlight or
the bat out from under, and Bud right behind, they stormed into the
bathroom like all hell, picked Aaron up by the belt and the back of
the shirt like he was no more than a roll of old mangy carpet,
hauled him all the way to the front door and tossed him out without
breaking so much as a sweat. 86’ed. Done for. Banished. Quelle
horreur! What scandal! Ok. I laughed so hard. It was amazing to see
Shorty and Bud show what they are capable of, under those somnolent
exteriors lurked…well, just don’t fuck with them. Just like all the
rumors said. He got back in eventually.

I’m sorry I never knew Tiny.

Entering the Jockey was often reminiscent of
the Shining. This big carpeted space, formerly glorious, formerly
some shade of red, manned by Bud at a card table. Past that portal,
I remember seeing, in no particular order: the Cramps, the Ramones,
the Fall, Johnny Thunders, Flipper, Scratch Acid, Killdozer, Hüsker
Dü , Big Black, Green River, Legal Weapon, Tex and the Horseheads,
Charlie Pickett and the Eggs, Popdefect, Agnostic Front, Angst,
Agitpop, Love and Rockets, Squirrelbait, NOTA, Active Ingredients,
SS-20, El Kabong, Eugene Chadbourne, and the Meatmen, as well as
the bands I mentioned earlier…and still regret NOT seeing St.
Vitus. I flat out can’t remember everything I saw, but dammit if,
like missing St. Vitus, it was always a mistake NOT to go if ANYONE
was playing. I remember spinning alone in the middle of that giant
checkerboard floor, not a care in the world other than maybe a
little regret for the band playing that I was nearly the only one
there.

I could go into detail about possibly
regrettable things, about things like playing there in Manwich on
Halloween or so (if you can call being propped up dressed as a
mummy behind a keyboard performing), or Bud groping my flat chest
at the card table (geez, Bud! Cut it out!), or doing a face plant
into my broken beer bottle at Legal Weapon (and emerging completely
unscathed!), or the Hüsker Dü stage dive that ended with me opening
my eyes to see that floor, two inches from my face and suspended by
the ankles (one of the finest caught me, flipped me to my feet, and
saved me from certain death or disfigurement as if it were no more
than putting out a smoke). Or I could talk about that last night
when the juke box and everything else was dismembered, the
bicentennial beers were long drank, and the 45s and chairs flew
through the air. I still have two of the glass bricks from the
demolition to this day, and remember being offered one of the
toilets (uh, no, thanks). I still hear Charlette, out on the floor
in the midst of the bodies on any given night, in a plain skirt,
banging her hands together and shouting, “Better than Stravinsky!
Better than Stravinsky!!!!!!!!”

I’ll close with my all time favorite memory
of Shorty. Riding there in Bill’s Manwich hearse (I think), walking
into a quiet place thinking there might be a show, to find Shorty
dozing, straddling a chair with his upper arms and chin propped on
the back, face bathed in the glow of a TV up on the cigarette
machine. And there on the TV, is Sissy Spacek as the Coal Miner’s
Daughter. All the cavernous space around is dim, just the TV and
the light from behind the bar illuminating Shorty at peace. No show
tonight.

[image: tmp_d0f7d89ed31d29aee20d585b9fd60bd1_tndqSz_html_m5c42640e.jpg]This fantasy says all I have to say about The Jockey Club
being as how everyone else had said everything anyway, this is my
thought—Bevo






 VIEW FROM THE STAGE

Uncle Dave Lewis

[1982]

Sometime in mid-March
Scott Lees calls me up
during the day and says, “Hey do you want to come with me and have
a beer at the place we’re going to play in a couple of weeks?” I
was surprised for a number of reasons; Scott would normally be at
work, and I wasn’t aware of any gig we were supposed to be playing,
though we were playing a lot of them then, so in a sense that
wasn’t too unusual. As usual, I was unemployed and slackin’ it at
my parents’ house, so I said “Sure, why not?”

Scott picked me up and we drove across the
bridge into Newport. This was the first time I’d ever seen the
Jockey, all peeling paint, warped paneling and whitewashed former
pink flamingos darting across its façade in a semi-animated
fashion. Tiny served us at the bar; I wouldn’t meet Shorty for the
first time until we played there. Scott explained that he had seen
a crummy metal band play this bar and happened to ask its owner for
a gig, and the owner said “ok.” I was a little spooked by Newport,
even during the day, but agreed it would be a good idea. Because of
our musical style and notorious reputation we couldn’t get any gigs
in bars in Cincinnati where we might make some money, and were
reduced to playing a round of art gallery openings and parties. We
[11,000 Switches] played our first show there on March 31-April 1,
along with Hospital Records’ sister groups BPA and Cointelpro.

I agree that the “legendary” Jockey Club
didn’t really get underway until Bill Leist and Clem Carpenter came
in September and established punk/alternative shows at the Jockey
as a regular routine. However, in terms of discovering the Jockey
Club as a venue for those kinds of acts, I think Scott Lees – who
was in Blanco Nombre also, and moved away from Cincinnati in 1987,
never to return - deserves credit. There were times during the
following summer where we were having trouble finding work, and
Scott would pipe up and say, “Well, you know we can play the Jockey
Club anytime we want.” I was incredulous; we were being barred and
bounced out of venues right and left, and that kind of colored my
perspective towards booking in general – we didn’t play the Jockey
again until the beginning of September, just before Bill and Clem
came in. What I didn’t understand about the Jockey was that Shorty
really didn’t care what kinds of acts played there; to have any
band on any night was more likely to bring people to the bar than
on the many undoubtedly lonely, quiet nights that there was no
entertainment.

September
5
I don’t remember The Effigies, the group Lopez
Sophisticates opened for on September 5. Lopez was a two-man outfit
with me and Greg Fernandez (Good Cue Sign, Weird Lovemakers with
Mark Gunderson) although Greg was the principal songwriter. That
show was one in a million – it was the first full-length show we
played, and we were struggling with the motley assortment of record
players, cassette decks and rhythm machines, yet nevertheless
singing along like a couple of happy idiots. We played early to the
locals, and they really hated us. We did Greg’s song “How to Win
Girls through Hypnosis,” which was performed to a tape of a Magnus
chord organ and the sound of a pencil hitting a Styrofoam cup –
“Honey you’re beautiful, honey you’re wonderful, you’re getting
sle-ee-ee-ee-eee-py.” Meanwhile, the locals had reverted to the
jukebox, “Oh Playy Meee Some Mountain Muu—sic.”

November
10
It was a big deal for Clem to land D.O.A. for
the Jockey the first time. D.O.A. had tried to play Cincinnati
before at The Pit in July 1980, and some drunk chick fell down the
stairs and pulled the fire alarm on her way down. That set off the
sprinkler system and brought the fire department – end of show. I
remember talking to Joey in the parking garage; although they got a
token payment from the club, he was pissed about what he was out in
comin’ down and didn’t want to play Cincinnati again.

December
23
Lunch Buddies was Chuck Cleaver’s early,
pre-Ass Ponys group with Walt Hodge and Dan Kleingers. They were
wonderful, and I remember this show still real well; can almost
hear “Shriek of the Mutilated” in my brain, forever there
imprinted.






[1983]

Sometime in 1983 or 1984
Jah Wobble’s Invaders of
the Heart play the Jockey. I was on sound, and man that was a lot
of inputs for our snake! Steve Shedroff was there that night,
photographing as usual. Steve and I never did get along, and he and
I got into some snit about something, and I told him off, big time.
Jah Wobble came and actually shook my hand; he said something like
“That was the best slaggin’ off I ever heard anyone give anybody,
mate!”

Some months later, Steve – who was often very
red in the face – died suddenly of a heart attack. He was one of
the most prolific photographers to work at the Jockey. Despite
being complimented by my idol, Jah Wobble, I really wish I could
take that all back – I still feel bad about it.

August
16-17
One of my favorite bands, Arkansaw Man from
San Francisco, came to play two weekend nights at the Jockey Club.
I think I’m probably the only person in Cincinnati who has any idea
who they are. I plaster the town with posters and try to talk up
the band; the ‘Switches can’t play because we are on hiatus. Hardly
anyone showed up for either night, but the music was genuinely
great.

Late
1983

I remember well Junta’s first shows at the Jockey. Instant
competition – they were different, original and good.
Damn!






[1984]

January 1984
It’s not on the list, but I played
with my brother Chris in Fastbats, an ad hoc jam band led by Bevo
Ruzsa before the advent of Human Zoo. I think Pedro Dux may have
been on that date as well; I do recall that we had no drummer and
played to a rhythm machine. Anyway, there was practically no crowd,
but there was a tooth-challenged hillbilly woman, small in stature
but huge as a whale, in a filthy muu-muu dancing around to our
music; she seemed to take a shine to Bevo. She came up to the
stage, and up went the muu-muu: she’d had a mastectomy, and there
was a massive “X” shaped scar running along her chest with the
pitiful remnant of a nipple sticking out of it. Then she turned to
the crowd, and we got to see them turn just as white as we
had.

Later she was mauling Bevo, singing into the
mike – it was all very disturbing. However, that was a classic,
patented Jockey Club moment. And I didn’t feel so bad about it
because I felt the locals were finally getting the gist of us.

Early to Mid
1984
I got a call from the Cincinnati Enquirer
and they wanted to interview me for a piece they were doing on the
Jockey Club. I wasn’t sure why, as I hadn’t been there in months at
this point, but I agreed to speak to them; I knew they had my phone
number. When published, the piece referred to me as “a man who
wanders around Cincinnati in a black trench coat” and summarized
the article by saying that the Jockey Club was best for people like
“me,” inferring young adults who had no purpose in life. My mother
almost suffered a coronary.

April
25
The Minutemen – great show, not a great
turnout though. Perhaps it was at this show that I experienced a
classic, Jockey Club moment: some guy gets up to stage dive, throws
himself into the crowd – which parts like the red sea before Moses.
SMACK! Down goes the dude, landing on his face. And I mean he was
**fucked** up; nose smashed, both eyes blacked, his face a ball of
blood. By September, the Jockey officially banned stage diving, but
that didn’t stop some fanatics.

September
29
Seven Seconds put on a great show this night.
I didn’t expect anything – I wasn’t down with hardcore punk at all
in 1984 – but I came away really liking them.

December
13
I don’t remember if it was this Circle Jerks
show or one of the earlier ones – it seems like it was the last one
they did at the Jockey – where the cops came in and made themselves
known to the kids. It was bad – a lot of head-busting and such. I
was there, but I missed all the action because I was making out
with a girl in the parking lot at the Jockey – less said about that
the better. But once we tried to get back into the club there were
like six cruisers spinning their sirens outside the front entrance.
My date was brave; she went back in, but I said, “Not for me,
thanks.”

This incident caused people to stay away from
the Jockey for quite some time. Of course, when the big acts came –
The Ramones, Cramps etc. – they’d come out, but there were many,
many nights at the Jockey when good bands played and only a handful
of people were there.

December
16
Flipper was definitely the worst band I ever
saw at the Jockey Club. There was no attempt to play a proper song,
just a lot of pounding around on instruments and drunken shouting
about various things, most of which didn’t make a lot of sense. It
was a brain-draining drone for about 35 minutes, with added
tomfoolery. I can’t even certify that Will Shatter was still
conscious by the end of the gig, and it pains me to write so, as
I’d known Will in San Francisco a little earlier and found myself
wondering what the hell was wrong with him and his band.






[1985]

May 2
I’m not sure why 11,000 Switches isn’t
listed for this date, but we definitely played, opening for the
Dead Kennedys. I had known Jello in San Francisco and he wanted us
on one of these two dates, and we opted for the second, less
crowded bill. The Switches were definitely on fire that night, and
though we played a monthly string of shows that were packed at JR’s
in Clifton in the months to follow, people for years afterward came
up to me to comment how good we were when we opened for the Dead
Kennedys. That was a three-piece, no bass, Dan Williams and I with
Andrew Hamilton on drums, the so-called “Andrew Power
Trio.”

May 17
I
think this was the Hüsker Dü show I saw; I went because I had a
friend who was addicted to the album “Zen Arcade” and didn’t want
to go alone. I had a cold or something and spent most of the night
with my head down on a table. They were loud. There was a girl with
a sweet face who was dancing alone and looking at me
sympathetically, and got me up to dance with her. I don’t even have
the dancing skills of say, Oliver Hardy, so I danced a little bit,
sucked, and went back to my table. But she was certainly sweet;
that was the most Fellini-esque experience I ever had at the
Jockey. The turnout – considering both the popularity and
importance of the band – was poor.

October
26

Big Black plays the Jockey Club for about 16 people. They still
played well, but were not happy about the turnout, and vowed never
again to play Cincinnati. They were lured back for a date at the
Southgate House in 1987; it was like their second or third-to-last
gig. The last one was a couple of days later in Chicago. The
Southgate date didn’t do well for them either; their equipment
malfunctioned, the sound was bad and mostly Steve Albini just
yelled “Fuck!” They only played about 20 minutes before giving
up.






[1986]

March 2
Johnny Thunders’ second Jockey Club show
was better than the first one; he was a little more together and
told me he felt bad about the way the first one went. That night he
played “You Can’t Put Your Arms around a Memory” twice, and the
second time the crowd, which had thinned out by that late hour,
sang along with the choruses – he was touched by that. I was too;
it was like a bunch of misfits getting together and feeling some
sense of community among us all. That is one of my favorite Jockey
memories.

March
18
The Fall played, and Mark E. Smith was in a
really **bad** mood. I wasn’t there, but I heard the story that the
Jockey staffer given the job to take The Fall back to where they
were staying the night got so fed up with Smith’s shit that he
dropped them off in the middle of the median on I-75. The Fall are
often cited for their longevity, but we wouldn’t be speaking of
them in such terms if they hadn’t figured out how to get across the
interstate that night.

August
3
The Cramps – the most crowded, intense,
electrifying out of town act I ever took in at the Jockey. I missed
Samhain, and some say that show was more so, but the kind of frenzy
that Lux Interior was able to whip up with the crowd is something
I’ve seen nowhere else. That was the Jockey show to die
for.

August
31
Manwich and Human Zoo play the Jockey; it’s
technically the first show for Manwich, or at least the first one
under that name, and with me, on bass. Laura sings with her back to
the crowd most of the gig; she’s wearing a fur-lined, tiger striped
coat in the dead heat of summer and high heels with soles at least
a foot thick, tromping around. It’s a good show and a promising
maiden voyage for Manwich.

Human Zoo also plays and the thing is
videotaped by Justin Gibbs; back then, getting a video made of your
band is still kind of a rare and novel thing. I had bought the
blank, so I wind up with the tape at the end of the night; some
months later I loaned it to the Zoo as they wanted to make a cable
access show out of it - never got it back, unfortunately. Bevo is
performing in a bathrobe with nothing underneath, and at the very
end of the show it comes undone. Beev seems just as surprised as
many others were, quickly turns away and reties the robe before
exiting the stage. It’s hard to tell if anything – ahem – private
is visible. Before I give the tape up I attach a note to the effect
that, “At the very end of the show, Bevo’s robe opens up. To be on
the safe side, snip that out, or fade it, before you air it.”

Some months later, a huge controversy breaks
out in the local press about obscenity on cable access. Sure
enough, the Zoo hadn’t taken out the shot, and community
standards-minded, censor happy Cincinnatians are all freaking out
because Bevo’s penis is being shown on cable. The program – which
had already been running in obscurity for months – was pulled, a
lot of fingers were pointed, and there were threats of jail time
and other recriminations relating to this stupidity lurking in the
background for a long time afterward.

October
31
Halloween night with Manwich at the Jockey;
Laura finally got to wear her Jem mask for an occasion appropriate
for it. We all dressed up, and I’m sure we were a riot to look at –
Wendy was a bloody wraith in a diaphanous dress, and some of that
blood was real, as earlier that night she tripped over a wire in
the back of Playhouse 90 and landed right on her face – her knees
and elbows were all scuffed up; poor Wendy was a wreck, but she
still got up there and rocked.






[1987]

February 11
Manwich’s third, last and probably
worst performance at the Jockey. We lost Laura in the middle of the
set, as she crawled off to some corner of the stage and passed out;
the rest of the band simply filled out the set playing instrumental
versions of the songs. We were incredulous though, that anyone
would be able to sleep amid the din that was Manwich. In about a
month from that time we would have our best show ever at Bogarts,
so this mishap at the Jockey was quickly forgotten.






[1988]

January
The gigs were usually held on Wednesdays
and weekends; not too much action through the week. But then Shorty
starts booking bands on Sundays and Monday nights – these were
groups like the faux-Snare Mystery Meat or some local metal bands.
I would work as many of these nights as I could as I needed the
15-20 bucks I could make, but some of the metal bands that played
these off nights were unbelievably atrocious. There was a group
called Shocking Pink that played several Sundays and Mondays early
in 1988; the best thing I can say about them is that they were
funnier than Flipper.

May 5
The
11,000 Switches – proper – did not exist to play the Jockey that
night as we had broken up for the final time the previous November.
This was actually a date played by Tim Schwallie and I alone; an
experimental jam fest that was pretty good in spots, though Tim was
still a little nervous playing what was essentially for him a solo
set. He’s overcome that since! Eugene Chadbourne was a riot at the
Jockey; I hadn’t seen my friend Ted Rosenthal laughed so hard in
years.

Later in the month, perhaps even the May 28
date listed below, I played solo as the Master of Horror, playing
tape loops, projecting View Master images on a tiny screen and
never visible myself on stage during the performance. It was early
and I think three people might have seen it.

May
28
Didjits were from San Francisco and they
played Cincinnati several times in the late 1980s; I never did like
working for them as the singer – who wore a pink wedding suit and
looked a little like Vincent D’Onofrio -- had a shtick where he
would act pissed off and toss around the mike stands and things. As
a soundman, that seemed personal. Pete would explain again and
again, “Listen, this is part of the act.” I heard one of their
albums and really liked the music. But I never did get used to
their show.

May
29
The last night – ugh – doesn’t hold any
pleasant memories for me, sadly. It was a madhouse, I was running
sound and it was very hard to communicate with any of the bands,
who were all stressed out – it was a very loaded up slate. So I was
working my ass off the whole night, and just getting to the stage
to pick up a mike stand that had fallen over was a major deal,
winding my way through the crowd. I got hit by a bottle at one
point, but that was nothing compared to the way it was when people
started tearing the wood paneling down off the walls. The air
instantly filled with dust and splinters; I wound up with a
splinter in my back that took three years to remove. I began
shouting at them to stop it, and this worked for a short while, but
then more of the paneling came down until it was all off and onto
the floor. Records and slips from the jukebox were scattered
everywhere. And even after this disaster, I still had to break all
of the sound gear down and load it into Bob Hallas’ truck. I didn’t
even go home first; I walked straight from the Jockey to the
Greyhound bus station and took a bus to Columbus for a few days to
decompress.

I have always been a firm believer that once
you establish a place as your temple, you respect it and leave it
as it was before you entered. However, others decided it was a kind
of anarchic fun that they could not resist, and would never again
have a chance to experience. In such a dense crowd, one wouldn’t
think that you could single out the perpetrators. Actually, I did –
and do – know who instigated that whole thing, a friend of mine at
the time. He just said, “C’mon Uncle Dave, they are just going to
tear all of this down anyway.”

About a month later, the editors
of Inkwire asked me
contribute a piece on the last night of the Jockey Club. I wrote
about 18 pages of some of the most poisonous prose that ever came
out of my pen, and submitted it, saying, “You probably won’t want
to publish this.” And I was right; they didn’t. I sorely wish I had
it still; it was very detailed about the events of that night from
the inside, and I’m afraid after twenty years that my memory does
not serve me nearly so well.

Greg Fernandez

Friday, 9/3/82 (date confirmed by cassette tape labeled that
night)
This was the second Hospital Records
weekend at the Jockey Club and the second or third punk weekend.
Playing were 11,000 Switches, BPA, and Lopez Sophisticates (David
Lewis and I), Friday only.

The Jockey Club had yet to draw punk crowds
and the show was sparsely attended. During Lopez's "How to Win
Girls by Hypnosis", a song accompanied by a chord organ and
Styrofoam cup, a patron played "Mountain Music" on the jukebox. The
Oak Ridge Boys are not too audible on the tape but when they are
they blend surprisingly well with our song.

Tim Benz

The 11,000 Switches, Cointelpro, and BPA
played perhaps the first “punk show” at the JC. When we walked in,
the bar was surrounded by a mixture of aged puffy guys in old guy
jackets, a scattering of bikers, and a few barflies’ of forever
indeterminate age. It was like a glorified practice – 20 of our
closest friends in front of this huge empty space, and another 20
people drinking beer at the bar, seemingly oblivious to our
presence. Well, maybe not oblivious – They did keep turning on the
jukebox to drown us out! At this point in our lives we were used to
hostile crowds – indeed, we fed upon them. We’d been egged and spat
upon. We once set up on 2nd street and directed improvised noise at
unwitting Riverfest attendees who were forced to listen because
they were stuck in traffic. We’d plug in and play at parks, and
even turned a classroom at U.C. into our “practice space”. If there
was juice, we’d play. But there was something disconcerting about
being ignored by the JC regulars. When we were about to leave we
asked the owners -Tiny (a large man who refused to cut his beard
until Reagan left office), and Shorty (a diminutive curmudgeon with
an ever-present cigar stub in his mouth) what they thought of the
show. Shorty snorted “Not loud enough” Then they proceeded to pay
us several hundred dollars for playing to 40 people. Needless to
say… we were hooked!

Over the years we played there frequently –
almost as much as The Reduced and SS-20. Our first “big show” was
opening for the Violent Femmes. We’d never heard of them, but then
we saw them reviewed in People or Newsweek (who only reviewed five
or six records per issue). We thought this could be pretty big. As
it turned out, over 700 people were crammed into the JC on a hot
Newport night. Before they ran out of beer (yes, they had to drive
to a grocery to get more) we were drinking air-raid shelter beer –
warm cans of old Riverfest Hudepohl from the basement…vintage 10
years ago. Yum!

We were fortunate that Bill Leist and Pete
Wegele let us open for bands we loved. We played a show with Tupelo
Chain Sex which featured Don “Sugarcane” Harris on violin and
Stumuk on baritone sax. Don had major R&B hits as part of Don
and Dewey in the 60s, and played with Harvey Mandel in the Pure
Food and Drug Act in the 70s. Harvey perfected the backwards guitar
sound and even played with the Rolling Stones. Stumuk was a member
of Frank Zappa’s touring extravaganza who resembled Tiny just a
bit. I was enthralled to be sharing the stage with Sugarcane, one
of the heroes from my obscure record collection. Of course,
Sugarcane could barely remember Harvey Mandel… as he was a junkie.
Instead, he and Stumuk argued over who should be louder all night,
constantly telling the soundman to turn the other one down.

Speaking of junkies, we also played with
Flipper, of “Sex Bomb” fame, the most nihilistic hunk of scrap
metal the west coast ever produced. On record, they were amazing.
Live, they were the most tortuous, violence-inducing,
claustrophobic mess I’ve ever experienced. If you didn’t want to
hurt someone (or yourself), then you weren’t human. Of course when
singer Bruce Loose taunted us repeatedly with “Play That Funky
Music White Boy” after the show, it took considerable peace keeping
efforts of guitarist Will Shatter to keep us from pounding him.

While on the subject of opiates, who could
forget seeing LAMF with Johnny Thunders? Todd Witt conducted my
favorite ever rock interview. Pissing next to the legend in the
nasty rot of the JC restroom, Todd asked, “Hey Johnny, what are you
opening with”? “Pipeline”, said Johnny. Sitting right behind us at
this show was a pissed-off looking Sylvain Sylvain (???). Johnny
played an unannounced acoustic set the next night, which was
recorded and became a perennial in-between acts JC soundtrack –
“You Can’t Put Your Arms Around A Memory”.

We also got to open for the Minutemen. I’ll
always cherish drinking a Foster’s with Mike Watt, and D. Boon was
a crazed piston as his feet touched the ground as little as humanly
possible as he skronked his way through 40 or so San Pedro haikus.
I’d love to see a Muybridge photo montage of Mr. Boon in
action!

In the early days my girlfriend Lisa and I
went to the JC almost every weekend. Lisa was an effervescent
African American with a taste for Prince, Depeche Mode, 1/2
Japanese, and designer clothes. Even though she dressed “better”
than the usual JC pit dweller, there were no strangers at the JC.
We made new friends every night. Lisa did not drink beer at first
though. I remember she once asked Shorty “What is your wine
selection”? Shorty said “We’ve got red… and white”. He proceeded to
pour her a highball glass of Ernest and Julio’s finest white from a
cloudy gallon jug that must have been there since the depression.
Lisa soon developed a taste for beer.

Another famed band we shared a bill with was
The Fall, who was touring the U.S. in support of their only “hit”
album on this side of the pond, “This Nation’s Saving Grace”. My
brother and I had every Fall album (at this point I think they’re
up to 30 studio releases), and we really wanted to meet them. But
like the Violent Femmes, they closed off the JC “dressing room”,
(the moldy, dusty, abandoned lounge/pot smoking room, and home of
the eternal jar of pickles), so no chit-chat with the acerbic Mark
E. Smith! In their rider, they needed a Twin Reverb amp for the
drummer, which we supplied. It turns out the drummer was a bit of
an arse, saying “Fuck off” to a kid helping him and to our drummer,
who took strong offense. Once again, we missed our chance to beat
the fuck out of our idols. Unlike Flipper, Brix E. Smith and
company rocked the JC stage with a vengeance, (and they are
hands-down my favorite band to this day).

Ah, the JC. Where else could you go every
weekend without a clue who was playing, and have a 75% chance of
hearing a great band, a 90% chance of having fun, and a 40% chance
of seeing Snare and the Idiots, hearing SS-20 play “Teenage
Radiation”, or throwing beer cans at The Reduced? One night we went
to a very crowded JC to see the Meatmen of “Crippled Children
Really Suck” fame. We’d been hitting the $2 Foster’s pretty heavy
and in the parking lot we saw front man Tesco Vee coming out of the
van with some groupies… looking coked out and resplendent in his
satyr outfit. He then proceeded to play a ha-ha-aren’t-we-funny set
of regurgitated N.Y. Dolls-meets-Foghat riffs ad infinitum. We were
camped out at the soundboard, a far-piece from the stage, and as
the show went on, my friend Tim kept gripping his Foster’s can
tighter, and his face kept getting redder. Sure enough, during a
particular audience-pandering part of the set, Tim launched his oil
can in an arc worthy of an Olympian, and lo and behold scored a
direct hit on Tesco Vee’s devil-horned head. Shorty immediately ran
out from behind the bar, pissed beyond belief. It was only by
telling Shorty repeatedly, “It’s like with Billy and the
Reduced…They only feel the show is successful when the fans throw
beers”, that kept Tim from being banned from the JC forever.

My friends in the Boondocks scored a huge
show at the JC opening for The Cramps. They were incredibly nervous
about the magnitude of the show, but they did themselves proud,
even though singer Greg Cull and bassist Matt “Thing” Becher could
only complete the show from their knees, as gravity and Jack
Daniel’s took their toll. Of course Lux Interior of The Cramps was
swilling Jack as well, and apparently destroyed part of the ceiling
above the stage with the bottle, but I missed that because I was
trying to get my cigarettes back from a young nymphet I barely knew
who kept sticking them in her bra and writing obscenities on the
back of my t shirt. Trust me; it wasn’t as fun as it sounds.

One of the conveniences of the JC was that
you never had to ask where the bathroom was. It is with abject
horror that I remember a pre-show ritual of one of my band members
(better left unnamed). He would drink many rounds of beer and eat
the taco salad at the JC’s illustrious neighbor…Sylvia’s Mexican
Restaurant. (I guess William Burroughs/Edward Hopper White Castle
nearby wouldn’t do?). Of course, the beer, the nerves, and the hot
peppers caused a dilemma. What do you do when you have the shits
and the only facilities are what to this day should probably be an
EPA Superfund Cleanup Site?

We played the last show at the JC which was
scheduled to be razed. Right after our set, things took on a far
darker tone. Our amps and equipment were “safely” under the tables
by the right wall. Gradually, the tables and chairs by that wall
were sent flying, the walls were being torn apart, and we barely
rescued our gear. The JC faithful started the demolition a bit
early! People stole the red chairs. People rescued the black
tables. People carefully saved the old horse racing betting panels
behind the stage. Hell, somebody probably saved the ancient pickle
jar! We were a little shell-shocked as we were crowding into our
cars after the show. “I got a chair”…“I got an ashtray”. My
girlfriend proceeded to produce her souvenir from the greatest rock
venue I’ve ever known: A shit-spattered toilet seat! (Note to the
Centers for Disease Control – This relic still resides at the BPA
practice space).

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/39330
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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