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—Ray Manzarek, keyboard player for The Doors
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"Deliciously subversive



DISCLAIMER

Radio Wauves is a true story based on actual events, either
related to the author by the participants, or told through the
author’s personal experience.

Some scenes portrayed in this book are composities of ac-
tual events or are reconstructions based on the types of expe-
riences I’ve had during my years in radio. Some of the radio
broadeasts and other material quoted in this book are my cre-
ations, based on my personal recollection. And that stuff
about the ‘‘phone company’’ and Aeme Transport Ltd. being
a CIA front, was just a joke. You know, a little creative li-
cense, like the part about the automatic weapons.

Most of the names in this book are also real. However, the
following have been changed :

Terri Belle Lucifer Le Rock
Ralph Bolton George McCarther
Dean Brady Officer MacIntosh
Alan Draper Thom O’Guardia
Ginger Feldman Jude S. Papers
Officer Flynn Wiley Perch

F. Reginald Glutman Pollen

Joanne Goodwin Arnold Quisle
Frank Grayson Biff Shmooze
Hai Ku Ira Steinberg
Officer Jerry Mega Turnon

Bill Kelly Bobby Weed
Officer Kimball Ray White

Along with the names of certain characters, the radio sta-
tions’ names have also been changed, including: RADIO
KAOS, KASH, KBRK, KFRE, KDOM, KHIP, KCWB and
KGAB.
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INTRODUGTION

by Don Henley

Music changed my life. Radio, the vehicle for that musie,
was my connection to the world that lay outside my small
hometown. During those difficult, adolescent years, it was a
friend in the dark; a messenger to a lover; a magic carpet; a
ticket out. Rock and roll was coming of age and hormones
were rattling all over the globe. The latter half of the sixties
would see thousands of young people head west, drawn by the
power of the music and the cultural revolution that was
springing up around it. The Beatles had invaded the States,
Elvis was making bad movies and San Francisco and Los An-
geles were fast becoming the gathering places for long-haired
kids who wanted to reinvent themselves and merge into the
strange and wonderful metamorphosis that was taking place.

Jim Ladd and I were fellow travelers on this rock and
roll caravan, although our paths would not cross until 1973
when he interviewed the Eagles just after we had released the
Desperado album. Ie struck me then as an anomaly in his
profession. He was serious, intelligent and thoroughly pre-
pared. He displayed a respect for, and a knowledge of the
music—especially the lyrics—that I had not previously en-
countered. The heady days of the early seventies were won-
drous, confusing and secary—filled with tremendous highs
and lows—but Jim, in his empathetic way, got us to open
up—serious young men that we were—and talk with candor
about what was on our minds. It was a refreshing change
from the bluster and fatuousness to which we had been aceus-
tomed. Music had changed and so had radio—at least on the
FM band.

It seems odd to think that rock and roll FM radio has
only been with us sinee 1967, but it was born that year in San
Francisco—the year I took my first acid trip and listened to
Sergeant Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band (eoincidentally
enough, in the Eagle Apartments in Dallas, Texas). Los An-



geles and Boston followed in short order and soon the emerg-
ing counterculture had its own personal medium. Moreover,
FM was superior to AM in sound quality and it came in ste-
reo! This, however, was not the greatest difference between
the two. The main difference was the music and the way it
was presented. Listeners were given credit for having a brain,
a conscience and a sense of humor above that of a ten year
old. DJs often played songs in sets of two or three according
to their topicality or, as Ladd put it, ‘‘They knew the musie
and how to relate it to the social issues of the day.”’

In 1975, Jim committed what many believed was career
suicide by leaving the number-one rated FM station in L.A.
to take a lower-paying but more fulfilling job at the seruffy,
second-rated FM station. By 1978, however, Ladd and the ico-
noclastic family of DJs at RADIO KAOS had resurrected
and redefined ‘‘free-form’’ FM rock radio. KAOS ruled the
airwaves of Southern California. They had survived the aber-
ration called ‘‘diseo’’, but music and culture were mutating
once again. ‘‘Punk’’ was gnawing its way out of its shell and
“‘new wave’’ was in the germinal stage. Fate and bad helicop-
ter maintenance were about to deal Jimmy Carter a devastat-
ing blow ; the country was getting ready to swing to the right.

The story of radio in the eighties is basically the story of
American culture. We went data crazy. Words and phrases
like ‘‘format,’’ ‘‘research,’’ ‘‘marketing campaign’’ and ‘‘de-
mographices’’ became ensconced in the radio lexicon. Dise
jockeys were slowly being stripped of their autonomy. They
could no longer say and play what they pleased. Radio, like
television, was becoming a corporately programmed conduit
for comforting entertainment and mindless escapism. But the
real problem was more insidious. Greed was back with a ven-
geance. Jim Morrison said it best, *‘ We want the world and
we want it now.”’ The laissez-faire policies of the Reagan ad-
ministration made opulence and shameless acquisition fash-
ionable. National unconsciousness was the order of the day.
Radio stations became mere investment properties for the
new generation of ‘‘me decade’’ entrepreneurs who wanted to
turn a neat profit quickly. Ratings was the name of the game.
Consultants were brought in to restructure and program the
stations in the hopes of boosting ratings, not over an extended
period of time, but as soon as possible so that the station—or
chain of stations—could then be sold. Hence the data freak-



out and the pandering to every musical fad that came down
the pike, regardless of quality or value (record companies
were just as guilty). Jim Ladd would be the first to admit
that there is nothing inherently wrong with data. But, since
we, as a culture, are now addicted to immediate gratification,
due, ironically, in large part to electronic media, the Amer-
ican entrepreneurial mind thinks in terms of immediate prof-
itability rather than long-term domination of markets as
practiced by the Japanese. This mind-set is destroying our
society—especially the arts and the environment—from the
inside out. The dog is eating its own tail.

Radio, in many instances, is no longer controlled by people
who truly love and appreciate music. In fact, a great many of
America’s products, treasures and traditions are in the hands
of those only concerned with quantity, not quality ; those who
would mortgage the future in favor of the present. This is the
legacy of the Reagan years—capitalism run amok. Jim Ladd
has told not only the story of FM rock radio. He has, with an
admirable amount of humor and affection, chronicled the U.S.
of A. as it slides into the twenty-first century.
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TRIBAIL
DRUM

Come on people now

Smile on your brother

Everybody get together

Try to love one another right now.
——the Youngbloods

WHAT [’M about to tell you is very personal. Not kiss
and tell personal, but the kind of homily that
springs from a loving and respectful memory.

Imagine for a moment that you were given the keys to a
magic chamber. A psychic clean room if you will, where, upon
entering, real life is put on hold. Within this enchanted room,
there are no wars, no taxes, no headlines—even the laws of
physies do not apply. Inside this sacred vestibule you are
given the power, not only to transcend who you are, but to
recreate yourself, over and over again. What would you do if
you had access, four hours a day, to such a wondrous place?
Four precious hours, during which all the inflexible bonds of
daily reality simply vanished, as you literally plugged into
your own imagination.
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Can you possibly comprehend the addictive properties in-
herent in such an island of mental health, freed from all doubts
and insecurities, a place where anything is possible? What
would you do inside this room ? What kind of world would you
create? What would you do, if you could do anything?

Such a place existed once—a flash point that tore a hole
in the fabrie of reality—and let forth a fountain of music
and life. At the very center of that spark were the people who
made L.A. rock—the notorious outriders who shined a sonie
spotlight on one of the most creative, turbulent, and exciting
periods in Ameriean history. This is the story of the days and
nights within that magical chamber, inside the glass booth of
RADIO KAOS.

Although this tale of KAOS is based on truth, this is not
a textbook for the whole of rock radio by any stretch of the
hallueination. It is, however, a look behind the microphone
that spoke for an entire generation of Southern Californians.
A unique moment in an era of social revolution and cultural
permutation, a moment that, to one degree or another, has
changed us all.

K-A-O-S was not just another set of call letters taking up
space on the FM dial. 94.7 illuminated the frequency modula-
tion band like a community bonfire, a beacon for a generation
in search of the light. It was our hideout, our escape, our
secret code: ‘‘underground radio.”’

Underground radio was born in the late sixties, and see-
ond only to the musie, it was our generation’s most important
cultural link. The origin of the term ‘‘underground’’ is kind
of murky. History, however, provides an abundance of sto-
ries, so pick one.

We always called it ‘“free form.”’ Free-form radio was an
approach to the music and the show itself, which resulted in a
highly personal and completely spontaneous new art form.
Most of us never thought of it as a job, and that was always
the problem. A job was something ‘‘straight people” did to
earn uleers. For us, it was more of a calling. We were guer-
rilla fighters for a generation of creative explorers, inmates
who took over the asylum for just one purpose—to play with
the public-address system.

Tom Donahue was the man who stole the keys to the glass
booth, and opened it up to an entirely new generation of ra-
dio pioneers—long-haired, barefoot, tie-dyed dreamers, who
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came to their tiny, run-down, and woefully ill-equipped sta-
tions, filled with the rhythm of adventure, and the melody of
revolution. Innovators, who saw themselves as the conduit of
a great and powerful magie that was busy being born.

Remember JFK, Martin Luther King, LLBJ, Vietnam, and
Nixon? How about hippies, LSD, Bobby Kennedy, Kent
State, Woodstock, Neil Armstrong, People’s Park, or the
great banana-smoking caper ? For those of you whose sense of
recent history is limited to buzzwords such as aerobics, BMW,
and tofu, you’ll just have to trust me when I tell you that
things were very different then.

How you remember the sixties is completely dependent
upon how you survived the sixties. Those who saw it down the
barrel of an M-16 in Southeast Asia have a different perspec-
tive than the guys with a college deferment. The memories of
black civil rights workers in Montgomery will differ greatly
from those of middle-class whites who lived in suburbia. If
you were the parents of a teenager, you were probably torn
between complete bewilderment and sheer terror. But if you
were fortunate enough to be young, idealistie, and living in
San Francisco, you had a chance to be touched by the Spirit :
a pure light, which shone down upon those seven mystie hills,
and changed everything.

Something wonderful happened, something unexplainable.
For an all-too-brief nanosecond of history, the ‘‘movement,’’
or the ‘‘counterculture,’’ or whatever label one chooses for the
tribe, was shown a vision of the promised land. And like some
great simultaneous revelation, everybody began to treat one
another as if they were Jesus. It was a deep and profound bliss,
and if it touched your heart, you know that you've never been
the same.

This Big Bang of consciousness in the late 1960s ignited a
tangible sense of wonder and commitment, unique in Amer-
ican history. And it was against this backdrop, or more acecu-
rately because of it, that FM radio was born.

KFRE was the genesis, the very first FM rock station on
planet earth, a legendary beacon that would be the prototype
for all future FM stations in America. It, as well as the very
idea of free-form rock radio, was invented by a 350-pound
unemployed father of four, who was living with his soon-to-
be-second wife, Raechel. Raechel Hamilton was only eighteen
years old when she first met Tom Donahue in the mid-1960s,



She had talent, brains, and a lightning wit to matech her Ver-
onica Lake style of beauty. And Raechel would need them all
to keep up with her future husband, a man more than twice
her age.

“Big Daddy’’ Tom Donahue was a major Top 40 radio
star in the Bay Area, until he was forced to do one too many
remote broadeasts, from one too many record store openings,
and something inside him snapped. He could no longer bring
himself to play music that insulted his intelligence, for a
bunch of kids chewing bubble gum to a candy-coated beat.
This was the first in a series of events which would lead to the
most revolutionary change in radio since Alan Freed coined
the term ‘‘rock 'n’ roll’’ back in the 1950s.

It was Tom Donahue’s fault! It was all Tom Donahue’s
fault! Let’s get that clear right up front. Okay, maybe it
wasn’t all Tom Donahue’s fault, it was also the Beatles’ fault,
it was the Rolling Stones’ fault, it was the Grateful Dead’s
fault, it was the Doors’ fault. And let’s not forget Dylan,
Hendrix, Joplin, the Jefferson Airplane, and—Bill Graham !
These were the people who ruined my life. These were the
musical subversives who opened some invisible trapdoor of
alternative thought which I happily tripped through. But 1
have proof that it was Tom Donahue who pulled the rope!

All of this ecan be traced back to a fog-shrouded San
Franeisco night in 1967. Tom and Raechel Donahue sat with
a friend in their small Victorian apartment, listening to the
Doors’ first album, while rearranging brain cells via Dr.
Tim’s magic snake oil. The playing cards were starting to
melt, and it was becoming increasingly difficult to tell the
hearts from the diamonds when, through the haze of incense
and acid, Big Daddy shifted his enormous bulk and posed a
fateful question:

““Why in the hell aren’t we hearing any of this stuff on
the radio?”’

Good question. And Tom Donahue was not a man to let a
question like that go unanswered.

The next day Tom began to call FM stations (which in
those days usually had one of three formats: foreign lan-
guage, religious, or static), until he found one whose phone
was disconnected.

Eureka!

“‘Rae, this is it,”” Tom called to Raechel as he hung up.
“KFRE had their phones yanked.’’
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‘“What do you mean ‘this is it’%’’ Raechel said as she en-
tered the living room. ‘‘This is what, a radio station that’s so
broke it can’t pay its phone bill?”’

‘“Exaetly,”” Tom answered, already plotting his next
move. ‘‘These people need us.’’

““They need us?’’ Raechel pondered half to herself. ‘I
thought we were the ones in need.’’

‘““We are,”’ Tom smiled. ‘“It’s perfeet.’’

Raechel walked back to the kitchen, where the children
were eating lunch, and closed the door. ‘‘ Look Tom, you just
quit the biggest AM station in town where you were making
good money, because you couldn’t stand their bullshit. Now
you want to go to work for a foreign-language station that’s
flat broke. What’s going on here?’’

Tom motioned toward the beanbag chair next to the
couch. ““Sit down Rae, I want you to listen to this idea.”’

Raechel walked over to the big red Naugahyde lump, and
flopped down in the middle. As soon as she appeared to be
settled, Tom began.

““You and I are living at the very center of the counter-
culture movement. Right now San Franciseo and Berkeley
are the hot spots for new musie, polities, art, the whole hippie
thing, would you agree?”’

“Yes,”” Raechel answered, still not sure where he was
going with this.

“Well, it hit me last night, all this new musie, all these
changes taking place around us, yet Top 40 radio is still the
same old shuck-and-jive it was ten years ago. I think there’s a
need for a completely new kind of radio. A station that plays
only really hip musie, like the Airplane, Quicksilver, Moby
Grape, The Doors—we could even play somethin’ from Janis,
and follow it with a Bessie Smith cut. Really expand the pa-
rameters of the music to include all the stuff we like, but
never hear on the radio. Think of it Rae, no more teenybop-
per crap, we could play anything we wanted. We could pro-
gram the radio—Ilike Bill Graham books the Fillmore!’’

““Do you think it would work?’’ asked Raechel. ‘‘I mean,
do you think there are enough people . .. ?”’

‘““How many freaks showed up at the park last week for
that free concert with the Dead?’’ Tom asked rhetorically.
‘‘Five, six thousand ? And that was Just word of mouth. The
only people who even knew it was going to happen were the
ones who live right here in the Haight. How many do you



think would have come if there was a radio station that had
gotten the word out? A station that was really into what’s
going on?’’

““My God,”’ Raechel whispered as the idea began to take
shape in her head. ‘‘Now I see what you 're gettin’ at. And
instead of pimple creams and insurance companies for spon-
sors—we could get water bed stores and head shops—I’ll bet
Graham would buy time on the station for the Fillmore.”’

‘“Hell, if we work it right, he might let us broadcast some
of the shows live!”” Tom added, as the synergy between the
- two minds locked into a groove.

““And PSAs, Tom, no more of those dry moronic bake
sales and science fair spots,”’ exclaimed Raechel, now up and
pacing around the room. “‘We could do public service an-
nouncements for the Free Clinie, and SNCC and the Black
Panther food bank....”’

‘““What do you say, Raechel, do you think we ’re too old to
run away and join the circus?”’

The next move was to locate the station owner, and do the
Donahue dance. Tom was not only a good tap dancer; as an
alchemist, he was second to none. Moments into his routine, he
was conjuring up dollar signs in the eyes of one Frank
Grayson. Tom did this by explaining to Frank that his phone
was out of order due to nonpayment of bills, due to the fact
that KFRE had no ratings, due to the fact that no one in the
greater San Francisco area was listening.

““But I can change all that Frank,”” Tom intoned like a
shaman in the midst of some ancient tribal ritual, ‘‘and all
you have to do is stand back and let me work the magie.”’

Mr. Grayson sat in his darkened office, lit only by the dim
afternoon sunlight that filtered its way through a heavy Bay
Area fog 'and finally struggled past soiled windows into the
murky room. The station was doing so poorly, he kept the
lights turned off during the day in order to save electricity.
Frank watched solemnly as the gigantic configuration of Tom
“Big Daddy’’ Donahue danced through the shadows, billow-
ing forth a stream of ideas and information. He didn’t know
anything about these new rock bands, nor did he have the
slightest clue as to what a head shop was, but Tom Donahue
had proven himself in this market, and Frank Grayson was
tired of sitting in the dark.

So, the following Saturday afternoon, Tom and Raechel
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packed up their album collection into four cardboard boxes
and loaded them into the back of a beat-up Volkswagen bus.
As they drove to the station for the first time, they realized
that no one on the planet, aside from Frank Grayson and
themselves, knew what was about to happen. There were no
newspaper ads, no billboards, not even an on-air announce-
ment declaring that KFRE was about to mutate—none of the
usual advertising hoopla which radio stations normally use to
herald a change in formats. They would be stepping out into
thin air, all alone, without a promotional net. They had four
boxes of records and access to the airwaves—the rest would
be up to them.

Tom and Raechel arrived at KFRE in a flurry of aetivity,
and for the next two hours busied themselves in preparation
for the show. The bewildered engineer who ran the taped pro-
grams could only sit and wateh as this forty-two-year-old,
350-pound hippie and his teenage bride prepared to take over
the station.

Then, at 6:00 p.m., April 7, 1967, Tom Donahue opened
the mike on a new chapter of radio history. And in a voice as
big as his frame, launched the era of free-form FM radio:

“This is Tom Donahue, I'm here to clear up your face
and mess up your mind.”

It was the Summer of Love, and San Francisco’s newest
addition to the counterculture had Just been born. He prom-
ised an ‘‘honest and direct’’ approach to the musie, and de-
clared that KFRE would serve as an ‘‘open bulletin board’’
for the city’s hip community. It was a new radio manifesto, a
declaration of independence, written between the lyrics of the
music he was about to play.

Come gather round people where ever ya roam
And admit that the waters around you have grown
And accept it that soon you’ll be drenched to the bone
If your time to you is worth saving
And you better start swimmin’ or you’ll sink like a stone
For the times they are a changin’

—Bob Dylan

"The very choice of songs, as well as the manner in which



he played them, was in itself revolutionary. Tom played
¢‘gets’’ of songs, three or four in a row without stopping in
between, as was normal for the time. Furthermore, he didn’t
talk over the beginnings or endings of the records, but treated
the music as art rather than product. After each set, Tom
would back-announce the songs, and talk about how they re-
lated to what was going on in the city, or perhaps how a par-
ticular set of tunes carried a broader national message. He
chose his own musie, and in between sets, continued to define
the future direction of the station.

Meanwhile, Raechel did everything else.

Because Tom had spent the last twenty years in Top 40
AM radio with his own producer and engineer, he had never
in his life run a board, or cued a record. So it was left to
Raechel to pull the albums, cue up the songs, answer the tele-
phones, and provide Tom with anything else that was needed.
They worked together in a kind of close-order tandem, inven-
ting this new style of radio, one record at a time.

The response was immediate and overwhelming.

They didn’t know how word got around so fast, but
within an hour, the few unintelligible complaints from the
tiny foreign language audience were drowned in a deluge of
phone calls from an overwhelmed Haight-Ashbury.

“‘Is this for real?”’

“T’ve never heard anything like this before.”’

““My friend just called and said to turn you guys on.”’

““How long have you been doing this?’’

““Who are you people?’”

On it went into the night, the telephones ringing off the
hook as the audience bore witness to an entirely new art form,
coming to life in the cool evening air of The City. The noise
spread like a juicy rumor, it was electric, it was psychedelic,
it was San Francisco in the sixties.

At about eight o’clock, Raechel was confronted by a ner-
vous employee, who’d been ordered to ‘‘keep an eye on
things’’ by Frank Grayson.

“‘TThere are two people at the front door who want to—to
come in!’’ he stammered, obviously upset. ‘‘ We 've never had
visitors at KFRE before. What should I do?”’

““Well, what do they want?”’ asked Raechel as she handed
Tom his next record.

““They said they’ve brought gifts,’’ he mumbled, looking

10
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down at the threadbare carpet on the control room floor. *No
offense, but they 're a couple of those, you know, hippie types.
What do you want me to do?”’

‘““Hippie types!’’ eried Raechel in mock horror. *‘ Well, we
certainly can’t have their kind hanging around outside the
station. Invite them in!”’

Shocked and confused, the poor man turned and walked
out of the studio like he was headed for death row. A few
moments later, the studio door opened, and in walked two fine
young examples of middle-class rebellion, dressed from head
to toe in tie-dyed splendor.

‘“Hi,”’ said the skinny blond kid, his long, straight hair
tied back in a ponytail. ‘““My name’s Swan and this is my
girlfriend Juju. We can’t believe what a groovy thing you
guys are doing! Everybody ’s freakin’ out, I mean you played
the Dead, Ramblin’ Jack Elliot, and Dylan without even
stoppin’ to say anything in between!”’

“Everybody’s talking about it!’’ squealed Juju, an at-
tractive seventeen-year-old dressed in beads, bell-bottoms, an
oversized T-shirt, and Jesus sandals. ‘‘ We heard you mention
how cold and bare the studio looked, so we decided to bring
this stuff down—you know—to kinda help out.”’

““Yeah, we got this groovy Hendrix poster, two or three
Fillmore posters, a Zig-Zag poster, and the one of J oplin with
her shirt unbuttoned,”’ exclaimed Swan as he surveyed the
drab gray walls of the studio.

‘“Everybody at our apartment donated somethin’, and we
volunteered to bring it down to you,’’ added the wide-eyed
Juju, her mass of curly red hair flying in all directions as she
spoke. ‘“We got candles and incense and some hand-strung
beads and this big ankh that one of the guys made out of pop-
tops and—"’

““You won'’t believe it,”” Swan broke in, ‘‘but half the peo-
ple in the Haight got you blastin’ through their radios. Peo-
ple are opening windows and moving their speakers out onto
the ledges so that everybody in the street ean hear. Its almost
like the Dead concert in the park a couple of weeks ago,
everybody’s dancing and smokin’—it’s far out!’’

Tom stood up and hugged Raechel in a way that said ‘‘ we
did it girl,’’ as Swan and Juju began to clap and dance to the
music of Canned Heat.

Raechel found a roll of duect tape for the posters and gave
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it to Swan, who set about decorating the studio walls, while
Juju lit candles and sticks of incense. They had also brought
a large five-by-seven-foot tapestry, which required all four of
them to hang. So, during a long record, Swan and Tom (look-
ing very much like a bizarre version of Laurel and Hardy)
stood on chairs, holding the tapestry between them, while
Raechel directed its proper placement, and Juju held the
hammer and nails.

When they were finished, the dingy gray hole of a studio
had been transformed into a brightly colored musie box, il-
luminated by the iridescent hues of psychedelic posters, and
the warm smell of sandalwood.

KFRE immediately became the communication headquar-
ters for the entire Bay Area hip community. Along with Tom
and Raechel, the first air staff featured the now-successful
actor Howard Hesseman, then known as Don Sturdy, who
would later portray a dise jockey called Johnny Fever on the
TV sitcom ‘“ WKRP in Cincinnati.”” He was followed by Carl
Gottleeb, and at midnight Chris Ross did a show called ‘‘ Beef
With Egg on the Side.”’

There had never been anything like it before. The shows
were outrageous without resorting to the zany and frenetic
palaver listeners were used to hearing on AM radio. The jocks
were low-key, cool, and unpretentious, while developing a
style of humor that was both irreverent and loaded with dou-
ble entendre. They knew the musie, and how to relate it to the
social issues of the day. Something new was emerging, some-
thing deeper than mere show biz, a daring new sound that
rang with both the hope and the alarm of a village church
bell.

So in 1967, KFRE was born, with a record library that
consisted of Tom and Raechel’s own albums, and the vision of
this remarkable pair of outlaws. It was an idea whose time
had come, an outlet not only for a completely new media
breakthrough, but a clearinghouse for the ideas that were to
emerge from the burgeoning cultural renaissance as well.

They had struck the tribal drum.

During the next six months, KFRE exploded in popularity as
word continued to spread. They signed up five new sponsors
in the first three weeks: two head shops, a water bed store, a
secondhand clothes store, and something called ‘‘Magnolia
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Thunderpussy.”” Magnolia Thunderpussy had the most out-
rageously funny radio commercials ever produced, although
no one ever quite figured out what they sold.

News of this rebellious new FM station shot through the
rock 'n’ roll grapevine, and soon New York’s WOR and
Boston’s WBCN were creating their own individual brand of
free-form radio. The lights were beginning to come on in
Frank Grayson’s office. Obviously he had something here
(even if he didn’t like the musiec and was still very uncom-
fortable around these strange-looking people), it was work-
ing, you couldn’t deny that—working so well, in fact, that
two big stations back east were now trying a similar ap-
proach. Frank reached across a stack of papers, turned on his
desk lamp, and thought to himself, ‘I wonder if this thing
could work in L.A.”’

Tom and Raechel had just finished their shift when Frank
called them into his office.

““Christ, it’s bright in here, Frank,”’ Tom said with a
sidelong wink to Raechel. ‘‘What did you do, upgrade your
desk lamp to a sixty-watt bulb?”’

““Very funny Tom,’’ Grayson replied, clearly not amused.
‘“The station is doing better, but we're certainly not out of
the woods yet.’’

““Better?’’ chimed in Raechel. ‘‘Better, Franklin? You
Just got five new sponsors, all of whom actually speak En-
glish. I'd say the station’s doing better, it’s only the talk of
the entire Bay Area.’”’

‘““Well, that’s true,’”” Frank acknowledged grudgingly,
‘‘and that’s why I asked you two to come in here.’’

““We're not going to have another one of those discussions
about a dress code are we, Frank?’’ Tom asked, rolling his
eyes toward the ceiling.

‘“No, it’s not about that,’’ said Grayson, ‘‘although I’ll
never understand what possesses you people to go around
looking like—"’

““You’re going to give us a raise!’’ cried Raechel, clap-
ping her hands in an imitation of a child at Christmas,

Grayson waited for this latest outburst of the now famil-
iar Donahue sarcasm to wane before he continued. ‘‘It’s not a
raise exactly, but it could mean more money if you decide to
accept the deal.”

“We’re listening,”’ Tom said dryly.

13
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Frank cleared his throat and adjusted his necktie. ‘‘As
you both know, I own part interest in another FM station
down in Southern California. Pasadena to be exact. And I am
offering you and Raechel the opportunity to take over the
programming of that station in addition to KFRE. It would
mean traveling back and forth between here and L.A., but
you’ll be in complete control of the operation, with a free
hand to do as you see fit.”’

““You mean that little station in the church? What'’s it
called ?’’ asked Tom.

«“KDOM,”’ Grayson replied. ‘‘It’s an FM station much
like this one, and seeing that this place is beginning to work
reasonably well, I thought . ..”

‘s that a ‘reasonable’ facsimile of a compliment, Frank-
lin?’’ asked Rae.

‘“ Anyway, I'm offering you the job,”’ Frank said, ignor-
ing Raechel.

““ And the money, Frank?’’ asked Tom.

Frank Grayson fiddled with his tie again and readjusted
the lamp. ‘“ Well of course I can’t afford to pay you the same
as you’'re making here, but I will offer you a fifty percent
inerease in your present salaries, and of course I'll pay for
transportation and expenses.’’

1 see,”” Tom said quietly, then sat back in silence and
thought for a moment. ‘‘You’'re asking us to build an un-
known station from seratch, double our work load, plus spend
at least three days a week on an airplane, for only half again
as much money. Is that about right?’’

““Well, I guess in so many words, Tom, yes, that’s cor-
rect.”’

«“ A roek ’'n’ roll station in a church,’’ mused Tom. ‘‘It
could be a kick. I'll tell you what, Frank, Rae and I will fly
down to . .. where is it again?’’

‘“Pasadena,’”’ offered Grayson. .

‘‘Pasadena. We’ll fly down there this weekend, check it
out, and give you our answer on Monday, okay?’’

“‘Great,”’ said Frank, ‘‘I’ll have your plane ticket ready
on Friday.”’

““Qur tickets, Frank,’’ corrected Tom. ‘‘Both Raechel and
I could use a weekend away.’’

‘“ Agreed, you have been working pretty hard.”’

“Franklin, two almost compliments in one day?’’ smiled

14
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Raechel as she delivered her parting shot. ‘‘Be still my flut-
tering heart!”’

““‘Just think, Frank,’’ grinned Tom. ‘‘If this works, you
could be buying hundred-watt bulbs in no time.’’

The following Friday evening after their show, Tom and
Raechel boarded a PSA shuttle from San Francisco Interna-
tional Airport for the fifty-five-minute flight into LAX. Dur-
ing the trip, Tom and Raechel made up a list of who they
might get as jocks if they decided to take on the new station.

“I’ll tell you the first guy I'd go for,’’ said Tom,
‘“BMR.”’

““B. Mitchel Reed?’’ asked Raechel, in surprise. ‘‘B.
Mitchel Reed is making at least a thousand a week, and he’s
at the top of the ratings. How much do you think Grayson
will let us offer a guy like that?’’

““Maybe a hundred and fifty a week max,’’ laughed Tom.
‘‘But I know Beemer, and I think I can talk him into it. He’s
as sick of Top 40 radio as I am and he just might consider
it.”’

By the time they reached their motel a few blocks from
the Pasadena Presbyterian Church, they had completed a ten-
tative list of air talent, which included such future greats as
Les Carter, Outrageous Nevada, Steven Clean, and Ace
Young.

Next morning, the world’s two most unlikely broadecast
moguls walked into the large white stone church which served
the Presbyterian congregation of Pasadena, California. It
was a beautiful, well-kept cathedral, with two impressive
stained glass windows behind the altar, and a high vaulted
ceiling pointing the way to God.

‘“Reverend Binky?’’ asked Tom as he knocked at the
opened door marked Pastor.

The short, balding priest looked up from behind his desk
and squinted in the direction of the door. ‘‘Yes, I’'m Rever-
end Binky. How may I help you?”’

‘““We’re the Donahues. I'm Tom and this is Raechel.”’

The good Reverend pulled his glasses down from his fore-
head, and tried to focus on the unkempt apparition standing
in his doorway. Tom, now sporting a full beard and hair well
past his shoulders, was wearing a T-shirt with the Grateful
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Dead’s skull-and-roses logo painted on the front, while
Raechel was dressed in her usual ‘‘baby doll’’ clothes and
pigtails.

“‘The Donahues?’’ gulped the Reverend Binky.

“‘Yes, Frank Grayson talked to you last Wednesday,’’ of-
fered Raechel. ‘“ We’re here to look at the radio station?’’

““Oh yes, now I remember,”’ said the Reverend Binky, a
little embarrassed. ‘‘ Forgive me, you’re not quite what I ex-
pected. Please, come with me.”’

Nervously, the Reverend Binky led his unusual guests on
a short pilgrimage through the church, and into a storage
room at the back. Here he took a large set of keys from his
pocket and unlocked a forgotten metal door.

“‘It’s down there,’’ announced the Reverend, ‘‘ just down
the stairs and to the left.”’

“In the basement?’’ asked Raechel.

““That’s right. Please feel free to look around all you like,
but do mind those stairs. I’ll be in my office when you’ve
finished.’”’ And with that he turned and started out of the
room.

It was a basement all right: dank, musty, cold—with
worse lighting than Frank Grayson’s office—but it was big.
Two long rooms at the far end were joined by a dirty plate
glass window, separating the air booth from the engineer’s
cubicle on the other side. There was plenty of room for record
racks and a couple of small offices at the other end, and to
their great surprise, they also found a separate room which
contained a complete recording studio circa 1940, large
enough to hold the entire Glenn Miller Orchestra. Tom and
Raechel inspected the antique equipment and small record li-
brary of Tennessee Ernie Ford albums filed along with the
rest of the inspirational musie, and shook their heads in dis-
belief.

““Tom, this is nuts,’’ sighed Raechel. ‘‘This place makes
KFRE look like a five-million-dollar facility.’’

““Ten million,’’ said Tom. ‘‘But there is something I like
about the idea of broadcasting the Grateful Dead from a
chureh.”’

‘“ Amen to that,”’ agreed Raechel. ‘‘But you get to explain
‘Pig Pen’ to Reverend Binky.”’

For the next two months Rae and Tom worked like de-
mons, flying back and forth between the two stations, seeing
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each other only rarely, when they both ended up in the same
town. They hired the air staff, assembled the record library,
brought in a salesman and someone to double as the traffic
department and receptionist. Each night Tom would tape his
show on KFRE, and send it down to run on KDOM the next
day. Raechel found a small one-bedroom apartment and
stayed in Pasadena to run KDOM during the week, switching
towns with Tom on the weekends. It was madness, but they
did it.

By October of 1967, just six months after Tom Donahue
first announced his radio free manifesto, Southern California
was ready to link up with San Francisco, Boston, and New
York, as the sound of the tribal drum spread across the land.

Although T didn’t know it yet, the entire rhythm of my
own life, as well as that of my peers, was about to be inexora-
bly changed. Soon we would find the keys to the magice cham-
ber, and there, inside the glass booth, add our own measure of
cadence to the tribal drum. For me, the mounting thunder of
this primal beat would signal the genesis of everything.

First there was the music, then there was the medium,
then all hell broke loose.
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One toke over the line sweet Jesus
One toke over the line
Sittin’ downtown in a railway station
One toke over the line

——Brewer and Shipley

I'I‘ WAS January 1968, and I was sitting in my room listen-

ing to KDOM, wondering what it was like to be one of
those people on the air. Someone had told me about the sta-
tion a couple of months ago, and I hadn’t touched the dial
since. More and more I felt drawn to the radio, this hilarious,
unpredictable fountain of musie. It was the only place on the
dial that actually played albums cuts, that didn’t seream at
you like some kind of lunatie drill sergeant—and they always
seemed to be having so much fun!

The news of a ** far-out rock station’’—on the FM band—
spread slower at first in Los Angeles than San Francisco. In-
stead of the instant recognition KFRE received, the word
about KDOM was much more deliberate in coming. Los An-
geles is really more of an ‘‘area’’ than a city, and although
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the Sunset Strip served as a quasi form of Haight-Ashbury,
the L.A. scene consisted of a series of pockets (extending
from Santa Barbara to San Diego), rather than a localized
community. By now though, a lot of people were listening to
KDOM—including other radio stations.

I had moved down to Long Beach, California from a
small farming community outside of Sacramento. Aside from
the usual merchants and small town business folk, our pictur-
esque little hamlet was populated by two types of people :
those who made their living from the land, and military per-
sonnel from the neighboring air force base. Neither of these
two groups was ever known for its tireless contributions to
our country’s liberal think tanks, and any deviation from the
village norm was looked upon with great suspicion indeed.

My parents could have been the inspiration for the TV
show ‘‘ Father Knows Best.”” Honest, kind, hard-working peo-
ple, they 're straight-arrow pillars of the community, who al-
ways vote Republican. They are elders in every good sense of
the word, a mother and father who stand behind their kids no
matter what. Because of those very attributes, however, they
suffered more than I from the cruel laughter and cowardly
Jokes of the good townspeople.

It seems that some of the village folk were becoming in-
creasingly concerned about the un-American length of my
hair. In those days, long hair was seen not only as reason to
question one’s sexual gender, but proof of the Communist
threat as well. It can get rough in a small town when you’re
different. So when it came time to leave high school, I just
kept on going till I hit L.A.

Like other pilgrims who'd tasted the bittersweet fruits of
““individualism,’’ I decided to move in with a large group of
people who looked just like me. Home was something known in
the vernacular of the time as a commune. I shared this experi-
ment in bohemian living with ten other social misfits, although
we always preferred the term ** free spirits.”” We called it Crab
Hollow (don’t ask me . ..), a wonderful seventeen-room Old
World mansion, built in a bygone era of elegance and grace.
By the time we got hold of it, however, the old girl had already
been reduced to a three hundred dollar a month rental, await-
ing the wrecking ball ; but we loved that old place.

Life in a commune is something I'm really grateful to
have experienced—when I was twenty. During the day I at-
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tended city college, where I learned that I had an aptitude
for radio and TV ecommunications, and absolutely no ability
whatsoever in caleulus. At night I played rhythm guitar in a
loeal band, and wrote deeply meaningful protest songs which
I was convinced Bob Dylan would understand, even if my
friends did not. My ‘‘friends’’ usually reacted to these heart-
felt compositions about love and brotherhood in a desperate
world by threatening to call the local draft board to demand
that my student deferment be revoked.

Fortunately, I soon realized that God meant for me to
talk—he did not want me to sing. This divine revelation came to
me one night, during a quiet discussion with our commune s
resident pacifist and student of Gandhi, Ms. Rainbow Sunshine.

<] swear to God I’ll rearrange your face,”” Rainbow
shrieked, brandishing a large solid brass peace symbol about
an inch from my nose, ‘‘if I am ever subjected to one of your
‘flashes of genius’ again!’’

Between school, the occasional club gig with the band, and
waiting for Dylan to discover me, I began hanging out at a
tiny mom-and-pop operation called KBRK. KBRK-FM
played middle of the road pap, but was beginning to experi-
ment with the new ‘‘underground’’ music during the late
night and early morning hours. Don Bunch worked the 6:00
P.M. to midnight shift. In some ways Don looked like what
people expected a DJ to look like in those days, only hipper.
He drove a big white Pontiac Grand Prix, wore sport coats,
slacks, and Beatle boots, and sported a thin mustache.

Don let me hang out during his show, file records, schlep
coffee, and generally get infected with the madness of radio.
This was my first peek behind the curtain, and I loved it. The
mysterious dials, big turntables, giant tape recorders, flashing
lights, and the records. I had never seen so many record al-
bums in one room before.

‘S0 Don, let me ask you a question,”’ I said when he’d
finished cuing up his next song. ‘“ Why do you start some rec-
ords by pushing the remote button, while other times you’ll
hold on to an album by hand, start the turntable spinning
underneath, and then let go of the record?”’

““It depends on how precise you have to be,”” he said as he
reached for a cigarette. ‘‘ Let’s say that you know the song on
the air is going to fade out, okay ? And you want to cross-fade
from the end of that cut into the beginning of the next one.
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Well in that case a remote start is cool, because you're just
fading out one song while you fade up the next. You don’t
hear exactly when the second song begins anyway so....”’

““Okay, but sometimes you start the next turntable while
you’re holding on to the dise,”’ I pressed before he had time
to finish, ‘‘and you then let the album go—"’

‘‘Because,”” Don interrupted, ‘‘if the song that’s playing
on the air ends cold, you want the next track to begin imme-
diately afterwards—tight, no holes. When you start a turnta-
ble by remote, it takes a second or so for it to get up to speed.
But if you let go of a record while the turntable is already
spinning, it starts instantly. Ya see? Tight, no holes.”’

‘‘Great, thanks,”’ I said as Don turned back to face the
mike. ‘‘I hope I'm not asking too many questions. By the
way, what does that row of blinking lights to your—’

‘“Hold it!’’ Don yelled as he realized that the song on the
air was quickly coming to an end. He grabbed his head-
phones, flipped on the mike, and calmly addressed his au-
dience as if he hadn’t been distracted at all:

“All right, that was ‘Shady Grove’ by Quicksilver
Messenger Service on 1055 KBRK. This is Don Bunch
with you. Let’s open the request lines now and . ..”

One day I got a message to call Don at the station about a
possible job opening on the air. It seems that KBRK had de-
cided to try this ‘‘underground rock music’’ twenty-four
hours a day, because people were bored with pap radio even
then, and the station was desperate to increase its ratings.
Desperate enough, it seems, even to give me a try.

‘““You need to come in and cut a demo tape so the owners
can get an idea of what you sound like on the air.”’

On the air? Was this guy really talking about me, actu-
ally going on the radio?

‘““Hello? Jim, are you there? ... Hello?”’

“Yes, I'm ah ... I'm with you,”’ I stuttered.

Don then continued : ‘“You’ll also need to get your FCC
license before you apply for the gig.”’

““No problem,”” I assured him. ‘I know all about that
stuff from my radio and TV classes at school. By the way,
what’s a demo tape?”’

The news set off euphorie visions of instant stardom : long
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black limousines, hoards of autograph seekers, and beautiful
girls. Lots and lots of beautiful, long-legged . .. This day-
dream was quickly shattered, however, when it finally sank in
that I would, in fact, actually be doing this over the public
airwaves. Playing records on the college radio station for a few
students in the quad was one thing, but this was for real.

Two weeks later, having obtained the proper federal docu-
ments (a process about as difficult as getting a driver’s li-
cense—only the lines are shorter), I met with the general
manager, played him my demo tape, and got the job.

I was about to do my very first professional broadecast,
and so convinced was I that my premier would rocket me to
stardom, I called every living soul I knew within the sound of
the station and told them to tune in. After all, this would
certainly be an important moment in radio history.

"THE JIM LADD SHOW, PREMIERING THIS SUN-
DAY NIGHT AT 8:00!

In reality, it turned out to be a completely forgettable
seven hours of paranoia. Imagine your reaction as you sit
frozen to the dentist’s chair while he informs you that the
Novocain delivery didn’t make it, but those three root canals
will have to be performed anyway. Nerves notwithstanding, I
made it through that first shift, and spent the next year and a
half learning everything I could, making every mistake in the
book, and having the time of my young life. All this, and
$1.65 an hour, too.

KBRK had its offices in what was a rather authentic re-
production of a fifteenth-century medieval castle, complete
" with circular towers, gargoyles over the windows, and a draw-
bridge leading to the front door. Inside, the huge, rambling
edifice continued its historical motif, from the sweeping stair-
cases which connected lavish ballrooms, to the tiny pas-
sageways that led to its basement catacombs. Built in the
1920s, it sat right on the sand in Long Beach, and commanded
a breathtaking view of the offshore oil derricks.

The studios and offices of KBRK took up all of three
rooms on the fourth floor, and of course, the view from the
control room window (located to the rear of the person on the
air) was of a brick wall about two feet away. To me, however,
it could have been 30 Rockefeller Plaza.
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The equipment in the air studio was, I suppose, typical of
any small station at the time. The giant circular knobs and VU
meters on the control board looked like a 1930s prop depart-
ment idea for Dr. Frankenstein’s laboratory. The turntables
rumbled, the cartridge machines on which we played the com-
merecials ran slow, and the reel-to-reel tape decks were based on
a design Edison had rejected in favor of the recording eylin-
der. But the record library was well stocked and the paychecks
were never late, so as first jobs go, I was luckier than most.

After a few months of Sunday night shows, I was given a
full time shift, midnight to 6:00 a.m. This is precisely the
right slot for a rookie, because the program director is usu-
ally asleep, and at four in the morning mistakes can some-
times be funny. It was a wondrous time of learning and
adventure without restriction, a time of total and complete
freedom on the air.

No one older than twenty-five knew anything about this
underground music anyway, so the management types just let
us alone. I could play anything I wanted, and I mean
anything ; from the Jefferson Airplane’s latest to Willie Dix-
on’s first record; from Ravi Shankar to the Beatles; from
John Hammond to Led Zeppelin. And you could say any-
thing. Well, if you knew the code.

The music of that time was filled with radical new ideas,
and a unique generational perspective. Alternative points of
view, not heard on the six o’clock news, came through the
musie loud and clear. Songs about the peace movement, eivil
rights, Vietnam, drugs, the generation gap—and massive
quantities of sex.

I cannot tell you how many times over the years Mick
Jagger helped me get laid. And on the off chance that he may
be reading this right now, I'd like to thank him from the
bottom of my heart.

“That was the Stones on KBRK and a song called
‘Live With Me’ from their latest album—TI got nasty hab-
its indeed!

“Before that we heard the Doors with ‘Love Me Two
Tvmes’ from Strange Days, and we began with ‘The
Lemon Song’ from Led Zeppelin.

“You know to my mind, there is nothing more satis-
fying than having your lemon squeezed ‘till the juice
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runs down your leg. And if any of you ladies are hun-
gry for a nice lemon squeeze on this hot, sticky, Southern
California evening, give me a call here at KBRK. I'll be
more than happy to fulfill your request.”

Music has always been a very sensual art. Some may even
say tactile. But rock 'n’ roll by its very nature is sexy. Yes I
admit it now, rock music is everything that the Neanderthals
said it was, and my mission in life was to celebrate it on the air.

You see, girls not only like the guys that actually make
the music, they also like the guys who broadcast it as well.
You can see where I'm going with this, so fill in your own
fantasy. But needless to say, once I made this discovery,
songs like ‘“Shake Your Money Maker’’ and ‘‘ Who Do You
Love’’ got lots of air play on my show. I mean let’s be honest,
Dylan still hadn’t called, and I played much better on my air
guitar than I could on my Gibson.

It was a time of raw development, a time to gather the
tools I would need to build my own style and approach : tools
such as musical segues, verbal presentation, and a working
belief in something called the ‘‘muse.’’ Once you tapped into
the muse, you could play your radio show like an instrument.
You could make your own musie, choose just the right tune to
strike a specific chord, find that certain combination of lyries
that tied the songs together in a thematic way. Plus, you had
all the best players in the world just sitting there on the
shelves, waiting to rock 'n’ roll.

Here, late at night, alone in the studio, I began a voyage
of self-discovery that was both highly public, and deeply per-
sonal. Like in a profound meditation, I immersed myself in
the musie, and let it carry me away. This above all was the
most wondrous discovery. For six hours a night, I could do
anything, exorcise any demon, live out any fantasy, create
any world which my imagination and knowledge of the musie
could divine. I was a stationary minstrel who spun the myths
and legends of the tribe in a stream-of-consciousness ap-
proach that encouraged the unexpected. I had begun my long
journey down the path of the shaman.

All this from a stack of vinyl and a ecouple of turntables,
inside the glass booth.

Outside the studio walls of KBRK however, things were not
quite so cosmie. Reality, in fact, was running rampant. In
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January of 1968, the North Vietnamese launched the Tet of-
fensive, later that year Lyndon Johnson announced that he
would not run for a second term, and on June 6, Bobby Ken-
nedy was gunned down in a kitchen corridor of the Ambas-
sador Hotel. In April, the SDS took over Columnbia
University, and two months later, Congress passed a ten per-
cent surcharge on income taxes to offset the soaring cost of
Vietnam, further lining the pockets of the big corporations
who were getting rich off the war. In August, a vicious police
riot broke out at the Democratic national convention in Chi-
cago, while bloody antiwar protesters chanted ‘‘the whole
world is watching.”” But the most devastating event for me
that year happened on a motel balcony in Memphis. For me,
Dr. Martin Luther King had represented all that was noble
about the sixties ; now, his death had come to symbolize every-
thing that was wrong with America.

Some good things happened that year though. Walter
Cronkite came out publicly against the war, Stanley Kubrick'’s
film 2001 opened amid record sales of LSD, and on Christmas
eve, the crew of Apollo 8 read from the book of Genesis, as they
became the first human beings to orbit the moon.

Against this backdrop, driven by the music and a youthful
if not well-educated social conscience, I began to vent my ob-
servations of the world around me over the air. Now let me
take a moment to explain a bit about how and why we did this,
for those of you who were not there, or for those of you who
may have forgotten why the cops were hitting you.

The music of that time spoke of a changing world, a world
in which history offered few moments of longitude or lati-
tude from which to measure. We had our leaders, but no one
had a map. Through the music, however, we found comfort in
the fact that we were not alone at the erossroads. Roek 'n’ roll
. had found a social conscience, and it was the one thing that
the straight world never counted on.

From Saigon to Chicago, and from Liverpool to Memphis,
the entire history of the baby boom generation’s coming of age
was being written into the records. All you had to do was
listen. If you heard this music and were moved by it, you were
probably a person who was affected by its message. Well that
certainly included me and a lot of my peers. I’'m not saying
that we were all following some sort of political dogma, that
would have been far too serious. It simply never occurred to
most of us that we shouldn’t talk about this stuff on the air.
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“We're sending this one out to Joan Baez who gol
busted again today. She was arrested along with one
hundred other demonstrators who were blocking the
steps of the Oakland Induction Center.

“I know she won’t hear this, but a lot of people have
called the station to wish her well. We love you Joan and
our thoughts are with you here ot KBRK.

“It’s @ Dylan song that she recorded last year called
‘With God On Our Side.” This is 105.5 K-B-R-K, Long
Beach.”

We, as a generation, were a part of a magnificent and
often frightening time warp of evolution. It was happening
from moment to moment, and the musie was the chronicle of
events as seen through our alternative point of view. Having
listened to the Jefferson Airplane after visiting the
psychedelic pharmaey myself, I not only had an alternative
point of view, I had a bond of sorts with everyone else who
had heard ‘‘ White Rabbit’’ as something more than just a
nice three-minute song with a good beat.

The music meant something to us, it told us that we
weren’t insane, just erazy—ecrazy enough to think that we
could make a difference. Knowing that our audience was also
moved by the musie in this way, we felt a great personal re-
sponsibility to be honest with our listeners, and this meant
believing in the songs we played.

This feeling of sharing something with the audience
which genuinely affected their lives was both exhilarating
and humbling. Answering the request line one afternoon, I
heard the voice of a young activist, shouting over the jumbled
background noise of a pay phone:

“Is this KBRK ? Well, I’m Steve, and we’re out here in
Griffith Park at the peace rally.... Yeah I got him on the
phone. . . . Sorry about that, anyway we’ve got your station
on the P.A., would you play something for us?”’

This was the rush, this was the connection: taking a re-
quest or an idea from one listener, and sharing his feelings
with thousands of others.

“This is KBRK, and I'm gonna play this next set of
songs for everyome out at the peace rally going on in
Griffith Park, for all of the soldiers on both sides of the
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DMZ, and most especially for the politicians in Wash-
ington.”

Then we would play a set (three or more songs in a row),
which would both lyrieally and musically speak to the subject
at hand; something like this:

‘“‘Universal Soldier’’ by Donovan
‘‘Unknown Soldier’’ by the Doors
“I Don’t Want to Be a Soldier’’ by John Lennon

It was this approach to radio that made FM different
from Top 40, and so threatening to the powers that be. It was
our role in the great passion play that engulfed the late six-
ties and early seventies. Some of us marched, some wrote
songs, and some of us used the asylum’s own P.A. to ask the
same questions over the air that others were asking in the
streets. The music, the message, and the medium all combined
to resonate the tribal drum, which kept time for a syncopated
movement of new ideas and innocent dreams. FM radio was
the soundtrack of our lives.

Now that we’ve touched on two of the motivating factors
which helped to shape FM radio (sex and revolution), let me
give you an example of the professional grace and style with
which I and some of my colleagues approached this revolu-
tionary work.

One weekend I pulled two air shifts in less than eight
hours. I was scheduled to do my regular midnight-to-six show
on Friday night (Saturday morning), and then be back on
the air at 2:00 p.M. that same afternoon. Hey, I was young
and stupid, no problem. So I got off the air at 6:00 a.u. and
rather than drive all the way home, I opted to nod out on the
couch in the office until I had to go back on the air and be
brilliant. This was a sleeping arrangement that almost every-
one I have ever worked with has had to endure at least once.

Anyway, the jock on the air woke me at about one-thirty,
I got some coffee, and signed on at two o’clock. So far so
good. About an hour into the show I decided that, because it
was such a beautiful Southern California Saturday, and be-
cause I was proud of myself for being such a responsible
broadecast professional, I would reward myself with a few
tokes from one of Mother Nature’s most enduring herbs.

2
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Fearing an unannounced visit from the general manager
of the station, I decided to put on a long record, and while it
was playing I would go outside onto the fire escape and take a
few moments to gather the inspiration I was looking for. I
back-announced the set of songs that had just finished, ran a
couple of commercials, and then proclaimed in my best pro-
fessional voice:

“I'm Jim Ladd, and as a really special treat, we're
going to play ‘Dark Star’ by the Grateful Dead. You’re
tuned to 105.5 FM, KBRK Long Beach.”

I then started the song (a twenty-four-minute track which
took up all of side one on the Live Dead album), carefully
checked the meters, and marked the time so 1'd know when to
be back. Then I took a joint from my cigarette pack, walked
from the studio, through the outer office, and out the front
door—which I heard lock securely behind me.

Hey, no problem, I'm a professional, I have my own key
to the station and everything. It was on my key ring, right
there next to the turntable. The same turntable that at this
very moment was dutifully spinning the Grateful Dead
around and around in an inevitable spiral, which twenty-two
minutes from now would bring the needle directly onto the
label of the record.

At that moment the projection sereen in my brain shifted
images from that of a cool radio pro, to a point-of-view shot
of me looking up at the general manager from the kneeling
position. In full 70mm and Dolby sound, I saw myself trying
to explain how the outer door to his radio station got kicked
in during my shift, and why my right foot was in a cast.

If I ever needed inspiration, now was the time. I looked
around the hallway, found it abandoned, and lit up the joint.
Three puffs later, it came to me that windows were also a
potential source of entry, and I made a beeline for the fire
escape. Reaching the door, I threw it open, stepped outside, and
heard that door shut and lock securely behind me—SHIT!

There I was, only six months into the profession I had
decided to devote my life to, locked out of the studio while on
the air, and stoned out of my mind. Not only that, I was
stranded on the rickety fire escape of a 1920s version of Henry
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VIII’s castle, four stories above the parking lot, and beginning
to develop a severe case of drug-induced acrophobia.

Instinetively I looked at my wrist to see how much time I
had left before the Dead record ran out, and felt a rush of pride
at having enough composure left at the sight of my bare arm, to
realize that I didn’t wear a watch. Fuck it. What I needed was a
window, not some man-made gimmick invented to give usa false
sense of well-being in the great space-time continuum.

Looking up at the line of windows which ran along the
fire escape, I found some good news and some bad news. The
good news was that the third window from where I was stand-
ing was wide open. The bad news was that the architectural
genius who designed the building had drawn the blueprints
for the windows to run in a straight line parallel with the
ground, but the fire escape stairs were built at a forty-five-
degree angle to the windows. This meant that my point of
entry was a good ten feet above the stairs—SHIT!

Well thank God for youth, the adrenaline of paranoia,
and good parental genes, because I was young enough not to
think about injury, seared enough to try anything, and at six
foot three, just tall enough to make the try. Positioning my-
self under the open window, I cursed the nameless architect
(who in my present mental state I was convinced had planned
this scenario some forty years earlier while designing the
building), and jumped with all my might.

I missed—SHIT!

Now I had not only succeeded in locking myself out of the
station twice, and was guilty of illegal substance abuse, but
my right knee was bleeding. As they say on the TV commer-
cials, ““ Pardon me, I've got to get back to playing records.”’

Well it was do or die, so I did. Curling myself into something
resembling a wounded Slinky, I leapt skyward for all I was
worth, and caught the window ledge with my fingertips. Pulling
myself up hand over hand, I reached the windowsill and fell
elbows over asshole into the outer offices of KBRK, about thirty
seconds before the Grateful Dead finished what, to me, will
always remain one of their most memorable recordings,

I am proud to say that I did learn a very valuable lesson
from this experience. A lesson that has stayed with me
throughout my entire professional career. Never, under any
circumstances, ever leave the studio to smoke a Joint. From
that day forward, I always locked the studio door, and kept a
can of air freshener in the booth.
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THE CITASM,
THE KIDS,
AND
THE
BUNKER

You can't be twenty

On Sugar Mountain,

Though you're thinkin’ that

You're leavin’ there too soon,

You're leavin’ there too soon.
——Neil Young

LIFE AT this point was daily Disneyland. The enthusiasm

that’s ignited by finally answering the question— What
do you want to be when you grow up 9—should somehow be
hermetically sealed and stored in ery ogenic freeze. Then,
years down the line, when one becomes jaded, or complacent,
or beaten down by the machine, you just thaw out 10ce’s or
so, and rekindle that original spark of wide- eyed optimism. I
had found my direection in life, and the compass needle was
pointing due Rock.

The show was going well. Every night was different from
the last, because when you make it up as you go along, you
don’t know where you’'re going until you get there.

I lived for this.

Once I began to ‘‘feel’’ the audience out there, my work
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changed from a vocation to a calling. It was never me talking
at my listeners, it was us. The attitude of the station was
something akin to a band of friendly travelers, cloistered
around midnight radios like so many campfires. We shared
our songs and stories in much the same way our ancestors did,
in the long dark nights before electricity.

It never occurred to me at first that part of this Job was
considered ‘‘show business.’’ Hopefully it was entertaining,
but show business seemed too shallow for what we were trying
to do. It wasn’t about ‘‘rock stars’’ either. It was about com-
munity, and a sense that we were all in this together. For this
reason, my approach was to speak direetly to my friends
gathered round the electric campfire—not shout at “‘the
herd.”’

As harmless as this may sound, it was this very attitude
which brought me to the brink of termination in countless
meetings on the general manager’s carpet. You see, most up-
per management types think of you, ‘‘their loyal listeners,”’
as sheep; which means they fulfill the role of predators. The
last thing they want is for someone like me to stampede the
herd by saying anything controversial. Or saying anything
that may provoke thought. Or saying anything truthful. Or
saying anything at all.

Nothing in my career has ever served me better, or caused
me more strife, than my refusal to be somebody’s sheepdog. I
was talking to friends, not mutton.

People who owned radio stations were used to employing
dise jockys who would merely scream what they were told to
scream. The important thing was to be tight and bright, and
to do it in less than six seconds:

“Hey guys and gals, this is the big boss sound of
Ninety-Three K-H-J! where you'll have a chance to steal
us blind in our giant new Rip off the Radio contest com-
tng up next hour!

“If we call your number and you answer with the
phrase: ‘I listen to K-H-J and I want to rip you off,’ and
you can correctly answer our rip off the radio question
within ten seconds, yow’ll win ninety-three dollars in
cold hard K-H-J cash!

- “We'll be back with another hot stack of wazx, and a
dedication to Buffy from Bob in Norwalk right after a
word from my good friends at Autorama. Remember, tell

3
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‘em that your old Uncle Bubbly sent you in for the deal
of a lifetime! So don’t dare touch that dial, or you might
miss out!”

On the other hand, the new FM approach was something
like this:

“That was John Lennon on KBRK-FM, and a song
we’ll send out to Spiro Agnew called ... ‘Gimme Some
Truth.’ We've got a word now from the Long Beach Free
Clinic, and then we’ll do another hour of commercial-
free rock 'n’ roll on 105.5 FM.”

It’s like two people viewing the same spot from opposite
sides of the Grand Canyon. The conservationist, spiritually
moved by its sovereign splendor, marvels at the tenacious and
artful masterpiece which has been sculpted by the Colorado
River. The developer, however, looking at the exact same
vista from the opposite rim, dreams of an aerial tramway
which will one day connect his gigantic hotel-casino complex
with a shopping mall on the other side. Both see the same
thing, but from very different points of view.

The enormous chasm separating my rather naive view of
FM as a ‘‘populist mandate’’ from management’s perspective
of radio as a ‘‘business tool’’ widened even further when I
came across a newly posted memo on the bulletin board—a
piece of paper filled from top to bottom with thousands of
little numbers. That was all, just numbers. Either this was
someone’s term paper on quantum physics, or an accountant
had thrown up on this memo. Either way, I couldn’t possibly
see how this would ever affect my life. But, for some still
unknown reason, I turned to my program director and asked :
““Hey Ron, what do all these little numbers mean?’’

Ron McCoy was a slim, dark-haired southerner who moon-
lighted in local club bands. He had a warm, hospitable man-
ner that made you feel weleome, never underfoot, and like a
monk to a novice, Ron patiently explained, ‘‘Those ‘little
numbers,” as you so correctly refer to them, are called
ratings, and some of the smaller ones belong to you.”’

Not noticing the gentle sarcasm as it zoomed over my
head, I asked the next logical question. ‘‘ Well, what do they
mean?’’
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““Think of ’em as a kind of report eard. It tells you, and
more importantly the owners, how many people are listenin’
to your show. The higher them numbers are, the more spon-
sors for the station. The more sponsors for the station, the
more money for the owners. The smaller the numbers, the less
chance you have of staying employed. Understand ?’’

“What?”’ I said, seratching my head. “*You mean the
people who do this determine if I eat or not?”’

Satisfied that he’d gotten his point across, Ron turned
back to his paperwork, adding, ‘‘ Welecome to the real world of
radio, kid.”’

Well this still didn’t sink in, because for me, it wasn’t a
matter of how many head were in the herd, it was the joy of
being on the air. How much it mattered to the owner and
general manager of KBRK, however, was made crystal clear
the very next day.

While I was substituting for the regular afternoon jock
who was on vacation, a listener called on the request line to
tell me that the air staffs of both KFRE and KDOM had just
gone out on strike. Rumors of unrest had abounded for weeks,
but now push had come to shove. Feeling a kinship with my
fellow rivals, I opened the mike and began to report the news
of the strike over the air. So far, I was perfectly within the
bounds of aceeptable broadeasting. I then, however, went on
to ask everyone who was listening to me to eall KDOM and
demand that the air staff be reinstated.

About halfway through my little speech, I noticed out of
the corner of my eye that the general manager was waving
frantically at me through the control room window. I waved
back, thinking this must be some kind of professional radio
code for ‘‘Good job—go get ’em kid,’’ and continued my on-
air plea for broadecast justice. Now this guy really started
going apeshit; plus, he had recruited Ron and one of the sec-
retaries to join him in this mad display of fist waving and
desperate gesturing. Well, now I figure that I must be better
at this stuff than I'd thought. So I really began to pour it on
about how KDOM was the first FM station in L.A. and that
they stood for something, and how we all owed it to Tom Don-
ahue, and that now was the time when the Jocks really needed
our support, ete., ete., ete.

Bringing what I was convineced was an award-winning ra-
dio editorial to its emotional crescendo, I started the next ree-



ord, turned off the mike, then sat back to await the flood of
kudos from my grateful cheering section in the next room. At
that moment, the GM burst through the door and demanded
to know if I was having some sort of drug-induced trauma, or
had I just simply gone insane? Through his sputtering about
my obvious lack of judgment and self-destructive urge to
sever the thread from which my job was now hanging, I
gleaned something about violating radio rule number one:
Never give aid and comfort to the enemy.

What enemy ¢ I thought to myself as he continued to rake
me over the coals, I thought this was about getting the musie
to the people. Apparently I was mistaken.

““And if you ever pull a harebrained stunt like that
again,’’ he screamed, leaning over the turntable and shaking
his finger at me, ‘‘you’ll be joining your ‘comrades’ on the
unemployment line!”’

““But sir,”’ I said trying to calm the situation, ‘‘these peo-
ple are on strike and—"’

«“T don’t eare if they’re on the moon!’’ he screamed.
“You're all from some other planet as far as I'm con-
cerned!’’

““Well, technically sir, the moon isn’t really a planet,
it’s_”

““You never, ever, mention another radio station’s name
for any reason!’’ he stormed. ‘‘What do you think we’re
doing here? For God’s sakes, you don’t think for one minute
that I actually like this hippie bebop crap you play do you?t”’

“Well I—"’

““The point is to get the little bastards to listen to our
station! This is radio you idiot!”’

Silly me. What I saw as a tragedy, he saw as an oppor-
tunity. Now he could get the enemies’ herd to listen to his
station, and they had about ten times the flock we had. My
biggest fear was that this guy was going to vapor-lock right
there in the studio, and if he died, would that mean my ser-
vieces would no longer be required

Having finally vented his anger, he turned and stomped
out of the studio, proclaiming, ‘‘Such an act of radio treason
should be viewed by the FCC as grounds for execution.”’ He
disappeared around the corner, still shaking his head and
muttering something to the effect that if America wasn’t
going to hell in a hand basket, no jury in the country would
convict him.
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‘““The Strike,”” as it is known in the dusty logs of FM
history, sounded a theme of management versus air staff dis-
cord, that was destined to repeat itself with the regularity of
an atomie clock. It was the first time that art met business.
Art lost.

Whoever coined the phrase ‘““nothing succeeds like sue-
cess’’ is going to love the logic of this story. Because as soon
as KFRE and KDOM began to succeed, the trouble began.

Tom and Raechel Donahue had taken two unknown, bank-
rupt F'M stations and reinvented radio for a new generation
of fans. They were programing both KFRE and KDOM.
They were personally in charge of the hiring and training of
all DJs, engineers, and office personnel. They did the payroll
and the promotions for both stations, dealt with the record
companies, and did a four-hour air shift each night. For this
they received a collective paycheck of $150 a week.

There were no thank-yous, no bonuses, no reinvesting of
profits to upgrade equipment or increase the salaries of those
who were performing this minor financial miracle. When the
money began to come in, Frank Grayson decided it was time
to get serious, to run the operation like a ‘‘real business.’’
After all, he had been struggling in the dark for a long time.

Mr. Grayson informed Tom Donahue that some changes
would have to be made. First, he wanted Tom to make a
choice between the two stations. He was to concentrate on ei-
ther KFRE or KDOM and Frank would take charge of the
station Tom decided to give up. Also, from now on there
would be a ‘“dress code around this place.”” After all, for the
first time in its history, sponsors were actually coming by to
visit the station in person, and these people Tom had hired,
well—they all looked so—bizarre.

A dress code. Was he kidding? Half of these people
didn’t even wear shoes.

Tom looked at Grayson in disbelief. He had already seen
an example of what this would mean only a couple of months
earlier, when Grayson had demanded that Raechel turn the
payroll duties over to him. Two weeks later, the paychecks
began to bounce. It got so bad that by week five, Bobby Weed
(an ex—pot dealer hired to sell commercials for KFRE) was
forced to dig up a coffee can from his backyard to cover the
station’s payroll with his own ‘““muddy money.”’

Tom called the staff together, explained the concept of a
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dress code to them, and then resigned. Less than twelve hours
later, the entire crew walked out in protest.

At 3:00 a.M., March 18, 1968, Edward Bear opened the
mike, announced that the staff of KFRE was now officially
on strike, and turned off the transmitter. At approximately
3.15 a.M., the parking lot of KFRE began to fill with people
from the community. As the scuttlebutt spread through
Haight-Ashbury and North Beach, a roar of protest went up
in reaction to the empty static, which now replaced the tribal
drum.

By 3:30 a.m., word had reached the Grateful Dead. By
four o’clock the band had arrived at the station, set up their
equipment at one end of the parking lot, and begun playing
for the crowd of supporters, which had grown to well over
three hundred people.

The battle lines had been drawn. If KFRE was to fulfill
its promise as the tribal drum, it would have to make a stand
for tribal principles. Those prineiples could best be summed
up in just one word : freedom. As the staff saw it, KFRE was
the people’s radio station. The fact that Frank Grayson hap-
pened to own it had nothing to do with the principle involved.

The next day B. Mitchel Reed, along with the entire
KDOM staff, walked out in solidarity with the Donahues. In
his letter of resignation to Grayson Broadcasting, BMR sim-
ply said, ‘I hope you know that you have screwed up the best
thing that’s ever happened to FM radio.”’

On Mareh 21, a cable arrived from the Rolling Stones ex-
pressing personal support for the strikers.

As Frank Grayson desperately scrambled around for peo-
ple to replace his recaleitrant air staff, sponsors began cancel-
ing their ads in support of the walkout. And in a show of
commitment to principle never again equaled in the record
business, the Grateful Dead, Blue Cheer, and Country Joe
and the Fish all demanded that their records nof be played
over KFRE until the Donahues had been reinstated.

On two separate occasions, Tom was visited by represen-
tatives of the longshoremen’s union and by the leader of the
Hell’s Angels. Both offered to send over a squad of guys to
‘‘beat the crap out of anybody who crosses your picket line.’’
This was a sticky moment. Nobody wants to piss off the long-
shoremen and the Hell’s Angels. But Tom handled each offer
with the savoir faire of a seasoned diplomat, politely declin-
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ing on the grounds that violence of any kind would not be in
keeping with what KFRE stood for.

The strike lasted eight weeks. Bill Graham sent food from
the kitchens at the Fillmore to the picket line every day. Ile
even offered to set Tom and Frank up in a hotel room until
they could negotiate a solution. But when Frank Grayson re-
fused even this gesture of compromise, Bill swore he would
never advertise on KFRE again. Time would prove Bill
Graham to be a man of his word.

For eight long weeks, Tom and Raechel found the re-
sources to feed and support a total of fifty-five people and
their families, in two different cities, four hundred miles
apart. There were benefits: at the Avalon Ballroom with the
Grateful Dead, Blue Cheer, Charlie Musselwhite, Santana,
Cornelis Bendersnatch, and Clover, and then the Super Ball
Benefit on April 3, again with the Grateful Dead, along with
the Jefferson Airplane, Electric Flag, It’s a Beautiful Day,
and Moby Grape.

‘“The strikers held their mud,’’ as Raechel would say, and
the community stood behind them. But in the end, they never
went back to KFRE or KDOM. What did happen, however,
was infinitely more amazing.

Instead of a great idea becoming Just another casualty of
good intentions, FM radio was about to be propelled into the
national corporate arena. Until now, the handful of under-
ground stations that were beginning to spring up aeross the
country were small mom-and-pop FMs like KBRK. None of
the giant broadecasting ecompanies had even taken mueh no-
tice. Now Tom, having proved that his idea worked, went to
Micromedia, Ine. With the skill of a eon man, and the convie-
tion of a zealot, he convinced Micromedia to hire the entire
staff of KFRE at their FM outlet in San Franciseo, known as
KHIP.

Micromedia also owned an FM station in Los Angeles.
And here, almost as if by divine guidanee, Tom and Raechel
led their ragtag band of radio pilgrims out of the chureh
basement, and into RADIO KAOS. Like the proverbial phoe-
nix, both KHIP in San Francisco and KAOS in Los Angeles
rose from the ashes to become legends.

RADIO KAOS had arrived, and from the moment it hit
the airwaves I was a fan. They were doing the same free-form
approach they had used at KDOM, only now they had a much
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stronger signal with which to infect the youth of Southern
California. I listened with wonder to the new 94.7 FM, in-
spired by these determined young rebels who refused to die.
The Donahues had done it again, and this time they had hit
on something that would make radio history: *‘A Little Bit of
Heaven, 94.7, K-A-O-8.”’

While the Donahues settled into their new surroundings, my
life was about to take several unforeseen turns. The first came
in the form of a KBRK salesman by the name of Biff
Shmooze. Biff was all business—three-piece suit, short hair,
and a flare for stylish shoes that bespoke a go-getter, a man
on his way up. One afternoon Biff took me aside and, in ‘‘the
strictest confidence,”’ told me that he had just been hired by
another radio station.

Biff said that it was about to change from an automated
taped format to live DJs and twenty-four hour rock 'n’ roll.
He urged me to make a demo tape immediately, before the
word got out, and everyone in Iowa started to flood this place
with job requests. When I asked him why I should think
about leaving KBRK, Biff sat me down, and began to paint
the big picture.

“‘This is the big time,’” he said in a hushed whisper. ““The
station is KASH-FM and it’s owned by one of the big three
networks. Jim, this could mean a huge leap in your career.”’

Looking around to make certain we weren 't being over-
heard, he leaned in closer. ‘‘It could mean a shot at prime
time, a bigger audience, and a lot more money!”’

Up to that point, the thought of ever leaving KBRK
hadn’t really come up. I was happy there, although still try-
ing to live on $1.65 an hour had become almost impossible,
because it was no longer just me, but the two of us. For I had
met my future wife.

Michelle Susan Theresa Marto (Shelly) was the kind of
long-legged Italian girl that men sustain neck injuries over
when she walks by. She had a mane of shiny dark hair that
fell in ringlets down her back, big almond eyes, and full red
lips that could soothe you or scold you depending on that
famous Italian temper. Shelly was the second of five children
who did her growing up wherever the army saw fit to station
her old man. Like most children of the military, and of alco-
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holie fathers, she quickly learned how to fend for herself. For
Shelly and her siblings, things like the security of a perma-
nent mailing address and high school friendships were tempo-
rary at best.

Shelly and I had been living together for almost' six
months. We’d left the commune and were now sharing a ce-
ment dump with another couple. It was ‘‘apartment from
hell’’: ecement floors, cement walls, and a eement front yard,
the parking lot of a Bank Of America building in the back-
water of Long Beach. We spent our first Thanksgiving to-
gether in that horrible place, so poor that our holiday meal
consisted of two frozen boiling bags of turkey, and a loaf of
white bread from the local 7-Eleven. '

Our love for one another, however, helped to blur the harsh
reality of our surroundings. We were happy, and we had our
dreams. True love can conquer a lot ; but we would need more
than dreams to deal with what was about to happen.

One cold foggy night, standing at a pay phone in the
parking lot of the bank, our lives were to be altered forever.
As we huddled together against the damp foreboding chill,
Shelly placed her nightly call to the hospital in New Jersey
where her mother was being treated for a heart condition.
The antiseptic voice at the other end of the line informed
““Miss Marto’’ in a quiet professional manner, that ‘‘Mrs.
Marto had passed away in her sleep.”’

After the first wave of tears, the realization that her
younger sister and two younger brothers would now be home-
less hit her even harder. We talked about the promise she’d
made when her mom became ill—a solemn vow between
mother and daughter that she would take care of the children.
Through her tears of grief, she explained that her father was
not the answer, and that it was up to her. Otherwise, the kids
would be placed in foster homes. We talked all night and into
the morning, but from the moment she got the news, Shelly’s
mind was made up.

This woman-child, mature far beyond her eighteen years,
didn’t hesitate for a second. And two weeks later, Shelly and
I were the proud parents of triplets: Dean and John, who
were nine and eleven respectively, and Rochelle, thirteen
years of age. Obviously we would now need more than just
our dreams to live on, something more than the cement dump,
and $1.65 an hour. I had to come up with an answer, and fast.
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Remembering Biff and the big picture, I decided to give
this new station a try. Working every night after my show for
a week, [ put together an audition tape and got an appoint-
ment to see the general manager of KASH. I was about to
collide with the big-time world of network radio.

Five days later, I found myself standing at the altar of
corporate broadcasting in Los Angeles. It was a world so for-
eign that I had to be cleared by a guard at the front gate
before being allowed entry.

The building looked like an enormous concrete bunker,
and within its walls were housed not one, but two completely
different radio stations. The AM outlet was KGAB, talk ra-
dio twenty-four hours a day, bastion of conservative morality,
and the highest-rated station in the greater Southern Califor-
nia area.

Its poor cousin, and black sheep in the corporate family
of respected broadcast facilities, was the FM station, KASH.
The call letters were chosen, as I found out later, by some
corporate vice-president who thought they would be ‘‘hip’’ as
well as a constant reminder as to the real purpose of the radio
station.

I have now gone two whole paragraphs, and the rent-a-cop
at the guard gate (who’s been telephoning people throughout
the building all this time), still hadn’t gotten the proper se-
curity clearance. He kept staring at me and checking his clip-
board. It was obvious that he wanted to make damn sure
about this.

¢¢ Are you certain you have an appointment?’’ he asked as
he eyed my long hair and beat-up Chevy.

«Yes,”’ I assured him, ‘‘I have a three o’clock appoint-
ment with John Winnaman.”’

“Winnaman, Winnaman,’’ he muttered to himself as he
riffled through the pages on his elipboard, “T don’t see any-
one named Winnaman on my list.”’

“‘Ie’s the general manager of KASH-FM,’’ I said.

““Oh,”” he barked with obvious disgust, “‘you want that
other station, the new one. Why didn’t ya say so in the first
place?”’

After several more wrong numbers, he finally reached the
proper extension, and I was cleared to enter the building.

In no way was I prepared for what lay beyond the front
entrance. Accustomed only to the mom-and-pop operation at
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KBRK, it was a bit overwhelming walking into one of the
world-famous big three networks, Opening the door, I found
myself at one end of the longest hallway I had ever seen in
my life. It looked like an indoor runway.

Taking a deep breath, I began to make my way up the
hall, past brightly lit rooms full of Very expensive equipment,
and lots of technical engineers with clipboards of their own.
Then I began to traverse the line of production studios. Each
of these had even more expensive-looking equipment, and
production engineers busily editing tape. Then came the row
of air studios. In the largest of these, the midday announcer
was keeping America strong by airing the collective eall-in
wisdom of the great Silent Majority. And all of this was for
the AM station only.

The small air booth and single production room allotted
to KASH stood alone on the opposite side of the hallway.

Halfway up, the runway opened into a large, brightly lit
reception area. I had reached seeurity checkpoint number
two, and had to go through an additional set of clearances,
this time by the receptionist. Here was a woman not to be
trifled with—a blond in a tight sweater and short skirt she
was not. This trusted company employee looked more like an
ancient librarian from a women’s correctional facility. Deter-
mined to maintain silence and proper library decorum, she
motioned for me to take the seat farthest from her desk and
to wait until I was ecalled.

Feeling like I had just been dismissed by Aunt Bee’s evil
twin, I moved away and sat down. She kept staring at me
over her glasses, certain that I had somehow eluded the
guard, who obviously had not included her on his list of
phone calls from the gate. Suddenly, I noticed that everybody
walking by was also staring at me. It looked like GQ on pa-
rade; everyone was wearing the same blue suit, and sporting
extremely short haireuts. My fashion statement for the day
was a cowboy shirt, sport coat, Levi s, boots, and hair to the
middle of my back.

Trying to appear calm, 1 looked around for a magazine or
@ newspaper, anything to divert my attention from the omi-
nous glare of Miss Warmth behind the desk. Finding nothing
to read, I began to silently count the awards bestowed on
KGAB over the years by a grateful industry, which covered
all four walls of the reception area. After about five minutes,
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Nurse Ratchet summoned me back to her desk and informed
me that I had been cleared to pass her station. Still peering
over her glasses, she then instructed me to continue up the
hall to the general manager’s office.

There I was put through my third and final security
check by the general manager 's secretary, and at last allowed
entrance into his office, KBRK this was not.

Mr. Winnaman was the first real corporate suit that I ever
had to deal with. He looked as if he had been constructed in
some high-tech ‘‘Stepford’ factory that specialized in the
manufacture of upper management executives. Tall, with sil-
ver gray hair, obviously handsome, and impeccably dressed,
Mr. Winnaman could have just stepped from the pages of
Fortune magazine.

«“Jim Ladd? I'm John Winnaman,’’ he said as we shook
hands, ‘‘I'm glad that you could make it, I've certainly heard
a lot about you from Biff. Please have a seat, would you like
some coffee before we get started?’’

““No thank you Mr. Winnaman, I'm fine,”’ 1 answered,
not expecting such a friendly greeting.

«“Please, call me John,’’ he said as he sat down behind his
desk. ‘““How long have you been at KBRK now Jim?”’

I sat up in my chair a little straighter and answered,
““About a year and a half.”’

¢« And where were you before that?’’ asked Winnaman as
he thumbed through some paperwork.

““Well, actually Mr. Winna . . . ah, John,”’ I said, clearing
my throat, ‘‘I was going to school. KBRK is the first station
I've ever worked for.”’

““How much do you know about KASH ¢’ John asked.

I straightened my coat and crossed, then uncrossed, my
legs. ‘‘Only that most of your programming is on tape at the
moment, and that you’re getting ready to go live twenty-four
hours a day.”’

““That’s right,”’ answered John as if I’d just responded
correctly to a question on a math test, ‘‘and we plan to build
a winner here. Something that will make the network sit up
and take notice.”’

After a brief pause, he looked at me and said, ‘‘Jim, let
me ask you a direct question.’

“Qkay,”’ 1 said.

““How do you feel about—winning {”’
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After some conversation about the new direction John en-
visioned for KASH, and general inquiries regarding how I
saw myself fitting into the world of big time radio, we left his
office and walked back down the hall to meet the program
director. All the way there John continued to tell me about
KASH and I kept waiting for the part about the dress code.
Opening an unmarked door, we stepped into a tiny office
which contained, to my great relief, two people who looked
Just like me.

The program director was a tall blond fellow whose name,
Hai Ku, reflected his great love for ancient J apanese culture,
not his ethnic origins. The other person was Hai'’s assistant
and romantic companion, the lovely and passionate Pollen.

In the midst of this corporate American stronghold, I had
found two freaks I not only liked at first meeting, but whom I
could actually relate to. They had worked together in San
Francisco and moved down to L.A. in a package deal to turn
KASH into a live rock station.

Hai proceeded to explain the rules of the game. They were
radio people just like me who loved the musie Just like I did.
We would not be playing any Top 40 bullshit, but real rock
'n’ roll; and there was no dress code.

There would, however, be something known as the ‘‘for-
mat."’

This format thing, as I understood it, was some sort of
guide to the songs that I could play. I didn’t see how this
would affect me in particular, because I already knew the
music, which was one of the reasons I was being considered
for an air shift. By the time I left KASH that day, I had met
the three principal people who were in charge of the station
at the local level, and | had a new job.

I went back to KBRK, explained the situation, and of-
fered to stay there if they could up my salary to a livable
wage. When they declined the offer, I gave my two weeks’
notice, but they said I could go immediately and wished me
well. I will always be grateful to the people at KBRK, includ-
ing the owner and his wife, for taking a chance on me.

Shelly, Rochelle, John, Dean, and I all celebrated that
night at Bob's Big Boy, with double-deckers and the choco-
late shakes that you have to eat with a spoon. KASH would
mean a real salary, a contract with one of the big three net-
works, and the answer to our immediate problems. For the



first time since the children arrived, Shelly and I felt con-
fident that there would actually be enough food on the table.
The kids wouldn’t be sleeping on the floor any longer, nor
having to wear the same clothes they’d brought with them
from New Jersey.

It was 1969, the year of My Lai and Manson, Altamont
and Agnew. But it was also the year of Woodstoek and Neil
Armstrong’s ‘‘one giant leap for mankind,’”’ and for me and
my family it was a year of hope. Now we could start thinking
about bicycles, and baseball gloves, and a new dress for
Rochelle. Most importantly, Shelly and I eould now move our
instant family out of the cement dump, thanks to my new job
at the concrete bunker.
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FORMAT
AND
CREATIVE
CHEATING

WE NEVER CHEATED ON THE FORMAT ONCE.
WE FOLLOWED EVERY RULE AND OBEYED EVERY COMMANDMENT.
WE WERE ETERNALLY FAITHFUL TO THE SACRED TABLET.

JUST LIKE any new job, I spent the first week or so

getting to work at least an hour early, and being
overly polite to everyone I was introduced to.

The first member of the air staff I met was “Triple J.”’
J.J. Jackson had a naturally bright, upbeat delivery, knew
the music inside and out, and had a golden ear for spotting
new bands. J. J. was a born air personality, and tailor made
to do afternoon drive. Because more people in Los Angeles
are stuck in their cars between the hours of 2:00 p.m. and
6:00 p.». than the population of most small countries, after-
noon drive is one of the big money shifts, and J. J. Jackson
was definitely the man for the job.

““Ladd, meet J. J. Jackson,”’ Hai said as J. J. entered his
office. ““J. J., this is Jim Ladd, our new midday vietim . . . ah,
I mean midday jock.”



JIM LADD

““Very happy to meet you, Jim,’’ said J. J. as he extended
his hand. ‘‘Don’t mind Hai, he has a real problem with sin-
eerity.”’

“‘Nice to meet you, J. J.,”’ I said as we shook hands. ** I'm
really looking forward to working with you.”’

“‘Really looking forward to working with him?’’ Hai
grinned with obvious delight. ‘‘I thought you were just tell-
ing me how much you hated black people.”’

I couldn’t believe my ears. ‘‘ What?’’ I sputtered not get-
ting the joke, ‘ You asked me if I was part American Indian
and I said ‘Yes I’'m an eighth Blackfoot.’ I never said any-
thing . ..”’

““‘Give the guy a break, will you Hai,”’ J. J. said, coming
to my defense. ‘‘Look Jim, let me warn you right up front,
the guy’s a Nazi. Just look at him—blond hair, blue eyes, the
most uptight white man on earth. Everyone knows that he
was forced to change his name from Herr Kurrmaster to Hai
Ku when he got into radio.”’

“Very funny Jackson,”’ laughed Hai. “‘Look, before you
start telling us all about Jesse Owens and the ‘thirty-six
Olympics again, why don’t you take Tonto here into the stu-
dio and show him how a real radio station works. You do
know that we broadeast with electricity, not smoke signals,
don’t you Jim?”’

““Come with me Jim,’’ said J. J. as he turned to leave, ‘I
can only take the smell of sauerkraut for so long before I
start to get sick.”’

J. J. was followed on the air by one of the funniest people
I have ever heard on radio. George MeCarther was a little
older than the rest of us, which meant that he had a back-
ground in Top 40 radio. He was somehow able to make the
transition of style, but always retained that kind of edge to
his delivery. Everyone like the ‘‘General’’ because he had a
way of making you feel comfortable, even if he didn’t appear
completely at ease with himself.

Then ecame Damion, who worked the 10:00 p.M. to 2:00
A.M. shift. Damion was a gifted bullshit artist. That, com-
bined with his unflappable sincerity and natural charm, left
him little else to do in life but become a DJ. We called him
the ““‘Silver Fox’’ because of the silver-gray color of his hair,
and his lifetime ambition to sleep with every woman in the
Western world under the age of seventy-five. This is some-
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what inaccurate because they didn’t actually have to sleep
together, just as long as they had sex.

This was the first KASH crew. All, save the General, were
free-form fliers, brought in from all over America. J. J. had
been lured away from Boston’s WBCN , one of the most
highly respected FM rock stations in the country, Damion
had worked at the network’s Chicago outlet before coming to
L.A., the General was a big name DJ in San Franeisco, and 1
was the hometown kid. It was a talented air staff of young
Turks who knew the music, knew who made it, and knew how
to present it.

What we did not know, however, was that all of this
knowledge would no longer be required.

KASIH and KAOS were extremely close together on the
dial. Separated by only a point in frequency and a half inch
on the tuner, we were natural rivals. Both were F'M stations,
both played rock ’'n’ roll, and both were out to finally bury
the “‘stinking corpse’’ of Top 40 radio; but that is where the
similarities ended. RADIO KAOS was the L.A. outlaw : free-
form rock radio at its irreverent Donahue best, and proud of
it. We, on the other hand, were to take a much different ap-
proach. We were going to use—THE FORMAT.

On its own the term certainly doesn’t sound all that
threatening, just two little words: the format. But, in this
context, it came to symbolize the antithesis of everything FM
radio stood for.

Now let me see if I can find the words.

The format is a plan or a blueprint, drawn up by either
the program director or a ‘‘radio consultant’’ (a life form
much further down the food chain, whom we 1l get to later),
the purpose of which is to dictate what music will be played
on the radio station and when.

Formats can be highly complex formulas usually based on
‘‘proven scientific principles’’ of demographiecs, call-out re-
search, sales figures, telephone surveys, and something called
““focus groups.’’ A focus group is just one of the many devices
used by radio management in which you, the guinea pig lis-
teners, are observed through one-way glass without your knowl-
edge. You will notice that I did not mention the word music in
this definition of the format. Songs were thought of not as pieces
of musie, each with its own mood or message, but as produet, to
which you the radio consumer would presumably respond.

L1
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We would no longer be able to pick our own songs, create
musieal sets, or even play something just for the pure joy of
it. From now on, every single song played over KASH would
be chosen for us, and you, by the format. This not only meant
that the jocks would no longer have any say as to what musie
got played over the air, but a large number of the more
obseure’’ artists were simply removed from the studio as
well. The network wanted to cash in on the rock 'n’ roll boom,
but they wanted to do it in a safe and orderly manner.

The format worked like this: At the start of your shift,
you went to a shelf in the air studio, and got four blank
‘‘play sheets,”” which looked something like this:

KASH Play Last

Name: Shift: Date:

Artist : Title:

> Q0 w9 ® =" > Q

The letters at the beginning of each line directed you to a
category of music, which you were to look up in a card file.
This was a long metal box filled with hundreds of three-by-
five cards, each one containing the name of an artist and the
title of a song. The cards were divided into categories which
corresponded to the list in front of you.

A, for example, might refer to a current hit single, B a
track from a current hit album, C a new record, D an oldie,
and so on.
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On the back was a place for you to initial and date the
card to indicate when you played it last. After doing the re-
quired paperwork, you would then be allowed to play the
song and move down the list to the next category, then start
the process all over again.

You were not supposed to vary at any time from the order
of categories on the play sheets, and you were required to
play only the first card that presented itself in the box. All
this was to ensure the proper balance and rotation of musie,
from which to achieve the maximum amount of people listen-
ing to the station.

Art in its purest form.

No longer could we mix songs together into thematic sets,
using lyrics to tell a story, or to try to make a point. This
musie, this vibrant, rebellious, magical, poetic rock 'n’ roll,
these songs from Dylan, the Beatles, and the Doors, were now
merely random cogs in the great format wheel.

Even if you were not the kind of listener who made the
Iyrical connection from one song to another, you must have
been jolted at some time in your life by a station that would
play a soft Joni Mitchell ballad, and then slam into ‘* Para-
noid’’ from Black Sabbath. This is the kind of musical insen-
sitivity inherent in the format, that would be unthinkable to
any free-form DJ worth his salt.

On top of all this, we couldn’t even spin the records our-
selves! Due to some bizarre contract with the engineers’
union, we, the air talent, were not even allowed to touch most
of the equipment. We sat in an air booth which contained
only a microphone and an on-off switch. The engineer sat on
the other side of a large glass window in a separate room
which held the turntables, cart machines, tape decks, and the
control board. We communicated to our engineer through an
intercom system, and passed the records to be played through
a slot in the wall. It felt as if we were in quarantine.

The worst part about this arrangement was that we were not
in control of the segues between records. A ‘‘segue,’’ for those
not familiar with the term, is the transition from one song to
another. DJs take a lot of pride in their segues. Not only were we
conscious of the lyrical content of the songs, but we had to be
aware of how the cuts flowed together musically as well.

We had to take into consideration the tempo of the two songs
we were trying to string together, the key they were in, if the



first one was going to fade out or end cold, and how the next one
began. Could we cross-fade the tracks, or were we going to slip-
cue the next song when the one now playing had finished ¢ All of
these things had to be considered for each and every song that
we played. And attempting to explain all this to an engineer—
even the good ones—was like trying to tie a double half hitch in
a piece of thread while wearing boxing gloves.

The final insult to injury was something called the ‘‘liner
cards.”’ These three-by-five pearls of poetic wisdom contained
one-line station logos or cateh phrases, which we were sup-
posed to shout at the herd. Remember the ““Rock 'N’ Stereo’’
logo? Instead of talking to our friends, we were now supposed
to sell to the sheep. They didn’t want orators, they wanted
carnival barkers.

Now I knew what those animals on ‘‘ Wild Kingdom’’ felt
like. One minute you’re running along as free as a lion on the
African plain, when suddenly, some two-legged bastard hits
you with a dart gun. The next thing you know, you wake up
in a cage, dodging popcorn being thrown at you by a bunch of
geeks with cameras and balloons.

The staff was horrified. We felt that to follow this ap-
proach would betray everything rock 'n’ roll stood for. This
was not freedom, this was not rebellion, this was calculated
prepackaged show business. For those of us who took profes-
sional pride in our ability to paint audio pictures, using songs
as colors and the airwaves as our palette, it would mean turn-
ing our backs on what FM radio was really meant to be.

J. J. and I met Damion at his apartment to analyze the
situation. We had gotten the news from Hai the day before—
from now on we were to eat, breathe, and sleep the format.

““Can you believe this shit?”’ Damion cursed as he
grabbed for his beer. ‘‘Play an A card, then play a B card,
then play—what kind of constipated lawyer cocksucker
thought up this great idea?’’

«“Well I can tell you this, no one mentioned anything
about a format when they were talking to me about leaving
Boston to come out here,”’ J. J. said. ‘‘ They told me I would
be doing virtually the same kind of show that I was doing on
WBCN, only in L.A., where no one owned a snow shovel.”’

“‘These people don’t want disc jockeys, they want accoun-
tants,’’ I said, reaching over to turn up the stereo. “Did you
hear that, George just came out of Judy Collins and went
right into a Deep Purple cut! These guys are nuts!’’
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““What if we all tell Hai that this won’t work?’’ asked
Damion, ‘‘and that we’re not going to do this shit. What are
they going to do, fire all of us at once ? They just hired us.”’

““Do you really think that the people in New York care
what a bunch of dise jockeys in L.A. think?’’ J. J. replied.
““They’ll just tell Hai and Winnaman to handle it or else.’’

““Well, we have to think of something,’’ I said, ‘‘ because this
is without question the worst idea I have ever smelled.”’

I spent many nights trying to come to grips with the nau-
seating idea of having to fake my way through a show. Free-
form radio had become my personal quest, my guru, my path, a
road that led to a kind of spiritual fulfillment inherent in the
creative process. I also believed that FM radio had an obligation
to be a voice of truth and dissent in these turbulent times, and
clearly, that voice would be the first casualty of the format.

I held the medium itself in a kind of sacred regard. That
precious glass booth served not only as a stage, but the
podium from which I might cheer on the great cultural re-
naissance sweeping America. Now I was faced with giving all
that up, to play a three-by-five card from the D category.

But what could I do? Even if I could go back to KBRK 1
wouldn’t be able to feed my family, and no matter what per-
sonal misery selling out caused me, I had to do that.

It was the complete lack of artistic freedom, and the feel-
ing that we all were letting FM radio down, which forced the
air staff to resort to something we called ““creative cheating.”’

WE NEVER CHEATED ON THE FORMAT ONCE.
WE FOLLOWED EVERY RULE AND OBEYED EVERY
COMMANDMENT.

WE WERE ETERNALLY FAITHFUL TO THE SACRED
TABLET.

There might have been a few mistakes, or ‘‘accidents,”’
but never more than twenty or thirty per show. The air staff
devised plots to bypass the format that would have made Ma-
chiavelli proud. It was either that, or lose all sense of what
the art of FM radio was all about.

The most common way in which we got around this an-
droid version of radio was to stack the three-by-five deck in
our favor. This could be done by rummaging through the
card box until you found a Humble Pie song you wanted to
play, instead of the Cat Stevens tune that was at the front of

S



JIM LADD

the pile. Then you would check the back of the card to deter-
mine when it was played last, and if it hadn’t come up re-
cently (like that day), you would substitute it for the one you
were supposed to play, and misfile Tea for the Tillerman.

Doing a radio program is a lot like flying an airplane.
You have to achieve takeoff speed, gain the proper cruising
altitude, stay on course, and at the end of a four-hour flight,
bring the show in for a safe landing, ready to hand the con-
trols over to the next pilot. With all the preoccupation re-
quired for this type of instrument flying, it’s amazing that we
ever got the station airborne at all.

Another popular method for rerouting the ‘‘flight plan”’
was to wait until the song that was playing on the air had
just about ended before you gave the next record to your en-
gineer.

““You got about a minute and a half left before this Zep-
pelin song runs out, do you want to tell me what we 're going
to play next, or should I just make a wild guess?’’

The voice coming over the intercom from the control room
was dripping with sarcasm. It was Damion’s engineer, Lloyd,
and Lloyd was beginning to get nervous.

He was watching Damion through the large plate glass
window that separated the control room from the air booth.
Damion was just standing there in front of the record shelves,
staring at a girl’s picture on the front of an album cover.

““Okay, you’re now officially into the red zone,”” Lloyd
said, his tone shifting from sarcasm to panie, ‘‘ya got less
than a minute left!”’

Damion returned the LP he had been studying to a spot
in the rack two shelves below its original location, and in a fit
of seeming desperation, grabbed a Stones album from another
shelf. As Lloyd looked on, his eyes darting from the clock to
the drama unfolding in the air booth, Damion ran to the slot
that connected the booth to the control room and shoved a
copy of Goat’s Head Soup through the opening in the wall.
With only thirty seconds left, Damion pressed his intercom
button and yelled: ‘‘Side two cut five!”’

Lloyd grabbed the album, flung the cover across the room,
and slapped the record down on turntable number two. Now
ten seconds away from an embarrassing moment of dead air,
Lloyd dropped the needle onto the vinyl dise and spun it
madly by hand, trying to find the beginning of the song. When
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he heard the strains of a guitar come through the tiny cue
speaker, telling him that he had found the opening bars of the
track, Lloyd backed the LP up a quarter of a turn and stopped.
Just as the song on turntable number one ended, Lloyd made a
desperate lunge for the control board, fired turntable number
two, and the Rolling Stones filled the airwaves.

““Hey, this is ‘Star Star’!”’ Lloyd cried in a mixture of
fear and disbelief. ‘‘ You're playing ‘Star Star’!”

*“Oh, did I say side two?’’ returned Damion. ‘I meant to
say side one, cut five—sorry.”’

‘“‘But this is ‘Star Star’!”’ repeated Lloyd, too shocked to
even hear what Damion had said, ‘‘We’re playing ‘Star
Star’—on the air!’’

As Damion cranked the monitor volume up to ten and
began to play air guitar along with the record, Lloyd opened
the intercom again: ‘‘I give you about ten seconds before Hai
comes through the door with a gun.”’

Eight point two seconds later, Hai Ku stormed into the
air booth with blood in his eyes.

‘““What in the name of Buddha do you think you’re
doing ?’’ screamed Hai.

‘““What ?’’ shouted Damion, not bothering to turn down
the deafening level of the speakers.

Hai reached over and turned down the monitors. “Why
are you playing a song that’s not on the format? A song that
isn’t even in the card box? The only song in the history of
recorded music that uses the word ‘starfucker’ about eighty
times in four minutes?”’

‘“You know I'm really pissed!’’ Damion feigned. ‘‘I was
supposed to play ‘You’'ve Got A Friend’ by Carole King, but
I couldn’t find it, and the track on the air was Just about
over, so I had to grab the closest thing at hand.”’

““What the hell do you mean, you couldn’t find it?’’ Hai
said, mocking Damion’s answer. ‘‘The albums are filed alpha-
betically, are you telling me that you eouldn’t locate the let-
ter K9’

‘“Gee I don’t know,’’ Damion said as contritely as possi-
ble, ‘‘maybe Ladd misfiled it by mistake. He’s had a lot on his
mind lately and—"’

““Ladd misfiled it!’’ screamed Hai in contempt. ‘‘The
only time I’'ve ever heard Ladd play a Carole King song, I
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was standing in the room when the card came up and he had
no choice!’’

““Well sorry Hai,”” Damion said, ‘‘but you can check for
yourself, the album is not where it’s supposed to be.”” Damion
then eranked the volume back up to earsplitting level, and
added, ‘“ Too bad too, that Carole King tune would have made
such a great segue after ‘Living Loving Maid.””’

Hai stormed out of the room, determined to physically
destroy the errant copy of Goat’s Head Soup so as to prevent
Damion s little ‘“mistake’’ from ever happening again. When
the door had shut behind him, Lloyd, who had been listening to
this exchange from the other room, opened the intercom and
asked Damion, ‘* Would you like to bet that I can tell you which
record album you were staring at before you pulled the Stones
LP ? The one you refiled two shelves below the K section ? "

Damion just grinned and went back to shuffling the
three-by-five eards.

The only reason Hai ever put up with this kind of be-
havior from the staff was because he understood the free-
form ethie of his jocks. He believed as much in the spirit of
the music and what it stood for as we did—it’s just that
somebody had to be responsible to the corporate beehive.

As we, the air staff, struggled to come to grips with the
format, Hai Ku was coming to grips with the realities of his
job as well. Being a program director for any radio station is
truly a monumental job. As a PD, you are not only aeceount-
able for everything that goes on the air, but your job also
includes being responsible for people like me.

Someone has to have a concept of what the radio station is
all about : what musie it will play, what image it will project,
what community events to align itself with. Someone has to
run the programming department within budget, deal with
the record companies and concert promoters, field the com-
plaints, and think up new promotions. At the same time, this
person must still remain close enough to the musie to relate to
his audience.

On top of all this, the program director must keep one
thing foremost in his mind: It’s his job to produce the rat-
ings. Literally, his job. It ain’t easy. It takes someone who has
good business sense, is creative, and has the patience to deal
with “‘talent’’—people like me.

Hai’s job was further complicated by the fact that much
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of what he did had to be sifted through the collective uncon-
sciousness of what I called ‘‘The Black Hole in New York.’’
The corporate beehive, filled with lawyers and upper-manage-
ment drones, each one further removed from the L.A. rock
scene than the next. For someone as immersed in the counter-
culture as Hai, this must have been hell.

Hai Ku did find a philosophical ecommon ground with the
corporate beehive though. It was organization. The social
structure of beehives is strietly organized and highly predict-
able. Hai, being the anal retentive that he was, saw great
beauty in the structure and organization of the format, and
so did New York. They wanted to systematize the music so
that it could be counted, categorized, and correlated.

I wondered what Keith Richards would think about ‘‘sys-
tematizing rock 'n’ roll.”’ These people didn’t have a clue.
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Public stonings always took place in the conference room. Here,
bathed in that certain ambience that can only be achieved under
bright fluorescent tubing, we of the New Left would meet.

u NDER THE repressive yoke of the format, I was forced

to learn how this kind of structured rebellion was sup-
posed to work and why. With hindsight, of course, I can now
see that professionally it was a necessary if unpleasant thing
to do. Up until then, 1 had approached radio only in terms of
art. [t was becoming clear, however, that if 1 was going to
depend on this profession for food and shelter, I would have
to learn to deal with the entire picture.

One of the most important elements of this ‘‘real world”’
boot camp was the monthly War Council, aka the mandatory
air staff meetings.

I listened to your show today,’’ said Hai as he began to
distribute his latest memo into the air staff’s mailboxes. ‘‘ Are
you sure that a career in radio is really for you?”’
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““Well, good afternoon to you too,”’ I yawned in mock
boredom, ‘‘nice to see that you’re in your usual good spirits.”’

‘“You're still young you know,’’ Hai said as he econtinued
stuffing memos through the slots, ‘‘have you given any
thought to one of those trade schools? You know, like auto
mechanies or welding ?”’

““Pollen have a headache last night—again?’’ I asked,
opening up my mailbox. ‘‘I understand that’s quite common
for people who live with anal retentives.”’

‘“Someday you’ll thank me for trying to impart a
modicum of order into your disturbed and wasted life,”” Hai
countered, not missing a beat. ‘‘I understand that neatness is
an asset in the carpet-laying business.’’

‘“Maybe if you tried some soft musie and candlelight,’’ I
answered while opening a letter. ‘““ Women have been known
to like that as an occasional alternative to begging.”’

‘“‘It’s amazing the amount of public information that
must be available to the sexual novice these days,”” Hai
chuckled, then handed me the last of the typewritten pages
he’d been distributing. ‘‘By the way, this memo applies to
you in particular. See ya tomorrow.”’

Knowing a good outcue when he’d said one, Hai headed
down the hall and disappeared into his office. I looked down
at the latest ediet from ‘‘haiquarters,’”’ (written in Hai’s
usual tongue-in-cheek style) which began :

Attention! The next piece of paper that you receive
could be pink!

There will be a mandatory air staff meeting tomorrow
May 9 at 10:00 a.m. in the conference room. Prompt at-
tendance is compulsory (see ‘‘mandatory’’ in dietio-
nary) for all air staff. ...

It was with this feeling of warmth and team spirit that we
were summoned to the dreaded monthly tribunals.

Public stonings always took place in the conference room.
Here, bathed in that certain ambience that can only be
achieved under bright fluorescent tubing, we of the New Left
would meet. The walls were clothed in nondeseript wallpaper
and adorned not with art, but gigantic reproductions of the
station’s current Foster and Kleiser billboards. The confer-
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ence room was equipped with a corporate toaster oven, a cor-
porate coffeepot, and a corporate wet bar, reserved for the
corporate client ass-kissing parties.

Gathering round the ten foot by four foot glass-and-
chrome conference table, constructed for the comfort of sales
executives, not hippies, we were issued the latest edicts from
the programming department. These usually dealt with
changes in the format, new promotional ideas, upcoming con-
certs, and the latest bowel movement from some network exec
in New York.

Hai positioned himself at the head of the table, Pollen at
his right, while the rest of us sat in various stages of alert-
ness, depending on the hour and the degree of abuse involved
the night before. Hai would shuffle through his stack of notes
as he waited for the room to quiet down, while the passionate
Pollen adjusted the straps on her tiny halter top, or pulled at
her skintight miniskirt in an obviously flirtatious manner.
Pollen dressed for sexcess, which always made her the visual
center of attention, and she loved it. But then so did we.

The meeting would open with Hai explaining any new
tactics he wanted to incorporate into the overall ‘‘battle
plan.”’ These were usually strategic adjustments, which were
supposed to strengthen our campaign to beat the enemy and
steal his herd.

““Because those of you sitting here this morning have
proven your ability to read and comprehend the English lan-
guage by responding to yesterday’s memo, I have taken the
liberty to type out these latest adjustments to the format,
rather than use the picture book visual aid system I was plan-
ning on. Although Ladd had to ask someone to help him with
the big words, we’ve even xeroxed one for you, too, Jim.”

It was much too early in the morning for verbal banter, so
I just sipped my coffee and let Hai continue.

““The first change is that from now on, anytime you come
out of a spot break [commercials], you are to go direetly into
musie with the phrase: ‘Rock 'N’ Stereo K-A-S-1I’ or, ‘This
is ninety-five and a half KASH-FM,’ and nothing else.”’

The staff let out a collective groan.

““The only exception is if your first record is a C, that’s a
new record Jim, then you are to say: ‘Here’s the brand-new
release from . . . so and so ... on Rock 'N Stereo K-A-S-H,’
and go directly into musie.”’
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““Let me get this clear,”’ said J. J., not hiding his amaze-
ment, ‘‘are we supposed to say one of these three liners, and
only one of these three liners every single time we break for
spots ?”’

““That’s right,”’ said Hai.

‘“And we're not to vary from these things in any way?”’
asked Damion.

“You are to say them exactly as written, unless you’re
Just back-announcing a set of songs and then going directly
into another tune,’’ said Hai, not acknowledging the dismay
in Damion’s voice. ‘‘In that case, you’re free to choose one of
the other liner eards in the booth.’’

“Don’t you think this might sound just a tad redun-
dant?’’ I asked. ‘‘Like after the first twenty minutes or so?”’

““Our research shows that we announce our call letter
seven point three percent less than the average AM station
whose name recognition is in the top five. We need to pump
the call letter more.”’

‘“Everybody knows the importance of saying the call let-
ters Hai,”” Damion injected, ‘‘but you'’re talking about two
completely different types of radio here. I ecan understand
wanting us to use the call letters more often, but repeating
them in exactly the same way every time is lame.”’

“I want to burn the call letters into the listeners’
brains,”’ said Hai, ‘‘and that means repetition.”’

‘““That means redundant,’’ said J. J. ‘“We Just changed
from taped programming to live shows because the robot ap-
proach didn’t work!’’

Hai looked over at Pollen, who was busy readjusting her
halter top again, and back to the restless gathering that was
murmuring agreement with J. J., and said, ‘“Good, now that
we’re all in agreement, let’s move on to item number two.’’

After an hour or so of this crap, we’d finally get down to
the good part.

Hai kept a list of any and all transgressions that had oe-
curred since our last gathering. With great delight, he would
go around the table, and one by one, verbally flog those who
had deviated from the format.

Let’s say, for example, that Hai had been listening to my
show, and heard an ever-so-slight variation from the liner
card I was supposed to read. In this case, I was introducing a




song from Cream, and instead of parroting the required
seript :

“Here’s @ song from Cream, on Rock ’N’ Stereo K-A-8-H >
I said something like:

“Did you read in the paper that Richard Nizon’s an-
cestry has been traced back to the year 17722 It seems
that his great-great-great-grandfather, Captain Milhous
Nizon, was court-martialed for bringing a boatload of
convicts to the New World, then denying he had any-
thing to do with 1t.

“I like a man with roots, so we’re gonna send this
next song out for Dick Nixon. I mean, where would this
country be if it weren’t for Dicks like him?

“Here’s ‘Politician’ from Cream, on ninety-five and a
half, K-A-S-H.”

IIai could do twenty minutes on this easy, and although
in his hippie heart he might agree with the statement, he
would use this minor infraction of good taste as reason to ask
insulting questions about my ancestry.

Or perhaps J. J. played a Bowie cut that was not in the
all-important card file—another ten to twelve minutes of ma-
terial for Hai, who simply could not understand what J. J. or
anybody else heard in David Bowie.

““What were you thinking of playing a cut from this guy
anyway?’’ asked Hai. ‘“He’s a one-hit wonder at best.”’

““We’ve been through all this before,’’ dJackson re-
sponded, rolling his eyes in frustration. *‘I'm telling you this
guy is going to be a major star. Christ Hai, RADIO KAOS
has been all over this album for a month now, and we’re only
playing the single. Everybody’s heard the single Hai, we
should be playing a lot more—"’

““The guy wears makeup,”’ interrupted Hai. ‘‘He '8 a
fruit, a three-dollar bill.”’

““He sold out the Santa Monica Civic three nights in a
row,’’ countered J. J. ‘‘Get the tin out of your ears and listen
to his music. I don’t give a shit what the guy looks like, I'm
telling you the audience loves him!”’

““What is the attraction here J. J.?’’ Hai asked snidely.
«“Some sort of closet problem that we’re not aware of ?’’ Hali,
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of course, had no idea what David Bowie’s sexual preferences
were—he just enjoyed baiting J. J.

The fact that J. J. was a two hundred-pound bad-ass ma-
rine, before a drastic change in political censciousness had
brought him to rock 'n’ roll, only served to enhance the tone
and volume of the discussion which would then ensue.

Once, Hai nailed Damion during one of these group en-
counters from hell for not sounding up to par on the air last
Tuesday. Suddenly finding himself in the public pillory, the
normally silver-tongued Damion not only didn’t have an an-
swer, he couldn’t remember last Tuesday.

Hai kept pressing. ‘‘Is there anything wrong ?’’ he asked.
‘“Are you suffering from some sort of mental or physical dis-
order?’’

Damion shifted in his chair and tried to come up with an
answer, but Hai wasn’t through yet.

‘‘Perhaps it was something out of the ordinary in your
daily routine that could have caused this mental lapse?’’

Under pressure to come up with some kind of answer
while the rest of us gleefully looked on, relieved that the light
of interrogation was off of us, Damion finally said, ‘‘Well,
the only thing I can think of, is that I usually smoke a joint
before my show, but I was running late for work and didn’t
have time to roll one before I left the house.’’

Before anyone even had a chance to react to Damion’s
unexpected retort, Mr. Ku looked him straight in the eye and
deadpanned, ‘‘If you value your job, don’t ever come to work
without getting high again!”’

Damion complied, and being the stone professional that
he was, in future allowed plenty of time to roll one before
coming to the station.

Hai could really work a room.

Although the format remained an ever-vigilant radar gun
slowing our creativity, as a staff, we were tight. The chemis-
try of the people, our love for the musie, and the natural ca-
maraderie of a small band of explorers surrounded by hostile
forces, helped turn a bunch of strangers into a team.

One of our favorite gathering spots was Hai Ku’s place.
He had a house right on the sand in Venice Beach, and we
certainly had some moments there. I think that Hai’s propen-
sity for living on the shore of the Pacific Ocean had more to

61
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do with his desire to be as close to Japan as possible than with
any great love of the sea, or of weekend skateboard freaks.

Most of us guys enjoyed a certain amount of macho pos-
turing in our youth, and such a display of machismo at one of
Hai’s famous beach parties, almost cost me my career. Aftera
drink or two, I challenged Hai to a sword fight. Hai of course
was into several forms of Japanese martial arts, and he fan-
cied his ability with a samurai sword. I have always fancied
my ability never to turn down a dare while drunk.

Armed with wooden practice swords, Hai and I began cir-
cling each other in a mock combat dance. I swung, he blocked
my weapon with his. He swung, and I blocked his sword with
my Adam’s apple. After that I challenged Hai to a mano-a-
mano game of backgammon.

Another memorable party game occurred one New Year ’s
Eve when Hai decided, for reasons of his own, to handcuff
one of our friends to the door handle of the black limousine
in which he’d arrived. This poor bastard greeted 1972 all
alone, standing in an alley behind the house, listening to the
rest of us singing ‘‘Auld Lang Syne’’ and popping cham-
pagne.

These slightly warped expressions of friendship were not
limited merely to our off-hours either. One afternoon I was
reading a commercial on the air when suddenly the studio
door burst open. Startled, I looked around in amazement,
thinking I was being busted by the FCC police. There was
Hai, standing in the doorway with a fire extinguisher. Before
I had time to duck, Hai jerked the trigger and let go with full
force, all over me, the microphone, and everyone listening at
home. Dripping wet and covered in fire extinguisher foam, 1
vowed to repay this little joke with compound interest.

The next day, I stopped at a toy store on my way to work
and purchased five rolls of high-quality kite string. That
night, after Hai had gone home, I told the janitor that I left
my car keys on Hai’s desk, and in my best broken Spanish,
persuaded him to open the door to Hai’s private office. I was
in! The time was now 6:15 p.M., and I was alone in Mr. Ku’s
private sanctuary, about to commit an act of creative van-
dalism that would be remembered in the annals of radio re-
venge for a long time to come.

Starting at the very back corner of his office, I tied one
end of the first spool of kite string to his lamp. Then I ran the
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spool to the opposite corner of the room and wound it around
the volume knob of his stereo. From the stereo I crisserossed
to his desk and wrapped the string around the receiver of his
telephone, then back across the office, to thread my web of
retribution through the stack of reel-to-reel tapes on top of
the bookcase. T then proceeded to tie the contents of the book-
case to the pencil sharpener on the opposite wall, then up to
the overhead light on the ceiling, and back down to his paper
clip jar.

I continued in this way until every object, throughout
every inch of his office, was connected to a living nervous
system of kite string. Touch any thread, in any area of his
office, and something moved on the other side of the room.

Two hours and five hundred feet of kite string later, I was
ready to make good my escape. Moving with ecatlike stealth, I
passed the final loop of string through the handle of his cof-
fee cup (which still contained the muddy remnants of an in-
terrupted coffee break) and tied the final knot to the knob on
the inside of his office door. This I did with geometrie preci-
sion, calculating the final length of string so that I would not
disturb the ecup when I shut the door, but when the door was
opened wide in the morning, the string would then pull the
cup off the desk, and, if my caleulations were correct, di-
rectly onto Ilai’s shoes.

At last, I carefully stepped back to admire my work, and
beheld a sight that would have made Rube Goldberg green
with envy. Hai Ku'’s office looked like a trout fisherman’s
worst nightmare. I pulled the door closed ever so gingerly, so
as not to trigger the liquid land mine, and went home to await
the inevitable explosion.

It took all of my willpower not to be there when Hai came
in for work the next day. But showing up at eight-thirty in
the morning when I didn’t go on the air until ten would 've
been too obvious. I would have to be satisfied with sec-
ondhand accounts of ‘‘the look on Hai’s face.’’ These I knew
would be generously offered in graphic and colorful detail by
members of the office staff as soon as I came in.

Arriving for work that morning, I found the bunker was
still reverberating from the shock waves unleashed when Hai
had tripped the land mine. It was the talk of the building,
and when I walked in, I was quickly surrounded by people
eagerly looking for someone who ‘‘hadn’t heard yet.”” After
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listening to the story from five or six different viewpoints,
here’s what I pieced together.

By pure chance, Hai and Pollen pulled into the parking
lot that morning, just as John Winnaman arrived for work.
Hai and Pollen greeted John, and invited their boss to begin
the day with a cup of coffee. All three were happily chatting
as Hai unlocked his office and threw open the door. Suddenly,
there was complete silence. John and Pollen stood there in
stunned amazement; Hai stood there in stunned amazement
and wet shoes. Thirty seconds went by and Pollen couldn’t
take it anymore. She erupted into convulsive laughter, pound-
ing the desk and screaming at the top of her lungs.

Other people, hearing the commotion from down the hall,
now began to arrive, and soon the outer office was filled with
teary-eyed onlookers holding their sides and rolling on the
floor. Finally, John Winnaman, who had still not been able to
find his voice, turned to Hai and said, ‘‘I’ll come back later
when you’re not so strung out.”’

This sent everyone into complete and uneontrollable hys-
terics. Hai just kept looking down at his shoes and back up at
the five hundred feet of kite string, unable to decide whether
to enter his office or simply close the door and go home. At
last he decided to go in, but as soon as he touched the maze of
finely woven hemp, things all over the room began to tumble
to the floor. Hai, still unable to speak, was mercifully handed
a pair of scissors and began hacking a trail into his office.
When he had carved out an area big enough to stand in, he
entered the room, and numbly shut the door behind him.

Hai was not seen again for the next three hours. The

sounds of breaking glass, snipping scissors, and muttered
curses were the only evidence that he was even in the build-
ing.
After that, Hai and I went back to lobbing verbal gre-
nades, having wisely decided that if the practical jokes were
to continue at this rate, sooner or later it would escalate into a
full nuclear exchange.



(Ceeee o )31 ))

WEDDING
BELILS
AND
THE
NEEDLE

Two events at the opposite extremes of life, but as fate will have
it, you take the yin with the yang whenever they're served.

AS I drove into work the next morning, I kept punching

the buttons on my new car radio between KASH and
KAOS. An FM radio in your car in those days was still some-
thing of a novelty, because Congress had only passed the law
requiring all new car radios to include the FM band about a
month before, and it would still be a few years before FM
could hope to compete with the AM band for the all-impor-
tant commuter listener.

Back then, FM radio was something most people listened
to at home. But being on the air, it was easy for me to justify
my new toy, even though after tax and installation, the radio
was worth more than my beat-to-shit Chevy, a car my friends
had affectionately dubbed ‘‘where dents go to die.”’

I hit the button for RADIO KAOS, and there was Ace
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Young, doing his 9:00 A.M. newscast. Ace had a great set of
pipes. Deep and resonant, they oozed with the authority of a
network anchorman. But what he talked about, the stories he
chose to report, and the way in which they were delivered, set
him apart from all other radio newsmen on the air.

1972 gave Ace a lot of news to work with. Nixon was busy
that year, having made his historie visit to China in February,
and just a few months later, becoming the first U.S. president in
history to visit Moscow. At the same time he was accomplishing
these diplomatic triumphs, he was also bombing North Viet-
nam, mining Haiphong Harbor, and getting himself reelected.

There were other stories of note that year which Ace was
following, such as the trial of Angela Davis, the first issue of
Ms. magazine, the ongoing antiwar protests, and a not-so-rou-
tine burglary at the Watergate Hotel in Washington, D.C.
Ace Young not only reported these stories, he gave you an
alternative point of view that reflected both RADIO KAOS’s
outlaw stance, and the highly charged political sentiments of
the rock community it served.

At the moment, Ace was wrapping up a phone interview
with the founder of a new ecological action group called
Greenpeace. They were announcing a radical new form of
guerrilla tacties aimed at bringing world attention to the
plight of whales, and Ace was pushing for details about their
newly christened ship, the Rainbow Warrior.

At the end of his newscast, Ace summed up the disaster
facing our planet’s largest creatures with a personal observa-
tion regarding one species of life exterminating another,
merely to produce a cheaper brand of lipstick. When Ace had
finished, the jock on the air, obviously moved by what had
just transpired, slowing brought up the opening strains of the
song ‘“Wind On The Water.”’

Over the years you have been hunted
By the man who threw harpoons
And in the long run he will kill you
Just to feed the pets we raise

Grow the flowers in your vase

And make the lipstick for your face.

Over the years you swam the oceans

Following feelings of your own
Now you are washed up on the shoreline
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I can see your body lie

It’s a shame you had to die

To put the shadow on our eyes.
—Crosby & Nash

What normally should bave been five minutes of rip and
read headlines to fulfill the FCC’s requirement that stations
must devote a portion of their broadecast day to publie affairs,
was instead a riveting moment of radio that made you think,
perhaps even made you angry enough to do something.

When the song ended, I hit the button reserved for where
I worked and heard the tail end of our nine o’clock news, It
was a network feed piped in from New York, with a middle-
aged announcer regurgitating the government’s latest GNP
report. As the network man droned on about economie statis-
tics and the current balance of trade, I wondered how many
of our listeners really cared what the dry businesslike voice
was saying. When the news feed ended, our morning man
came back on and said,

“It’s 9:05 on a Monday morning, and this is Rock 'N’
Stereo K-A-S-H.”

Then he played something from the D category.

Dry, lifeless, mechanical, the format—momentarily inter-
rupted by the ‘‘News at Nine’’—lumbered back into its soul-
less machinelike pattern. I was growing more and more
frustrated with the restraints of this robotic approach to FM.
Hearing the exciting and meaningful things RADIO KAOS
was doing only made me feel worse.

By June of 1973, two events were to happen that would gal-
vanize our KASH air staff into a family. They were two
events at the opposite extremes of life, but as fate will have it,
you take the yin with the yang whenever they’re served.
Shelly and I had moved our little brood into a rustic three-
bedroom cottage in Laurel Canyon, located on the very boule-
vard immortalized by the Doors in their song ‘‘Love Street.’’
Rochelle and John were both attending Hollywood High,
while Dean was in a junior high school not too far away.
The kids had the whole of Laurel Canyon as their back-
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yard, and soon became regulars at the Canyon Country Store
(‘... there’s this store where the creatures meet. I wonder
what they do in there. Summer Sunday and a year...”’),
located at the end of our tree-covered lane. Within a week our
charismatic threesome was on a first-name basis with the el-
derly store owner and his wife. They must have visited this
Laurel Canyon landmark a least thirty times each afternoon, as
the need arose for yet another gallon of milk, bag of dog food, or
the third candy bar of the day. At the same time the old couple
could never quite understand how someone at the age of twenty-
five, who was not married to his twenty-one-year-old wife, came
to have two teenage kids and a boy of twelve.

After three years of living in sin, our beloved children
came to Shelly and me one day with the announcement that it
would go a long way toward making their miserable little lives
less complex, if they didn’t have to explain to their friends
why their older sister and her boyfriend were living together
when they “aren’t even married.” We explained to our socially
burdened little cherubs that, in fact, I had proposed to Shelly
three years earlier. But before any plans could be made, they
had arrived to greatly lessen our responsibilities in the world.
We went on to elucidate further how very sorry we were for
this oversight, but until now we had neither the time nor the
money to think about a wedding, and we hoped that this expla-
nation would satisfy their nosy little schoolmates!

Shelly and I pondered this question for a few days, and in
the end, she accepted my hand. After all, how could she re-
fuse a proposal from a man who had just vandalized his pro-
gram director’s office with kite string? We decided to have
the ceremony in the backyard of our home. It was a wonder-
ful little house built in the 1930s, and it sat on a half acre of
ground, shaded by a group of majestic forty-year-old oak
trees, planted by the original owners.

It was billed as the social event of the year. The entire
KASIH ecrew saw themselves as adopted aunts and uncles to
our children, so this union of the ‘‘hippie Waltons’’ was wel-
comed with great anticipation.

Being a guy, I was completely useless when it came to these
matters, so the entire wedding was left to Shelly. Without her
mom alive for advice and counsel, or even her father in atten-
dance to give her away, it was Shelly who had to plan every
detail herself—including sewing her wedding gown by hand.
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I occupied myself with work and long discussions with the
guys about how my bachelor party would end all bachelor
parties to come. It was during one of these high-level think
sessions that the General offered to hold the time-honored
ceremony at his house.

“Now I am remodeling, and there is still some construe-
tion going on,”’ George explained, ‘‘but look at it this way; if
we do any major damage, the carpenters will be there on
Monday to fix it. Besides,’’ he continued, ‘‘it’s a four-
bedroom house, and there’s a professional I know, who, for a
fee, will stock the entire place with the kind of girls who
don’t expect dinner and a movie!”’

A cheer went up from the surrounding group of horn dogs,
and it was agreed the party was on for next Saturday night.

George’s offer was a bit surprising because the General
usually stayed to himself during his off-hours. George was as
private in his personal life as he was open and funny on the
air. We thought it was because he spent so much time working
on his new house, a project which seemed to take all of this
gentle and funny man’s time.

Next Saturday rolled around, but no one had heard from
George. He’d failed to show up for work Friday night, without
even a phone call to Hai. Missing your air shift without in-
forming the program director was unheard of, especially for
someone as professional as the senior member of the air staff.

‘““Hello?”’

‘“‘Hali, it’s Jim,”’ I said adjusting the telephone. ‘“Sorry to
bother you at home, but I went by the General’s house like you
asked, and he wasn’t there. Have you heard from him yet?”’

““Nothing,”” said Hai, “‘I haven’t talked to him since
Thursday night.”’

““Well I'm starting to get a little concerned,’’ I said in a
level voice. ‘‘The party is only seven hours away. This isn’t
like George, not showing up for work, and now this.’’

Hai thought for a moment and said, ‘He probably missed
his show due to some sordid tale involving one of the ‘profes-
sional girls’ he promised for the blowout. Knowing George, he
talked her into auditioning for him and ended up at her place
last night. Now he’s probably rushing around trying to get
everything set at the last minute. You can bet we’ll hear all
about it tonight.’’



¢‘Look man this may be nothing,’’ I said, ‘‘but his car was
in the driveway, and the poreh light was still on.”

““Could you hear anything from inside the house?’’ ques-
tioned Hai.

““You know,”” I said, pausing to recolleet, ‘‘I thought 1
may have heard a radio or a TV or something, but I couldn’t
be sure.”’

«“Well don’t worry about it,”’ said Hai, trying to mask the
concern building in his voice. ‘‘If we haven’t heard from him
by six, I’ll ask Gonzer to stop by when he gets off the air.”’

Jeff Gonzer was our newest member of the KASH air
crew. A veteran of both KDOM and RADIO KAOS, he’d
been hired as our new morning man just over a month ago.
Jeff had a solid reputation in town, and we viewed getting a
former KAOS jock on our station as something of a coup.
Like the rest of us, Gonzer was required to do a weekend
show, in addition to his regular 6:00 to 10:00 a.m. shift Mon-
day through Friday. This week, he’d pulled the Saturday af-
ternoon slot from two to six.

Jeff Gonzer had sandy brown hair, cut short, unlike his
peers, and a neatly trimmed beard. Years ahead of his time,
he had given up aleohol, drugs, and cigarettes. Jeff had re-
cently undergone an evangelistic conversion to the gospel of
the vegetarian purist, and I think it was making him a little
tense. On a station whose other jocks took more of a laid-back
approach, Gonzer tended toward a hip version of Henny
Youngman. Like many people I've met in radio, however,
Jeff would prove that those whom it took some time to com-
prehend were usually those who were worth the effort.

Jeff pulled into the General’s driveway at about 6 :25 P.M.
He tried knocking on the door and ringing the bell, but to no
avail. He noticed that George’s car was still there, and the
porch light was still on, but there was no sign of movement in
the house. With only an hour and a half to go before the
party, Jeff began to feel that something was really wrong. He
tried ringing the bell again, then pounding on the front room
window. Nothing. Now Gonzer put his ear next to the door,
and heard what he thought was the sound of a record player,
or maybe a radio, playing at the back of the house.

Carefully maneuvering through the piles of lumber and
drywall, Jeff Gonzer found his way into the unplanted back-
yard. There were no lights on inside, but with well over an
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hour of daylight left, he had little trouble peering in through
the bedroom window. He could see George lying motionless
across the bed in an awkward pallid lump. Jeff began seream-
ing, and struck the windowsill with his fist again and again
until the glass wobbled inside the frame, but without result.
Frightened and sweating, Jeff picked up a two-by-four from
the pile of boards, smashed in the window, and confirmed the
worst. The General had OD ’d.

It was the first death in the family. We were devastated.
Of all the people in this group of crazy risk takers, he was the
last one we ever thought would go out at the point of a needle.

In those days, drugs were still viewed as more of a sacra-
ment by us than even a recreational device. LSD, mescaline,
and pot were something many of us shared in the spirit of
friendship and the search for greater self-awareness. Cocaine
was not something we knew of yet, and heroin, which turned
out to be the horse the General rode, was always seen as an
undisputed evil. His death was hard enough to take, but los-
ing him to smack made us mad.

Instead of a bachelor party, we gathered for a wake. We
were numbed, stunned into a silent disbelief,

Shelly and I wanted to postpone the wedding, of course.
It just seemed wrong to gather for that kind of celebration so
soon after the General’s death. I discussed this with J. J.,
Damion, and Hali, but they saw it differently. They reasoned
that the wedding might help people through their grief by
serving to reaffirm life, and in that way, help us all to get on
with the future. After a great deal of soul-searching, Shelly
and I finally decided to go ahead.

So, on a beautiful summer day in June of 1973, we gath-
ered together 250 relatives, friends, and our KASI family to
reaffirm life, love, and a world we hoped to make a little bet-
ter by our union.

It turned out to be a magical day. The cross section of
people in attendance was unbelievable. Long haired rock ’'n’
rollers laughed and mingled with my Republican relatives.
The station management types loosened their ties and swapped
radio stories with the air staff. Young children stuffed them-
selves on wedding cake, and chased our two dogs, Citizen and
Saga, through the backyard. We toasted with champagne, we
sang and danced, and for that one suinmer afternoon in the
backyard of a little cottage on Love Street, there was no gener-
ation gap, no war councils, no us against them.

For on that summer afternoon under the tall oaks, we
found grace in the Garden of Eden.

n
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““A plain pine box."”

“ADIO KAOS continued to pummel Southern California

with its outrageous brand of free-form radio, but was
beginning to lose more and more listeners to KASH. Up in
San Francisco, however, KHIP was going great guns. Tom
Donahue, now general manager, sat behind his desk in the
front office and surveyed a highly successful operation, still
at the very epicenter of Bay Area counterculture.

Up until now, KHIP’srole as the community bulletin board
meant doing things like giving new bands a shot on the radio,
promoting benefits for the Free Clinice, and generally fucking
with the establishment in a Merry Prankster sort of way. But by
April of 1974, things were about to get real serious.

The Vietnam peace accord had been signed over a year
ago, and nobody was being drafted anymore. But no one on
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either side of the political spectrum felt victorious, just
thankful that the killing had finally stopped. There was no
war to protest against any longer, but that didn’t mean an
end to the movement, not yet anyway. We still had Nixon,
and he was up to his shifty eyeballs in the Watergate scandal.

Down the hall at KHIP, the program director and second
in command was busy in his role as ringmaster for a
psychedelic circus of phone calls, appointments, snap deci-
sions, and trying to seore a lid.

His name was Thom O ‘Guardia, and he shared just enough
personality traits with Tom Donahue to make things really
interesting. They were both Irish, both streetwise, and both ego-
driven Geminis. Together, these two Geminis made an awesome
foursome. Their working relationship was a never-ending pen-
dulum which swung between the camaraderie of old drinking
buddies and the convoluted mind games of two rival generals.

Thom O’Guardia’s office was known by various pseudo-
nyms, such as ‘‘smokers’ corners’’ and the ““O’Guardia Hil-
ton.”” This was due to the fact that a number of people who’d
entered pseudonym number one would end up passing out on
the floor of pseudonym number two. On this particular day,
one of the jocks and a record company promo man were
crashed at one end of the room, completely oblivious to the
torrent of activity surging in and out of the office.

Two other people, one an engineer and one from sales,
were also in the room, waiting to speak to the program direec-
tor on some urgent station business. O’Guardia, locked in se-
rious negotiations over the price, weight, and country of
origin, was on the phone to his dealer. Finally, he noticed that
an unfamiliar person was standing at his desk, a man wearing
a taxicab driver’s hat and holding a large brown envelope
with both hands.

‘I was supposed to be here right at noon,’’ announced the
scruffy stranger in a grim voice. *‘ You'd better listen to this
at once.”’

He handed Thom a manilla envelope bearing the words:

Thom O’Guardia
KHIP
Open Immediately

Then, without waiting for a response, the man turned and
left.



Thinking this only mildly strange, 0’Guardia nestled the
phone under his chin, tore open the envelope, and poured the
contents out onto his desk. There was a cassette tape, a photo-
graph, and several sheets of written information, but Thom,
still bargaining with the herb merchant at the other end of
the line, was paying little attention. Finally, out of sheer
boredom, one of the gentlemen waiting to speak with Thom
picked up the photograph.

““Holy shit, it’s Patty Hearst!”’

«What?”’ O’Guardia asked, snatching the picture from
his hand.

«“1t’s Patty Hearst! Thom, this is from the SLA!”’

The second these words reached his horrified ears, the guy
from sales sereamed, ‘‘I don’t want any part of his!’’ and ran
out of the office.

Thom let the phone dangle over his shoulder as he stared at
the photograph. It was a young woman in her early twenties,
standing in front of a Symbionese Liberation Army placard,
dressed in fatigues, and holding a semiautomatic rifle.

O’Guardia picked up the phone and shouted, ‘‘Better
make that two lids, and 1’1l need ’em here within the hour!”’
Slamming down the phone, he gathered up the package and
ran down the hall to see Donahue.

The two Geminis listened to the cassette tape; then, as
instructed, they called the news media. Within twenty min-
utes the hallways of KHIP were filled with members of the
press. UPI, AP, the San Francisco Chronicle, Rolling Stone,
even overseas publications sent their bureaun chiefs to cover
the story. Then came the electronic media: CBS, NBC, ABC,
along with local television stations, all wanting film of ‘‘coun-
terculture media guru Tom Donahue’’ standing next to a
tape recorder and pronouncing the validity of the story. Oh
yes, there was one other major information-gathering organi-
zation in attendance—the FBI, which swarmed over KHIP
like a nest of hornets. '

It was complete madness, but great press for the station.
Every story included the fact that KHIP, ‘‘known as the peo-
ple’s radio station,”” had been chosen as the SLLA’s propa-
ganda conduit to the ‘‘vile capitalist society’’ they’d vowed
to overthrow. KHIP had found itself caught up in the kid-
napping of the decade, and it was a very awkward situation.
Although the radio station was doggedly proud of its role as
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the bullhorn of the revolution, kidnapping an heiress, holding
up banks, and full-blown shoot-outs with the police were not
in the same tactical handbook for social change which KHIP
was following.

The SLA had no place in the hippie movement. Student
protests, mass rallies, and love-ins in the park were the basic
methods employed by the ‘‘peace and love generation’’ to
revolutionize society. And that was supposed to be done by
enlightening people—a revelation of the spirit if you will.
Nobody said anything about the violent overthrow of the
United States government. These people had either missed the
point entirely, or they were taking far too much speed.

They certainly didn’t ask for it, but like it or not, KHIP
was now the chosen drop point for SLA communiques, as the
Symbionese Liberation Army continued its doomed and
twisted attempt to bring down the ‘‘ faseist bourgeoisie.’’

Several days later another cassette arrived. Heeding the
SLA'’s threat to kill Patty Hearst if the police were called
before the message was broadeast, Tom and Thom made the
decision to play the tape as instrueted. Again KHIP was be-
sieged by both the press and the FBI moments after the tape
had aired, and again Tom Donahue stood beside the tape re-
corder and pronounced the story valid.

This time, however, there was a hitch. The tape had been
so poorly recorded that most of its message was inaudible—
merely a jumbled, muddy ten minutes of noise, broken only
occasionally by a recognizable phrase. But KHIP played it,
the news media reported it, the FBI investigated it, and the
Hearst family continued its painful nightmarish vigil for
their daughter.

Twenty-four hours later, Thom O’Guardia was struggling
through a myriad of last-minute details and minor meltdowns
as he prepared to leave for the Paramount Theater just across
the bay in Oakland. It was Saturday night, and the station
was in complete bedlam. They’d been gearing up for this
event for the last two months, and now it was less than ninety
minutes to air time. Boz Scaggs had just left the Steve Miller
Band to strike out on his own, and as it had with so many
other new artists, KHIP had championed his cause, playing
his first solo album long before anyone else in the country.
Tonight’s live concert broadeast was to be his official coming-



out party, and the station was turning itself inside out to
make sure everything on their end went smoothly.

Back in the early seventies, before satellite transmissions,
digital recording, or guitar synthesizers, a ‘‘live remote’’ was
still tricky business. It meant sending a stereo signal from the
coneert back to the radio station over unreliakle telephone
lines. It meant keeping both channels in phase and properly
balanced, using equipment never intended for the job. It
meant an open line from the event to the DJ at the station,
who took the feed and sent it out over the air. It meant cre-
ative engineers, and it meant lots and lots of duct tape.

0’Guardia had just doused the latest brushfire to erupt
between the phone company technicians and KHIP’s chief
engineer, and was putting on his coat to leave for the concert.
Before he could find his keys, someone threw open the door
and screamed, ‘‘ We just got a call from the SLA! They want
you to pick up another copy of yesterday 's tape. They claim
it’s better quality, and you can hear the—"’

““What the fuck—now?’’ screamed Thom, not believing
his own ears.

“‘That’s what they said. It’s supposed to be under a third-
row seat at the old Metro Cinema.”’

Thom O’Guardia lived for moments like this: those
larger-than-life kind of moments when you feel like you re
living in a movie. Shouting a final barrage of instructions for
the broadeast over his shoulder, he ran out the front door and
jumped in his car. He had an hour and fifteen minutes to
drive across town, get to the movie theater, find the tape, then
floor it over the Bay Bridge and get to the concert.

0’Guardia drove like a maniac, running three red lights
and almost sideswiping a bus on the way. It took him just
under twenty minutes to reach the Metro Cinema, and by the
time he got to the person of unknown foreign origin inside
the ticket booth, Thom was roaring into high gear.

“I'm Thom O’Guardia, PD at KHIP. I've got to see the
manager immediately!”’

““One adult?’’ asked the girl behind the glass. ‘‘Dat’s tree
doolars and feefty cent pleece.’’

““No, I don’t want to see the movie, I want to see the
manager,”’ shouted Thom. ‘‘It’s urgent!”

““The movie? Eees called Dirty Harry,’
girl. ‘‘Tree doolars and feefty cent.”’

?

explained the

™




((CCC( RADIO WAVES ))))))
............... 10071075

“‘Look you, I'm not here to see the . .. oh never mind!”’

Not bothering with the guy at the door, Thom simply ran
through him and into the lobby, demanding to see the man-
ager. An usher showed him to a side door, and as Thom en-
tered without knocking, he saw a short, middle-aged man in a
tuxedo who was sitting behind his desk with a napkin and two
candles, eating a cheese sandwich.

The stunned little man looked up from his meal, trying to
make sense of this obviously psychotic hippie in Levi’s and a
leather vest, screaming at him about some kind of emergency.
He was so taken aback at the sight of O’Guardia that all he
heard were a few key words: ‘‘Patty Hearst’’—‘‘third
row’’—‘SLA’’—‘‘and whatever you do, don’t call the cops!”’

Still holding his cheese sandwich halfway up to his gap-
ing mouth, the hopelessly confused little man thought he’d
Just been warned that Patty Hearst was in his theater, and at
that very moment she, along with the entire Symbionese Lib-
eration Army, was sitting there watching Clint Eastwood
clean up the streets of San Francisco.

Having completed the social formalities usually expected
before one proceeds with an illegal search of private prop-
erty, O’Guardia bounded out of the office, back through the
lobby, and into the flickering darkness of the theater. He
reached third-row center just as the movie’s first car chase
began, and bent down to search for the tape.

Crawling on his hands and knees down what was for-
tunately an empty row of chairs, Thom located the cassette
underneath seat number five. ‘“‘Wait a minute,”” Thom
thought to himself, ‘‘I’ve seen ‘I Spy.’ I'd better check to see
if this thing is rigged!”’ Carefully inspecting the small pack-
age for trip wires and booby traps, he satisfied himself that it
was not a bomb, grabbed the tape, and ran back up the aisle
and out into the street.

Back in his ear, Thom paused to decide whether to race
back to the station and throw the tape on the air before the
Boz Scaggs concert began or wait until after the broadcast.
He concluded that the SLA would have to postpone their
armed insurrection for another couple of hours (after all,
they couldn’t even work a tape recorder right), and decided
to lay rubber for the Bay Bridge.

The broadecast ended at 10:00 P.M., Boz Skaggs was great,
and the remote came off without a hiteh. At 11:15 p.Mm.,
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0’'Guardia was back at the station, and KHIP was airing the
latest rhetoric from Cinque. By 11:45, the news media and
the FBI began to arrive, helping themselves to the fresh cof-
fee and doughnuts KHIP now provided whenever they hos-
ted one of these impromptu little get-togethers. Tom and
Raechel showed up just after midnight, and by 12:15 a.M,,
Tom Donahue was standing beside the obligatory tape deck,
as the news cameras began to roll.

By April of 1975 the pressures of his life-style and those of
radio began to take their toll on Big Daddy Tom Donahue.
He was becoming ¢ranky and short tempered. He began going
to the station earlier and earlier each morning, spending long
hours locked in his office, working as if there were no tomor-
row. Along with the ill temper and weird hours, Tom became
distant and withdrawn, even from Raechel. He never came
out and said it, but he knew that his clock was running down.
Tom began to engage Raechel in long, intricate econversa-
tions about how he wanted to be remembered. And, true to his
character, he was both forceful and devious in his approach.
““Now, you know I'm Roman Catholie, and that means a
priest, and a service, and a very proper funeral,’’ Tom began
as they sat down to dinner. ‘‘It’s very complicated in the
Catholic religion, because the rituals go back for centuries.
But I don’t want all of that—I want to be cremated.’’
“Tom, why are you talking about this?’’ Raechel asked.
«“It’s like you’re preoccupied with the subject lately.”’
“I’m not preoccupied with anything,”’ said Tom, as he
carefully sprinkled a layer of parmigiana cheese over his spa-
ghetti. “‘I just want to be cremated, that’s all. And I want
you to lead a procession of my friends to the Golden Gate
Bridge, and mix my ashes with a pound of the best pot you
can find, then have everybody smoke—"’
““Tom that’s disgusting!’’ yelled Raechel, shoving her
food away. ‘I don’t want to talk about this anymore.”’
““Okay, okay, if you won’t do that, then you have to
promise me that I’ll be buried in a plain pine box.”” Tom
paused to take another helping of calamari, refilled his wine
glass, then added, ‘‘But no funeral service—I want a wake.
An old-fashioned Irish wake.”’
On the afternoon of April 26, Raechel was at home fixing
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lunch for the children when she heard a knock at the front
door. Drying her hands, Rae asked the eldest daughter,
Deede, to keep an eye on the stove, and walked into the living
room. She opened the front door to find a young man wearing
some kind of taxi cab driver’s hat, holding a large bouquet of
roses. ‘‘ Mrs. Donahue ?’’ asked the man. ‘‘These are for you.”’

“For me?’’ Raechel blurted out, completely taken by sur-
prise. ‘“It’s not my birthday or anything. You sure you've got
the right Mrs. Donahue?’’

The cat in the cab cap consulted his clipboard and con-
firmed, ‘‘Mrs. Raechel Donahue. I was told to make sure you
got this envelope as well. Sign here please.”

Raechel took the small brown package and the roses, and
sat down on the couch. Then, taking a long, wonderful breath
from the unexpected bouquet, Raechel opened the envelope.
Instead of a card, she found a cassette. Instantly, Raechel’s
entire world changed perspective. Her joy at receiving such a
delightful surprise suddenly cracked in an almost schizo-
phrenic reversal of emotions. She was cold with fear. This
wasn’t from a friend or even some secret admirer. ‘‘Oh no,’”’
Raechel thought to herself, ‘‘it’s the SLA. They 've found out
where we live!”’

Reaching for the telephone, Raechel dialed her friend
Cynthia Bowman, who lived just down the street. ‘“Cynthia, I
need a favor. Can I send the kids down to stay with you for
about an hour? It’s important.”’ Quietly but firmly, Raechel
gathered up the kids, and sent them over to stay with
Cynthia.

Her next call was to Tom at the station. But knowing he’d
ask her what was on the tape, Raechel went to the stereo first,
inserted the cassette, and turned on the machine. After a few
nervous seconds of hiss, Raechel heard the deep resonant
tones of her husband’s voice. ‘‘ Happy anniversary, baby doll,
from your ever-lovin’ Big Daddy.’’ This was followed by the
familiar opening chords to their favorite song, and as the
sound of the Beatles glided gently out through the speakers,
Raechel began to cry. She had completely forgotten that to-
day was their sixth wedding anniversary.

Mr. and Mrs. Tom Donahue went out to dinner that night,
and as usual, they were quite a pair. He, the 350-pound gen-
eral manager of KIIIP, replete with a three-foot-long
ponytail and full beard, and she, his very young, very blond
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wife, dressed in ‘‘baby doll’’ clothes and high-heeled shoes.
Laughing and giggling like a couple of hippies in love, they
marched into the exclusive Top of the Mark restaurant on
Nob Hill, and set the place on its ear.

After they’d finished dinner and the coffee had been
served, Mrs. Donahue reached into her purse and brought out
a small box wrapped in silver gift paper. ‘‘ Here Tom, happy
anniversary,’’ whispered Raechel as she handed him the pres-
ent.

Tom opened the little box and looked up at his wife.
““Rae, I can’t take these, you’ve had ’em ever since you were
a kid.”’ ,

Tom carefully withdrew a very old and very sacred string
of Indian burial beads, which was lying on a bed of white
cotton within the box. It was one of the few family treasures
Raechel had brought with her when they fell in love.

‘T want you to keep them for luck,’’ said Raechel as she
closed his enormous hand over the delicate string of beads,
““and because you're such a romantic old walrus.”’

Tom died two days later, on April 28, 1975. He had eaten so
much life, had smoked and drunk his share of the world so
voraciously, that it finally consumed him.

He left his wife and five children little in the way of
money, but he had changed radio forever, and it was a legacy
of which they could be proud. Now it was just Raechel and
the children. She had her job at KHIP and her friends, but
she was alone, in charge, and now must face the world with
whatever lessons Big Daddy Tom Donahue had left her.

Raechel organized the wake, and her friend Cynthia
Bowman took a few days off from her job at the Jefferson
Starship office to help with the arrangements. It took some
serious name calling before Cynthia could get the greedy fu-
neral director, who’d been hawking his ‘‘silk-lined, pure ma-
hogany casket with the solid brass fittings,”’ to shut up and
listen to what she was saying. But, after much discussion,
Cynthia Bowman finally got what she’d asked for in the first
place—a plain pine box.

They threw Tom a good old-fashioned Irish wake at the
Orphanage nightelub in North Beach. Boz Scaggs, Van Mor-
rison, and Tower of Power played for the five hundred
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friends and freaks, gathered to pay their last respects to the
father of free-form radio. Van Morrison sang his song ‘“‘TB
Sheets’’ as ‘‘TD Sheets’’ in honor of Tom. David Steinberg
hosted the evening, and Bill Graham loaned the family a
thousand dollars to cover the cost of the nightelub. Restau-
rants, catering services, and people from the audience all do-
nated food for the occasion. Somebody even brought a large
fishbowl to serve as the collection plate, and put it near the
front door with a sign that read Donations for the Donahues.

Tom would have been proud. It was a rowdy raucous
night filled with laughter and lies. The pipe was passed, and
bottles of Jack Daniel’s and Cuervo Gold were drained, as
teary-eyed friends exchanged their favorite stories about Big
Daddy. Toward the end of the evening, somebody stood up
and offered yet another toast. It was a line from The Doors :

Out here on the perimeter there are no stars
Out here we is stoned, immaculate.

Tom Donahue was our generation’s first town ecrier. He
gathered the villagers together and introduced them to the
music of a new breed of wandering minstrels. It was here, in
this electronic town square, that we first heard the musie, and
danced to its message. He was the first to strike the tribal
drum, and his departure would mark a dangerous turning
point in tribal history.

There was one final note of irony to the evening, however,
a harbinger of the future of FM radio and the movement
itself. For when the party was over, the fishbowl—filled with
money for the family—had ominously disappeared.
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AND
BRIDGES

Dream, dream away

Magic in the air, was magic in the air?

| believe, yes | believe

More | cannot say, what more can | say?
——John Lennon

s HORTLY AFTER Tom’s death, Raechel decided it would
be better for her and the children if they moved away
from San Francisco and made a new start in L..A. Therefore, it
was arranged with Micromedia that she would take over as the
Music Director for RADIO KAOS. Soon thereafter, Thom
0’Guardia was also relocated to Southern California.
0’Guardia had left KII1P about a year and a half earlier
(having been fired by Tom Donahue over some sort of Gemini
dispute), and taken a job as program director for a station that
was in direet competition with Mieromedia’s FM rocker in
New York. After fourteen months of killing his former em-
ployers in the ratings, Micromedia decided that the best thing
to do was to bring O’Guardia back into the fold by offering
him the program director’s job at RADIO KAOS. O’Guardia
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accepted the offer, and once again, Raechel Donahue and
Thom O’Guardia found themselves working together.

RADIO KAOS was in a bad way. Its reputation was cer-
tainly intaet, but it was losing terribly in the ratings, and
Micromedia hoped that their two most experienced players
would be able to turn the station around.

While the new regime was taking over at RADIO KAOS,
I continued to pump out the hits at KASH.

“Good evening everybody, I'm Jim Ladd and I hope
you're ready to rock 'n’ roll tonight. We’re going to start
off with a brand new record that could have been written
about the owners of this very radio station. It’s from
Pink Floyd’s just released album, Dark Side of the
Moon, and the song is called ‘Money.” You're listening to
ninety-five and a half, K-A-S-H.”

I signaled to my engineer to start the record, turned off
the mike, and looked over at J. J. ‘‘Sorry to cut it so close,”’ 1
said, referring to the fact that I'd rushed in only thirty see-
onds before J. J.’s last song had ended. ‘‘The traffic on La
Cienega is unbelievable.’’

‘““Why do you always pick this moment in your show to
zing the management "’ asked J. J., rubbing the bridge of his
nose in mock disdain. ‘‘ You know everybody’s listening on
their way home.”’

‘“Hey, the real owners are in New York,”’ I replied. ‘‘Be-
sides, they love it when I talk about them on the air.”’

““Oh yeah, its Winnaman’s favorite thing,’’ laughed J. J.
‘“So what do you think?’’

‘““About what?”’ I said, searching through the card box
for the next song.

‘“The ratings!’’ answered J. J.

‘“The numbers came in? How’d we do?’’

““You really haven’t heard yet have you?’’ he asked rhe-
torically. ‘*“ We only beat fucking K-H-J, that’s all!”’

‘““You’re puttin’ me on.’’

“‘I can’t believe that Hai didn’t call you. We’re the first
FM in the whole country that’s ever beaten a major Top 40
AM station,”’ said J. J., his voice tight with excitement. ‘“ It’s
an honest-to-God milestone.’’

“You’re telling me that we actually beat KHJ in the
book ?’’ I said, still not believing what I was hearing.
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““Not only that, but guess which two disc jockeys in this
‘room are number one from two in the afternoon until ten at
night.”’

‘et out of here!”’ I screamed. ‘‘Now I know you're jok-

ing.”’
“‘It’s no joke, you and I had the biggest numbers in—"’
The intercom crackled open, and the engineer on the other
side of the glass broke in. ‘‘Sorry to interrupt, but you need
to give me your next record. By the way, congratulations on
the numbers, does this mean you guys will be tipping the en-
gineers from now on?’’

Not only had we pulled far ahead of RADIO KAOS in
the ratings, we had actually beaten KHJ, L.A.’s giant AM
Top 40 station. This was certainly a landmark event for this
“‘novelty FM thing,”’ a fad that was supposed to go the way
of the Hula-Hoop and bell-bottoms. For the first time in the
history of FM radio, one of the poor cousins of broadeasting
had garnered more listeners than a major AM faecility. FM
radio had indeed arrived.

This was heady stuff, and the credit was all Hai’s. He had
taken the music of artists such as Jimi Hendrix, the Flying
Burrito Brothers, and the Kinks, combined it with the mechan-
ies of commercial radio, and won on the playing field of big
business. KASH, black sheep of the network’s broadeast group,
was now the official buzzword at the corporate beehive in New
York.

The staff was elated to have beaten KHJ in the ratings,
because to us, it represented everything that we were trying
to change in radio. Top 40 was slick mindless pop pap, with-
out one second of social involvement in its format.

This is not meant as a slam at the radio giants who worked
at KHJ, by any means. In its heyday, KHJ could boast that its
lineup included some of the most talented people ever to ‘‘spin
a platter’’ or play a ‘‘stack of wax.”” What we railed against
was Top 40’s lack of media vision. Theirs was a myopic mind-
set, completely colorblind to the rainbow of musical and social
changes happening all around it. Top 40 saw rock radio merely
as a tool for entertainment, not as an instrument for change.
From this narrow optical speetrum, AM radio glimpsed a
world exploding in 3D Technicolor stereo through monovision
glasses and black-and-white sound.

FM, on the other hand, was ‘‘. . . coming colors in the air!”’
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This triumph over Top 40’s bubble gum mentality was
certainly a milestone, but it was, nonetheless, a bittersweet
victory for me. It was wonderful that FM radio, and the artists
we played, were finally being heard by a growing number of
people. But why, we asked ourselves, was the audience listening
to KASH, and not the hipper alternative of RADIO KAOS?
Well like everything else, be it a flower, a human being, or a
social movement, everything grows from its center, out.

Ripple in still water
When there is no pebble tossed
Nor wind to blow
You who choose
To lead must follow
But if you fall
You fall alone
If you should stand
Then who'’s to guide you?
If I knew the way
I would take you home.
—The Grateful Dead

Like radio waves emanating from a tower, FM’s audience
was also growing in concentrie circles. From a small but highly
loyal community whose lives interacted with its music, FM was
now expanding its signal to include an ever-growing number
of people who merely ‘“dug the tunes.”” And it seemed that the
more our audience grew, the further removed it became from
the original intent of the medium. Though a lot more people
were listening to the musie we played, not all felt the commu-
nion we shared between the songs and the world around us.

We justified this by telling ourselves that KASH was, in
fact, serving as a bridge to ease the masses out of Bobby Vinton
and into Bob Dylan. Our hope was that, after exposure to the
kind of music we were playing, this larger audience would begin
to understand FM’s approach, and thus be prepared for some-
thing with a bit more depth in the presentation. In other words,
if RADIO KAOS were to get the big numbers, maybe Hai
would drop this format shit, and let us do real radio again,

Of course, from the standpoint of the corporate beehive in
New York, things couldn’t be better. In fact, for most people
in radio, ‘‘winning’’ is what it’s all about. And because radio
is such a risky way to make a living, you are never, under any



circumstances, supposed to look success in the mouth: Just
keep feeding it.

Well I love success as much as anybody else, but ‘‘win-
ning’’ wasn’t why I got into radio. I am also in the minority.
Without question, ninety percent of the people who make
money in the radio game are motivated solely and completely
by the goal of winning, by any means, and at any price.
They’re called salesmen, and by and large, these boys would
gladly have Qaddafi on the air wearing the American flag as
a turban, demanding that sheep eyes be substituted for apple
pie as our national dessert, if it would get them another tenth
of a point in the ratings. The sales department, by the way, is
the usual breeding ground for general managers. Normally,
GMs evolve from the logic swamps of sales and marketing,
not from the creative tide pools of programming.

For this reason, most people in radio, outside of the air
staff, couldn’t care less what went on the air, as long as it
sells. The funny thing is, they 're right. I’ve never heard of a
sales executive being called un-American for selling commer-
cial time to a giant multinational company whose product is
killing our environment. I have yet to read one scathing letter
to a general manager demanding that a salesman be fired for
selling ad time to a corporation that is undercutting the
American worker by using cheap overseas labor.

But try to go on the air and question why some of our
highest elected officials are able to squeeze the U.S. Constitution
like a roll of Charmin, and believe me, you will get a response. It
seems that substance is subversive, profit is patriotic.

After the death of George McCarther, Hai moved me into
George’s old time slot, 6:00 to 10:00 .M. Losing the General
was a sad way to find one’s niche in life, but it was imme-
diately clear that nights were where I belonged. I loved mak-
ing radio by moonlight. A nocturnal creature from birth, I've
always felt most comfortable after dark.

There is a special connection with the audience at night.
After people get home from work or school, radio has the op-
portunity to become something more than mere background
musie. At night, the relationship between DJ and listener can
be transformed into a mystical intercourse between shaman
and tribe, both enraptured by the spell of roek 'n’ roll ema-
nating from a forbidden radio in the dark.
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So there I was, working for the biggest FM rock station in
L.A., at the top of the ratings, making good money for the time,
and surrounded by close friendssuch as J. J. and Damion. Even
Hai Ku had given up on trying to keep me quiet over the air,
because the ratings seemed to prove what I had known all along :
The more I spoke my mind, the more truthful I tried to be with
my listeners, the more my audience would respond. This was a
lesson which I've never forgotten, although every program
director I’ve ever worked for wishes I had.

Yes, by all accounts I had it made. But there was some-
thing missing, something that meant far more to me than
merely winning the game. I wasn’t proud of the way I was
playing. Although Hai had lightened up a bit, it still wasn’t
possible to play songs in thematic sets. The cuts still came up
in random order as dictated by the format, and trying to cou-
ple thoughts and feelings with the lyrical content of the mu-
sic was virtually impossible.

And without the ability to do this, what was it that made
FM different ? Where was the link between the music and the
street? Where was the secret code of sexual innuendo and po-
litical double entendre to help unlock the change ? Where was
the tribal drum?

If you felt strongly about a story in the news that day about
pollution, but couldn’t follow your opinion with a song about
the environment, why make the point? It would sound pretty
stupid to make the statement anyway, when the only song you
were allowed to play next was Carly Simon’s ““You’re So
Vain.”” Or let’s say you were moved to eloquence by the sight of
a particularly bodacious pair of ta tas. How could you follow
that thought with the Beatles singing ‘‘ Taxman’’¢

This was particularly frustrating during the Watergate
scandals, when it seemed more important than ever for FM to
remain its outspoken and deviant self. This lack of freedom to
perform my ecraft, and the shackles which the format placed
on artistic expression, were becoming unbearable. I had to
find a creative outlet, or resign myself to Maalox milkshakes.

““I don’t know what the fuck to do,”’ I told Shelly as we
sat outside on the patio. ‘‘T love the people at the station,
everyone gets along great, you and I have never made this
much money in our lives, but I hate not being able to do real
radio anymore.”’

““You’re not doing the kind of show you want,’’ she said,
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““but you don’t exactly follow the format to the letter either.
You get away with more than anybody there.’’

“But it’s just cutting corners, shuffling the cards so that
occasionally we can put two songs back to back that vaguely
fit together. We can’t really say anything, except between the
lines. We’re not taking chances on any new bands. We’re not
using a tenth of our talent. It’s maddening.’’

““I know it is,”” Shelly said patiently, having heard all
this many times before, ‘but what choice do we have?”’

That was always the question. I couldn’t go back to KBRK
even if they could pay me what I was making. I certainly wasn’t
ever going to work for a Top 40 station, and the only other FM
in town was RADIO KAOS. My options were limited.

The answer was to be found in yet another innocent-look-
ing memo on the bulletin board. While still young enough to
believe that people really got jobs by answering one of these
things, I read with great interest that the network that owned
KASH was soliciting ideas for a ninety-minute rock show to
be syndicated nationally.

I had been giving some thought for a while to developing
an interview-music show featuring the artists that FM was
playing. Although you certainly could read an in-depth inter-
view with Jerry Garcia in Rolling Stome, you never heard
these people speak unless you lived in a big city. Certainly in
L.A., Boston, or New York, a band might drop by the local
FM station while on tour. But if you lived in a small town, or
if your town didn’t have an FM station yet, your only option
was the occasional ‘‘Dick Cavett Show,’’ or once in a great
while someone might appear on Johnny Carson. And al-
though I believe Johnny Carson to be the very best in the
business at what he does (not to mention his influence on my
decision to get into radio), and I regard Cavett as one of the
most intellectually astute people ever to host a talk show, in
those early days, the questions usually dealt with length of
hair, not the message of the musie.

I wanted to create a forum in which the artists who were
making these extraordinary statements could be questioned by
someone who actually listened to the songs they wrote. Armed
with the belief that there must be thousands of other people
who felt as I did, and with absolutely no knowledge whatsoever
about national radio syndieation, I went to an office on Holly-
wood Boulevard and pitched my idea to the guy who would be
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producing the show for the network. Fortunately for me, some-
body at the corporate beehive must have made a mistake and
hired this guy sight unseen from New York. Because as it
turned out, he had actually heard of Pink Floyd.

His name was Ralph Bolton, and happily I didn’t have to
explain (as I was forced to on previous occasions when trying
to generate interest in this idea) that ‘‘yes, even though these
are rock musicians I will be interviewing, I assure you they
can talk’’; and ‘‘no, playing electric guitar does not in itself
cause a person’s gray matter to short-circuit.’’

I explained to Ralph why this type of show was important,
and how I planned to link the subjects that would be discussed
in the interview to the lyrical content of the songs. As I de-
seribed for him an approach that would fall somewhere between
‘60 Minutes’’ and a kick-ass hour of rock "n’roll, his eyes began
to light up. Finally, I explained that I eould not only do the
interviewing myself, but write and host the show as well.

About a week later Ralph called to tell me that I’d gotten
the job, but, ‘‘the network boys back in New York didn’t like
the name you suggested for the show,”’” Ralph said, pausing to
let this sink in. ‘‘They told me that ‘Innerview’ was much too
esoteric for the sheep in the audience to comprehend. After
all, if they didn’t understand it?’’ Ralph cleared his throat
and continued, ‘‘It seems that a middle management brain
trust was formed, and the name most saluted when run up the
flagpole was: ‘The Every Other Sunday Stereo Special.’”’

““The what?’’ 1 said, not believing my own ears.

“‘The Every Other Sunday Stereo Special,”’’’ he re-
peated. ‘‘What do you think?”’

I thought he was kidding. He wasn’t. So I was now the
host of the network’s first foray into radio syndication, ‘‘ The
Every Other Sunday Stereo Special.’’

Despite losing the battle over the name of the show, I felt
that I had won back some of the freedom that I’d lost to the
format. I was elated to have found a balance between the
need to feed my family and my hunger for a creative outlet.
Now I could go into KASH and perform at the forty percent
of my ability which the format allowed, and not feel frus-
trated at the end of the day.

There were thirteen ‘‘Every Other Sunday Stereo Spe-
cials’’ in all. These inecluded shows with the Eagles, the Grate-
ful Dead, and Jethro Tull. Not bad for a new idea, but at the
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time, no one else was doing anything like this except on the
local level. And then, it was usually a live in-studio visit,
without the luxury of production or editing for content,
which was the whole point of the show.

Without question, the most memorable interview of that
first series was my encounter with John Lennon. After I had
done all of six or seven interviews, I was of course beginning
to picture myself as the new Edward R. Murrow of radio.
John Lennon had just released his latest album, Walls And
Bridges, and KHJ was touting an exclusive interview with
him. Well, I went berserk! A Top 40 station got an interview
with Lennon? Did we need more ‘‘Moptop’’ questions this
many years after the Beatles had broken up? Did they even
know that the Beatles had broken up?

I couldn’t believe it! Wasn’t Lennon’s management aware
of my vast journalistic track record in this area? Didn’t they
understand that this was FM radio, the voice of the people?
And didn’t John Lennon have a right, if not a solemn duty, to
speak to the ‘‘real’’ people? Most importantly of all, I really
wanted to do an ‘‘innerview’’ of John Lennon—even if it was
going to be called ‘‘ The Every Other Sunday Stereo Speecial.”’

Well I bucked up my courage, and with more balls than
sense (or business acumen), I phoned Capitol Records and
got hold of a very understanding guy in the promotion de-
partment. I wish I could remember his name, because he lis-
tened so politely to my rantings about ‘‘ people’s radio,”” and
the ‘‘support we in FM had given John Lennon in his solo
career,”’ and how ‘‘ FM was the voice of the revolution,”’ and
on, and on, and on. Well finally, I let this poor guy get a word
in, and he promised faithfully to discuss the matter with his
boss and get back to me.

““Oh yeah! Well listen pal,”’ I screamed, not really hear-
ing what he’d said at first. “‘I’'m trying to tell you that no-
body on earth ean do an interview of John Lennon the way
I—oh, uh, thank you. I'll wait for your call.’’

Three days later I got a call at home from Capitol Records,
informing me that my request for an interview with John
Lennon had been approved. It was secheduled to take place in
two weeks, at the Record Plant in New York. I couldn’t wait to
see the look on Hai’s face when I told him, especially since he
was one of the people who assured me that nobody in his right
mind would be interested in an interview show on FM.
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“You won't believe what I've just done,” I said in a
voice loud enough for all to hear as I swaggered into Hai’s
office. *‘ You will never guess in a million years, but I can tell
you this, you aren’t paying me nearly enough.’’ I waited for
Hai to ask me what I was talking about, but when he didn’t
even look up from his desk, I puffed up a little further and
began again. ‘‘ You are going to be kissing my ass in Macy’s
window when I tell—’

“You got an interview with John Lennon,’’ Hai inter-
rupted, obviously pleased at deflating my balloon. ‘‘You’ll
never make it out of New York alive.”’

‘“What do you mean I’ll never make it out of New York
alive?”’ I said. ‘“And how did you know about it ?”’

““I've told you before,’’ said Hai, ‘I know everything. By
the way, have you ever been to New York before?’’

““Well no,”’ I said in disbelief, ‘‘but what has that got to
do with the fact that I just landed an exclusive interview
with John fueking Lennon?’’

Paying absolutely no attention to my question, Hai eon-
tinued, ‘‘I knew a guy who went to New York his first time
once. He was from L.A. just like you. Nice laid-back Southern
California kid, never been further east than Anaheim. He got
shipped back in seventeen individually wrapped containers.’’
As it turned out, Hai had gotten a call from a friend of his at
Capitol about ten minutes after I did, and this was Just Hai’s
way of saying congratulations.

Every single evening for the next two weeks when I came
in for work, Hai would ‘‘start spreading the news’’ of yet
another horror story involving mugging and mayhem in ‘‘ New
York, N.Y.”” When Hai went home for the night, J. J. and
Damion took over the tag team paranoia duties. J. J. normally
covered muggings and armed robberies as I came on the air,
and Damion would brief me on murders and kidnappings as I
left for home. By the time I finally landed at Kennedy Air-
port, I was ready to surrender my wallet to the stewardess if
only she wouldn’t shoot me before I got off the plane.

I took a cab to my hotel, where there was a room that the
station had provided via a network trade-out. Actually it was
a luxury suite overlooking Central Park, and it was bigger
than my entire house. This place had to cost at least five hun-
dred dollars a night, and as I surveyed what were to be my
quarters for the next three days, I began to gain a new appre-
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ciation for the benefits of ‘‘beehive employment.’”’ Although
the suite was the definition of posh taste and moneyed ele-
gance, I was most fascinated by the door to my rooms. It con-
tained, by actual count, eight separate locks. Eight locks on
one door? What did the previous occupant keep in here, plu-
tonium? No, this was New York City.

It was about 7:30 A.M., and having been on the red eye all
night, I wanted to crash. But I had to call Capitol’s New
York office at nine o’clock to econfirm where and when we
were going to tape the interview. Deciding to stay awake un-
til after making the call, I ordered some breakfast, and
turned on the TV.

So there I was, stripped down to a pair of Levi’s—no shirt,
no shoes, no socks, hair to the middle of my back, eating break-
fast in a suite overlooking Central Park—watching Marlon
Brando threaten Maria Schneider with a dead rat and a cube
of butter?

Okay, I know that some people on the East Coast love to
think of us California types as something less than sophisti-
cated, ‘‘but hey dude check it out,’’ this was a good two years
before anyone I knew had even heard of cable TV. Suddenly
finding myself watching Last Tango in Paris while eating
cornflakes was definitely an eye-opener.

Having lost my appetite for the link sausage and buttered
toast that lay there on my plate, I decided to get rid of the
breakfast, table and all. I unlocked all eight deadbolts,
opened the door, rolled the tray outside the room into the
hall . .. and heard the door slam shut behind me. Standing
there half-naked in the hallway, I listened in total disbelief to
the sound of the eight half-inch steel rods slip through eight
separate aluminum chambers, and complete their mission to
protect my life and property with eight individual elicks.
Shit! Locked out again.

I thought for a moment that I was experiencing some
weird flashback. Fortunately I came to my senses before at-
tempting to get back in through the window, since these were
located on the eighteenth floor. Where was my room key you
ask? On the nightstand right next to my wallet.

Well there was nothing else to do. So I got into an empty
elevator, and consoled myself with the knowledge that although
it was going to be a little embarrassing explaining to the desk
clerk why this bleary-eyed out-of-towner was standing in his
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lobby wearing nothing but a pair of Jeans and a dumb look on
his, and asking, ‘“ Would you please give me the key to room
1804 ?°’ at least it was so early, no one else would be in the lobby.

The elevator doors opened, and a erowd of twenty people
who stood waiting to enter let out a collective gasp. No one
moved, except those who had to clear a small aisle down the
center of what was quickly becoming a mob. As I hurried out
into the packed hotel lobby, I overheard one of the onlookers
remark, ‘‘ Hey, yo. What is dis guy, from California or what?’’

After numerous assurances to the desk clerk that, yes, I
was in fact a representative of one of the big three networks,
and, ‘‘Yes you're right, I am from L.A.,”" he finally produced
the duplicate key to 1804. I hurried back up to my room, this
time sharing the elevator with a different group of amused
New Yorkers. So far perhaps it wasn’t the coolest entrance
ever made in the Big Apple, but it killed some time, and after
making my nine o’clock phone call, I went to sleep.

My contact at Capitol’s New York office was kind enough
to send a car to the hotel at three o’clock that afternoon, hav-
ing realized I was not combat qualified to take a cab around the
block, much less across midtown Manhattan. So there I was,
twenty-six years old, seeing New York City for the very first
time from the back of a limo, en route to meet John Lennon.

After a thirty-minute ride through Manhattan, I arrived at
the world-famous Record Plant recording studios. I checked in
with the girl at the front desk, and took a seat in the lobby. As 1
sat there waiting for Lennon to arrive, I began to recall some of
the early Beatle press conferences I'd seen on TV. Suddenly,
my mind was flooded with the images of John Lennon’s wry
grin, as he verbally dismembered some reporter who’'d asked
him a stupid question. A large bead of sweat formed on my
upper lip. I was beginning to get paranoid. Real paranoid.

What if Lennon hates my questions and refuses to answer
anything? What if I end up going back to L.A. without the
interview, what then? I'll never live it down. The damn hotel
bill would probably be more than I made in a week and, oh
no—Hai. He will never let me hear the end of it.

After about ten minutes of this kind of self-induced
angst, in walked John Lennon. He was wearing a black
crushed velvet coat, black T-shirt, black pants, and a gray cap
cocked to one side. We were introduced, he shook my hand
with a warm smile, and we were escorted to an office where
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we could conduct the taping. During our journey down the
corridor, Lennon greeted everyone he saw by name, asking
the secretaries about their kids, joking with the engineers,
and generally infecting the place with laughter.

We were shown into a private office, John sat down be-
hind the desk, and I took a seat opposite him on the other
side. The guy from the record company told us that we had
“‘forty-five minutes tops,’’ and split. I had forty-five minutes
to ask every question I’d been compiling in my head since the
first time I ever heard Meet the Beatles.

As I unpacked my recording equipment, we talked about
a mutual friend of ours, Elliot Mintz. Elliot had just sent
John a meditation pyramid for his birthday. It was a canvas
tent designed to amplify the meditative state by letting one
chant one’s mantra inside a pyramid, thus enhancing the ben-
efits of Transcendental Meditation with ‘‘pyramid power.’’
John loved the gift, and the day it arrived he had spent sev-
eral hours assembling the pyramid’s aluminum poles and can-
vas walls on the roof of his apartment at the Dakota.
Unfortunately, that same night a huge gust of wind blew the
ancient geometric configuration off the roof. J ohn made me
promise not to tell Elliot, and I have kept his secret all these
many years until now.

As we continued chatting I plugged the microphone into
the tape recorder, checked the levels, and was about to start
the tape when, to my horror, I discovered that I'd neglected
to bring a mike stand. There was nothing to hold this most
essential piece of equipment during the interview, and I
didn’t want to make him uncomfortable by having to shove
the microphone back and forth into his face after every ques-
tion. As I was about to hit circuitry overload, Lennon noticed
the mounting perspiration on my forehead, and set about im-
provising on his own. With an inverted coffee cup, a stack of
books, and some Scotch tape, the man who had created some
of the most powerful and enduring musie of all time invented
what, to me, was the world’s most beautiful mike stand.

““How is your frame of mind as we sit here in 1974% 1
asked as my opening question.

‘“Well I'm as happy as I’ve ever been you know,”’ replied
Lennon. ‘I mean I don’t think any of us are happy, but I
don’t think we’re all miserable. It’s an old cliché that I've
been saying for years, but ‘it’s heaven and hell every day,’
and I just swing with it as it goes along you know.



((CCCC RADIO WAVES ))))))
............... 1007-1075..............

‘“At the moment, I'm fairly happy, I'm pleased with the
album, the album’s doing well so that helps make the heaven of
the day a little better you know. But I think happiness comes
whether you’re doing well or not doing well. It doesn’t seem to
have anything to do with how you're doing half the time.

““I don’t ever think of meself as a professional or a non-
professional. The work is just part of me life. That’s why, say
I’'m not in the studio, I might be on the piano or I'm just
thinking musie all the time, so it’s not like a separate thing
whiceh I approach, it’s just, that’s how I am. It Just happens
to be the job I do.”

‘“How close do you feel you get on vinyl to what you hear
inside your head before you record a song ?’’ I asked, lighting
up a cigarette.

““It’s usually a moment on a track,’’ said John. *“ You know
I’'m always looking for whatever it is, and I'm sure I’l] never
find it, that’s why we go on and on ete., ete. But there’ll be a
couple of bars on a track that’s just what I want to hear, but I
can never sustain it for three minutes or four minutes, not
exactly what I want. And there’s very few records that I ever
hear that can really hold me for that whole record. It’s Just how
much buzz you can get out of whatever record for how long.”’

““John,”” I asked, ‘‘during the Beatles’ psychedelic
period, you guys kept a lot of people awake nights playing
their albums at slower speeds, or recording them on tape to
play backwards and all kinds of things. Were there messages
hidden in those songs or . . .”

““No, it was pure artistic expression,”’ explained Lennon.
‘“If we were talking in terms of painting you know, an artist
might have his blue period, his green period, and his brown
period, you know ? It was just purely musie to us. And as we
discovered more about musie through one form or another, we
transmitted it to the records and then it went out to the publie.
And we had a few little games like putting ‘he he he’ or
slightly double entendre expression in the background to see if
anybody got it, and we knew people were listening hard. It’s
like a personal message, even if it's something dumb like a
Monty Python kind of joke, I still get off on that. I put all
sorts of little pieces in records, but they’'re not meant to be
cosmic philosophies, they 're just, you know, little jokes. It’s
like having a late night talk show, that you only put out twice a
year.”’
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““Would you accept the term ‘philosopher’ as well as mu-
sician within the definition of what you do?’’ I asked.

Lennon thought for a moment. He then answered, ‘I
wouldn’t elaim to be a philosopher, only inasmuch as I am
interested in philosophy, whatever that is. I would never
study it and I don’t have that kind of mind to study things.
But I pick at all the philosophies that are around whether it
comes out of a Stones record or out of some old Indian
proverb book. If it says it, it says it. And that’s philosophy.

‘1 consider meself a musician-artist, which I think is all
the same kind of game. And artists are a kind of mirror of
society, and they’re not some luxury for society. Although
that’s the way most musicians, artists, or actors, etc. are
treated, as a kind of peripheral icing on the cake of life. But I
don’t believe that, and I think it’s important what we do, and
we have to keep telling ourselves that.

““The artistic life is the life where the artist gets up in the
morning and he doesn’t go to the office, so therefore he has
time to look at life. While a lot of other people have to get on
with a certain kind of physical reality about life, and they
haven’t any time to think or look at what’s going on, because
they’re busy doing it. Which is cool, you know, and if they
can do it that’s fine. Whereas the artist sits back from society
and looks at it, and draws a picture of it, and says, ‘ Hey this
is what I saw today.’ And when the nonartist has time to look
at it, sometimes they don’t like what they see. They say, ‘1
don’t look like that.” You know it’s [like] when people first
hear their voice on a tape recorder or first see a photograph of
themselves they say ‘Do I look like that?’ ‘Do I sound like
that?’ An artist is like a tape recorder or a camera. It says
yes this is you, deal with it.”’

““Let’s talk about your ongoing hassles with immigration,’’
I said as I checked my list of questions, ‘‘and the fact that the
U.S. government is trying desperately to get you deported.”’

“Well, I was getting pretty depressed about it,”” said
John. ‘‘Because it’s something that won’t go away.’’

““You know after being hassled for so long by this coun-
try,”’ I began, ‘‘I’'m really interested to know what it is about
America that makes you want to stay here so bad.”’

Lennon thought this over and said, ‘‘I think if there 's any
hope in the world, America’s it. However much bad side it
has, it’s only like human beings you know, we’re not saints.
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And if there’s anything cookin’ or any hope in the world,
America has it. It has the energy and everything else, and
that’s why I want to be here. I feel comfortable here. Luekily,
I speak the same language, almost. So I really feel at home
here. I never really felt a stranger. You know the music is
international. That’s another cliché but it’s true. And Amer-
ican music was what I was brought up on. It feels quite natu-
ral for me to be here. The only unnatural happening is them
keep telling me to leave.”’

‘““What’s your vision of the future$’’

“For all of us?’’ he asked.

LlYeS.”

‘““It’s hard to see the future, I’m not a very good futur-
ologist, you know. I believe that we get whatever we proj-
ect . .. somehow I couldn’t. . . it’s putting it very simply, but
somehow I believe that. Example. Somebody like Leonardo da
Vinei projected that we would fly in machines or go under the
water and we did that. So that’s why I feel that projecting love
and peace is important. Even though we’re all human and I
get violent and I'm not always peaceful, that’s what I want. So
I think if I project that then we’re gonna get it.

‘“And maybe it’s never going to be different and it’s al-
ways going to be like this, and maybe we’ve got to settle for
that. But if there is any change to be made, I think it has as
much to do with attitude and projection of thoughts, as it has
with actually physically changing things.

“If you get down to the nitty-gritty, it’s almost the old
battle between good and evil, for want of better words. Cause I
know ‘there’s no such thing as good, there’s no such thing as
evil,”I don’t want to go into all those philosophical games. But
the fact is it seems to be one against the other, and the game
seems to be that it’s going on anyway, but if you don’t do
anything about it, in however slight a way, then one side or
other gets a slight advantage. So even though it seems like one
does something in vain like want peace or say they want peace
or whatever, and your crities say ‘Well you didn’t get peace
John. You sang about peace but you never got it,” I think,
What would have happened if we hadn’t said that? All of us
together, you know, not me, I’'m just the guy that’s singing the
song to represent what’s being said on the street. What would
have happened had none of us done that in the sixties, how
would it be now? So I believe in the positive side of it.”’



JIM LADD

I paused for a moment while he lit a cigarette, then asked,
““What do you feel was the overall effect of the sixties on our
generation?’’

T think that a majority of us were changed by whatever
was going on in the sixties,”” he said with emphasis. ‘‘And I
think a lot of changes did happen, however subtly. And they
happened and you can never, and this is something Yoko al-
ways says, ‘You can never unknow what you know,’” and we
all know something. Whatever it was that we found out, or
discovered for ourselves. Maybe every generation finds it and
it’s up to them to decide what to do once they find out certain
realities about life.

T think when our generation goes into middle age, that’s
the decision that we’ll have to make. Whether to carry that
slight torch of light that we all saw, and I'm saying maybe
every generation sees it and then decides what to do with it
you know ? Whether we keep the light lif, or just say forget it
and let the next generation handle this because I’'ve had
enough now, I want me car and me wife and I've decided to
settle down instead.’’

The guy could not have been nicer or easier to talk to. Al-
though it was obvious that I was new at this, he could see 1
was sincere, and he seemed pleased to talk about his musie
and his life. He looked you right in the eye when he spoke. He
was funny, thoughtful, and direct. To this day, the only re-
gret I have about this whole experience is that I wish I could
have done the interview a few years later, when I really knew
what the hell I was doing. Because he was a pro, however, I
left New York with more than enough material to put to-
gether a wonderful ninety minutes of radio.

I arrived back in L.A. feeling wonderful, triumphant, on
top of the world, only to learn that the network was going to
cancel ‘‘The Every Other Sunday Stereo Special.”’ They said
that they couldn’t figure out how to sell it. Couldn 't figure
out how to sell an exclusive interview with John Lennon? Ap-
parently, news of the Beatles hadn’t as yet penetrated the
hinterland of network sales. Well, this was a problem I did
not expect. This giant money machine couldn’t find Fort
Knox with a