


The crowd around the door keeps get-

What’s next is anyone’s guess.

ting bigger.

Deep breath.

pour what’s left of a Heineken down my throat.

Everything’s fine.

At the club full-time, 1°d occasionally arrive as early as 9 p.M.
and finish as late as 6 the next morning; other nights I show up
at 11, some nights trying to keep it midnight to 5. I’'m supposedly
off duty at 4 A.M. but it’s still a full house and nobody’s going
anywhere, including me. The music’s slowing down but everybody’s
still looking for that something they never find. Slow motion or
there’s no middle ground; it’s last-call desperate:

hyperdrive,
cigarette smoke mixed up in a liquor, cocaine

romper TooOm CTazy,
and Quaalude haze. Another ten minutes, it’s a sp
the aftermath, but it’s hard to leave. 1 look around one more time.

Where do I go now?

ontaneous burn,
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Life Was Still That Simple

My before- and after-hours routine keeps chang

ing. I'm moving away
from the bars and clubs of Chelsea and the West Village. I'm step-
Ping away from the trucks, the piers and a Meat Pnckixu(!)i;wrncn'that
still packs meat. CBGB’s on the Bowery and Max’s on Park Avenue South
are both going strong but they’ve become the places to go before.
At some point I have to eat, and One University Chinese Chance,
Mickey Ruskin’s social meécca, is the place to be. Familiar faces, a
crowded bar with a jukebox and a well-1it dining room with Serious
Art on the walls; the food fills you up but sometimes lets you down.
Most important, the Place has that feels-1like-home thing going
On—cutting enough slack for anyone to indulge in bad behavior when
necessary. Everyone I know eats ang drinks there and half of them
find their way to White Street between 2 and 4 A.M. Most important,

Mickey likes me and we’ve b

ecome friendg,
Last resort: 108 T

y, Dave’s Lun-

night/morning min
Checker Cab with Gary,

Piling into a
Gretchen and futyre temporary
resident Terj Toye is f

Murray Street
. Still, a full-out

clude a Pop, a Pal-

otorious—but mostly
cked for Weapons and leave by 11—

ce was gz slow-motion train wreck,
. The vibe, if ye Still had a sense
d hang in the DJ booth that
drink, dance and snort our

have gex in the stairway
refreshed

infamoug Oor n
AM., get che

lights flashing,
of one: Past the

I’d wake up
ither though

» order another
|
t I was unwinding after a '
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S| DANCE TO DAWN 11. | JOE JACKSON 8
u|Clob closed for private party until 12:30 a,m. 3 Hot new A & M Recording star makes his
N Pajama Party postponed. After 12:30 there will New York debut .
be film clips and dancing with D-Jay. N
| DANCE TO DAWN 2| | JOHN HASSEL 9
o Dance til dawn. Film clips Rhys Chatham presents an evening of
° experimental music.
N N
;[NICO & suov nvLon 3| | DANCE TO DAWN 10
U | Famed chanteuse Nico does songs of lost souls. Dance til dawn. Film clips.
: Judy will do new performance piece centered v
s around flesh and money. E
S
| WLuiaw BURROUGHS & o oronnch] | HANDY MIAMI o
Burroughs will read new unpublished work to an w The female Brian Ferry.
E | an ossemblage of appropriately attired Nova E
D ctiminoh. Admission by ticket only ($5.00).
Tickets on sale beginning April |, at 6:00 P.M, D
Reading begins promptly at 9:00 PM,
g S s 5 ¢ | THE ANGELS =
H CHARDIHELL H| One of the great teen romance girl groups. "My
v The lower East Side Jonny Ray will give the U Boy Friendwfck.;lrhinlf <d>f ygub:g.oose but;rp.s
girls one last gli f A . when your riend peeled rubber in your drive=
R} Bls one los alimpee before returning fo bl I ICITIES TGOS B 100 v T
S S| Angels recently appeared on Midnight Special,
DANCE TO DAWN 6| | DANCE TO DAWN g
; Dance til dawn, Film Clips F| Dance til dawn. Film Clips.
| R
1
A
- Le Dance Avec Le Deesk Shock-kee 7| | Le Dance Avec Le Deesk Shock-kee 1
s G Y
Dance il Dawn. Film Clips
A| Dance til down. Film Clips A s
T
e
APRIL
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hard night at work or I wasn’t thinking at all. Other

t

han running
fast and searching for some unknown, I'm not sure what I was doing,

Existing in the lost netherworld fade of reality. (i isco’s was
far removed from the energy of White Street. We eventually escaped,
vertical but semi-comatose, and headed into the sunshine hustle
bustle of Fifteenth Street and Tenth Avenue. The key to survival
was a pair of sunglasses, cab fare and a cigarette. Life was still
that simple—but also offered choices.

The Nursery on Third Avenue near Thirteenth Street was the easy
alternative: equally reckless but more of a workingman’s morning
out. Sleep-deprived but unwilling to surrender, I barely remember
arriving and have no memories of leaving. The first time I showed up
there, a big guy named Big Mike turned to Joey Kelly and asked, “You
know this guy?” A quick frisk later and 1 was in. Dim and dirty, red
light and cigarette smoke spread out over a few floors, The Nursery
WAS: At once benign i and scary. For some it was home, but for me it

was someone elge’g home and most of the tim
New in town Krystie Kell

and remembers Rolling Stone
at 8 a.m.

e I stayed too long.
€r worked nearby. sh

§ guitarist Ronnie Wo

. hJuSt like everybody elge. An early-morning night out was
i ;
ways the great €qualizer apg the place seemed to suit everyone’s

need for excess, From Iggy to Belushi, Bowie and even Cher (inno-
ith a ney boyfriend), the hour and the vibe quick-
Pecking order, With a second floor dark enough to

ual rock star Wreckage, the club was safe harbof
- Eyes half closed,

e loved The Nursery

od wandering around

I drifted around

» now show me
up line ang it worked.




The Dark Ages

Heter sure when 1€ Begat, the morning appeared to end sometime

tomorrow. Time itself seemed anxious, almost confused; trying to
sleep and turning daylight into night was a challenge nearly per-
fected on Murray Street. I kept the steel shutters on the north-fac-
ing windows closed. The phone stayed unplugged until midafternoon
or whenever 1 got out of bed. It was the Dark Ages: the days of lim-
ited technology, busy signals and jacked-in phones on long cords.

There was no doorbell or intercom and if you wanted to stop by,
you’d call from the payphone on the corner. Answering machines were
around but I didn’t have one, making it easy to avoid anyone who

might ask “Are you working tonight?” 1f I wanted to talk, I’d plug
in the phone, make the call and unplug it again. There was a system
for everything.

Waking up well past late, I plugged in and called Sunny the pot
dealer. She lived at 105 MacDougal Street above Panchito’s Restau-
rant and we met when I lived on Bleecker. She sold decent pot at a
fair price and sold subway slugs on the side. My friend Richard Sohl

bought the slugs but I used real tokens and just went for the pot.
Sunny was the best pot-dealing slug peddler in town.
I'd buy an ounce and leave MacDougal, duck into the West Fourth

Street subway station and take any downtown train on the upstairs
tracks to Chambers Street. 1'd be home in ten minutes, roll a joint,
put on a record and paint in the studio; I was serious about making
art and still pretending I just worked late. Facing off with large

sheets of paper on the wall of my studio, 1’d start playing. Watch-
1 moved in close with a

ing oils and acrylics resist one another,
d up. Loving the feel

rag or paint stick, never sure where 1°'d win
1'd start writing at the edges and

of paper, big beautiful pages,
sometimes words,

across the middle: memories and lost thoughts,
Sometimes not .

I made believe I had a real day-and-night,
r breakfast OT dinner, time to

light—and-dark exis-

t ’
ence. Never sure if it was time fo
S 3
Leep or wake up, I just kept painting,
and make it to White Street on time. It seemed toO be w

tried to stay out of trouble
orking out fine.
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Nova Criminals and the Remarkable Parade

Arriving at 11 p.M., I always found two or three people yuiiiTg E:;
by 1 a.x. the crowd often surprised me. Strunuvrf sunm-ifﬁtio Zise
familiar while the faces I knew began to look like eve r/ri, weré
0ld friends and college friends occasionally showed u;v t 1(£e s
even chance encounters with my suburban past. Wh441;|;{1r? I Sj .
high school looked at me from across the chain, the only y?r'; <
could manage were “Oh my God .. Richard?” Apparently, I wasn
only one who didn’t see it coming. | e
Friends, acquaintances and strangers—every night l.uxt?gra :
remarkable parade. Some were finding their way, some were roi Z e
explode and a few already had. Waiting outside, lined up at th(’ adé
drinking or begging for a drink, the faces changed but the para

" 2 focss i Xt to me
marched on. When author Lynne Tillman arrived she stood ne

as we talked, and watched it go by. it
A young, underappreciated Jean-Michel Basquiat “vandalize

e »tics.
Mudd bathroom with his logo-like SAMO Was Here sloganized poeti

m Y Q was
Tossed out the door, he came back every night. The SAMO stuff

all over neighborhood; the vandalism was debatable. "
Artists Jeff Koons and Christopher Wool were part of the para

o t
and the future, while musician Johnny Thunders was the hero lost,
Staggering toward the door.

we had to throw him out, he
Lloyd (ex—Television) was st

fos if
Cheetah Chrome was easy to like and ld
’d apologize and get back in. Richar
ill almost beautiful: he could pick up

ume and make it sing. Some of us kept
ay.

his guitar, turn up the vol
listening; others looked ay
Artists and Writers,

drunk Punkg and Punks on dope. Out of con-
trol, unavoidable,

bandaged ang lost—predictably, by 2 a.M. some-

ing the bum’s rush. I opened the chain and closed
T played diplomat depending on who was getting
em back in

if they promised to behave. I thought it

was the right thing to do,
Looking past losty: T
Wednesday, April 4
been working the o

Stared into Cortla
y and g different kin
lub just two weeks wh

ndt Alley. I thought about
d of “Punks on dope.” 1’d
en Steve called me at home

I was eager ang agreed. Writer Max
d for William g, Burroughs and poet John Giorno
- The Mudd newsletter



William S. Burroughs reading, Allen Ginsberg and Peter Orlovsky watching and listening,
Mudd Club, 1979, by Marcia Resnick.

pay-to-come-in crowd was going to keep me busy. 1 waited outside,
hand on the chain, ready for the challenge.

Burroughs wasn’t known for his readings but was a legend for Naked
Lunch, Junkie, Wild Boys and the Nova Trilogy. White Sgtreet was out
of the way, nighttime desolate, the Mudd Club a dark set piece, weird
and perfect. When Giormo finished there was an awkward moment and a
minor tussle over who’d do the Burroughs introduction. Blagg had a
hand in setting up the evening but author-biographer Victor Bockris
got involved. Finally resolved, Max introduced William to the crowd.

Burroughs sat at a desk: gray metal, scratch—and-dent, office

furniture salvage. The only thing missing was the typewriter. 1
per but strange, like an old radio

r : .
emember his voice sounded PTro
ery considered and

broadcast. He was wearing 2 three-piece suit, V
nearly impeccable. The PA hissed but Burroughs kept reading. 1

picked up my beer, moved closer and took a ride on the Nova Express.

The Burroughs reading by now seems long past but that strange

voice still speaks. 1'm outside working and the street’s getting
busy when a Fuck you gets lobbed in the direction of the door.
Club regulars Hal and Roxanné ask “What was that?” as they step
inside. I either say «Nothing” or say nothing and the remarkable

parade continues.
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I open the chain for painter and underground film star Duncan
Hannah accompanied by Contortions model and The Correct Sadist au-
thor Terence Sellers. He’s cool and calm on the surface and offers

a quiet hello; she’s chilly, offers nothing.

It’s another few rounds of nothing until Spandex-clad porn star
Sharon Mitchell arrives. Decades away from a second calling as Doc-
tor Mitchell, the Wanda Whips Wall Street and Load Warrior actress
shimmies her way thru the door with a wide-o

pen smile and a deep

throaty hello.
Art world fixture Christophe de Menil is already inside drinking
and tipping heavily or maybe the other way around. She got out of a
limo a half-hour ago calling “Mark, Mark!” as in Benecke, the Stu-

dio 54 doorman. Either her driver took a w

rong turn or she thinks
we all look alike.

By now the crowd is filling the sidewalk but I’

m in no hurry to
open the chain. We’re just getting started. There’s

no end in sight.

“I’'m a Friend of Stepe”

When I first began working the door,
ing the only game in town. Studio 54 ha
spring of 1979, the Mudg Club was ag
winding down and Digco was becoming mo
Or point of reference at best. Stil]
you could always grab a cab ang hea
Deciding who or what, yes or no
working the Mudd Club door.

relate to some and deal with
How many?

77 White was already becom-
d a running start but by the
cending. The seventies were
re of a cliché, a punch line
» 1f you couldn’t get into Mudd,
d back uptown.

3 I still couldn’t believe I was

As for the crowd in front of me, you
others,

had little or no effect. Don’t

look them in the
eye 8¢, keep moving and don’t turn

t enga

close second: some
f N

of people tried usip m a fr£ Odfered business cards. Lots

usually meant they w. end of Steve”

routine, which
Others mentioned nameg I

eren’t, d
’d never hear




The crowd outside, good kids, bad kids, 1980, by Nick Taylor.

and a few even told me, “I’m a friend of Richard’s.” I smiled and
told them, “Richard’s off tonight.”

In the end no one really cared about anything once they got in-
side. People who didn’t get in went somewhere else, went home or
threw something at me. Some stopped me on the street and wanted to
kf‘IOW why I wouldn’t let them in. Sometimes I ignored them and other
times I told them I was sorry. Occasionally I told them to fuck off
once I went home and fucked one of them. That person came in the
Next time he showed up—but he paid five dollars.

I learned people are just people. Nothing is personal and a bad
attitude is worth very little. It took a while but I learned.

Frﬁ"‘ and Beauties

Ne
V Yorkers, suburban kids and escapees from Middle America along

with
West Coast immigrants and a contingent of Europeans: those

Freaks and beauties,

Were
the new faces showing up every night.
I did my

oft
bes:n one and the same, all wanted to get thru the door.
to pass gentle judgment, occasionally wondering if 1°d let my-
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Mudd Club
Left to right

portrait series, Punks of New York by William Coupon,
: Joey Arias, 1979; Colette, 1979,

. : T
self in were the Sltuatiop Teversed, Sometimes I might have, othe
times, maybe not,

1e In"a fryi
Tina hagq Steve’g €ar. She

Mudd Club con




her. I 1ikeqd Tina, and she always stopped to say hello before head-
ing to the bar. Not everyone was that easy.

Unsure if saying hello is part of the conversation, I only hear
the question, “Who are you?” I try not to appear frightened and
do my best to say, “I’m Richard; I just started working here.” She
Tolls her eyes, takes another drag on her cigarette and starts
telling me how things work.

Leisa Stroud was one of the first people I met the first night I
¥orked the door, Short bleached hair and a tight party dress, a pair
°f heels and a pocketbook, Leisa wasn’t shy about standing outside and
making Sure I knew the people I was supposed to know. She kept tabs on

wh s .
O Was inside ang always let me know who was important—to her.
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I’d watch Leisa work the room and it seemed she had Steve wrapped
around her finger. Actor, artist and Lounge Lizard John Lurie even
called her g fucking tornado—he meant it in a good way. In 1979,
John was Leisa’s boyfriend but he knew that everyone from Brian Eno

to Larry Rivers to David Byrne was crazy about her.

Leisa was there from the beginning and deserves some credit for
helping to turn the Mudd Club into the indelible madhouse it became.
s deserve some credit for letting attitude and beauty pass for cha%'m.

Portraic photographer William Coupon was well versed in beauties
i freaks. ge saw it at Studio 54, where he shot some “classy black

®d whites” on the sly. Truman Capote even suggested Coupon put to-
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gether a photo book about Studio, visions far removed from In Cold

Blood’s “high plains of western Kansas.” That idea ended quickly
when 54 owner Steve Rubell 80t wind of it,

The Mudd Club was next and the Photographer was ready. Coupon’s
first paid assignment: photograph the new pPlace on White Street for
Interview magazine. Three months later in February '79, he told
Steve Mass he wanted to take more Pictures and Steve was agreeable.
He set himself up on the second floor of Mudd and over the next
several weeks shot Portraits of various Mudd Club regulars. He pho-
tographed Talking Head David Byrne dressed in pajamas and Walter
Steding with Violin in hang, Images of Joey Arias, Klaus Nomi, Tina
L Hotsky ang Marcia Resnick Were serious but playful and equally
stylish Coupon caljlg the Mudd POrtraits his “firg¢ in a long se-
ries of subcultureg, » Future Stars, ghostg and survivors, their

photos soon hung on the

wall OPposite the first-floor bar.

Don’t Leape Yet

and thought, Oh no, not this one.
I love this one.

ng, greeting me with a loud sus-
fashion shows,

~Yyour-face enthusiasm. Her early
Staged at locatiop
Horn g Hardart

8 like the Forty-second Street
were not—to—be-missed events. There was

ing in; the only question, when

One, now she was scream-
J Davigd Azarch. The toss
€ and Dayig fell in love.

ag her finger disapprov-
ol. She tolg it, or more
“Stop what you’re doing,
€ about,» T didn’t listen

spinning out of .
ontr
aCcurately, SCreamed j, to me Straight
’ 1 :
I’ve Seen jt destroy too many People 7 car
and ye kept on dancing.




Klaus Nomi is looking at you, 1979, by Alan Kleinberg.

The last time I saw Abbijane I said “Good night” and gave her a
kiss. She said “I can’t believe you’re leaving, don’t leave yet.”

Nomi, Nobody and Night School

It’s difficult to remember if it was the same night I met Abbi, but
the moment remains unforgettable. Regardless of who or what was
Passing thru the door it was hard not to stop and stare.

Operatic vocalist and performer Klaus Nomi crossed the street
Wearing g shiny, cropped jacket with a satin collar, looking like a
€ross between an intergalactic bellhop and a toy soldier. His hair
wa? blue-black with a high widow’s peak and twisted into a small
po?nt on top of his head. His skin was pale, his lips pursed and
Palnted blackish red. He carried himself with a jittery grace and
;:cinderstated sense of politesse (a funny little word I’ve heard

Jagger use). No one looked, sang or did anything like Nomi.
bacE:dSOOH wound up sardined in the center of a crowd that.was
“Rlays Up onto the street. I can still hear Joey Ke.lly yelling,

' 8et in here!” as he opened and closed the chain. It seemed
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one minute Klaus was in the crowd, the next he was

in the door and
the moment in between disappeared. I looked around wondering if
anyone else noticed but Joey was already busy and rln'(iinnppearing
moment came and went. Then I turned around and that weird blond-
haired guy with horn-rimmed glasses was headed for the door.

Bob Williamson wag the polar opposite of Klaus Nomi. A blend of
middle-age Prep school nerd and way too many Heinekens, he was the
Lauren Hutton pseudo Svengali and the only guy who wore Topsiders
to the Mudd Club. Bob was the Peérson Steve Mass was listening to
ramble on and on the night of my ten-second interview; he was at
the club nearly every night—stil] talking when the sun came up.
Even I listened to him drone about everything from the art scene
and Public Image Ltd,’g Metal Box to the fuckable waitresses at One
Unlversity Place. He was Zelig~here, there and everywhere. With a

d eye he fooleg anyone who took him seriously.

chain, He asked how I was doing but
S when Francine arrived, squeezed my
led ang said ouch.

I’m not sure 1 responded. That®
hand andg said, “gi doll.” 1 smi

itation Only event, meaning only the

eople we let
seop S dn, high price of six dollars a person,

Francine gave the h les-
: a
son.” The énsemble cagt fea f tteaCM zzuemploy‘

uture Mu
a host of desperate

An Over-the-top, under-the-ra-

S character, pMrg. Frontporch,

called Slessp Livangini ilu: Stage in , Honey Walters production ;
’ ov [
With no better setting than t:§ tribute o old-school burlesque. E

ready-for-anything world of White

2y were beloved by the regulars,
More thanp o few runnin

€gan dancing to Donna

Schoo] and Sje,
Ous, ang sent
giant Vagina p

amused the curi

When Sleazysg g for the bar.

Summer’s “Hot




stuff,” the line was drawn and crossed, and the Mudd Club was on its
way to becoming the Farthest Off of the Off-Off Broadway world.

Whether it was the crowd buying drinks or a vaginormous specta-
cle, Steve Mass liked what he saw and purchased Francine’s mailing
list for two hundred fifty dollars. The Mudd Club was already the
new watering hole-in-the-wall for the “Downtown 500” and by late
spring-early summer 1979 there was simply nothing like it.

I try and keep up with Francine Hunter when she talks about New
York in the late ’70s but it’s hard to get in a single word. When
the subject turns to Mudd she’s clear on one thing—“It was a love
story.” When she squeezes my hand we can still feel it.

Class of '79

White Street was a last stand of do it yourself and let it happen
nightlife. It was a comfort zone filled with what were fast becom-
ing familiar faces, seemingly like minds and the pursuit of cre-

ative endeavor. There was a sense of community and camaraderie—a

connection based solely on being there—a connection that remains
to this day. That’s how it was for me, and it seemed the same for
Lisa Rosen and her brother, Danny.

A fashion icon without even trying, Lisa often arrived with styl-
ist and photographer Sophie VDT. Eighteen years old, born in New
York Hospital and proud of it, Lisa helped define everything that
Was possible, beautiful and insane about the Mudd Club Class of ’79.

Danny Rosen was only sixteen but played the field like he was
Seventeen and a half. He hung out with Ken Compton and Boris Po-
liceband, was jazz-cool and he owned it. He briefly appeared in the
€arly Lounge Lizards lineup and made a little noise with Basquiat’s
band Gray. Like his sister, Danny was an accidental icon and car-
Tied a thrift shop suit with an easy swagger and bespoke style. Li-
Sa’s smile was mile-wide while Danny worked a grin or a scowl with
bad-boy charm. Both were hard to resist—Mudd Club heart and soul.

Hal Ludacer was another one of the kids. Seventeen when the club
°Pened, he was hard to miss and one of the prettiest people in the
;oom' He grew up on Long Island and lived on South Street with his
f::thers Randy and Kenneth. I spotted him and Randy at Fhe bar a

months before I started working at the club, and I tried not to
Stare, They both had on white T-shirts and Hal wore dress trousers,

79
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The Offenders poster, Super 8mm and misfit Mudd Club movie stars, 1980, courtesy Lisa Genet.

a look made famous by Brando and Belmondo twenty-five years earlier:
beauty rechanneling beauty and it still worked.

The brothers had a band called Ludacer and I

d seen them play at
Max’s.

nd Beth B’s film The

They went on after a screening of Scott a
Offenders that featured a host of misfit Mudd Club movie stars. The

orward and brings back memories,
most of them good.

I called Hal recently and he t
tion of high school”
high, the formative y
it often was.

old me Mudd wag just “a continua-
but quickly realized
ears.” I told hi
He rememberg the «
time” on White Street

“it was more like junior
m based on our behavior alone
amazing convergence and a special
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The Most Interesting People

Those school days gone, five years passed. I got to the city in 1976
and I never thought about leaving. James Nares left London in 1974,
landed in New York and felt the same way. He was twenty-one and re-
members, “The moment I arrived I knew I was home.” He looked around
thinking that “the streets were like Rauschenberg paintings,” the
urban combine of surface, ruin and discard becoming something else,
something beautiful. By 1978, walking from White Street to Murray,
I saw those Rauschenberg paintings too. I couldn’t wait to put some
paper on the wall and start working.

There was a sense of great comfort in that rubble and chaos.
James made his way downtown, found a place on Jay Street not far
from 77 White and wound up living in the little bridge that con-
nected two buildings several stories above the ground. I was south
on Murray, and Diego was busy with Steve and Anya just a few blocks
north. The neighborhood crowd included Richard Serra, photogra-
pher Allan Tannenbaum, Donnie Christensen, actor Lindzee Smith and
artist Jo Shane. Boris Policeband was living nearby in a basement
apartment, heating up his nightly can of spaghetti and watching a
half-dozen television sets simultaneously. Painter, filmmaker and
future Academy Award winner Katherine “Kathy” Bigelow was a few
blocks east living in the same building as the Ludacers. Almost ev-
€ryone could be found hanging at Magoo’s or Barnabas Rex, the local
art bar dives. Showing up for a drink was the only means of commu-
Nication other than telegraph, mail or a corded phone.

James started making films, mini-movies and the almost fea-
ture-length Rome ’78, a sword-and-sandal epic with a Lower East Side

Vibe. He did a performance piece at The Kitchen, an alternative space
w the work and was anxious to do
He told James he was

in SoHo., Steve Mass was there, sa
Something with his ambulance service dollars.
Pening a neyw place on White Street and was interested in sponsoring
Some projects. When the “new place” opened, James fit right in.
_ James Nares always thought, “Mudd was the place with the most
lntereSting people, the place where it was happening.” He met Lisa
R?sen there the same night he met Edwige, the Parisian Punk icon.
Lisa Spotted James from across the room and wanted to know more.
°¥ing more turned into love and marriage.
The scene below Canal Street now centered on White: another new

¢
Onstellation, another spin on the Walter Steding Theory.
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Andy Warhol, Alan Ginsberg and Victor Bockris, Cocaine Cowboys party at Mudd, 1980, by Kate Sim

The Bathrooms

in those strange, brightly lit rooms. Locking the door when there
was one to lock, we gathered in conversati
drinking, Pissing, doing a line or waiting
Time loses itg frame,

on or what passed as—
for the yet to occur.

’ . : a

impossible to Capture but beautiful in

Cinematic Super 8 kind of way; acid-trail hazy, stoned and frozen,

disappearing in the white fluorescent light.
The smaller bathroom or men’s room,

eight-foot Square with i

urinal

ent with the seasons, the room
the men’g, There were mirrors
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Nick Berlin. He only looks innocent, 1979, by Bobby Grossman.

The bathrooms were modified more than once and repaired regular-
ly during the club’s history but never lost their magic. From the
KeImEdys to the Rolling Stones, sailors, sex workers and Sex Pis-
tols, it seemed everyone had a lost and found moment in a Mudd Club

bathroom, including me.

Phoebe and the Troubled Youth Brigade

Iw :
- :tChed a tiara-wearing Teri Toye get up from the
Nder out as Rastaman Richard “Dirty Harry” Hall wandered in. There

Were
b even what appeared to be “children” running in and out of those
atthOmS’ sure. Phoebe

“throne” and

Zeeman ang but without proof of age it was hard to b.e ;
jailbaitn Ellen Kinnally ran amok, looking and pl.aylng the parlt): <,)
bare] i all the while keeping Steve Mass on his .toes. Phoe.e s
er Da\};iz der sister Eloise, along with bad girl Marina Lutzt sing-
and myg4 SehATes, photographer Eileen Polk, musician D.'J Howie nyo
Underg ‘cal delinquent Nick Berlin were all part of Whltt:: Street’s
bathroge troubled youth brigade. They survived the first-floor

°f and laughed their way onto the second floor. They referred
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to th ’

tortuiiiéuzozeu2¥it;ing ﬁo Wave hipster contingent as Fish Heads,

the «pjigp gy them with early-morning crank call serenades of

selfConsciously rSZ?g' Funny now and funny then, the kids were un-

fEeve loyed tha ical and as deep in the Mudd as anyone.

He bought - N ?m all and quickly offered Phoebe and Ellen jobs.

"other hag Stevfjnks and encouraged them to get fake IDs. Phoebe’s

for the e il ?hone number and occasionally called, looking

Very loose] ’ CﬁeCklng to make sure they were okay. The word okay—

Howie p [ ~eReg,

[N o - e Ei Club DJ;
and occasionally Heartbreaker Walter Lure,

he and Nick, along with

Bil
were mem-
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bers of a band called The Blessed. Their twisted vision and sense
of humor, along with that of the other kids, informed everything
from the Rock ’n’ Roll Funeral to the Puberty Ball, successfully
deflating Mudd’s cool intellectual bent. The pubescent coming-

of-age celebration featured a giant Quaalude and Tuinal hanging
from the ceiling and a squadron of post-pubescent cheerleaders on
hand to fluff the crowd. A buffet set up along the sidewall was
stacked with a six-foot pyramid of pimple-inducing kiddie favor-
ites: Twinkies and Ring Dings. The Blessed performed their hits,

including “Kindergarten Hard-on” and “Flagellation Rock.” Fellow
juvenile delinquent and Revenge girl Eileen Polk was one of the Pu-
berty Ball masterminds and a driving force behind the event. By the
end of the night the Twinkies had all been eaten.

David Scharff, another teen troublemaker, sang with The Student
Teachers, whose lineup included future curator and museum director

Bill Arning and Jimmy Destri’s girlfriend Laura Davis. Laura and Jim-

my were the second and third wheels of Bowie’s nightclubbing posse.

Marina Lutz, one of the Puberty Ball cheerleaders, loved the
Dead Boys, the Cramps and the Ramones. She was an eager beaver, at
the club every night, and most of the time ready to help out any way
she could. However, when offered big money to strap on a strap-on
she drew the line (if only in pencil) but still agreed to shuttle a
grocery bag full of cash from White Street to Steve’s apartment on
West Eighth. Someone had to handle the night deposit and who better
than a teenage girl riding around in a cab at 4 a.M.?

I was still at the door when Phoebe came outside and asked if I’d

Séen Steve. We went inside together, ordered a couple drinks and
for the moment she forgot about him.

Always one of the smartest people in the room, Phoebe Zeeman
knew that “hanging out at Mudd was way more fun than working there”
#nd never took Steve up on the job offer. My time on White Street
Posed the counterargument, and for a long time I had as much fun as

a
yone. Part of the fun was getting to know Phoebe.

TV Party
\

§
C:me °f those kids were in high school and some in college but Glenn
0'Brien was beyond

alj » @ Georgetown grad who studied film at Columbia,
tha

t. Born in Cleveland, Glenn started working for Warhol in
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Fab 5 Freddy Brathwaite and Debbie Harry, TV Party, 1980, by Bobby Grossman.

1970 when Andy was looking to lose the speed freaks and “get some
clean-cut college kids on the staff,

liar way, he fit the bil1.

I°d seen Glenn around, everywhere from CB’s to Mickey’s to 54.
In fall 1978, Someone told hip to check out “Eno’s club” on White
Street. He went; it wasn’t really Eno’sg club, but he kept going
back. By December, pnot long after Mudd opened, he created Glenn
O’Brien’s Ty Party, g4 vVariety talk show and entertainment hour
filmed in clasgie black-and-White for public access cable. Unlike
anything Previously offered op television, the shoy featured a con-
glomeration of “celebrity» guests that doubleg as the show’s staff

and productiop team, O’Brien’sg love of Warhol’s films and the idea
that “good Production values weren’t importan

funny”» helped inform the TV Party aesthetic,

” In some peculiar or nonpecu-

t and mistakes were
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Mass made numerous guest appearances. Fab 5 Freddy Brathwaite’s
enthusiasm and resulting camerawork added to the charm, chaos and

television excitement.
After taping, the TV Party cast and crew usually wound up at the
Mudd Club, where my Party contribution was making sure everyone got

safely inside. One of those after-show visits was Fred Brathwaite’s
first trip to White Street and marked the beginning of his relation-
ship with the club. Along with actress, future “gallerist” and Mudd i
Club regular Patti Astor, Fred went on to help change the way we il
look at art from the street and art in general. As part of the noto- HEd
rious Fabulous 5 crew that included Lee Quinones, he realized that T
graffiti was ready to take on a new life. He moved sound and vision
forward, guiding Hip-Hop, Rap and graffiti to a larger audience.

TV Party taped three episodes at the Mudd Club, helping to ex- i
pand the show’s audience and broaden its curious appeal. One of ] il
those nights Debbie Harry and the Doc Steding Orchestra thrilled 1
the crowd with a world-premiere performance of Blondie’s future hit "
“The Tide Is High.” Still, it was hard to tell who or what, other

than Mudd, drew the crowd.
% % %

Working the door, often six nights a week, I started to believe that
Proximity and association was the near equal to being part of. I
unkno""ingly toyed with that belief, on and off, for years. : ‘

Whether it was a TV Party taping or just another evening at ]
Work, I came face to face with several hundred people a night. Be- I
tween the crowd outside, the crowd at the bar and the crowd on the | I
dance floor, I sometimes felt a connection. Eventually, though, I ii
felt the need to hide, and the only safe place was the basement. ‘ ‘1
Drugs ang subterrane went hand in hand. \

Over the years 1’d acted out and I hid in a number of basements ‘ ‘
but thig was the only one with a Mudd Club upstairs. You walked down
® flight and twenty feet back from the coat check window was a wall
W%th a8 door. The door had a lock and behind the door was the other
S?de\the ultimate VIP room, the perfect hideaway. There was a cage
flleg With cases of liquor and beer that only the bartenders could

St "
eal. With enough privacy to drop your pants and pull down someone
elserg the base-

. ' OF have a momentary meltdown and quick recovery,
Nt wag 4 smoke a joint, snap a

Q

ua great place to snort a few linmes,
alude in half apg relax.

|



I always had a key to the storage area door but I can’t remember
if it was mine or whether I got it at the bar. I°'d trail past the
coat check with a few people in tow and close the door behind us—
an indiscreet attempt at discretion. The sound of the dance floor
came through the ceiling and I could feel the beat. I could hear a
muffled Bryan Ferry crooning, “Come on, come on, let’s stick to-
gether...” From Robert Rauschenberg to Mick Rock to Michael Maslin,
from Joni Mitchell and Bowie to Teri,

Ricky, Gary and Lynette: sev-
eral were my friends, the others «

Proximity and association.”
Back upstairs the dance floor’s Packed. I grab a beer
in as the Ramones,

and dive

Iggy and Motown pound the beat and rattle the
brain. Ronnie and Gigi are deep in the crowd

as they go along; Abbijane ang her
Julie, Spinning around inp some kind of Hyl

» making up new dances

ready to explode,
pPerience Paying off
floor bathroom,

» 1s rehappening; Jean-Mi-
bby blond or green Mohawk, exits, leaving

another mark behind. 1¢°g SO crowded that People are standing on

the toilets, ang one cra
water on the floor but h
reality of wear and tear, ¢t
tion being Part of the clyp’

William Coupon’g rogu
facing wali, Ken Comp
the front door;

just inside hold

es’
ton
I turn th

e COrner and I’m b
ing what

ack outside. Gretchen’s
S left of the doo

I money after Steve did
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a cash pickup, stuffing wads of bills into his pockets. I look at
Gretchen and we laugh, dip behind the door and do two blasts from a
vial of coke. Louie’s off tonight, Robert just took a break and Jo-
ey’s somewhere inside. There’s about two hundred people waiting and
a few look at me like they want the real doorperson to come back. A
minute later, Dan Aykroyd barrels down the stairs from the fourth

floor and bulldozes thru the crowd. I step up to the chain and ask
a few people, “How many?” It’s after 2 a.M. when somebody screams,
“Let me the fuck in!” I turn around and Gretchen’s still laughing.

Before we know it, it’s 4 a.M. and the fun’s almost over. By
4:30 we’re prowling around the bar, searching the floor for Quaa-
ludes and hundred-dollar bills. We kick around some plastic cups,
and broken bottles, pick up several empty vials and check out a few
odd pieces of clothing. I come up empty-handed but Gretchen finds
twenty dollars. It’s cab fare and breakfast money. Tomorrow we get
paid. This is the life—and I think I love it.

Colter Rule once said the first six months of Mudd were magic.
He called that time “the real candy.” Colter may have split, but the

Place was candy for quite a while.

A Boom Box and Jug Wine

Over the next several months and following few years the deed to
77 White Street bounced between Ross Bleckner and Steve Mass. The
Price moved up several hundred thousand since Bleckner bought the
building, but the crowds kept coming, and Steve was raking in the
Cash,

The Mudd C1ub drove Ross crazy from the start and when the barely
legal contraption of an elevator nearly killed him, fellow artist
(and 2007 Academy Award-nominated film director) Julian Schnabel
Rale to the: resous. Ross survived but his leg was nearly crushed and
“pent Months in a cast. Still, he managed to paint, make it to One
UniverSitY Place for dinner and have a few drinks at Mudd.

'ROSS and his boyfriend, Ron Dorsett, offered me an easy friend-
Z:lp and a place to escape when I needed one. I kept an eye on the

T from their front windows, caught my breath and watched the
:;:‘:d. From that sixth-floor vantage point it was hard t-:o be}ieve

: less than a year ago, in summer 1978, Ross told his friend,
“HSt and editor kim Hastreiter, “Something is happening on the
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