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MARQUEE MOON

YOU GIVE ME
FRICTIONI

Thirty-five years ago,

released their

extraordinary debut, Marquee Moon.
Now, reveals the
whole fraught story of an epochal

album - a tale of unrelenting tension,
disgusting shirts, drunken producers,

and the intense power trips

of Lloyd’s sparring partner,

Tom Verlaine...
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NTHEFALLof
1973, T had just
comebackto
New York City
andneeded
aplacetostay.
Iwasinmy
carlytwentics,
andhad been
pretty much
leadingavagabond life. I'was doingalot
of nightclubbing at Max's Kansas City, in
the back room, where Il meta fellow named
TerryOrk. Terryhad averylargeloftin
Chinatown and aspare room, so I movedin,

Mostlywhat I did during the daywas play my
guitar, with no amplifier. I didn't wantanybody
tohear me, untill was good. Terry’sday jobwas
managingamovie memorabilia shop on 13th
Street, Cinemabilia. Hehad this disgruntled
assistant, Richard Meyers, whowould later
become Richard Hell.

Oneday, Terrysaid tome, “Iknow thisguy
whodoeswhatyoudo.”

Isaid, “Huh?WhatdoIdo?"

“You playelectric guitarallalone all day.
That'sallthis guydoes.”

This turned out to be Richard Mevers’ best
friend, Tom Miller, soon tobecome known as
Tom Verlaine.

Terry told me Tomwas goingto be playing
audition night at Reno Sweeney's, and did 1
wanttogo. Reno's was a hang-out for the
Broadway set: Liza Minnelli,drag artists, gay
wannabesingers. [wasn'ttoo interested. But
Terrywasgoing, and [didn't have anything else
todo. Wegotacabup, Richard Hellcamein,
and weall sat waiting for Tom toarrive.

Hecameinwithhisguitarand an old
Fender amplifier, and stood there looking
irked already, like itwas too much trouble to
evenopen thedoor. Richard and Tom had
between themwhat Ican onlydescribe as
universal contempt.

Richard ranoverand started helping him
with his stuff. He said, “You don't look right.”
Tomwaswearingwhatlookedlikeashirtfrom
1932: old, vellowing, fraved, almost
disgusting. Richard put hisfingers
into ahole by the shoulder, and toreit.
Then he enlarged another hole, so one
of Tom's nipplescould be seen. [ sat
watching them feelinglikean
anthropologist watchingstrange
animals and theirsocial habits.

Finally, Tom played. Three songs.
The secondwas “Venus De Milo™,

Now, Terryworked asassistantto
AndyWarhol by night, and wanted to sponsor
aband, like Andy had with the Velvets. Hisidea
was tosponsoraband around me. Butwhen
Theard Tom playing “Venus”, justallrhythm
chords, Iknew. lleaned over, shoutingin
Terry'sear. “Forgetmyband. Putmeand this
guy together. You'll have the band you've been
looking for.”

OMANDRICHARD started coming
downto Terry’s loft. Tomand[, our
guitars meshed imniediately. 1 had

studied classic rockguitar, where youdo
whole-step bends, half-step bends. When Iwas

———
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ateenager, | had a friend who knew
Jimi Hendrix. Jimigave this guy
lessons, who passed themon tome,
and Imet Hendrixand watched him.

Tom plaved acompletely different
style, He used the classical vibrato,
Like onaviolin: you move yourwrist,
the fingerdoesn'tmove.  don'tknow
where hegotit. Itwas more like asitar
player. Neverwhole-step bends, always
micro-bends. Butour twostylessuited each
other beautifully, Between us, wehad all the
guitaraspects you couldwant.

The nextthing wasconvincing Hell to play
bass. Tomcouldn't, Richiesaid, “I'mnot
amusician. [ean'tdoit.” When Tomwasn't
around, lasked himwhat the problem was.
Hesaid, “Listen. Playing with Tom islike going
tothedentist. Exceptyou'd rathergotothe
dentist.” Tomand Richard had tried doing
abandbefore.

I said, “But Richard, you've got the look. You're
like acombination of Elvis and some movie
star. Youcanlearn.” The

knock things over. [famic fell on the floor, we'd
lie down and singintoit. When the wine was
almost done, Nicholas said, “Well, I'll tellyou,
Terry: these are four cats witha passion.”

Then he proceeded to pass out. Sowe used
Nick'squote.

Wetookanad in the Village Voice. The night
came-March 2,1974-and, well: we were like
the Sex Pistols that couldn't play. We wereall
overthemap. Butwe were surprised: 88 seats,
andwefilled mostof them.

FITERWEHAD torentourown
Athc:!.lr{: togetagig, westarted talking

aboutwhere therewas to play. There
wasn'tanywhere,

Tom lived on the Lower East Side, which
meant, when he walked torehearsalsin
Chinatown, he walked down the Bowery. Now,
the Boweryhad areputation, butitwasnot
dangerous. Itwas just full of drunkards. You
couldstep over them on thestreet. And had to.

Oneday, Tomcameinandsaid, “Imight have
founda place. On the Bowery.

complimentsgottohim. So
thenwe had three,

Tomand I talked about
drummers. Tomwas
insistent the bestrock'nroll
drummer he knewwas his
friend Billy Ficca, Wecalled
Billy, and started rehearsing.
Threedaysin, Tomcalled me
aside: “I'maboutto pull mvyhair
out. [ean'tstandit. Billy's turned
intoa jazzdrummer.”

And Billy was all over the place
~butin agood way. I said to Tom, “Look.
Allthe greatest guitarists we know- Jimmy
Page, JeffBeck, Hendrix, Townshend - theyall
hadcrazy drummers.”

Wewere havinga great time, although Tom
wasalready growing frustrated with Richard
Hell, because Richard never practised. Butwe
meandered alonginrehearsalsin Terry'sloft,
andstarted planning for ourfirst gig. Thing
was, there was no place to play. Literally.

“FROM THE SPEAKERS CAME
THISHUMONGOUS DRUM

SOUND. TOMSTARTED

FREAKING OUT:'NO NO NO!"™

Finally, we rented a place, The Townhouse,
anBé-seattheatre on44th Street. We putup
flyers Hell had designed. The four ofus went
aroundwith paste and plastered the town.
We'dgoupto journalists and ask them to come
watchusrehearse, sowe could get quotes.
Terryknew some film people, and asked
Nicholas Ray, the director of Rebel Withour
ACause, tocometothelofttoseeus. Nickdidn't
wantto. Terry offered him agallon of wine.
Nicksaid, “OK.”

S0, Nicholas Ray came down, and saton the
bedin hiseyepatch, drinking wine, whilewe
wentthrough ourridiculous repertoire. We'd
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two flyers

g
il It's adive.”
” L That'swhatwe needed.
A Adive. Somewhere nobody

| elsewantedto play, where we
couldmoveinand take over.
Tomsaid hehad seenaguy
outside this place, working
onthefront. Heand Iwentback
totalk to him. We saw the owner,

amancalled Hilly Kristal,on a

stepladder, fixingup this awning:

CBGBOMFUG [Country Bluegrass

Blues-Other Music For Uplifiing
Gormandizers]. Welooked up at
him: “You gonnahavelive music?”

Weplayed ourfirstgigat CBGB the last
Sunday of March. Sundayswere Hilly's worst
nights. Terry convinced himtoletus play by
guaranteeing he'd fill the placewith friends
whowereallalcoholics. So Hillygave us four
Sundaysinarow. Pretty soon, other bands
started hearingaboutit, and comingdown
askingfor gigs. Hilly didn'tknowanything
aboutrock music. Basically, we
steamrollered him. Terryoffered to
startbookingtheclub,solongasit
was understood itwas Television's
place. Bands would audition, and
Terrywould ask mewhat I thought.
Talking Heads, the Ramones,
Blondie: that'showtheystarted
playing CBGB. We were picking the
bandsand playing, anditwaslike
hostingathree-and-a-half-year-
long New Year's Eve party. Once we gol some
steam, CBGBwas 1.

Sure, itwasadive. [twas difficultto get people
insuitsdownthere, oreven theolder
generation from Max's. We were like hobosto
them. But there was almostaglamour to the
poverty. Nobody had done that before, Uptil
then, inrock'n'roll, everybodywanted the
finestshoes. Everybodywas chasingthis
glamorous high-life.

Weweren't. Whenyou hear bandssay they
don'tcare aboutanything?l guarantee you:
they do. Wewere probably the closest toa band
thatreallydidn’tcare.
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Television Including
Richard Hell {left) live
atCBGE, March1974

off. Labelswere
showinginterest. Latein 1974, Richard
Williams from Island wanted us togo
into the studio withhim to make ademo, but
said, “l don'tknow much about astudio. Can
[bringa guy to help? His name is Brian Eno.”

Enocameinwithallthesewhackedideas.
“Let'sglue theamplifierstotheceiling” “Let’s
cutupthelyrics and throw them in the air.” We
weren'thaving anyofit.

We did sixsongs. Hellwas upset because he
only gotone of his songson the tape, while Tom
gotfive. Richard gotscorched. Tomwas
beginningto push himout.

From the very beginning, when we played
live, Tomwas onat Richard to “stop moving”,
Hesaid itwas distractinghim, and it looked
“arti I”.Ttused to be that 1 stood in the
middle of Richard and Tom onstage. lwas the
George, with the John and the Paul either side.
Then Tom suddenly decided hewanted tobe in
themiddle.

I'hatwas the beginning of the end of the first
Television: the Television that wassloppy,
punk-ass, anda mess; but also extremely
exciting. That band waslike beingin acircus.
You never knewwhatwas going to happen.
Atrainwreck, sure, but fun.

[twas driving Tom nuts, though. Tom was
acontrol freakwhen itcame to music. Without
asolid bass player, especiallywith Billy being
nutsall the time ondrums, therewas no

grounding, nosolid bottom. Tomwas
beginning to talk about replacing Hell, but
Richard quit. lalmost quit myself, because
[thought, without Richard, the fun wasgone.
However, Tom asked Fred Smith toleave
Blondieand joinus, and asked me: “Come on.
Justcome play.”

Within 10 minutes, I had to admitit. Fred was
keeping down the tempo, which meant Billy
could go crazy nuts, butwestillsounded likea
band. Television suddenly made sense,

sign. We auditioned

forAtlantic. Atlantic President

Ahmet Ertegun said, “Thisisnot
Earth music.” Meanwhile, everybodyelse
from CBGBsigned as soon as they could, for
peanuts. We waited until Elektra made a
reasonable offer, and signed in the summer
of 1976.

[twastime torecord analbum. Tom and Fred
looked forastudio and finally picked this place
on4ith Street, A&R, Phil Ramone’s personal
studio. Asmall, rectangularroom, witha
control room that still had old tube boards,
volume knobs that were curved, like the old
Beatles consoles.

Wedidn'twantaproducer. We'd already
done “Little Johnny Jewel” asan
independent singlein 1975, Weknew howwe
wanted tosound. All the songs on Marguee
Moonwere songs wehad honed forvears
playinglive. Wewere ready. Tom, especially,
didn'twanta producer afterthe Eno
experience. He didn'twant someone
cominginwiththeirideas.

But Elektrawould not allow usto produce
ourselves. So, we decided to getin someone
whowasa great L'I'lgi neer-someonewho
knewhiswayaround, andwanted to
produce, butwasjuststarting. We hiton
Andy Johns. Andy had been engineeron
agreat number of great records: the Stones,
Zeppelin. HewasGlyn Johns' brother.
Anything that Glyn produced, Andywas
engineeron.
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Thefirstdayinthe studiocamein November
1976. We had a 2pmstart. Andywas nowherein
sight. Finally, about4.30pm, he came traipsing
in. Hesaid, “I cameinyesterday, toseewhat the
placewaslike, and... lcan'twork here!” He
startedlistingall the technical tools these old
studios didn’thave, We tried tocalm him
down. Finally, grudgingly, Andysaid, “Well, I
did managetosetthe drumsuplastnight. Gota
good sound. Wannahearit?”

Heputon thistape he'd made. And, by God,
from the speakerscame thishumongous,
pumped-up John Bonham drum sound. Tom
started freaking out. “No! No, no, no, no, no! We
don'twant that! You need to take thatapart!”

Andywasoutraged. “Well, why conmnues overs

Chilly reception:
Verlaing in the studio
="I'mnotmakinga
rock record!”




nbackstage at
rk. February

did you hire me? That's whatI'm famous for.
Fuckthis!I'mgettingaflight back!”

For the next few days, Andywould mutter,
“Oh, right, so, thisis somekind of New York
thing. Youwant to sound bad like The Velvet
Underground. Youwant to sound craplike The
Stooges. I see...”

Butwewere recording. | had always wanted
to produce, and | was foreverthinking, what
canldoto prevent this fromsoundinglike
simply alive record?

I'was thinking about the chiming partson
“Venus”, and said, “Let me double that,” Tom
and Andysaid “Huh?" I said, “Well, let me play
the partagain, soyou can have asterco pair.”
One abilityI've always had is, anything [ play,
Icandoitagain, exactly thesame. And again
and again. Tomisn'tlike that. When Tom plays
asolo, he never plays the same solo twice.

Theysaid, “Uh... well, go ahead and try.” So
Ididit. Tomsaid, "Holy crap—thatsounds
great! Dothat toeverything!”

So, forexample, “Elevation”™: thatsolois me
playing twice, verbatim. We wanted torenta
rotatingspeakertoget the sound forthat, but

‘FELT JOY AND KINSHIP...

PATTISMITH recalls her first, life-changing encounter with Television

therental people wanted too much., So Andy
took amicrophone and stoodin front of me

alasso. He nearly took my fucking nose off.
Iwas backingupwhileIwas playing.
Andywas hilarious.
He'sareal child of
rock n'roll. Television
weren'tlike that.
Wewere punctual.
Wewereserious.
Oneday, Andydidn’t
showup until 6pm. [t
seems he'd picked up
two hookers the night
before, whotalked
him into letting them
handcuffhim to his bed
=then, of course, they

day, wecamein and Andy was flatoutinthe

holdinga three-quarters empty bottle of red

The first time | came inte CBGB, around Easter1974, | heard Television doing some of
the songsthatbecame Marguee Moon and was immediately struck. | feltimmediate
joy and kinship. You had two poets, Richard Hell and Tom Verlaine, delivering very
heightened lyrics and this music that was both raw and glorious. [t was very impartant,
because the void that my band - Richard Sohl, Lenny Kaye and | - were working in
suddenly seemed open. We hadkinship, fellow workers - who we looked like! We all
dressed the same, all tattered, and we all loved poetry, read the same books. Mo-one
played guitar like Tom Verlaine, although Richard Lloyd is a great guitarist. But Tom's
sensibility spoke to me. Tom, when he was young, played saxophone and was into
Coltrane and Albert Ayler and the same people | was inte. He abandoned saxophone
for guitar, but you could hear whathe’d gained from soloing on the saxophone. It was
unique. And remains unique. He's greater than ever, really.
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inthestudio, swingingit around his head like

“WE REHEARSED,
WE PLAYED, WE
WROTE SONGS

-THEN TOM

WOULD THROW

THEM AWAY”

took hiswalletand blew kisses as they left. The
hotel had to free him with a hacksaw. Another

producer’s chairin the control room, snoring,

wine, withempty bottles scattered around on

the floor. Welooked at him, then at the tape
operator. We said, “Listen. All the mics are set
up. Canwe just keep thevolume down in here
and runasongaround him?”

Sowewentinand did “ProveIt”. Thenwe
camebacktolisten
back. [tsounded pretty
good. Sowe played it
backagain,alittle
louder. And we kept
increasingthe volume
until, finally, Andy
snorted himselfawake.

Hesat boltupright,
panicky, paranoid as
hell. The music’s
playing, andhe's
looking between
usall, demanding,
“Did I record this?”

Wesaid, “Well, sure Andy.” He breathed asigh
of relief. “God, I'm good.” Thatwas Andy. And
that'sthecutof “Prove It” that's on the record.

Wedelivered the album inlate 1976, Marquee
Mooncameout February8, 1977. In 35 years,
ithas never beenoutof print, It's become
apermanent fixturein rock'n'roll.

Alotof people were disappointed with
Television'ssecond album, Adventure. 'mone
ofthem. Sonically, Adventurehas a colour
Marguee Moon doesn't. Butitwasalreadya
losing prospect when wedidn't rehearse for the
album first. With Marguee Moon, we drew from
arepertoirewe had been playing live for years.
And, actually, we had awhole otheralbum’s
worth ofsongs from that period - "Kingdom
Come”, “Double Exposure”, “Breakin' In My
Heart”. But Tom, fickle as heis, didn'twant to
record them. On Adveniure, only “Foxhaole™ and
“Careful” were in our live repertoire.

Thatwas the demise. On Marguee Moon,
everybodyknewwhat theyweregoingtodo.

POLARIS/EYEVINE. ROBERTA BAYLEY/REDFERNS, STEPHEN SWEET



atCBGBcirca' 76

OnAdventure, nobody knew, including Tom,
We gotinto thestudio, and itwas just Tom's
world. Hewould tryoutideas and itwould go
onand on. Wewould talk about the othersongs
we could record. Tom would just say, “No.”
Thatwas the end of Television. Adventure
cameout inApril 1978. Within three months,
wehad splitup.

VENT by. Then, around 1990,
T my manager ran into Toms managerand
thevdecidedtoseeiftheycouldgetus
togetheragain, Wemetup, justjammed. And
itwasthere. [twas Television.

We started talking aboutanew record. One
day, Tomwas complainingabout beingshort
of breathwhenhewassinging. Of course, Tom
smoked like achimneyand drank coffeeall
day. That'sall hedid. I said, “Well, maybe
you could take vocallessons, to getsome
breathingtechniques.”

Thatwas it. Suddenly, Tomwasscreamingat
me: “Ineed singing lessons! ¥ Listen: 'mnot
makinga poprecord! AndI'm not making a
rockrecord!”

Isatthinking, “Jesus. What businessdoes
hethinkhe'sin? Flamenco?”

That, though, is closer to the truth. Tom is
into cowboymusic and old TV scores. On that
third record, any timeitcame to record my
parts, Tomwould say, “Thearthe amp buzzing.
Couldyou please look into that?” Often, he
would turn it down, until it was barely audible.
So that nothing rustled, nothing meved. For
me, that third record was Television-lite.

Ithas a beautiful, nice sound. Butit's not
rock'nroll.

What happened next, though, waswebegan
playinglive again. That'swhere the real power
cameout. Songs thatsounded tiny on that

Werlaine's about tohit
the rool: the réunited
band back in1992

record really blossomed tolife.

Across Television's final period, we
rehearsed, we played - and wewould write new
songs. Then Tomwould throw them away. For
14 years, from 1993 to 2007, when [ finally quit,
Tomwould talk about us making a newrecord.
But nothingever came of it.

We recorded nothing. Tomwould always
poo-poothenotion. Itwaslike he didn'twant
togive anything to Television. Tomnever really
wants tosharecredit. Whenwe first signed
with Elektra. | found outyears later that Tom
had tried desperately to make the contractso
hewould be theonly one signed as “Television™.
The rest ofus would be hired musicians.
Elektrawouldn’thaveit.

Tomhad atwin, John, who died longago.
[reallythink Tom hasasiblingrivalry thing
thatstarted in thewomb. It’s the only
psychological motive [ can come upwith
forsome ofhisbehaviour.

Tom, [think, was just done. Finished. In 2007,
afterTleft, [immy Rip, Tom's buddy, took my
place, and putamessage on Facebook, saying
hewaslooking forward to beingon the new
Television album coming thatyear. Well,
guesswhat?It'sfive yearslater, anditstill
hasn'thappened.

Lookatit this way: [ left Television in 2007.
Within sixmonths, |had my album The
Racdiant Monkeyout. Since then, ['ve putout
two more records of my own. Meanwhile,
ljoined Rocket From The Tombs, we putout
the Rocket Redixalbum, and we madea new
record justlast year, BarfTy.

Tom Verlaine is wonderful tolaugh with.
Tomcan be the funniestguy on Earth.

But, often, Tom just doesn't want togetout
of bed. I'll certainly never do business with
himagain.

But therewill always
be Marguee Moon.

Idon't thinkofthatalbumas
justacollectionofsongs. |
thinkof Marguee Moon as one
thing. ltcontainsso many
songs that reachvou, butthere's
nowaytoseparate them. These
days, peopledownload asong
ortwo froman album. Well,
Marguee Moonisnot for that.

Marguee Moon is the
wholething. One thing.

Like Mount Everest.
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THE
MOON
AND
BEYOND...

Your guide to Television's albums

MAROUEE MOON

| ek e
Falled toscra‘tchthe
Billboard Top2000n
release, thoughit hitNo 28
in the UK. A key New York
i punkartifact, butits
|nf'|uencesareNuggetsgarage.thesharpest
Brit-invasion groups, and, in the guitar trade-
offs, the flourishes of Coltrane-esque jazz.

ADVENTURE

) dededede
Sold even |css thm
Marquee Moonin the US,
buthit No 7 in Britain.
There's awarmer, more
delicately shaded sound,
'Lhaugh “Foxhole” and “Ain’t That Nothin™
hew closest toits predecessor. Elsewhere,
calmer, sometime folk-tinged pop predicts
the US underground of the "80s.

| THE BLOW-UP

! IR, 1982) Tk
Thls “officialbootleg”
compileslive
performances from1978,

ll justbefore Television fell
apart (for the first time).
It'sno-fi,buthereis the bandiin its raw glory:
Te|ew5|0n liveisafiercely different proposition

to Televisionin the studio.
s TELE‘WS‘ON
g T
3 L Mtenm—ycar::lnnc&,
" the third album
| | 4 | arrivedunexpectedly.
| The burden of expectation

A saw it indifferently
received, but it'sworthrevisiting. 1880 Or
50" and “Rhyme" are among their most

gorgeous songs.

LIVE AT THE
ACADEMY 1992
2003) *iik
"Whenwebeganplaylng
live again,” Lloyd says,
“songs that sounded tiny
onthat thirdrecord
blossomed.” The proof lies in this document
of the 1992 tour, originally self-pressed by the
band for sale at 2003 shows. Of12 tracks,
eightcome from the Television album.

TELEwsion  LIVE AT THEOLD
WALDORF
*dkk
Recorded forradioin June
R, 1978, thiswas a popular
Wamescwmn bootleg for years, before

gaining officialrelease (albeit in maddeningly
limited form). Mot asinsanely wired as The
Blow-Up, perhaps, but still on fire, and with
infinitely superior sound.
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