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Off the 60: A Mix-Tape Dedication to Los Angeles

With the slight return of warmth to the East Coast of the U.S. and Tropics of Meta’s very recent

release of Troy Andreas Araiza Kokinis’s fantastic history“’The Sky is Black and the Asphalt Blue’:

Placing El Monte in the Early LA Punk Rock Scene” and its accompanying archival project (bring

your old flyers and pics down to scan at Bridgetown DIY, 1421 N. Valinda Ave, La Puente, CA on May

3  from 2-6 pm), we thought it was high time to bring Jennifer Stoever-Ackerman’s LA mixtape Off

the 60 into the sunlight for everyone to bump with their windows down.

Off the 60 was initially commissioned as a sonic installation for the re:present L.A. Exhibition at

East LA’s Vincent Price Museum from May 3 – July 27, 2012. re:present L.A. was curated by Museum

Studies students at Claremont Graduate University (and coordinated by performance artist,

scholar, and poet reina alejandra prado saldivar, who wrote about the experience for SO! in 2011).

The exhibit sought “to explore, challenge, and depict the multiple representations of Los Angeles

that responds to the present social landscapes of city” through both sight and sound.” Click these

links for the exhibit’s virtual catalogue and list of participating artists. Both the liner notes and the

track listing have been modified slightly from the original for publication here.

—

Off the 60: Liner Notes

When I began to make this mix-tape that somehow would re-present L.A. in a mere 80 minutes,

my enabling fantasy was that I could make a playlist that would be my musical calling card, a

sonic Rosetta Stone for “home” that would unravel the complex knot of feelings about L.A. I carry

around with me, something I could share with my son, whom I am somewhat reluctantly raising as

a New Yorker. You know, a musical study guide so the sounds that raised and shaped me could tell

him all the things I just can’t put into words about Los Angeles, namely how much music and

place are wrapped together in my memory’s DNA. Therefore, this mix deliberately dates and

locates me, enabling, in the words of Ronnie Hudson’s “West Coast Poplock,” the intimate

knowledge of “listening to the map.” And—there was more than a little magical thinking involved

here—I thought that perhaps if I arranged these songs just so, then the barren Sleepy Hollow

landscape of wintry upstate New York would transform itself into the desiccated foothills, dried

river beds, and dense strip malls of Southern California. I’d turn a bend and, with a little help from

the Go-Go’s and Union 13, 79 would suddenly become “the” 60.

rd
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And thus the title, a tongue-in-cheek reference to

J.Lo’s debut album On the 6 (1999), named after the subway line between Manhattan and the

Bronx, where she grew up. Off the 60 references the freeway whose red brake lights stretch

between Los Angeles and Riverside, my hometown, and the mix is just the right length for a one-

way trip, provided there’s no traffic (I told you there was some magical thinking involved here!).

The 60 is one of the most heavily trafficked commuter pathways in the country; I know people in

Riv who will make this 60-mile drive 5 days a week, 51 weeks a year, for decades (I have also met

people in Los Angeles who had never made this trip east, and who used to look askance at my 951

cell number, in the same way that my current 323 area code causes looks of consternation to New

Yorkers). For many people coming of age in the Inland Empire, Los Angeles exerts a tidal pull, and

we make many trips there before hitting the commuter treadmill—in family cars, in our

imaginations, in movies, in books, on school busses and tour busses, in broken-down band vans,

in hoopties borrowed from our friend’s uncle that may not make the return trip—and some of us

make that 60-mile move West and never really come back, like me. I ended up living on St.

Andrews instead of only singing about it.

But you never know, The Riv has a deep hold on

people. I closed Off the 60 with a band from Riverside, old friends of mine Chicano punk rockers

the Voodoo Glow Skulls, because one second you are going to law school in Queens or Dap-Toning

with Sharon Jones and the next you are back, public defending in San Bernardino or married with

big fam filling a house by Mt. Rubidoux, respectively. True stories. But I am already taking a detour 

Off the 60, in the hopes that the music on this mix invites you to do that. Unlike J.Lo’s subway, you

can’t stay on the 60 and really get to know Riverside, Los Angeles, or all the many places in

between that are intertwined socially, historically, culturally and economically with both cities:

Glen Avon. Corona. Chino. Diamond Bar. Rowland Heights. La Puente. Hacienda Heights. El Monte.

Montebello. East L.A. Boyle Heights.

Sounding Out! • Sounding Out! Podcast #28: Off the 60: A Mix-Tape Dedication to Los Angeles

https://doi.org/10.59350/5gtsg-v7d81 Page 3

http://voodooglowskulls.com/Main/
https://doi.org/10.59350/5gtsg-v7d81


A sonic exit ramp of sorts, Off the 60 is a mix-tape in digital format, crafted in the old style: a

painstaking arrangement of songs really familiar and much beloved to me, listened to obsessively

throughout the process to create fresh transitions that are laden with significance—and of course,

car tested L.A.-style until smooth like butter.   For Off the 60, I deliberately picked songs without

the aid of Wikipedia or any of the copious L.A song lists, sitting down with just a blank page, my

memory, and a sharp pencil (as I hope you can tell by many of the songs, I’m kinda old school) to

come up with a set of songs that aren’t necessarily about L.A., but of it. This is a small, symbolic

sample of the music that once scored my life in the Southland from the 1970s-the 2000s through

the perspective of my current “home away from home” in New York. Now, in what my colleague

and homegrrl Karen Tongson (another Riversidean, now turned proud Silver Lake home owner)

has poignantly dubbed “remote intimacy” in Relocations (New York University Press, 2011).  And

these sounds still make me feel L.A. even though I often feel like I live “a million miles away.” I

hope you feel it too.

The songs on Off the 60 are arranged to speak to

each other, sometimes sonically, sometimes thematically, sometimes historically (and occasionally

I pull off the trifecta! Listen carefully!). I designed the mix to flow along with the narrative rhythms

of a timeless (yet intentionally dated) Saturday in L.A., from waking up with the sound of Friday

night still in your ears to basking in the warm afternoon—which can feel so good you almost get

knocked off your game—until the purplish-orange twilight descends, with its regret and

uncertainty, on into the pulsing promises of the night. Sonically blending vulnerability with

hardness—and revealing both where you least expect them—I hope the songs on this mix share an

overall L.A. vibe that is more than merely the sum total of the musical parts, a feeling that’s

ephemeral and hard to put your finger on, but—paradoxically—one whose resonance lasts.

And because I am a sound/music scholar in addition to a product of the 714 909 951, you’ll get

plenty of L.A. music history through this this mix. All the bands featured are based in L.A. or

Riverside, except for two artists whom I have awarded honorary Angeleno status: Smokey

Robinson and Debbie Deb. Never mind the fact Motown had already moved to L.A. by the time

Robinson’s “Crusin’” was released in 1982 and he used to host one of my favorite radio shows on

92.3 in the 2000s, but these two songs have bumped out of so many cars, clubs, backyard parties

and Art Leboe sets that both Smoke and Deb own some symbolic real estate in Southern

California, at least in my heart.

In putting the work of so many different L.A. artists together, I challenged myself to create a

coherent musical feel without placing songs from similar genres, scenes, or time periods right
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next to each other. I worked hard to create a sense of the diversity of the Los Angeles area without

being either gratuitously culture clash-y or post-multiculti Velveeta, but using sound to make

palpable both the dissonant tensions and the productive energies of everyday encounters in the

city in a way that “represents” without claiming to be representative. Think of Off the 60 as a flash-

sample of what you might hear while whiling away a scorching Friday night in traffic, when

everybody’s got their windows open, cooling off the outside with their tunes. As a result, you’ll

hear classic L.A. musical sounds in conversation—mariachi horns, surf guitar, nasally Val-Speak, fat

funky synth, staccato punk growls, metal licks, downtempo samples, polyrhythmic percussion, and

that power pop tone that my Vox amp calls “Cali Clean”— calling and responding across genres

and decades: re-mixing, recontextualized, distorting, hyperembodying those terribly glamorous

L.A. sounds, across this town, our town. Por vida.

—

Off the 60 is dedicated,  Art Leboe-style,  to my SGV homegirl Melissa Contreras-McGavin for always

(even though she lived off the pinche 10 for so long). Mwah.

—

Off the 60: Track Listing–Click to Jump to Track Description

1. “This Town” by The Go-Go’s 

2. “Del-Tone Rock” by Dick Dale and his Del-Tones 

3. “La Bamba” by The Plugz 

4. “Chango” by Ozomatli 

5. “Unyielding Conditioning” by Fishbone 

6. “Blessings” by The Visionaries and the Beat Junkiez 

7. “All Day Music” by WAR 

8. “Concrete Schoolyard” by Jurassic 5 

9. “Cruisin’” by Smokey Robinson 

10. “It was a Good Day” by Ice Cube 

11. “A Million Miles Away” by The Plimsouls 

12. “I Can’t Stand it Anymore” by Union 13 

13. “Jane Says” by Jane’s Addiction 

14. “Destination Unknown” by Missing Persons 

15. “Look Out Weekend” by Debbie Deb 

16. “West Coast Poplock” by Ronnie Hudson and the Street People 

17. “Make Ya Neck Lock” by Medusa and Feline Science 

18. “This Town” by Ceci Bastida with guest Tim Armstrong 

19. “Here Comes the Sun” by Voodoo Glow Skulls 

“This Town” by The Go-Go’s (Beauty and the Beat, I.R.S. Records, 1981): The Go-Go’s were

formed in Hollywood in 1978 by members of the early L.A. punk scene and this song reflects

their lives in that moment. The Go-Go’s initially consisted of Belinda Carlisle (vocals), Jane

Wiedlin (guitar, vocals), Margot Olavarria (bass), and Elissa Bello (drums). Members

1. 
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Charlotte Caffey (guitar), Gina Schock (drums) and Kathy Valentine (bass) were added by

1981, after founding members Margot Olvarria (bass) and Elisa Bello (drums) were fired. The

Go-Go’s were the first female band writing and playing their own music to reach number

one on the Billboard Charts.   This was the first record I purchased with my own money.

“Del-Tone Rock” by Dick Dale and his Del-Tones (The B-Side of “Let’s Go Trippin’,” Deltone

Records, 1961): Dick Dale was born in Boston, Massachusetts and came to Southern

California in 1954—Orange County, but we’ll let that slide—where he was one of the

innovators in the “Surf Music” genre that many still associate with Los Angeles. “Del-Tone

Rock” was the B-Side of the alleged first surf song ever, “Let’s Go Trippin.’” An avid surfer,

Dale sought to imitate with his guitar the sounds that he heard while riding waves—and he

pushed his equipment to the max while doing so (Fender guitars, another Southern

California staple, designed several custom guitars and amps for Dale and still sell a “Dick

Dale Custom Shop Stratocaster” model). My dad once got in trouble for sneaking out to see

Dick Dale play a “stomp” at the Riverside Armory in 1963. I saw him play at the Dragonfly in

1996.

“La Bamba” by The Plugz (Electrify Me, Plugz Records, 1979): The first rock and roll version

of this Mexican folk song was of course recorded by Richie Valens of Pacoima in 1958—he

was first known as “Little Richard of the Valley”—and his life and music inspired countless

musicians after his untimely death at age 17 in a plane crash in Clearlake, Iowa. The Plugz’

punk-rock version both pays homage to Valens and signifies on the outsiderness of his

music career—his manager insisted he whiten his surname by changing it from Valens to

Valenzuela, for example. The Plugz formed in 1977 in East Los Angeles and their version of

“La Bamba” was recorded with the original line-up: Tito Larriva (lead vocals/guitar), Charlie

Quintana (drums), and Barry McBride (bass/backing vocals). The Plugz were staples in the

early LA punk rock scene, but they challenged its Hollywood-centricity with a sound that

also had firm roots in Chicano garage rock from bands like Thee Midnighters. I first heard

The Plugz on the soundtrack to Repo Man, and I can’t tell you how many batteries I went

through fastforwarding from “El Clavo y Cruz” to “Hombre Secreto” and back again.

“Chango” by Ozomatli (Ozomatli, Almo Sounds, 1998): Ozomatli was formed in Los Angeles

in 1995, after meeting through their affiliation with the Peace and Justice Center. A

multiethnic, multiracial collective that, at the time “Chango” was recorded was comprised

of Wil-Dog Abers (bass, vocals), Ulises Bella (clarinet, guitar, tenor saxophone, vocals), Chali

2na (MC), Cut Chemist (DJ), Raúl Pacheco (guitar, vocals), Justin Porée (percussion), Asdru

Sierra (trumpet, vocals) and Jiro Yamaguchi (tabla, cajón, other percussion, vocals),

Ozomatli is unabashedly and proudly political through and through: in their lyrics, in their

brilliantly miscegenated music—described by Bella and Yamaguchi as “that crazy blend

that’s going on between that cacophony of sound” on the streets of L.A. (NPR, 2007)—and in

the shows they choose to perform. Ozomatli famously played their cumbia-funk-hip hop-

salsa-merengue jams in front of the 2000 Democratic Convention in Downtown Los Angeles

and continued to record after the LAPD shut them down and began to shoot rubber bullets,

1. 

1. 

1. 

Sounding Out! • Sounding Out! Podcast #28: Off the 60: A Mix-Tape Dedication to Los Angeles

https://doi.org/10.59350/5gtsg-v7d81 Page 6

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bass_guitar
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Singing
https://doi.org/10.59350/5gtsg-v7d81


tear gas, and pepper spray paint balls at the peacefully gathered crowd (the footage opens

their second record Embrace the Chaos). I included this particular song to also give props

to the way in which Ozo has politicized collective dancing—and dances their politics—I have

seen them play in many diverse venues from the Cal Plaza to the Warped Tour and I have

never seen them fail to move the crowd in more ways than one.

“Unyielding Conditioning” by Fishbone (Give A Monkey A Brain and He’ll Swear He’s the

Center of the Universe, 1993): One of the best (and most virtuostically versatile) bands from

Southern California, hands down, Fishbone was formed by high school buddies John

Norwood Fisher (bass, vocals), Kendall Jones (guitar), Phillip “Fish” Fisher (drums), Angelo

Moore (vocals, saxophone, and theremin); “Dirty” Walter A. Kibby II (vocals, trumpet); and

Christopher Dowd (keyboards, trombone, vocals) in South Central Los Angeles in 1979. Their

coming together is a very 1970s L.A. story; everyone but San Fernando Valley local Moore

was bussed from Compton to the overwhelmingly white high school, an 100 mile round trip

that you can hear in their music. If you have never heard of this wonderful fusion band—

everything from heavy metal to ska to funk to soul to punk—but find that this song sounds

teasingly familiar, consider even just the LA-area bands that have stood on these giant’s

shoulders: the Red Hot Chili Peppers, Jane’s Addiction, No Doubt, the Skeletones, the

Voodoo Glow Skulls, Hepcat. While it has always burned me up that Fishbone has never

seen the level of fame that many of these acts have—too bad you can’t pay the rent with

respect—I refuse to talk about them as a failure, especially not as an act who has

unceasingly worked so hard to portray Los Angeles they live in story and sound. In a recent

interview with the Japanese Metropolis, Norwood Fisher stated: “you know we came from

gang-related neighborhoods, so for me the violence of punk made sense. There was a big

cross-cultural surge, everybody was listening to everything—mod and ska and new wave—

everybody could enjoy it, and for a moment it didn’t matter what color you were.” To create

that “one moment,” Fishbone has never stopped telling the stories of the numerous

moments where it does matter—the tensions embodied in “Unyielding Conditioning”—and

that is why I will always love them. By the way, these veteranos still tour so please support

Fishbone whenever they come to home to play.

“Blessings” by The Visionaries and the Beat Junkiez (Galleries, Up Above Records 1998). 

This virtuostic Los Angeles hip hop super group in the tradition of multicultural, multiracial

Angeleno musical collectives like WAR and Ozomatli, blends the MC talents of Visionaries 2

Mex, LMNO, Lord Zen, Dannu, Key Kool, and DJ Rhettmatic with the legendary turntablist

crew the World Famous Beat Junkies (who were formed in Orange County in 1992 by J-Rocc)

and whose members over the years have included Rhettmatic, Curse, Melo-D, D-Styles, Red-

Jay, Havik, Tommy Gun, & What?!, Symphony, DJ Babu (also of Dilated Peoples) and Mr. Choc.

The cream of the backpack crop, this group was the sound of L.A. underground positivity for

myself and so many artists, writers, and musicians I knew in the 2000s. Not to mention that

this amazing downtempo beat also reminds me of dancing with my best girls at turn-of-

the-millennium late night chill spots all over the city—after long days grinding hard,

working toward our Ph.D.s in American Studies and Ethnicity at USC—life-affirming spots

1. 

1. 
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like the Little Temple, Carbon, Bounce Rock Skate, the Dub Club, the Root Down, and Nappy

at the Roots at the Fais Do Do.

“All Day Music” by WAR (All Day Music, United Artists, 1972) The title song from their first

album after changing their name from “Eric Burdon and WAR,” “All Day Music” is a musical

manifesto of sorts for the multiethnic 7-piece funk/soul band that came together in 1969 in

Long Beach (although the core of the band had been together since 1962 as The Creators).

The new line-up was comprised of Howard Scott (guitar, percussion, vocals), B.B. Dickerson

(bass, percussion, vocals), Lonnie Jordan (organ, piano, percussion, vocals), Harold Brown

(drums, percussion, vocals), Harold Brown (drums, percussion, vocals), Papa Dee Allen

(conga, bongos, percussion, vocals), Charles Miller (flute, sax, percussion, vocals), and Lee

Oskar (harmonica, percussion, vocals). The gentle strains of this song always take me right

back simultaneously to the parks I have loved in in Los Angeles—Pan Pacific Park, Lincoln

Park, MacArthur Park, Elysian Park, and Echo Park.

“Concrete Schoolyard” by Jurassic 5 (Jurassic 5, TVT/Interscope, 1998) Jurassic 5 formed

like Voltron back in 1994, from the wreckage of two earlier hip hop groups,Rebels of

Rhythm and Unity Committee, and was made up MCs Charles Stewart (Chali 2na), Dante

Givens (Akil), Courtenay Henderson (Zaakir), Marc Stuart (Mark 7even), and disc

jockeys Mark Potsic (DJ Nu-Mark) and Lucas Macfadden (Cut Chemist)—both Cut Chemist

and Chali 2na were also in Ozomatli until 2000. J5 cut their teeth at L.A.’s legendary “Good

Life,” a South Central health food store owned by B. Hall that became an influential hotbed

of rhyme in the early 1990s, hosting a “no cursing” open-mic night that nurtured innovative

acts like J5, Medusa, the Pharcyde, and the Freestyle Fellowship. While I didn’t make it to

Leimert in time for The Good Life, I loved Thursdays at Project Blowed, the next incarnation

of the hip hop workshop held at filmmaker Ben Caldwell’s community arts, multimedia, and

performance space, KAOS Network, which he founded in 1990. It is still held every Thursday

night at 43rd Place and Leimert Blvd., and will be celebrating its 20 Anniversary on

12/29/14. Follow @Blowdians for the latest.

“Cruisin’” by Smokey Robinson (Where There’s Smoke, Motown/Tamla 1979) Smokey

Robinson was already quite famous as a Motown originator by the time he scored this

throwback hit at the end of the disco era. Motown had been based in Los Angeles since

1972, and this song—an instant classic in the Lowrider Oldie genre co-written by Robinson

and fellow Miracle Marv Taupin—shows just how much L.A. had impacted the label,

especially Latino car culture. Now a staple on Art Laboe’s “Killer Oldies,” a long-running Los

Angeles radio show famous for playing “Oldies but Goodies” by special request. Give your

loved one a musical shout out by calling 800-681-2121 M-F between 7pm-Mid and Sun 6pm-

Mid PST.

“It was a Good Day” by Ice Cube (The Predator, Priority Records, 1993) Born O’Shea Jackson

in Compton, Ice Cube took on his famous moniker when he joined old school rap group CIA

1. 

1. 

th 

1. 
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in the mid-1980s (the group sang backing vocals on “Cabbage Patch”—remember that?) and

then became a member of legendary hip hop group NWA in 1986. He went solo upon NWA’s

break up in 1989 and produced club bangers for a good many years. I almost picked “Bop

Gun” for this compilation—I love the George Clinton reference and the way it so perfectly

captures the best vibes of the 1990s—but there is a world of LA knowledge embedded in

the way in which the minor key sample from the Isley Brothers’ beautiful 1977 hit

“Footsteps in the Dark” subtly undercuts Ice Cube’s Southern California fantasy that it could

only be this song. Not to mention the long afterlife of “Good Day”: while I usually shy away

from gross generalizations, I think I am safe to say that everyone who grew up in the L.A.

region in the 1990s has a special love for this song. It is the day by which many of our good

days are judged. People have such enduring love for the song that someone at the blog 

Murk Avenue spent many many hours using context clues to determine once and for all

that this legendary good day was in fact, January 20, 1992. While you may have missed its

twentieth anniversary, it’s not too late to order up the blimp for the 25  in 2017.

“A Million Miles Away” by The Plimsouls (Everywhere At Once, Geffen, 1983) Formed in 

Paramount, from the ashes of the power pop/punk trio The Nerves in 1978—who performed

the killer original version of “Hanging On The Telephone,” covered more famously by New

Yawk’s Blondie—the classic line up includes singer, guitarist and songwriter Peter Case,

drummer Louie Ramírez, guitarist Eddie Munoz and bassist Dave Pahoa. Their first break

came when Long Beach promoter Stephen Zepeda signed the group to his Beat

Records label for a five-song EP called Zero Hour, whose title song received a lot of KROQ

airplay. Their second crack at fame occurred when they were hired as the “club band” in

the film Valley Girl (1983), which my little sister and I watched over and over again, thanks

to ON Television and lax babysitters.As a result, this song was the soundtrack to some of

my earliest LA dreamings, and it—plus a very young Nicolas Cage as the rough guy from

“over the hill” in Hollywood—gave punk rock boys permanent real estate in my heart.

“I Can’t Stand it Anymore” by Union 13 (East Los Presents. . ., Epitaph Records, 1997) 

Formed in Boyle Heights in 1992, and influenced by punk rock, hardcore, metal, and their

shared Mexican—Central American upbringing, the original lineup on this recording

consisted of Edward Escoto on vocals, José Mercado and Ben Sandoval on guitars, Jerry

Navarro on bass, and Louie Villareal on drums. I eventually spent so much time with these

guys, in vans and in clubs on both sides of the border, that even though I haven’t seen

them in years, I still think of Union 13 like family—even more so after they played a show in

my backyard in Riverside and they got into a friendly familial brawl in the front. 

“Jane Says” by Jane’s Addiction (Nothing’s Shocking, Triple XXX Records, 1988): This band

came together in Venice in 1985 out of the remains of Psi-Com, the first LA-area band of

Queens transplant Perry Farrell (government name Peretz Bernstein) and included Dave

Navarro (guitarist), Eric Avery (bass), and Stephen Perkins (drums). Both this song and the

band were named after the struggles of Farrell’s drug addicted roommate, Jane Bainter,

whom he lived with on Wilton Street in Hollywood in the early days of the band’s history.

th
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My first history with this song begins with high school subjection coupled with a lustful

yearning for the sound of the bohemian unknown; I remember my best friend was almost

suspended for wearing a Nothing’s Shocking T-Shirt to school because it featured plaster

casts of naked women with their hair on fire—“but the female body is beautiful” I

remember her saying, as she reluctantly turned the shirt inside out. The second is of

moving to Los Angeles and living in Koreatown, on the fabled St. Andrews street mentioned

in the song, and though the intensity of my feeling sfor this band had long since faded,

“Jane Says” would pop into my head at least once a day as I headed out to hit the red line,

find a coffee shop, walk past the Wiltern on my way to the Sav-on, or grab some Pho 2000

in the middle of the night. And I would stop, look up at the gently waving palm fronds, and

remember that no matter what was going on in my life—high drama, money struggles, the

mundanity of getting older—“at least I live in Los Angeles.”

“Destination Unknown” by Missing Persons (Spring Session M, Capitol Records, 1982) 

Missing Persons, a new wave staple on the radio and MTV in its infancy, were founded in

1980 in Los Angeles by Warren Cuccurullo (guitar), Dale Bozzio (vocalist), Terry Bozzio

(drummer) and later Patrick O’Hearn (bass) and Chuck Wild (keyboard). While this song is

much lesser known that “Walking in L.A.”—which I still get asked about occasionally out

here on the East Coast. . .”is it true?” . . .um, once and for all, “NO!”—I think it really captures

a particular alternative New Wave sonic alterity that scholar, poet, and Highland Park native

Wanda Alarcon describes in an SO! post entitled “Last Night a DJ Saved My Life” as having

told her “there were options out there. . .and that was all I needed to survive—to save my

queer soul.” Sometimes not knowing your destination can be truly liberatory.

“Look Out Weekend” by Debbie Deb (single on Jam Packed Records, 1984) While the bad

ass Deborah Claire Wesoff-Kowalski (known of course as Debbie Deb) was born in Brooklyn

and raised in Miami, she is an honorary Angelena as far as I am concerned. Her music was

the soundtrack to many an Aqua Net set as my friends and I teased our bangs to untold

heights to hit Roller City 2001, or later to attempt to rule the dance floor (and work out our

Riverside-ness) at Hollywood’s Florentine Gardens—a basketball gym-sized dance floor

replete with go-go dancers, a taco bar on the patio, a dress-to-impress crowd and a broad

spectrum of ground effects in the parking lot. We loved it so much we claimed the sound of

Miami freestyle as “L.A. Disco.” To this day, when I throw on Deb at a party, I can’t help but

smell Drakkar Noir and the scent of burning eyeliner pencils—well, how do you soften it to

make your Cleopatra-eyes?. Then, as now, I used Deb’s pounding beat, synth stabs, and

tough girl vocals to armor myself for life’s increasing challenges—to transform “Oh, what 

now?” into that world-famous and oh-so-necessary L.A. challenge “So now what?” And I

thank her profusely for that.

“West Coast Poplock” by Ronnie Hudson and the Street People (Single on HouseJam

Records, 1982) In this multi-layered song by early Los Angeles B-Boys, Ronnie Hudson and

the Street People, you can hear the echoes of earlier hits—lyrical shout outs to “Rapper’s

Delight” by The Sugar Gang (1979) and Zapp and Roger’s “So Ruff, So Tuff” (1981) as well as a
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killer hook borrowed from Booker T. and the M.G.’s “Bootleg” (1965)—and some really

excellent futureshocks of the many L.A. acts to later sample it in songs like Mixmaster

Spade and the Compton Posse’s “Genius is Back” (1988), N.W.A.’s “Straight Outta Compton”

(1988), Dr. Dre and Snoop Dogg’s “Nuthin’ But a G Thang” (1992), and Tupac and Dr. Dre’s

much beloved monster hit “California Love” (1994). But you can also listen for the way its

soundscape takes you back to the days when pop-locking ruled the scene so hard that

Ronnie Hudson made a special version called “East Coast Poplock” to take the moves

created by Don Campbell, a commercial art student at L.A. Trade Tech, all the way to the

other coast.

“Make Ya Neck Lock” by Medusa and Feline Science (Undaground Crewed, Project Blowed,

2002). Another amazing fusion artist who should not be an LA-area secret, Medusa (also

known as Baby NeNe, Triple Kahlua, Sister Monet, Medusa, Microfro, and that “cool-playa-

pimp nigga Sean”)began her long Los Angeles reign as a 16 year old pop-locker with the

Groove-Atrons and honed her rhyme talents at The Good Life Café (and later Project

Blowed) in Leimert Park, along with Freestyle Fellowship,Yo Yo, J5 and the Pharcyde.

Medusa, along with her live back-up band and hip hop crew Feline Science—which includes

a DJ, drummer, bassist, keyboard, percussionist, guitar and background singers—has reigned

supreme on the L.A. club circuit for many years, most famously transforming the Fais Do-Do

on West Adams into her own personal queendom called “Nappy at the Roots”—a fecund

female and queer-friendly performance space for innovative acts that fused musics from

across the city like Quetzal, Wozani, and Burning Spear—where she always brought down

the house. I can vouch—I was a devoted subject for all of the years I lived in L.A.

“This Town” by Ceci Bastida with guest Tim Armstrong (Veo La Marea, EMI, 2008). Ceci

Bastida has been an integral part of the transborder music culture circulating between 

Tijuana and Los Angeles since age 15, when she joined what would become one of the

most classic Rock en Español bands, Tijuana NO!, as a singer, keyboardist and songwriter.

While with TN!, Ceci collaborated with bands like Fishbone and Manu Chao. After leaving

the band in 2000, she played with Julieta Venegas’s band for seven years, whereupon she

started her solo turn, from which this track is taken, a bi-lingual, multi-genre revisioning of

the Go-Go’s 1980s Valley soundscape, one that reminds listeners that the founder of the

Go-Go’s was actually Chicana punk rocker Margot Olvarria (who was eventually kicked out

of the group for refusing to conform to the band’s shift from punk aggression to power pop

harmonies). I’ll forgive her the guesting by Rancid’s Tim Armstrong, because I love this song

so much, especially its movements from English to Spanish to Spanglish, its deft

juxtapositions of sounds and musical styles, and the way it manages to be celebratory and

confrontational all at once. It’s might be our town, but it’s still “so ruff, so tuff out here,

baby.”

“Here Comes the Sun” by Voodoo Glow Skulls (Who Is This Is?, Dr. Strange Records, 1994) 

Founded in La Sierra (an unincorporated area in Riverside County), Inland Empire Chicano

punk-ska-metal band the Voodoo Glow Skulls have been at it since 1989. The “classic” line-
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up has a trio of brothers at its heart: Frank Casillas (Vocals), Eddie Casillas (Guitar) and

Jorge Casillas (bass), with a pulse provided by Jerry O’Neill (drums), and the unique warped

mariachi-1950s rock bop horn sounds provided by Joe McNally (trumpet), Joey Hernandez

(sax), and Brodie Johnson (trombone). Confession: I have known Joe since elementary

school and Brodie since he was a high school metal head and you can still read their bio I

wrote for Epitaph 1996 here (and they say the Internet is ephemeral!). Even though I have

some personal rough water under the bridge where VGS is concerned—an ex, and that’s all

I am gonna say—I haven’t stopped loving this song, a speeded-up Beatles cover that

embodies the tensions, excitement, danger, and hope in California’s eternal promise of new

beginnings.

–

Jennifer Stoever is co-founder and Editor-in-Chief  for Sounding Out! She teaches African

American literature and sound studies at Binghamton University and was a former Fellow at the

Society for the Humanities at Cornell University (2011-2012). You can catch her full CV at http://

jenniferstoever.com/

—

Featured image borrowed from Flickr user Daniel Orth.

—
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CLICK HERE TO DOWNLOAD: Off the 60: A Mix-Tape Dedication to Los Angeles


SUBSCRIBE TO THE SERIES VIA ITUNES


ADD OUR PODCASTS TO YOUR STITCHER FAVORITES PLAYLIST


–


Off the 60: A Mix-Tape Dedication to Los Angeles


With the slight return of warmth to the East Coast of the U.S. and Tropics of Meta’s very recent release of Troy Andreas Araiza Kokinis’s fantastic history“’The Sky is Black and the Asphalt Blue’: Placing El Monte in the Early LA Punk Rock Scene” and its accompanying archival project (bring your old flyers and pics down to scan at Bridgetown DIY, 1421 N. Valinda Ave, La Puente, CA on May 3rd from 2-6 pm), we thought it was high time to bring Jennifer Stoever-Ackerman’s LA mixtape Off the 60 into the sunlight for everyone to bump with their windows down.


Off the 60 was initially commissioned as a sonic installation for the re:present L.A. Exhibition at East LA’s Vincent Price Museum from May 3 – July 27, 2012. re:present L.A. was curated by Museum Studies students at Claremont Graduate University (and coordinated by performance artist, scholar, and poet reina alejandra prado saldivar, who wrote about the experience for SO! in 2011). The exhibit sought “to explore, challenge, and depict the multiple representations of Los Angeles that responds to the present social landscapes of city” through both sight and sound.” Click these links for the exhibit’s virtual catalogue and list of participating artists. Both the liner notes and the track listing have been modified slightly from the original for publication here.


—


Off the 60: Liner Notes


When I began to make this mix-tape that somehow would re-present L.A. in a mere 80 minutes, my enabling fantasy was that I could make a playlist that would be my musical calling card, a sonic Rosetta Stone for “home” that would unravel the complex knot of feelings about L.A. I carry around with me, something I could share with my son, whom I am somewhat reluctantly raising as a New Yorker. You know, a musical study guide so the sounds that raised and shaped me could tell him all the things I just can’t put into words about Los Angeles, namely how much music and place are wrapped together in my memory’s DNA. Therefore, this mix deliberately dates and locates me, enabling, in the words of Ronnie Hudson’s “West Coast Poplock,” the intimate knowledge of “listening to the map.” And—there was more than a little magical thinking involved here—I thought that perhaps if I arranged these songs just so, then the barren Sleepy Hollow landscape of wintry upstate New York would transform itself into the desiccated foothills, dried river beds, and dense strip malls of Southern California. I’d turn a bend and, with a little help from the Go-Go’s and Union 13, 79 would suddenly become “the” 60.


[image: 60 freeway]And thus the title, a tongue-in-cheek reference to J.Lo’s debut album On the 6 (1999), named after the subway line between Manhattan and the Bronx, where she grew up. Off the 60 references the freeway whose red brake lights stretch between Los Angeles and Riverside, my hometown, and the mix is just the right length for a one-way trip, provided there’s no traffic (I told you there was some magical thinking involved here!). The 60 is one of the most heavily trafficked commuter pathways in the country; I know people in Riv who will make this 60-mile drive 5 days a week, 51 weeks a year, for decades (I have also met people in Los Angeles who had never made this trip east, and who used to look askance at my 951 cell number, in the same way that my current 323 area code causes looks of consternation to New Yorkers). For many people coming of age in the Inland Empire, Los Angeles exerts a tidal pull, and we make many trips there before hitting the commuter treadmill—in family cars, in our imaginations, in movies, in books, on school busses and tour busses, in broken-down band vans, in hoopties borrowed from our friend’s uncle that may not make the return trip—and some of us make that 60-mile move West and never really come back, like me. I ended up living on St. Andrews instead of only singing about it.


[image: Riverside 60]But you never know, The Riv has a deep hold on people. I closed Off the 60 with a band from Riverside, old friends of mine Chicano punk rockers the Voodoo Glow Skulls, because one second you are going to law school in Queens or Dap-Toning with Sharon Jones and the next you are back, public defending in San Bernardino or married with big fam filling a house by Mt. Rubidoux, respectively. True stories. But I am already taking a detour Off the 60, in the hopes that the music on this mix invites you to do that. Unlike J.Lo’s subway, you can’t stay on the 60 and really get to know Riverside, Los Angeles, or all the many places in between that are intertwined socially, historically, culturally and economically with both cities: Glen Avon. Corona. Chino. Diamond Bar. Rowland Heights. La Puente. Hacienda Heights. El Monte. Montebello. East L.A. Boyle Heights.


A sonic exit ramp of sorts, Off the 60 is a mix-tape in digital format, crafted in the old style: a painstaking arrangement of songs really familiar and much beloved to me, listened to obsessively throughout the process to create fresh transitions that are laden with significance—and of course, car tested L.A.-style until smooth like butter.   For Off the 60, I deliberately picked songs without the aid of Wikipedia or any of the copious L.A song lists, sitting down with just a blank page, my memory, and a sharp pencil (as I hope you can tell by many of the songs, I’m kinda old school) to come up with a set of songs that aren’t necessarily about L.A., but of it. This is a small, symbolic sample of the music that once scored my life in the Southland from the 1970s-the 2000s through the perspective of my current “home away from home” in New York. Now, in what my colleague and homegrrl Karen Tongson (another Riversidean, now turned proud Silver Lake home owner) has poignantly dubbed “remote intimacy” in Relocations (New York University Press, 2011).  And these sounds still make me feel L.A. even though I often feel like I live “a million miles away.” I hope you feel it too.


[image: 9297628099_7ab788f0a8_b]The songs on Off the 60 are arranged to speak to each other, sometimes sonically, sometimes thematically, sometimes historically (and occasionally I pull off the trifecta! Listen carefully!). I designed the mix to flow along with the narrative rhythms of a timeless (yet intentionally dated) Saturday in L.A., from waking up with the sound of Friday night still in your ears to basking in the warm afternoon—which can feel so good you almost get knocked off your game—until the purplish-orange twilight descends, with its regret and uncertainty, on into the pulsing promises of the night. Sonically blending vulnerability with hardness—and revealing both where you least expect them—I hope the songs on this mix share an overall L.A. vibe that is more than merely the sum total of the musical parts, a feeling that’s ephemeral and hard to put your finger on, but—paradoxically—one whose resonance lasts.


And because I am a sound/music scholar in addition to a product of the 714 909 951, you’ll get plenty of L.A. music history through this this mix. All the bands featured are based in L.A. or Riverside, except for two artists whom I have awarded honorary Angeleno status: Smokey Robinson and Debbie Deb. Never mind the fact Motown had already moved to L.A. by the time Robinson’s “Crusin’” was released in 1982 and he used to host one of my favorite radio shows on 92.3 in the 2000s, but these two songs have bumped out of so many cars, clubs, backyard parties and Art Leboe sets that both Smoke and Deb own some symbolic real estate in Southern California, at least in my heart.


In putting the work of so many different L.A. artists together, I challenged myself to create a coherent musical feel without placing songs from similar genres, scenes, or time periods right next to each other. I worked hard to create a sense of the diversity of the Los Angeles area without being either gratuitously culture clash-y or post-multiculti Velveeta, but using sound to make palpable both the dissonant tensions and the productive energies of everyday encounters in the city in a way that “represents” without claiming to be representative. Think of Off the 60 as a flash-sample of what you might hear while whiling away a scorching Friday night in traffic, when everybody’s got their windows open, cooling off the outside with their tunes. As a result, you’ll hear classic L.A. musical sounds in conversation—mariachi horns, surf guitar, nasally Val-Speak, fat funky synth, staccato punk growls, metal licks, downtempo samples, polyrhythmic percussion, and that power pop tone that my Vox amp calls “Cali Clean”— calling and responding across genres and decades: re-mixing, recontextualized, distorting, hyperembodying those terribly glamorous L.A. sounds, across this town, our town. Por vida.


—


Off the 60 is dedicated,  Art Leboe-style,  to my SGV homegirl Melissa Contreras-McGavin for always (even though she lived off the pinche 10 for so long). Mwah.


—


Off the 60: Track Listing–Click to Jump to Track Description


1.  “This Town” by The Go-Go’s 

2.  “Del-Tone Rock” by Dick Dale and his Del-Tones 

3.  “La Bamba” by The Plugz 

4.  “Chango” by Ozomatli 

5.  “Unyielding Conditioning” by Fishbone 

6.  “Blessings” by The Visionaries and the Beat Junkiez 

7.  “All Day Music” by WAR 

8.  “Concrete Schoolyard” by Jurassic 5 

9.  “Cruisin’” by Smokey Robinson 

10.  “It was a Good Day” by Ice Cube 

11.  “A Million Miles Away” by The Plimsouls 

12.  “I Can’t Stand it Anymore” by Union 13 

13.  “Jane Says” by Jane’s Addiction 

14.  “Destination Unknown” by Missing Persons 

15.  “Look Out Weekend” by Debbie Deb 

16.  “West Coast Poplock” by Ronnie Hudson and the Street People 

17.  “Make Ya Neck Lock” by Medusa and Feline Science 

18.  “This Town” by Ceci Bastida with guest Tim Armstrong 

19.  “Here Comes the Sun” by Voodoo Glow Skulls 
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		“This Town” by The Go-Go’s (Beauty and the Beat, I.R.S. Records, 1981): The Go-Go’s were formed in Hollywood in 1978 by members of the early L.A. punk scene and this song reflects their lives in that moment. The Go-Go’s initially consisted of Belinda Carlisle (vocals), Jane Wiedlin (guitar, vocals), Margot Olavarria (bass), and Elissa Bello (drums). Members Charlotte Caffey (guitar), Gina Schock (drums) and Kathy Valentine (bass) were added by 1981, after founding members Margot Olvarria (bass) and Elisa Bello (drums) were fired. The Go-Go’s were the first female band writing and playing their own music to reach number one on the Billboard Charts.   This was the first record I purchased with my own money.





[bookmark: 2]



		“Del-Tone Rock” by Dick Dale and his Del-Tones (The B-Side of “Let’s Go Trippin’,” Deltone Records, 1961): Dick Dale was born in Boston, Massachusetts and came to Southern California in 1954—Orange County, but we’ll let that slide—where he was one of the innovators in the “Surf Music” genre that many still associate with Los Angeles. “Del-Tone Rock” was the B-Side of the alleged first surf song ever, “Let’s Go Trippin.’” An avid surfer, Dale sought to imitate with his guitar the sounds that he heard while riding waves—and he pushed his equipment to the max while doing so (Fender guitars, another Southern California staple, designed several custom guitars and amps for Dale and still sell a “Dick Dale Custom Shop Stratocaster” model). My dad once got in trouble for sneaking out to see Dick Dale play a “stomp” at the Riverside Armory in 1963. I saw him play at the Dragonfly in 1996.
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		“La Bamba” by The Plugz (Electrify Me, Plugz Records, 1979): The first rock and roll version of this Mexican folk song was of course recorded by Richie Valens of Pacoima in 1958—he was first known as “Little Richard of the Valley”—and his life and music inspired countless musicians after his untimely death at age 17 in a plane crash in Clearlake, Iowa. The Plugz’ punk-rock version both pays homage to Valens and signifies on the outsiderness of his music career—his manager insisted he whiten his surname by changing it from Valens to Valenzuela, for example. The Plugz formed in 1977 in East Los Angeles and their version of “La Bamba” was recorded with the original line-up: Tito Larriva (lead vocals/guitar), Charlie Quintana (drums), and Barry McBride (bass/backing vocals). The Plugz were staples in the early LA punk rock scene, but they challenged its Hollywood-centricity with a sound that also had firm roots in Chicano garage rock from bands like Thee Midnighters. I first heard The Plugz on the soundtrack to Repo Man, and I can’t tell you how many batteries I went through fastforwarding from “El Clavo y Cruz” to “Hombre Secreto” and back again.
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		“Chango” by Ozomatli (Ozomatli, Almo Sounds, 1998): Ozomatli was formed in Los Angeles in 1995, after meeting through their affiliation with the Peace and Justice Center. A multiethnic, multiracial collective that, at the time “Chango” was recorded was comprised of Wil-Dog Abers (bass, vocals), Ulises Bella (clarinet, guitar, tenor saxophone, vocals), Chali 2na (MC), Cut Chemist (DJ), Raúl Pacheco (guitar, vocals), Justin Porée (percussion), Asdru Sierra (trumpet, vocals) and Jiro Yamaguchi (tabla, cajón, other percussion, vocals), Ozomatli is unabashedly and proudly political through and through: in their lyrics, in their brilliantly miscegenated music—described by Bella and Yamaguchi as “that crazy blend that’s going on between that cacophony of sound” on the streets of L.A. (NPR, 2007)—and in the shows they choose to perform. Ozomatli famously played their cumbia-funk-hip hop-salsa-merengue jams in front of the 2000 Democratic Convention in Downtown Los Angeles and continued to record after the LAPD shut them down and began to shoot rubber bullets, tear gas, and pepper spray paint balls at the peacefully gathered crowd (the footage opens their second record Embrace the Chaos). I included this particular song to also give props to the way in which Ozo has politicized collective dancing—and dances their politics—I have seen them play in many diverse venues from the Cal Plaza to the Warped Tour and I have never seen them fail to move the crowd in more ways than one.
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		“Unyielding Conditioning” by Fishbone (Give A Monkey A Brain and He’ll Swear He’s the Center of the Universe, 1993): One of the best (and most virtuostically versatile) bands from Southern California, hands down, Fishbone was formed by high school buddies John Norwood Fisher (bass, vocals), Kendall Jones (guitar), Phillip “Fish” Fisher (drums), Angelo Moore (vocals, saxophone, and theremin); “Dirty” Walter A. Kibby II (vocals, trumpet); and Christopher Dowd (keyboards, trombone, vocals) in South Central Los Angeles in 1979. Their coming together is a very 1970s L.A. story; everyone but San Fernando Valley local Moore was bussed from Compton to the overwhelmingly white high school, an 100 mile round trip that you can hear in their music. If you have never heard of this wonderful fusion band—everything from heavy metal to ska to funk to soul to punk—but find that this song sounds teasingly familiar, consider even just the LA-area bands that have stood on these giant’s shoulders: the Red Hot Chili Peppers, Jane’s Addiction, No Doubt, the Skeletones, the Voodoo Glow Skulls, Hepcat. While it has always burned me up that Fishbone has never seen the level of fame that many of these acts have—too bad you can’t pay the rent with respect—I refuse to talk about them as a failure, especially not as an act who has unceasingly worked so hard to portray Los Angeles they live in story and sound. In a recent interview with the Japanese Metropolis, Norwood Fisher stated: “you know we came from gang-related neighborhoods, so for me the violence of punk made sense. There was a big cross-cultural surge, everybody was listening to everything—mod and ska and new wave—everybody could enjoy it, and for a moment it didn’t matter what color you were.” To create that “one moment,” Fishbone has never stopped telling the stories of the numerous moments where it does matter—the tensions embodied in “Unyielding Conditioning”—and that is why I will always love them. By the way, these veteranos still tour so please support Fishbone whenever they come to home to play.
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		“Blessings” by The Visionaries and the Beat Junkiez (Galleries, Up Above Records 1998). This virtuostic Los Angeles hip hop super group in the tradition of multicultural, multiracial Angeleno musical collectives like WAR and Ozomatli, blends the MC talents of Visionaries 2 Mex, LMNO, Lord Zen, Dannu, Key Kool, and DJ Rhettmatic with the legendary turntablist crew the World Famous Beat Junkies (who were formed in Orange County in 1992 by J-Rocc) and whose members over the years have included Rhettmatic, Curse, Melo-D, D-Styles, Red-Jay, Havik, Tommy Gun, & What?!, Symphony, DJ Babu (also of Dilated Peoples) and Mr. Choc. The cream of the backpack crop, this group was the sound of L.A. underground positivity for myself and so many artists, writers, and musicians I knew in the 2000s. Not to mention that this amazing downtempo beat also reminds me of dancing with my best girls at turn-of-the-millennium late night chill spots all over the city—after long days grinding hard, working toward our Ph.D.s in American Studies and Ethnicity at USC—life-affirming spots like the Little Temple, Carbon, Bounce Rock Skate, the Dub Club, the Root Down, and Nappy at the Roots at the Fais Do Do.
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		“All Day Music” by WAR (All Day Music, United Artists, 1972) The title song from their first album after changing their name from “Eric Burdon and WAR,” “All Day Music” is a musical manifesto of sorts for the multiethnic 7-piece funk/soul band that came together in 1969 in Long Beach (although the core of the band had been together since 1962 as The Creators). The new line-up was comprised of Howard Scott (guitar, percussion, vocals), B.B. Dickerson (bass, percussion, vocals), Lonnie Jordan (organ, piano, percussion, vocals), Harold Brown (drums, percussion, vocals), Harold Brown (drums, percussion, vocals), Papa Dee Allen (conga, bongos, percussion, vocals), Charles Miller (flute, sax, percussion, vocals), and Lee Oskar (harmonica, percussion, vocals). The gentle strains of this song always take me right back simultaneously to the parks I have loved in in Los Angeles—Pan Pacific Park, Lincoln Park, MacArthur Park, Elysian Park, and Echo Park.
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		“Concrete Schoolyard” by Jurassic 5 (Jurassic 5, TVT/Interscope, 1998) Jurassic 5 formed like Voltron back in 1994, from the wreckage of two earlier hip hop groups,Rebels of Rhythm and Unity Committee, and was made up MCs Charles Stewart (Chali 2na), Dante Givens (Akil), Courtenay Henderson (Zaakir), Marc Stuart (Mark 7even), and disc jockeys Mark Potsic (DJ Nu-Mark) and Lucas Macfadden (Cut Chemist)—both Cut Chemist and Chali 2na were also in Ozomatli until 2000. J5 cut their teeth at L.A.’s legendary “Good Life,” a South Central health food store owned by B. Hall that became an influential hotbed of rhyme in the early 1990s, hosting a “no cursing” open-mic night that nurtured innovative acts like J5, Medusa, the Pharcyde, and the Freestyle Fellowship. While I didn’t make it to Leimert in time for The Good Life, I loved Thursdays at Project Blowed, the next incarnation of the hip hop workshop held at filmmaker Ben Caldwell’s community arts, multimedia, and performance space, KAOS Network, which he founded in 1990. It is still held every Thursday night at 43rd Place and Leimert Blvd., and will be celebrating its 20th Anniversary on 12/29/14. Follow @Blowdians for the latest.
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		“Cruisin’” by Smokey Robinson (Where There’s Smoke, Motown/Tamla 1979) Smokey Robinson was already quite famous as a Motown originator by the time he scored this throwback hit at the end of the disco era. Motown had been based in Los Angeles since 1972, and this song—an instant classic in the Lowrider Oldie genre co-written by Robinson and fellow Miracle Marv Taupin—shows just how much L.A. had impacted the label, especially Latino car culture. Now a staple on Art Laboe’s “Killer Oldies,” a long-running Los Angeles radio show famous for playing “Oldies but Goodies” by special request. Give your loved one a musical shout out by calling 800-681-2121 M-F between 7pm-Mid and Sun 6pm-Mid PST.
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		“It was a Good Day” by Ice Cube (The Predator, Priority Records, 1993) Born O’Shea Jackson in Compton, Ice Cube took on his famous moniker when he joined old school rap group CIA in the mid-1980s (the group sang backing vocals on “Cabbage Patch”—remember that?) and then became a member of legendary hip hop group NWA in 1986. He went solo upon NWA’s break up in 1989 and produced club bangers for a good many years. I almost picked “Bop Gun” for this compilation—I love the George Clinton reference and the way it so perfectly captures the best vibes of the 1990s—but there is a world of LA knowledge embedded in the way in which the minor key sample from the Isley Brothers’ beautiful 1977 hit “Footsteps in the Dark” subtly undercuts Ice Cube’s Southern California fantasy that it could only be this song. Not to mention the long afterlife of “Good Day”: while I usually shy away from gross generalizations, I think I am safe to say that everyone who grew up in the L.A. region in the 1990s has a special love for this song. It is the day by which many of our good days are judged. People have such enduring love for the song that someone at the blog Murk Avenue spent many many hours using context clues to determine once and for all that this legendary good day was in fact, January 20, 1992. While you may have missed its twentieth anniversary, it’s not too late to order up the blimp for the 25th in 2017.
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		“A Million Miles Away” by The Plimsouls (Everywhere At Once, Geffen, 1983) Formed in Paramount, from the ashes of the power pop/punk trio The Nerves in 1978—who performed the killer original version of “Hanging On The Telephone,” covered more famously by New Yawk’s Blondie—the classic line up includes singer, guitarist and songwriter Peter Case, drummer Louie Ramírez, guitarist Eddie Munoz and bassist Dave Pahoa. Their first break came when Long Beach promoter Stephen Zepeda signed the group to his Beat Records label for a five-song EP called Zero Hour, whose title song received a lot of KROQ airplay. Their second crack at fame occurred when they were hired as the “club band” in the film Valley Girl (1983), which my little sister and I watched over and over again, thanks to ON Television and lax babysitters.As a result, this song was the soundtrack to some of my earliest LA dreamings, and it—plus a very young Nicolas Cage as the rough guy from “over the hill” in Hollywood—gave punk rock boys permanent real estate in my heart.
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		“I Can’t Stand it Anymore” by Union 13 (East Los Presents. . ., Epitaph Records, 1997) Formed in Boyle Heights in 1992, and influenced by punk rock, hardcore, metal, and their shared Mexican—Central American upbringing, the original lineup on this recording consisted of Edward Escoto on vocals, José Mercado and Ben Sandoval on guitars, Jerry Navarro on bass, and Louie Villareal on drums. I eventually spent so much time with these guys, in vans and in clubs on both sides of the border, that even though I haven’t seen them in years, I still think of Union 13 like family—even more so after they played a show in my backyard in Riverside and they got into a friendly familial brawl in the front. 
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		“Jane Says” by Jane’s Addiction (Nothing’s Shocking, Triple XXX Records, 1988): This band came together in Venice in 1985 out of the remains of Psi-Com, the first LA-area band of Queens transplant Perry Farrell (government name Peretz Bernstein) and included Dave Navarro (guitarist), Eric Avery (bass), and Stephen Perkins (drums). Both this song and the band were named after the struggles of Farrell’s drug addicted roommate, Jane Bainter, whom he lived with on Wilton Street in Hollywood in the early days of the band’s history. My first history with this song begins with high school subjection coupled with a lustful yearning for the sound of the bohemian unknown; I remember my best friend was almost suspended for wearing a Nothing’s Shocking T-Shirt to school because it featured plaster casts of naked women with their hair on fire—“but the female body is beautiful” I remember her saying, as she reluctantly turned the shirt inside out. The second is of moving to Los Angeles and living in Koreatown, on the fabled St. Andrews street mentioned in the song, and though the intensity of my feeling sfor this band had long since faded, “Jane Says” would pop into my head at least once a day as I headed out to hit the red line, find a coffee shop, walk past the Wiltern on my way to the Sav-on, or grab some Pho 2000 in the middle of the night. And I would stop, look up at the gently waving palm fronds, and remember that no matter what was going on in my life—high drama, money struggles, the mundanity of getting older—“at least I live in Los Angeles.”
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		“Destination Unknown” by Missing Persons (Spring Session M, Capitol Records, 1982) Missing Persons, a new wave staple on the radio and MTV in its infancy, were founded in 1980 in Los Angeles by Warren Cuccurullo (guitar), Dale Bozzio (vocalist), Terry Bozzio (drummer) and later Patrick O’Hearn (bass) and Chuck Wild (keyboard). While this song is much lesser known that “Walking in L.A.”—which I still get asked about occasionally out here on the East Coast. . .”is it true?” . . .um, once and for all, “NO!”—I think it really captures a particular alternative New Wave sonic alterity that scholar, poet, and Highland Park native Wanda Alarcon describes in an SO! post entitled “Last Night a DJ Saved My Life” as having told her “there were options out there. . .and that was all I needed to survive—to save my queer soul.” Sometimes not knowing your destination can be truly liberatory.
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		“Look Out Weekend” by Debbie Deb (single on Jam Packed Records, 1984) While the bad ass Deborah Claire Wesoff-Kowalski (known of course as Debbie Deb) was born in Brooklyn and raised in Miami, she is an honorary Angelena as far as I am concerned. Her music was the soundtrack to many an Aqua Net set as my friends and I teased our bangs to untold heights to hit Roller City 2001, or later to attempt to rule the dance floor (and work out our Riverside-ness) at Hollywood’s Florentine Gardens—a basketball gym-sized dance floor replete with go-go dancers, a taco bar on the patio, a dress-to-impress crowd and a broad spectrum of ground effects in the parking lot. We loved it so much we claimed the sound of Miami freestyle as “L.A. Disco.” To this day, when I throw on Deb at a party, I can’t help but smell Drakkar Noir and the scent of burning eyeliner pencils—well, how do you soften it to make your Cleopatra-eyes?. Then, as now, I used Deb’s pounding beat, synth stabs, and tough girl vocals to armor myself for life’s increasing challenges—to transform “Oh, what now?” into that world-famous and oh-so-necessary L.A. challenge “So now what?” And I thank her profusely for that.
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		“West Coast Poplock” by Ronnie Hudson and the Street People (Single on HouseJam Records, 1982) In this multi-layered song by early Los Angeles B-Boys, Ronnie Hudson and the Street People, you can hear the echoes of earlier hits—lyrical shout outs to “Rapper’s Delight” by The Sugar Gang (1979) and Zapp and Roger’s “So Ruff, So Tuff” (1981) as well as a killer hook borrowed from Booker T. and the M.G.’s “Bootleg” (1965)—and some really excellent futureshocks of the many L.A. acts to later sample it in songs like Mixmaster Spade and the Compton Posse’s “Genius is Back” (1988), N.W.A.’s “Straight Outta Compton” (1988), Dr. Dre and Snoop Dogg’s “Nuthin’ But a G Thang” (1992), and Tupac and Dr. Dre’s much beloved monster hit “California Love” (1994). But you can also listen for the way its soundscape takes you back to the days when pop-locking ruled the scene so hard that Ronnie Hudson made a special version called “East Coast Poplock” to take the moves created by Don Campbell, a commercial art student at L.A. Trade Tech, all the way to the other coast.
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		“Make Ya Neck Lock” by Medusa and Feline Science (Undaground Crewed, Project Blowed, 2002). Another amazing fusion artist who should not be an LA-area secret, Medusa (also known as Baby NeNe, Triple Kahlua, Sister Monet, Medusa, Microfro, and that “cool-playa-pimp nigga Sean”)began her long Los Angeles reign as a 16 year old pop-locker with the Groove-Atrons and honed her rhyme talents at The Good Life Café (and later Project Blowed) in Leimert Park, along with Freestyle Fellowship,Yo Yo, J5 and the Pharcyde. Medusa, along with her live back-up band and hip hop crew Feline Science—which includes a DJ, drummer, bassist, keyboard, percussionist, guitar and background singers—has reigned supreme on the L.A. club circuit for many years, most famously transforming the Fais Do-Do on West Adams into her own personal queendom called “Nappy at the Roots”—a fecund female and queer-friendly performance space for innovative acts that fused musics from across the city like Quetzal, Wozani, and Burning Spear—where she always brought down the house. I can vouch—I was a devoted subject for all of the years I lived in L.A.
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		“This Town” by Ceci Bastida with guest Tim Armstrong (Veo La Marea, EMI, 2008). Ceci Bastida has been an integral part of the transborder music culture circulating between Tijuana and Los Angeles since age 15, when she joined what would become one of the most classic Rock en Español bands, Tijuana NO!, as a singer, keyboardist and songwriter. While with TN!, Ceci collaborated with bands like Fishbone and Manu Chao. After leaving the band in 2000, she played with Julieta Venegas’s band for seven years, whereupon she started her solo turn, from which this track is taken, a bi-lingual, multi-genre revisioning of the Go-Go’s 1980s Valley soundscape, one that reminds listeners that the founder of the Go-Go’s was actually Chicana punk rocker Margot Olvarria (who was eventually kicked out of the group for refusing to conform to the band’s shift from punk aggression to power pop harmonies). I’ll forgive her the guesting by Rancid’s Tim Armstrong, because I love this song so much, especially its movements from English to Spanish to Spanglish, its deft juxtapositions of sounds and musical styles, and the way it manages to be celebratory and confrontational all at once. It’s might be our town, but it’s still “so ruff, so tuff out here, baby.”
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		“Here Comes the Sun” by Voodoo Glow Skulls (Who Is This Is?, Dr. Strange Records, 1994) Founded in La Sierra (an unincorporated area in Riverside County), Inland Empire Chicano punk-ska-metal band the Voodoo Glow Skulls have been at it since 1989. The “classic” line-up has a trio of brothers at its heart: Frank Casillas (Vocals), Eddie Casillas (Guitar) and Jorge Casillas (bass), with a pulse provided by Jerry O’Neill (drums), and the unique warped mariachi-1950s rock bop horn sounds provided by Joe McNally (trumpet), Joey Hernandez (sax), and Brodie Johnson (trombone). Confession: I have known Joe since elementary school and Brodie since he was a high school metal head and you can still read their bio I wrote for Epitaph 1996 here (and they say the Internet is ephemeral!). Even though I have some personal rough water under the bridge where VGS is concerned—an ex, and that’s all I am gonna say—I haven’t stopped loving this song, a speeded-up Beatles cover that embodies the tensions, excitement, danger, and hope in California’s eternal promise of new beginnings.
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