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paired like I was one of Pavlov’s dogs. In other words, I saw mom do it so many times, the 

concept infiltrated my young brain and became “normal” for me.  

That pairing carried well into my adulthood. I have slept through (“passed out during” 

would be more accurate) some of the greatest concerts in history. I saw Zeppelin at Madison 

Square Garden in 1973—while they were LITERALLY recording The Song Remains the 

Same—and it was a fucking blur because I was so fucking drunk. I wasn’t able to take it all in. I 

barely remember being there. 

I couldn’t imagine doing it any other way. I just figured it’s what people are supposed to 

do. I saw mom do it over and over again while I was a kid…why not? 

My imagination ran during these days, too. I loved the music (of course), and somehow 

fused it with my desire to entertain and make people happy. The solder that held it all together 

was a kid named Michael Jackson. 

Man, I would listen to the Jackson 5 and marvel at how another twelve year old kid could 

do some of the things he was able to do. Michael and I were technically about two years apart, 

but I didn’t know that back then. As far as I was concerned, we were exactly the same age. He 

wasn’t an adult that was doing things kids either couldn’t do or shouldn’t do. No…Michael was 

a kid—doing exactly what I wanted to do. He was an adult in a kid’s body. 

He inspired me because he showed me it could be done by someone like me. He belted 

out the songs like an old soul. To a 12-year-old Ron Young, Michael Jackson was the coolest cat 

in the alley. 

In short, I related to the black culture and black community through the music I loved. 

And it paid dividends in some really weird ways. 

Like, I ran for middle school class president—and I won. I want to explain how I won, 

but first I want to make sure you understand another important thing about me.  

I am going to use the term “black” instead of “African American” because that’s the term 

we used back then. I don’t mean it as a derogatory term—nor did I back then. I was not raised 

with any semblance of hate for any group of people. For all my mom’s faults, I can’t think of a 

single episode where she disparaged anyone on the basis of a category (race, religion, economic 

status, etc.). 

Man, I still remember seeing new stories about the civil rights movement. Keep in mind, 

I was just a little kid during the high tide of race riots back in the late 60s. One night, I made 
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myself dinner (which was customary to do—when mom was mercifully passed out in her room). 

I plopped down in front of the little black-and-white TV I won at Shea Stadium, and turned on 

the news.  

On the television, I saw footage of the police setting dogs upon black people and turning 

fire hoses upon black people trying to stand up for their rights. And I still remember thinking, 

How can this be okay? How is it okay to sick dogs or hoses on people who aren’t’ doing 

anything wrong…aren’t doing anything other than wanting to get something to eat or ride a bus 

or go to school? 

Early moments like that gave me a strong sense of how there are injustices in the world. 

It also alerted me to the bubble within which I lived—my pure white neighborhood kept me from 

experiencing the full three dimensions of humanity. Obviously, I didn’t have those words when I 

was seven or eight years old. But the concept was not lost on me.  

I started to understand. The world is bigger than my neighborhood…and I may seem just 

as unusual to someone from another place as they may seem to me. 

Throughout my adulthood in fact, I have been extremely sensitive to how I may come 

across to people. I’ve been the long-haired biker-looking guy with sleeved arms and a fully tatted 

back—I look like I fit a category…that I don’t. Some motorcycle clubs have been notorious for 

being anti-Semitic or anti-gay or anti-black—but I don’t feel that way. It would make no sense to 

me. 

I’ll tell you what, the only real interaction I had with black people growing up was with 

my neighbors in our Bayside apartment complex. Pretty much literally, the only black family on 

my block lived next door. A super nice pair of college professors, Woodrow and Carolyn Bovell 

(I can’t believe I still remember their names!). They had a son who was about my age named 

Matthew—and Matthew had M.S. I really liked Mr. and Mrs. Bovell, but remember thinking 

about how they must feel out of place living here. Plus, Matthew was in a wheelchair—he almost 

literally had nobody he could relate to.  

I became friends with Matthew. Because my mom was in a wheelchair too, I had no 

qualms about hanging out with him. A lot of kids probably felt uncomfortable around him for 

one reason or another, but I didn’t. We didn’t hang out a lot, but we did take advantage of living 

so close to each other.  

The last I heard, Matthew is living in Illinois with his wife, Tricia. I wish them well. 
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I learned what I could about Black culture and the Black 

community through the music I loved. Man, I still remember 

seeing the stories on television about the civil rights 

movement. I was a little kid when the Watts riot broke out in 

Los Angeles. That night, I made myself dinner, which was 

customary for me when mom was mercifully passed out in her room. 

I plopped down in front of the little black-and-white TV I won 

at Shea Stadium and turned on the news. 

On it, I saw footage of the police ordering their dogs to 

attack Black people and turning fire hoses on Black people 

trying to stand up for their rights. I still remember thinking: 

How can this be okay? How is it okay to sic dogs or hoses on 

people who aren’t’ doing anything wrong. Not doing anything 

other than wanting to get something to eat, or ride a bus, or go 

to school? 

Early moments like that gave me a strong sense of the 

injustices in the world. It also alerted me to the bubble I 

lived in; my pure white neighborhood kept me from experiencing 

the full dimension of humanity. Obviously, I didn’t have those 

words when I was seven or eight years old. But the concept was 

not lost on me.  
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Yet, I couldn’t imagine going to the concert any other way. 

I just figured it’s what people are supposed to do. I saw Mom do 

it over and over again while I was a kid, so why not? 

<section divider> 

I want to make sure you understand something very important 

about me. I know that words have power. 

I was not raised with any semblance of hate for any group 

of people. For all my mom’s faults, I can’t think of a single 

episode where she disparaged any individual on the basis of a 

general category, such as race, religion, economic status, and 

so on. With that in mind, in this book, I’m going to use the 

term “Black” instead of “African American.” To me, that term 

never really made a lot of sense, anyway. Lots of Black people 

in America don’t have African lineage; some have Caribbean 

lineage while others have a big mix of different lineages. And 

lots of Black people in this big world are not American at all. 

So, for this book, I’m sticking with Black, and I do so with all 

respect. 

I truly do not want to be perceived as being poised against 

anyone without reason. Once you demonstrate you’re an 

unapologetic asshole, I will absolutely have a negative opinion 

of you. Until then, I treat everyone with dignity and respect.  

It’s how I want to be treated. And that’s that. 

Commented [AB1]: As your Editor, I’d like to present a 
more pragmatic approach to using the term “Black.” 
It is acceptable, especially on a world-wide basis, and I’ve 
made that point here. 
Deference to precedence is a weak premise. The argument 
is: “If you know it’s wrong now, why are you still doing it? 
You know better!” 



Author’s Original Manuscript Allyson’s Re-Writes & Edits

69 
 

 “Listen, we’ve had a long relationship, you and me. I would have expected you to at least 

have the courtesy to call before doing something like this. Maybe we could have worked 

something out.” 

 All I could think was, Wow. What a great stereotype to get crushed right now. They know 

how to handle their business. 

 He hung up and then invited me to go to a local bar with him. He had some business to 

attend to, which was now extraordinarily interesting to me. I went without hesitation—but was 

about to bump up against a crossroad between the old school Hell’s Angels, and the new school. 

     *** 

 I don’t know which part of town we descended into, but we ended up in a dimly lit, 

sleazy little dive bar near the water. In fact, it was literally hanging over the channel. There were 

six inches of snow on the ground and it was cold as fuck—I wasn’t in a position to complain 

about how anything looked. 

 We found spots at the bar and ordered a couple cocktails. Not long after our drinks 

arrived, a guy slid up behind us and hissed, “Al…hey Al…” 

 “Yeah?” 

 “There’s a nigger sitting at the end of the bar. You want me to put one in his head and 

dump him over the rail into the bay?” 

 All I could think was, Holy shit… 

 Al paused to take a sip of his drink, and then turned to me. 

 “Okay, Ron…What should he do?” 

 I was like, “No, nah…seriously, dude…keep me out of this.” 

 Al persisted, “No—you hold a man’s life in your hands right now. What should he do?” 

 I’m sure I turned bleach white on my barstool. I was fucking freaking out internally. I’, 

pretty sure let out a nervous chuckle—nothing was funny, but I didn’t know what else to do. I 

replied like the smartass I tended to be when I got nervous. 

“No, no, no…why don’t you wait ‘til next week when I’m gone!” 

Al turned to the guy and flatly said, “Just leave him be.” 

The guy skulked away, muttering under his breath, “Aw, fuck man…fuck this…” 

I looked at Al, “What the fuck, dude?!? That was joke, right?” 

128 

We found spots at the bar and ordered a couple cocktails. 

Not long after our drinks arrived, a guy slid up behind us and 

hissed, “Al! Hey Al!” 

“Yeah?” 

“There’s a n----r* sitting at the end of the bar. You want 

me to put one in his head and dump him over the rail into the 

bay?” 

I froze in place. All I could think was, Holy shit! 

If you want to jump my shit for censoring that word, go 

ahead. But I want you to know that that word is not one I like 

to type out or even read. I don’t give a shit who you are—it is 

fucking disrespectful. End of story. 

Al paused to take a sip of his drink, then turned to me. 

“Okay, Ron. What should he do?” 

I stammered. “No, nah, seriously, dude, keep me out of 

this.” 

Al persisted, “No. You hold a man’s life in your hands 

right now. What should he do?” 

I’m sure I turned bleach-white on my barstool. I was 

fucking freaking out internally. I’m pretty sure I let out a 

nervous chuckle; nothing was funny, but I didn’t know what else 

to do. I replied like the smartass I tended to be when I got 

nervous. 
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We were right. He was fantastic—and had the exact same twisted sense of humor as our 

band. A match made in heaven. 

Once we shook hands with Joe, we went to Ardent Studio in Memphis to cut a demo with 

him.  

As a quick back story, Geffen wanted us to put out an EP while we waited for John 

Kalodner to stop fighting with David Geffen and for Bob Rock to get done with whatever he was 

doing. Their thinking was that if we released an EP on a small label, they could create a buzz and 

bump our street cred by saying that Geffen “discovered” us—scooped a rag-tag band of dirty, 

street rockers out of the underground music scene. 

It was total fabricated bullshit, but it worked with Guns ‘n Roses. Geffen had them 

release an EP in 1986, Live ?!*@ Like a Suicide, one full year ahead of Appetite for Destruction. 

The rest was history. 

Whatever, dude. We were down for anything at that point. 

W saddled up and flew to Memphis. Joe wanted to get a certain energy from the band, so 

on our second or third day of recording, he decided to play “porn mag roulette.” He went down 

to the liquor store and purchased a pre-wrapped, six-pack of porno magazines. I’m not talking 

high-class mags like Playboy, Penthouse, or Hustler. I’m talking about the kind of porn mags 

you buy in bundles of six at the liquor store—wrapped in plastic to protect the eyes of puritans. 

The kind where you have no idea about what hodgepodge of lowbrow porn you are getting 

yourself into. The kind with themes like “Pleasantly Plump,” “Midget Porn,” and “Stump Porn.” 

I wish I was kidding. 

He fanned them out in a tasteful array on a table—and then waited patiently while we 

entered the studio and looked around. I must say, Joe was amused by the shock on our faces. His 

sense of humor ebbed in, as he explained that he had no idea what kind of porn we were into…so 

he purchased a variety pack. 

Anyway, one of the Magazines was titled, “Fuck Queens.” When you leafed through this 

fine publication, you noticed that it was filled with striking images of transsexuals in various 

stages of sexual union. 

Ah, tranny porn. Wherefore art thou, tranny porn...? 
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As a band, Little Caesar was given a gift. We immediately latched on to the title, and 

started calling each other Fuck Queens. Basically, we were quietly calling each other trannys or 

chicks with dicks or whatever the politically incorrect terms are these days. 

Don’t ask me why. We weren’t the most sophisticated group of gentlemen. 

We recorded the EP, which was called Name Your Poison. One song, “Down to the 

Wire” landed on a Metal Blade Records compilation in 1989, called Street Survivors. All in all, 

that EP represented a good start to our career. 

My sister, Sandi, did all the artwork for the EP. She was working with our day-to-day 

manager, Tony Ferguson, to assemble the track listing and credits for the back cover. Tony 

called Joe to ask how he wanted his name listed in the production credits.  

Joe, being Joe, responded, “Produced by Joe ‘Fuck Queen’ Hardy.” 

Tony did two or three laps with Joe regarding this decision, but Joe stood firm. To Tony’s 

credit, he held his ground on Joe’s behalf when Geffen’s legal team went berserk over the 

wording.  

Sure enough, my sister finalized the typeset with the moniker, Joe “Fuck Queen” Hardy 

on the cover. I don’t remember if Geffen ultimately changed it, but it’s still a good story. 

Prong 2: Before one of our recording sessions at Joe’s studio, he called us into his office 

and said, “Listen…we’re going to get a late start today. There’s something we have to do first.” 

We loaded everyone into the van and allowed Joe to navigate the crew into downtown 

Memphis. He pulled in front of City Hall and asked us to get out. 

We emerged from the van, blinking and confused. There was a podium set up on the 

sidewalk, and members of the press milling about in a semi-circle in front of the staging area. 

Turns out, Joe had called the Mayor’s office and told them he had a band of luminaries 

coming to his studio. He wouldn’t say who they were, but assured the mayor’s liaison that this 

band was huge—and that it would behoove the mayor to offer them keys to the city. 

My hand to God, the mayor’s staff bought it. Hook, line, and sinker. I don’t know how 

Joe pulled it off—or how he had the balls to actually follow through—but there we were. 

Anyway, we stepped out of the van. I was decked out in full rock star regalia—hangover, 

tattoos, chains, earrings, biker boots, long hair. The rest of the band looked like there was a 

breakout from Cell Block 6.  
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Joe was amused by the shock on our faces. His sense of humor 

ebbed in, as he explained that he had no idea what kind of porn 

we were into. So he purchased a variety pack. 

One of the Magazines was titled, “Fuck Queens.” When you 

leafed through this fine publication, you noticed that it was 

filled with striking images of cross-dressing men in various 

stages of sexual union. 

As a band, Little Caesar was given a gift. We immediately 

latched on to the title and started calling each other Fuck 

Queens. 

Don’t ask me why. We weren’t the most sophisticated group 

of gentlemen. 

We recorded the EP, which was called Name Your Poison. One 

song, “Down to the Wire” landed on a Metal Blade Records 

compilation in 1989, called Street Survivors. That EP 

represented a good start to our career. 

My sister, Sandi, did all the artwork for the EP. She was 

working with our day-to-day manager, Tony Ferguson, to assemble 

the track listing and credits for the back cover. Tony called 

Joe Hardy to ask how he wanted his name listed in the production 

credits.  

Joe, being Joe, responded, “Produced by Joe ‘Fuck Queen’ 

Hardy.” 

Commented [AB4]: No. No. And no. 
As your Editor, I put my foot down on the vile use of the slur 
“tranny.” This is inexcusable. So is the term “transvestite.”  
“Fuck Queens” is fine. It is actually a hilarious term, and I 
love it. Instead, let us keep this nomenclature in mind: 
Transsexual—one whose gender identity is different from 
their assigned gender at birth. 
Cross-Dresser—a much better term for one who wears 
clothing of a gender opposite from theirs. 
Drag—One who dresses as someone of the opposing gender 
(normally they impersonate a celebrity) for entertainment 
purposes. 
Knowing that your words have power is the path to forging 
good friendships & new fans. 


