
Memoir 

By Bob Cutler 

I used to follow Abuse around quite a bit. They were a huge influence on me. They were a 
couple years older than me, and I was totally under age (bars were 18+ then, I was like 14 or 
15).  So when they were playing a local bar I would show up early and ask them to let me help 
carry in their gear. That way I would get into the show, and for free! 

I met this whole older crowd of people through going to Abuse shows. There were a couple of 
other bands around then, not always punk, but "new-wavey" like The Combos, then a little later 
The Brats and Sons of Liberty and Psychic Archie, The Secrets, and The Iguanas, who I also 
followed around. A lot of these bands had cross-over membership. 

These older friends would let me tag along with them to shows in Lawrence and Kansas City. 
My brother John and I are both born and raised in Topeka. There wasn’t a lot at all as far as 
touring bands coming through Topeka. 

In KC it was most often the VFW Hall on Walnut that we would see shows. And then there was 
an old church somewhere where I saw a couple of shows (I want to say I saw Lord of the New 
Church, in that church....but maybe I’m mistaken? That was a long time ago). 

Later when I learned to drive and got a car, I'd start driving to some of these shows on my own. 
But I had also appointed myself as roadie for The Iguanas and some other bands. And I had 
started starting my own bands, eventually the Klusterfux In 1983....or so. 

We also went to shows at Off The Wall Hall, which later became Cogburns, then The Bottleneck. 
And of course The Lawrence Opera House (now Liberty Hall). 

Every weekend I was off somewhere to see a show in KC or Lawrence. And sometimes we'd 
drive to St Louis, or Denver or Omaha to see some band, like The Dead Kennedys or DEVO or 
Exploited or whoever that weren’t coming through Lawrence or KC on that tour. 

I always liked that punk was faster, more distorted, and simpler but with more complex lyrics, 
or funny or political lyrics. Something about the Ramones fit well with my ADD and 
hyperactive...whatever. And it was a way to meet other people who were.....misfits, or 
weirdoes, or outcasts or whatever we were. It’s hard to describe what is already a cliché. 

As far as punk influencing my music 'career'....haha. If it wasn’t for punk, I wouldn’t HAVE a 
"career". I’ve never really been talented, or that great of a musician. But playing punk music, I 
didn’t really NEED to be....or at least in my musical theory. 



The music I liked was all over the board. I liked new wave stuff like Gary Numan and DEVO, and 
some of the synthpop stuff. I also liked Black Sabbath and Rush, and the Ramones. And just 
plain darker scratcher weirdness. 

In the middle of all of this, we decided that we didn’t think it was fair that Lawrence and KC got 
all of the cool punk rock shows, and that there was nothing cool happening in Topeka. 

By then, I was total fan-boy to some of my favorite bigger bands, like Black Flag and D.O.A., and 
had met them when they would come through KC and Lawrence. And then when they would 
come back through 6 months or a year later, they would remember me. I got their contact info 
from them, or from Keith Patterson and Eric, who did a lot of shows in KC at the VFW or 
Foolkiller. 

Keith had told me that it helped his position for getting shows if the bands could also get OTHER 
shows within short driving distance. So he helped us out with contacts and booking info. 

At the same time, my band, The Klusterfux couldn’t get a real show to save our lives. And 
reading maximum RocknRoll, and listening to Joey Shithead (D.O.A.) and others I caught on to 
the "DIY ETHIC.” So it made sense, obviously, that if no one is going to give you a gig, then put 
on your OWN gig! And if you actually want people to show up, then find a much bigger drawing 
band to open up for, and put on a gig for them. 

So my friend Jamie McCoy, who also played bass in The Iguanas, and had turned me on to a lot 
of cool bands and music, and I started booking shows in Topeka like Black Flag, and D.O.A., and 
a lot of smaller bands. 

There was another group of kids, a couple years younger than me, who started bands and 
started putting on their own shows. But they never liked giving my band gigs either. But they 
sure liked using the little PA system I had put together. 

At about that same time, 1984-85, the Outhouse started doing shows. It was called Past the 
Pavement Hall at first. And we started going to every show or party there that we ever heard 
about. 

In the meantime in Topeka, in spite of my best efforts at putting on shows, the cops and the 
powers that be (including the nosey-neighbor-choosey-mothers-no-fun-club-church-ladies of 
Topeka) fucked me over repeatedly when I would do shows. 

They would find any bullshit little excuse to shut the shows down. And then they would contact 
whoever owned the building I was renting and threaten or put pressure on them not to rent to 
me anymore. 



I moved to Lawrence slowly, a little bit at a time. Going up to Lawrence and crashing on friends 
floors. 

I wanted to get more involved with the Outhouse, even though Bill Rich wouldn’t give us a gig 
to save our lives. Until one day when D.O.A. was booked, I whined to Joey Shithead that Bill 
wouldn’t give us a gig, and one of the opening bands hadn’t showed up. So Joe went and told 
Bill "Let (Bob's) band open the show, or we aren’t playing. Bill was NOT pleased, neither was 
anyone but us! 

D.O.A. loaned us everything right down to the guitar picks. 

A little later on, by an inch at a time, I got more and more involved with the outhouse, and Bill 
learned not to hate Topekans so much....or at least not to hate us openly. 

I eventually started doing shows at the Outhouse, and/or helping other people do shows there. 

I eventually moved on to tour with some of the bands that I met through the Outhouse, or my 
earlier Topeka promoting days. Some of those bands took me around the world, literally, on 
tours of Europe, etc. 

It seems like 'back then' the early and mid-80’s, things where much more "political" as in there 
were groups of people calling themselves the communist party, or the socialist workers party, 
or whatever. And people from these groups would show up at places like the VFW or Foolkiller 
and hand out their propaganda. 

I remember a big fight breaking out between some commies and some "Nazi types" (Or so I was 
told that’s who they were) who showed up to counter what the commies were doing. 

Then again....they could have just been fighting over a girl, and masking it as a "political 
struggle.” 

In Lawrence, across Mass Street from The Opera House (now Liberty Hall) there was a loft 
apartment. It was known as the...uhm...loft, as were half the places in KC or downtown 
Lawrence. I think maybe Stephen Fleaker lived there. And there were big socialist party murals 
or paintings there. 

But I remember hopping into cars with either the Abuse guys, or Jamie McCoy (Iguanas) or 
Jamie Mercury future and following along to gigs up there. 

For an entire "generation" (man it sounds silly saying it like that) of punks, the entire scene and 
history revolves ONLY around The Outhouse, as if there was nothing before, during or after. 



Ironically, The Outhouse was seen by many of us to be "a temporary solution to a permanent 
problem", which was having a place, a venue to have shows. It’s just that the temporary 
solution lasted 10 years (depending on where you start and stop counting). 

I think sometimes people In KC and Lawrence really underestimate the “contributions” of 
people from Topeka, or even from much smaller rural towns where kids came from to “The big 
city, going ‘a courting’”. 

I remember a lot of Outhouse shows where Topekans outnumbered the Lawrence people. And I 
remember a lot of Lawrence people seemed to have this hatred of Topekans. But somehow I 
escaped that, probably because I was down with people that where much older (some older 
burned-out hippie types, people from the 1960’s and 70’s “hippie days” when they were 
burning down the student union at KU, some real radical types. One of them, Boog Highburger, 
eventually went on to become a Commissioner then Mayor of Lawrence.) 

I spent a lot of time crashing out at those people’s houses on weekends. 

There was a clique of kids several years younger than me that had started coming to shows. 
They had their own bands like Forced Behavior / 3rd Force, and they were basically rich kids, 
entitled and spoiled, and snotty little bastards...I think the “anti-Topeka” attitude of Lawrence 
locals was because of those ...er....”posers”. 

We had our band, The Klusterfux, and we had a real hard time getting gigs. I had figured out the 
DIY ethic ALSO meant If no one was going to give you a gig, then put on your own show, and 
play it. 

Well, when we would go begging Bill Rich for a show, opening slot, anything, he pretty much 
stuck his nose up at us. (I found out later, that the brats from 3rd Force had been bad-mouthing 
us to anyone who would listen, Including Bill Rich, who wouldn’t give us a gig to save our 
lives.....I was pretty insulted, seeing as how I had spent hundreds, if not thousands of dollars 
getting into HIS shows). 

We FINALLY got a gig at The Outhouse when D.O.A. was playing. Bill Rich was doing that show. 
One of the opening bands hadn’t showed up. I had known D.O.A. for several years at that point 
after meeting them and being star-struck at off The Wall Hall. I whined to Joey that Bill would 
never give us a gig. So Joey gets up, goes around the building, comes back a little bit later and 
says “OK, you guys are opening.” D.O.A. then loaned us all the equipment, right down to the 
guitar picks. And that was The Klusterfux first gig at The Outhouse. (Someone told me that Joey 
had told Bill “Let The Klusterfux play, or we aren’t going to play either”.....I like that angle of the 
story, but I don’t think that THAT is necessarily true. I think Joey just asked Bill, and Bill 
relented). 



I was also amazed when Bill put us on one of his Fresh Sounds from Mid-America compilations. 

I had also been grabbing handfuls of Bills (and whoever’s) flyers, and flyers from Keith and Eric 
in KC, and bringing them back to Topeka and handing them out to my friends, and I had a little 
network or ‘milk run’ of places I would put the flyers up: a couple of record stores In Topeka, 
World Records, Mother Earth, Sound Board, and Budget Records and Tapes, a couple of 
different restaurants and a couple of music stores. 

I remember in 1988 or 89, Donny had told me that Bill was going to stop doing shows at The 
Outhouse. I had already done a handful of my own shows at The Outhouse....usually going 
through Bill Rich to rent the place, but sometimes going straight with Donny. 

I had these grandiose plans of “taking over” The Outhouse. There were other promoters, and 
going back and forth between Bill, Donny and whoever, was a confusing process, and money 
seemed to get lost along the way. 

My idea was to be the “manager” of The Outhouse (and for the most part, that’s what I became 
anyway) Donny wanted to sign a lease with me, and I in turn would be able to rent it out to the 
various promoters, or be able to do my own shows. 

But I remember spending HOURS on the phone with Bill asking him why he was backing away 
from The Outhouse. It was like interrogating a prisoner. He always seems so very careful and 
measured in how he answers, and never gives away one tiny bit more info then he is asked. 

But I wanted to weigh out all of the ifs ands and buts, pros and cons and get all the info I could 
if I was going to “take over” The Outhouse. I knew that Donny could be hard to deal with at 
times....usually hard to track him down, and finalize deals, and keep agreements and decisions 
straight. 

Plus I figured that Bill was an experienced promoter and capitalist pig (haha) and if HE was 
walking away from The Outhouse, then I wanted to know why, and I didn’t want to jump into a 
possibly sinking ship. 

Hours of cajoling and probably pestering Bill for info were a bit frustrating. And I’m not going to 
repeat EVERYTHING he finally said....But basically he seemed to be saying that the “music 
scene” was “going in a direction that I don’t really want anything to do with” and “I think we 
have pushed the envelope at The Outhouse and maybe it’s just time for me to move on.” 

So I went ahead and signed an EXCLUSIVE lease with Donny....unfortunately, unknown to me, 
Donny had also signed EXCLUSIVE leases with several other people! Needless to say, there was 
a lot of confusion about WHO was actually RUNNING The Outhouse! 



We formed this little group called “Four Horseman Productions”. There ended up being 6 or 7 
horsemen. Jeff Fortier being one of the main ones....but also some people that I felt were really 
the kind of people that Bill Rich wanted nothing to do with. 

So it was disorganized anarchy, and no one really seemed to know what was going on, and who 
really had what deal. Several of us had legitimate “exclusive leases” on the building from 
Donny, but then at least once a month one of the other promoters, Tad, or Dave Budin, or 
someone would have a show and instead of paying ME (or Four Horsemen, or whoever thought 
they had the most sincere lease) they would say “No, I went right to Donny and rented the 
building from him, and I paid him already for the rent.” 

I do know that for several years I had the keys to the place, and would go out and open the 
building up for whatever promoter was doing a show. I would un-clog the toilets (by hand, and 
a big long yellow rubber glove.....with holes in it) and get water to fill the cistern, and get the 
water pump running, and clean out the building, an mow the grass, and all kinds of whatever 
else. As WELL as bringing in my PA system and setting it up and doing sound for a majority of 
the shows. Bigger bands with riders meant the promoter had to rent or hire a much better PA 
system for some shows....but Josh Brewer and I would still help those people load in and out. 

Donny would also rent the building out for these frat boys to have parties. The frat boys wanted 
to be punk rockers for a night, at the punk rock place, and they had a DJ playing punk rock 
music (by bands that played The Outhouse) but they didn’t want anything to do with actual 
punk rockers. 

But they would pay $500 a night to rent the place....Donny would grab that cash regardless of 
who had the “exclusive lease” to the place, and that money never seemed to pay into whatever 
the monthly rent was. 

Donny would pay me $50 to go open the building for the frat boys and get the toilets working, 
then basically sit back and babysit the building, and lock it up when the party was over. 

Maybe I should have listened closer to what little Bill Rich had actually told me.....I might have 
done things a bit differently. 


