
Fans leave written tributes to 
Lemmy on a dedicated wall 
outside the Rainbow Bar & Grill

22 KERRANG!



FE AT U RE

W
hat’s going on there?” asks one 
bemused passer-by. “A festival?” 

Forget what you know  
about funerals. We are gathered 
here today on LA’s Sunset  

Strip, huddled on the pavement and squeezed into 
bars, to salute the life of Ian Fraser Kilmister.

Nowadays, LA’s Sunset Strip is more of a 
corporate pleasure town than the home of 
rock’n’roll, with hotels, an empty Tower Records,  
and a dozen guitar shops capitalising 
on past legends. But for one night, the 
greatest legend of all has brought it back 
to its roots. Up in the Hollywood Hills, 
rock greats are all paying their tributes at 
a closed memorial service. Down here, 
on the streets, fans lined round the blocks 
aren’t going home until the sound barrier 
shatters, and their 12-hour salute to their 
Motörhead hero is complete.

According to Strip survivors, this scene 
is what a regular Tuesday night used to 
look like. “This is like 1978!” says Lucky 
Lehrer, founding drummer of hardcore 
punks Circle Jerks. “A nuclear explosion is 
happening here. It’s as if there’s a concert 
going on, but nobody’s playing.” 

“This is about the soul of rock music 
and a physical connection,” adds poet and 
Sunset trooper Sonny Donato. “Lemmy’s 
the first dude to live the way he lived to 
the end,” says Hirax frontman Katon W. De Pena. 
“He lived to 70, but to me he lived double the time  
of all of us, and we’ve all lived pretty wild lives!”

Saturday, January 9 begins with a rumbling in 
the sky. It’s as if the light drizzle is one last joke from 
Lemmy intended to mess with his LA comrades. 
“This is like a monsoon!” shouts one dude, protecting 
his beard. At 2:30pm, the official funeral service will 
take place up at Forest Lawn Memorial Cemetery 

in Glendale, but Lemmy’s estate has requested that 
fans do not flock to the grounds. Instead, they’re 
encouraged to throw their own parties, like little 
aftershocks reverberating around the world. The main 
earthquake takes place at the Rainbow Bar & Grill, of 
course. As Dave Grohl will reveal at the ceremony 
later, when Lemmy ordered food at rock’s most 
famous watering hole, they’d deliver his mail along 
with his meal. It was the centre of his universe.

At 2pm, TV cameras and radio stations swarm 

around the Rainbow’s exterior. It’s decorated with 
white wreaths, but that’s where the traditions end. 
Instead of a guestbook, there’s a poster covering the 
entire building’s wall for all to sign. By the end of the 
day, the Rainbow’s façade reads like the inside-door 
of a club toilet stall. Inside and upstairs, there’s an 
empty space on the dancefloor, as mourners lean 
against the foundations while they shudder to the 
bellow of Motörhead’s Rock ‘N’ Roll. Downstairs, 

waitresses run the tightest ship of their careers. 
“HOT FOOD HERE!” they shout, as pizzas fly 
overhead. The corner of the outside bar, where 
Lemmy famously sat and played videogames, is 
decorated with flowers and a ‘Reserved’ sign.

All around, the young and ancient toast Lemmy. 
Some beards here are as long as the shots being 
poured. “They call me Troy Uncivil,” says one 
drummer in a Head Cat T-shirt. “Lemmy’s death is 
devastating to rock’n’roll. When you lose a legend 

like this, it shakes music to its roots, you 
know?” All around, grievers are crouched 
over and streaming the ceremony off 
their phones.

Everyone who isn’t part of the 
official funeral procession must leave 
the Rainbow between 5 and 9pm 
to make way for those coming from 
Forest Lawn. But all along these blocks, 
cabs continue to pull up, spitting out 
party instigators, some direct from the 
airport. Julian, a lawyer from Palo Alto 
and lifelong Lemmy worshipper, flew in 
from Amsterdam to reunite with his two 
childhood best friends. “This is the end 
of an era,” he says. “In 1979, I went to a 
Motörhead show by myself and it was 
what I’d been waiting for forever. I was 
15 – I’m 51 now.” Julian takes the palms 
of his hands and slaps them hard right in 
front of Kerrang!’s eyeballs. “That’s how 

much Lemmy changed my life. There was a psyche 
about his music and it said, ‘Don’t take any shit.’”

 

The exclusivity of the Rainbow’s private gathering 
ushers even the bar’s regulars out. Up in the 
Hollywood Hills, they’re killing time, waiting ’til 

they can get back in. Inside Lucky Lehrer’s studio, a jam 
session dedicated to everything Motörhead is due 
to start. “We gotta practise Ace Of Spades,” says the 
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former Circle Jerks drummer, 
prepping for a show in a 
few days. Neil Turbin, original 
vocalist from Anthrax, sends 
texts through to Lucky from 
inside the funeral. iPhone 
snaps show Slash and Lars 
Ulrich delivering eulogies 
as they happen, following previous 
tributes from wrestler Triple H, Rob Halford and 
Lemmy’s former colleague Slim Jim Phantom (from 
their side-project The Head Cat), who calls him 
“The last of the Mohicans”.

Forest Lawn Memorial Park can be accessed 
via a road that’s called Memory Lane. It’s the final 
resting place of the immortal – Michael Jackson, 
Sammy Davis Jr, Errol Flynn and Clark Gable are all 
buried there. Even the grounds are immortalised – they 
were once the inspiration for an Evelyn Waugh novel. 
Forest Lawn is far from traditional in its commemoration 
of the dead, more like a theme park filled with art and 
music playing through hidden speakers than a solemn 
void. One final venue fit for Lemmy to rage in.

The two-hour ceremony is streamed by almost 
300,000 fans via Motörhead’s YouTube page and 
begins with an introduction by the band’s manager, 
Todd Singerman. He welcomes esteemed guests such 
as Ozzy Osbourne, Gene Simmons, Brian May, Billy 
Idol, Iron Maiden and Twisted Sister to the “celebration 

of Lemmy’s life”. Lemmy’s son, Paul Inder, paints the 
picture of his dad’s character that he is only too happy 
to allow others to enjoy. He shares memories of 
watching Monty Python with his “rock’n’roll daddy”.  
Slash talks up Lemmy’s authenticity, Lars his cool factor 
and Dave Grohl recites the psalm Precious Lord, Take 
My Hand. The psalm was on a piece of paper signed 
by Little Richard, given to Dave to give to Lemmy. He 
poignantly didn’t get the chance to do so until today.

W ith the ceremony finished, the evening 
heads back to a final Strip send-off. 
Reports all week suggested that, for the 

first time in ages, Sunset Boulevard would have to 

shut down to accommodate the number 
of people expected. It’s a blessing that the 
gates of debauched hell remain open. The 
cavalry rev their engines up and down all 
night, waking Hollywood’s ghosts from their 
slumber. A Harley-Davidson is parked right 
in front of The Roxy, just down the road. 
Trucks blare Ace Of Spades out of monster 
soundsystems. Spilling onto the pavements are 
leather-jacketed grizzlies holding onto beers 
in paper bags. Young girls who look like hair 

metal die-hards transplanted from the mid-’80s pose 
for photographers. If they’re lucky they’ll see inside the 
Rainbow. If not, they’ll enjoy the Roxy’s mightily loud 
jukebox and its merch stand, which is hawking T-shirts 
brandished ‘49% motherfucker, 51% son of a bitch’.

The Whiskey, too, further down the road, boasts 
an all-star tribute show led by Slipknot’s Corey Taylor, 
featuring appearances from Mastodon’s Troy Sanders, 
Machine Head’s Phil Demmel and many more – 
Lemmy’s Motörhead bandmate Mikkey Dee included. 
The real Strip cronies, however, are headed to an 
unofficial tribute show at The Viper Room hosted by 
Simon Phillips (Toto) and Billy Sheehan (David Lee 
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The altar at the Forest 
Lawn Memorial Park

Dave Grohl closes the 
memorial, flanked by flowers, including K!’s wreath

Slash remembers his 

friend Lemmy at the 

Forest Lawn service

By the evening, Lemmy’s memorial wall at the Rainbow was full of fans’ memories



Roth). The spillages extend into Rock & Reilly’s Irish 
pub, takeout joints and the Strip’s tattoo parlours, 
which buzz louder than they have in years.

Back at the Rainbow, there’s an unfamiliar smell. 
The vinegary ale has been doused by the perfume of 
dozens of rose petals. Every wreath and cardboard 
cut-out of Lemmy and Motörhead that decorated the 
ceremony have since taken a pew here for the evening. 
As have Paul Inder, Mikkey Dee and Dave Grohl. 
The Foos frontman ducks between fan selfies and 
waitresses passing around cream pies, trying to keep a 
low, more subdued profile. One frail and immaculately 
dressed gentleman out front is playing When The Saints 
Go Marching In on his saxophone. It’s Nik Turner. The 
Hawkwind great flew 
here yesterday and is 
crashing with Lemmy’s 
son. “I gave Lemmy 
his first gig,” he recalls. 
“I gave him a bass 
guitar and said, ‘Make 
some noise.’ And he 
did.” Nik laughs about 
having to sack Lemmy 
from Hawkwind for 
taking too much speed. 
“He said he didn’t 
understand why. And 
I said, ‘You’re on a 
different planet from everybody else, Lem.’”

Every story told here tonight would reinforce that 
sentiment. A session drummer who once went on the 
road with Lemmy talks about the first time he met 
him while receiving a business card from a burlesque 
dancer. The second the dancer left the 
room, Lemmy grabbed the card and 
said, “That’s miiiiine!” with a cheeky 
glint in his eye. Elsewhere, a live 
photographer (and diabetic) 
called DJ toured with Lemmy. He 

remembers making admirable attempts to discourage 
Lemmy’s passion for Jack & Coke. Lemmy, a fellow 
diabetic, met him in the middle and settled on having 
Jack & Diet Coke for a whole tour instead. 

“Slow down, Ron!” says DJ to Ron Jeremy. One of 
Lemmy’s best friends, the adult filmmaker introduced 
Lemmy to the closest person he’d ever have to a life 
partner, Cheryl. “Lemmy was an icon,” says Ron. “He 
had a great attitude. He’d never sugarcoat something 
and say, ‘Not bad.’ He’d say, ‘Sucks. Next!’ He’d do a 
friend a favour.” 

As the twilight hours approach, fans continue to 
funnel into the Rainbow, and queues around the block 
never dwindle despite plummeting temperatures. 

We eye one character 
who looks like Thor 
himself. “Oh, that’s Crazy 
Diamond,” says a regular. 
“You won’t get a word 
of sense out of him. Go 
talk to the guy who looks 
like Peter Frampton on 
meth.” A Johnny Depp 
doppelgänger walks by. 
The whole place is like  
a magnet attracting 
every wayward element 
under one roof for the 
last time.

It reminds Kerrang! of something Lars said at the 
ceremony; how Lemmy made him feel like he was 
cared for. “He was so fucking hospitable,” he said. 
Tonight, the Strip’s testimony to Lemmy is how that 
simple quality of kindness has inspired everyone here.

As the sound of Frank Sinatra’s My Way (the 
Christopher Lee version, of course) soundtracks 
our exit from the Rainbow, outside on these famous 
streets a bassist is plugging his Rickenbacker into an 
amp next to a sign marked “METAL JESUS”. In the 
reverb, Lemmy shall always live.

“Lemmy had 
more integrity 

in one finger than 
a room full of 
rock’n’rollers”
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A LEGEND
ROCK’S BIGGEST NAMES 

SHARE THEIR LEMMY STORIES 
AT A MOVING MEMORIAL

TRIBUTE TO

SLASH “[Lemmy] was just such  
a fucking great example of what 
most of my peers want to be: 
somebody who was true to his 
school, and had more integrity 
in one finger than a room full of 
rock’n’rollers. He was straight-up 

honest, 100 per cent loyal, and just [had] all these 
very fine attributes, in a guy who had this very 
sarcastic… very Northern sense of humour. I just 
loved the guy a lot and I’m going to miss him a lot, 
but all things considered, he did live his life the way 
that he wanted to.”

DAVE GROHL “Over the years 
I’ve had some great stories… like 
going to The Rainbow and ordering 
two Jack & Cokes and the waitress 
brings two Jack & Cokes and his 
fucking mail! One time I texted him 
and said, ‘Hey, man, we’re playing 

the Pantages Theatre tonight…’ An hour later, I’m 
backstage and I hear Motörhead blaring out of 
the dressing room, and I get so excited, thinking, 
‘Finally, someone else in the band is listening to 
Motörhead!’ And I open the door and it’s Lemmy  
by himself, smoking!”

LARS ULRICH “I’ve always cited 
Motörhead and Lemmy as the main 
inspiration and the primary reason 
that Metallica exists – both musically 
and attitude-wise. So, thank you, 
Lemmy, for shaping who I am today. 
Thank you for the open door, for the 

music, for the drinks, for the laughter, for the stories, 
for never judging us, for always making me feel part 
of something that was always bigger than myself. 
And thank you for mastering the fine balancing act 
of being just enough of a rockstar to be cool, but not 
too much of one to be uncool.” 

ROB HALFORD “In South 
America, we’d just completed a 
tour with Ozzy [Osbourne and 
Motörhead], and we were heading 
back up [to LA]. I was wandering 
around the airport lounge very late 
at night, and I saw [Lemmy] sitting 

by himself in a corner. So, I wandered over and said, 
‘Alright, Lem?’ Then, for some reason, I took his hand 
and we sat there in silence for a few minutes. ‘Can I 
do a selfie?’ He gave me the Lemmy look and I half 
expected, ‘No, bugger off!’ but he said, ‘Go on, then.’ 
So, I did, then I kissed him and I told him I loved him.”

SCOTT IAN “I thought back 
to 1980 when I bought my first 
Motörhead record; I bought Ace Of 
Spades. I knew nothing about the 
band; I used to buy albums based 
on album covers. I looked at the 
cover, thinking, ‘God, this has to be 

good – these look like some tough motherfuckers!’  
I took the record home, and put my headphones 
on in my little tiny room in my mother’s apartment. 
Ace Of Spades opens the record, and when you’re 
15-years-old, hearing that for the first time blows 
your fucking brains out.”

RIP

Mourners including Mikkey Dee, Ozzy and Sharon Osbourne, 
Geezer Butler, Slash, Gene Simmons, Duff McKagan, Matt 
Sorum and more gather to pay their respects
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