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Portraits: Guy Eppel

Boys to men: surviving band 
members Adam “Ad-Rock” 
Horovitz (left) and Michael 

“Mike D” Diamond with their  
new biography Beastie Boys 

Book, 23 August, 2018.
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they’d given thought to what 
their legacy should be as the 
biggest-selling rap group ever, 
they can’t be earnest. Instead 
Diamond – a lapsed vegetarian – 
orders excessive room service 
with extra bacon (“is my ostrich 
egg there?” he asks the bellboy), 
while Horovitz steals hotel pens. 
“Don’t overlook the notepads, 
Adam,” says Diamond.

There’s only one Adam in 
the room now. The pair refer to 
“Yauch” a handful of times but 
they’re yet to process the loss of 
their better third, Adam Yauch. 
He died six years ago from 
salivary gland cancer, aged 47;  
the “MCA” to Horovitz’s “Ad- 
Rock” and Diamond’s “Mike D”. 
News hit the UK on Friday,  
4 May, 2012 around 6pm.  
He was universally mourned.  
At the Q office, silence fell 
across the desks before So 
What’Cha Want was played  
on the stereo. The feeling  
was confusion. Beasties were 
snarly, intellectual reprobates, 
famous for making people 
laugh. This was the first time 

you listened to them and felt cruelly robbed of a smile. 
In the book they refuse to write about his death (“it’s too fucking 

sad”). Instead, they take pleasure in being their characters: Ad-Rock, the 
unimpressed brat with Mike D, the well-meaning prankster, as though 
Yauch – their leader – will walk in at any moment. “I’m Adam’s hype 
man,” says Diamond. “If we’re getting coffee, I’m like, ‘Get more ice in 
that, Adam!’” Horovitz turns. “Mike is Flavor Flav and I’m Chuck D. If 
that could be printed, great.” Do they miss performing? “What are you 
talking about?” says Horovitz, screwing his face up like a child whose 
parent has just said the strangest thing. “We’re doing it right now…” O

n the corner of the 
Bowery and East 3rd 
Street in New York City,  
a stone’s throw from the 
former site of punk club 
CBGB, an elderly black 
man is freaking out.  
“You guys!” he shouts, 
pointing at the two 
friends posing in a 
doorway. “You guys  
are the bomb. I’m from 
that era, man, ’81, ’82,  
’83. Brooklyn! Brass 
monkey! Damn!”

One of said guys – 
Adam Horovitz – hears sound coming from this fan’s headphones. 
“What are you listening to?” he asks. “Man, you’ll be disappointed if I 
tell you,” replies the fan. It’s Boy George. Horovitz flips. “Culture Club 
or solo?” he asks. At this moment Horovitz’s scrawnier, zanier sidekick 
Mike Diamond cuts in. “They have so  
many songs,” he cries, reeling off titles. 
Diamond turns to Q. “Footnote,” he says, 
ever the social commentator. “He was 
blasting Karma Chameleon.”

Minutes earlier, in Diamond’s Bowery 
Hotel room, the pair are obstructing 
questions about the biography they’ve 
written, Beastie Boys Book. It’s been in the 
works for over five years (“We don’t deal 
with time,” jokes Horovitz. “Numbers? It’s 
fake news”). It’s almost four decades since 
they first met at punk venues in the East 
Village. Today they remain incapable of 
playing it straight. When asked whether 

In the late ’70s, three Jewish teens had their 
ears obsessionally to the ground. You could 
say NYC predicated iPod shuffle culture; 
snippets of sound from any era or genre 
moved from passing boomboxes to taxi 
radios, store stereos to street performers. 
Barriers between race, gender and age  
were breaking down as Grandmaster Flash, 
Talking Heads and Blondie hung out at 
discos together. Hip-hop was the new 
language, ready to be claimed by the youth.

“We could only have existed coming 
from where we came from,” offers 
Diamond. “In the ’80s, New York was  
this confluence of music, art, culture and 

This is the story of three bad brothers you 
know so well: Beastie Boys. You remember 
them. They were the New York kids who 
had one of the biggest-selling debuts of the 
1980s. They scandalised mainstream Britain 
in the process, before returning in the ’90s 
with a string of era-defining, genre-busting 
records. Then, in 2012, Adam Yauch died 
and the remaining duo pulled down the 
shutters. After six years of silence, Michael 
Diamond and Adam Horovitz are briefly 
pulling them up again with an amazing 
career-spanning book. Eve Barlow meets  
the pair in New York for an exclusive tour 
through the windmills of their minds.

New York  
C ity Kids
Forty years ago, the Big Apple is  
counterculture ground zero…

In a New York state of mind:  
Horovitz (left) and Diamond,  
The Bowery, NYC, 23 August, 
2018; (below left) with former 
Beasties DJ/Def Jam co-founder 
Rick Rubin (centre back) in 1984. 

 COVER STORY
BEASTIE BOYS



RETN
A

, PH
O

TO
SH

O
T

The Beasties’ original line-up featured Diamond, Yauch, guitarist John 
Berry and drummer Kate Schellenbach. Horovitz was in another punk 
outfit The Young And The Useless. “We were in a band cos everybody 
was in a band,” says Horovitz. Did the chemistry feel different when  
he replaced Berry in the Beasties? “Of course,” interrupts Diamond. 
“Adam got to work with real musicians at that point! He got called  
up to the big leagues.” Horovitz nods. “To be the lead singer of  
the Beastie Boys? I wouldn’t say I had the voice of an angel but –  
a hummingbird? If you could imagine what a rose would sound like…”

Soon they got paid gig offers (“maybe $6 a show”) at endangered 
venues such as CBGB and Max’s Kansas City. They played the latter 
the night it closed. It didn’t feel like they 
were fighting the dying light. “There’s no 
tomorrow when you’re a teenager,” says 
Horovitz. “We were psyched out of our 
minds when Bad Brains asked us to play 
Max’s Kansas City,” adds Diamond. “The 
show sucked but we got to play there.” The 
band were too young to be bummed about 
legendary venues disappearing. “It was just 
something you heard about, ‘OK, The 
Velvet Underground, Wayne County, 
whatever.’” Besides, new spots were 
springing up. “As teenagers who’d started 
to become famous in a local way, that was 
like, ‘Wow, more places we can go.’”

Dave Parsons, a transplant from Florida 
and owner of the Rat Cage record store, saw 
them play at Berry’s loft. He said he wanted 
to start a label and record them (Yauch 
never forgot this and later paid for Parsons’s 
gender reassignment surgery). The Polly 
Wog Stew EP (1982), recorded with Schellenbach, was rooted in punk. 
Rap, however, was piquing their interests more. Nobody in 1982 would 
have predicted it would become the most dominant genre in pop.  
“Rap was the underground hero,” says Diamond. “I knew it was for me.  
I knew that nobody else at school would be into it. That was part of the 

As the group homed in on rapping they required a DJ and heard about  
a college student named Rick “DJ Double R” Rubin, who had a bubble 
machine. They hung out in his dorm.“Rick’s a big personality,” 
explains Horovitz. “He had records, turntables, drum machines. We 
didn’t know anybody with that stuff. He seemed way older but he was 
probably three years older.” Rubin had the vision. “None of our friends 
had an idea about anything other than how to get money for lunch.”

Rubin established Def Jam records with Russell Simmons and 
signed the Beasties after encouraging them to kick Schellenbach out. 
It wasn’t their finest hour. She later joined grunge band Luscious 
Jackson, who the Beasties signed to their label. Her book entry reads  
like heartfelt closure. She writes: “[The Beasties] went from being 
precocious, beautifully mannered, high-spirited punks… to beautifully 
mannered, startlingly authentic, and supremely creative menschen.”

Schellenbach also reveals that Rubin claimed not to like the sound 
of female rappers. “Kate coulda went in harder,” says Horovitz. “We 
don’t wanna let ourselves off the hook for being dumbass teenagers.” 
It’s a good thing they never got on the wrong side of Madonna, who 
they opened for on The Virgin Tour in 1985. Originally Bronski Beat 
were billed as support. “That would’ve been way better,” says 
Horovitz. “Bronski Beat then Madonna? That’s a better show.”

craziness. There wasn’t any place else in the world that had that.” 
Diamond and Horovitz were punks. The former met Yauch at a Bad 
Brains show and gave him his number. They went to different schools 
and had less than a handful of relatable friends, so they’d cut class and 
meet up at venues and clubs such as Danceteria, Irving Plaza and Area. 
“Our parents gave us this freedom that enabled us to become who we 
were,” says Diamond. “We were at Mudd Club, or whatever, so blinded 
by the music. There were tons of grown-ups doing drugs. We had no 
idea. We just wanted to hang out by the bathroom for countless hours.”

The city was crime-infested and dangerous. “The Bowery was full of 
homeless people peeing on themselves, shanking each other…” recalls 
Diamond. “Wow, that’s very explicit,” says Horovitz. “I remember 
going to CBGB matinees and seeing dudes with pee on their pants,” 
explains Diamond. “I didn’t do any forensics so it’s conjecture.  
They could’ve spilled coffee. Maybe it was an artisanal cocktail.” 

Crucially, New York was a place in which you could afford to fail.  
“If you were the freak in whatever town you were from, you could 
move to New York,” says Diamond. “You didn’t need to have a trust 
fund or a hedge fund or a whatever-the-fuck-fund. You just had  
to get $100 for rent each month and $50 to live on. That part of  
New York will never exist again.”

deal. Rap would be this thing for us,  
not for mass consumption.”

Had the Beasties emerged in 2018, 
they would be met with cries of 
cultural appropriation. “We loved rap 

the same way we loved hardcore,” argues Diamond, explaining that 
one week they’d buy Slits or Black Flag 7-inches, the next Kurtis Blow 
or Jimmy Spicer. Their experiences watching Jazzy Jay and Afrika 
Bambaataa DJing were “nuts” and informed their philosophy that all 
music was there for the re-modelling. “Bambaataa would play Toni 

From the cradle 
to the Rat Cage
Out of boredom, the Beasties find their first HQ

“Our parents gave us 
this freedom that 

enabled us to become 
who we were. We were 

at Mudd Club, so 
blinded by the music. 

There were tons of 
grown-ups doing drugs. 

We had no idea.” 
Michael Diamond

Rick Rubin, 
Madonna: The 
College Years
Learning to rap and starting a frat
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Basil’s Mickey into The Incredible Bongo Band,” recalls Diamond.  
“He didn’t give a fuck in terms of the width of music he’d draw from. 
That’s the amazing thing about hip-hop’s roots. It didn’t matter.”

There were growing pains, though. Horovitz recalls an early  
show they played at the Encore in Queens opening for Kurtis Blow, 
determined to be accepted by their black peers. “We’d show up to  
this place wearing matching tracksuits and do-rags. All the kids made 
fun of us,” he says. “That was the last time we wore the Puma suits,” 
laughs Diamond. “We felt like assholes. We didn’t get our asses  
kicked but we probably should have.”

Still ill: Beastie Boys (Adam 
Yauch, far left) with fellow Def 
Jam alumni – Rick Rubin (top row, 
second left), LL Cool J (top row, 
second right) and DJ Cut Creator 
(top row, far right) in 1987.

(Above) 
Opening for 
Madonna on 
her Virgin 
tour in 1985; 
(left) words of 
encouragement  
from the pop 
icon herself.
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Licensed To Ill (1986) 
HHHH

Rick Rubin’s 
sparse 
production set 
the tone for 
Def Jam’s early 
successes.  
A commercial 

victory (to date, it’s sold more than  
10 million in the US) jammed with 
hormonal party anthems and post-
adolescent fury. Slow And Low  
was an unused Run-DMC song.

Paul’s Boutique (1989) 
HHHHH

In Los Angeles, 
Horovitz met 
producers  
The Dust 
Brothers  
who helped 
conceptualise 

their masterpiece. It’s the sound  
of a brat-pack maturing – and  
an education in sampling that,  
due to today’s licensing laws, will 
never be repeated again.

Check Your Head (1992)
HHHHH

Creatively  
liberated, the 
trio set up 
their own 
G-Son studios  
in LA, bought 
all the second-

hand instruments they could find 
and cross-pollinated live DIY funk 
and jazz sounds with hardcore  
punk raps. Some say a precursor  
to nu-metal. Eek.

Ill Communication (1994) 
HHHH

A return to 
New York and 
a continuation 
of the hybrid 
alternative 
rock of their 
third album.  

It possessed the enormous 
Sabotage, which almost never came 
to be. Horovitz: “I’ll betcha five 
bucks Yauch wanted that to be an 
instrumental without vocals.”

Hello Nasty (1998)
HHHH

Their fifth was 
a larger-than-
life melange  
of pop, rock 
and rap, 
featuring the 
likes of Lee 

“Scratch” Perry and Mix Master 
Mike. Lengthy, kitsch and taking 
them to another “intergalactic” 
dimension, it was in keeping with 
MTV’s genre-bending peak.

To The 5 Boroughs (2004)
HHH

The previous 
era saw the 
Beasties take 
daring political 
stances, but it 
didn’t bleed 
into their  

music as they struggled to get serious 
on paper. Post-9/11, they kept the 
jibes, stripped the production back 
and melded youthful exuberance 
with sobering reality.

The Mix-Up (2007) 
HHH

Instrumentals 
only, The  
Mix-Up was 
released once 
hip-hop had 
grown to 
become the 

biggest genre in pop. It was the 
result of three pioneers asking: 
remember where hip-hop came 
from? A lesson in experimentation 
from the dons that won a Grammy.

Hot Sauce Committee 
Part Two (2011) HHHH

Their last in 
which they 
made up  
fake samples 
to sample. 
Diamond:  
“It was freeing. 

You’re figuring out how to do 
something different and not be 
yourself. You wind up being yourself 
anyway through failure.” Part One  
is around. Its release? TBC.

Beastie Boys Album-by-album

“There’s cringey moments,” admits 
Horovitz of their 1986 debut Licensed To Ill 
and its live show, which featured an enormous inflatable penis. 
Beasties felt invincible, their egos stoked by a mentorship from heroes 
Run-DMC. “They befriended us,” says Diamond, baffled still. “We felt 
like we were doing the same thing.” Despite that kudos, Def Jam 
pressurised the Beasties to adopt a bad boy image for smash hit (You 
Gotta) Fight For Your Right (To Party). Did Run-DMC warn them 
against it? “We weren’t tight [like that],” says Horovitz. “I didn’t know 
where [DJ] Run lived. [Jam Master] Jay came to my house once.” 

The strategy to wreak havoc worked and the 
British tabloids ordered a jihad against the 
Beasties in advance of a 1987 UK tour. “Ban the 
Beasties” made front pages. “We had the New 

York Post but tabloid culture was foreign to us,” recalls Diamond. “It’s 
hilarious now. From the pictures to the headlines, there’s no way you 
could write it any better.” They played up the debauchery. Horovitz, 
accused of assaulting an audience member, was arrested in Liverpool. 
He was innocent. As far as the lesser crimes go? Guilty as charged.

You got banned for life from the Hilton hotel chain during  
a trip to London…
Diamond: This is wildly disputed. Adam says Hilton. I say Holiday 
Inn. Do they still have Hiltons? 
Horovitz: I’ve got Paris Hilton’s number here. Should I check?

Diamond: Let’s role play. [Fake dials] “Paris! That whole hotel thing, 
still happening for you guys?”
Horovitz [as Paris]: “Yeah, going really well. Internationally.”  
Diamond: “I want a room. My name is Michael Lewis Diamond. Any 
red flags?”
Horovitz [reverting to self]: Somebody was just angry at the front 
desk saying, “You’re banned for life!”
Diamond: Stuff was thrown out of a window. The hotel thought that’s 
not how guests behave. We disagreed.
You’d been out with The Clash that night after all, right?
Diamond: We had. There were real creative differences there. We felt 
we were paying for the privilege of throwing shit out of the window. 
They felt that wasn’t a good policy.
Horovitz: You know, we got lucky. We sold a ton of records. Suddenly 
we’re buying houses. What’s the fucking problem?

Paul’s Boutique 
aka “the fucking 
problem”
The difficult second album, personified
Post-Licensed To Ill, the Beasties almost imploded. Yauch quit Def 
Jam, Diamond started playing in another band and Horovitz’s mother 
died. He moved to LA. “We were in a parallel universe,” recalls 
Diamond. “We were sick of what we’d become. Thank god we got a 
break. That could’ve been permanent.” Simmons threatened to freeze 
their earnings if they didn’t make another record. “It forced us to 
come back together and say, ‘Fuck you!’ All we had was each other.”

“Ban The 
Beasties!”
Raising hell across the Atlantic

The filth and the fury: 
Beastie Boys become the 

scourge of US hotel chains 
(far left) and the Brit 

tabloids (centre); (main 
pic) getting the party 

started in Brixton, 1987.
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Taking in the NYC  
sights, August 2018.



“That was the 
pot talking…”
After failure comes copious weed  
and new ventures
Despite their record tanking, the Beasties enjoyed vast creative 
freedom while working on third album Check Your Head (1992). 
Finding a studio space in LA’s Atwater Village – christened G-Son – 
they installed a skate ramp and bought all the second-hand gear they 
could find. The only talent they could persuade to swing by was Biz 
Markie. “Loads of celebrities came,” counters Horovitz. “The Black 
Crowes did a thing there. Who else?” Diamond chips in: “Uh, Tom 
Jones? Toto? Debbie Gibson?”
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From this HQ, the Beasties turned their operation into a full-blown 
aspirational underworld, launching Grand Royal records and 
magazine, plus a clothing store…

Diamond: That was all the pot talking.
Horovitz: A lot of pot talking. Capitol coulda bought us out and given 
us the money to go away.
Diamond: It’s kinda wondrous why they didn’t. Everybody at the  
label got fired after Paul’s Boutique. To the people who were left,  
we were a foul-smelling piece of shit.
Horovitz: A foul-smelling piece of shit?
Diamond: Does that show low self-esteem? I’ll be more gentle.  
We were like Pig-Pen in Charlie Brown. None of the other kids wanna 
get close to him cos he smells.
Horovitz: The A&R would come by rarely.
Diamond: Having G-Son was fucking fun. We could go, be stoned, 
make music.
Horovitz: It took 10 years for us to be musicians, right?
Diamond: Yeah, we sucked. If Paul’s Boutique hadn’t flopped, we 
wouldn’t have had that. No one expected anything from us by any time.
Horovitz: Mike, it’s kinda like this book deal.

The final stage of their rebirth came once they returned to New 
York for fourth LP Ill Communication. The 1994 hit Sabotage would 
become a signature thrasher, but was nearly discarded. “We all wanted 
it to work but we couldn’t find a vocal,” Diamond says, reluctantly 

“Everybody at the label got 
fired after Paul’s Boutique.  

To the people who were left, we 
were a foul-smelling piece of 
shit. I’ll be more gentle. We 
were like Pig-Pen in Charlie 
Brown.” Michael Diamond

Horovitz was the motivator. He looks at Diamond. “How d’you feel 
about that, Mike?” Diamond whines: “We had to get out of New York. 
Our friends were assholes, we were assholes.” In LA, they signed with 
Capitol. “We did every cliché, spent money we didn’t have on studios 
and cars, nothing sustainable.” They set up at the Record Plant, 
“working” adjacent to Guns N’ Roses and spent the weekends at glitzy 
parties, brushing shoulders with Bob Dylan and Dolly Parton.

Although now considered a masterpiece, Paul’s Boutique flopped 
in 1989. Capitol prioritised Donny Osmond. “We thought it’d be 
massive because we were the fucking Fight For Your Right To Party 
dudes,” says Horovitz. “It’s always funny to us that people claim  
Paul’s Boutique as their favourite,” says Diamond. “Why didn’t you 
buy it when it came out, then?” Their A&R told them to take time  
out. “‘Go and have fun. Go to Greenblatt’s,’” jokes Diamond, 
referencing a Sunset Strip delicatessen. “Actually that would have 
been cooler if he’d said, ‘Go to Greenblatt’s.’” Horovitz pipes up.  
“‘Just go to Greenblatt’s, get a sandwich and wait.’”

Mike Diamond: After Check Your Head 
came out, we toured a lot. Mark Nishita 
played the whole tour with us and Mario 
[Caldato] was the front-of-house engineer. 
We’d also settled in with a regular 
percussionist, Eric Bobo. By the end of that 
cycle of touring, we’d grown comfortable 
with the musical language we’d developed 
together, and we wanted to keep that going. 
So instead of taking a bunch of time off after 
the tour, we decided to start recording again. 
Yauch lobbied for us to do the first stretch in 
New York. He missed his friends and family. 
So we booked a couple of months at this old 
and neglected studio called Tin Pan Alley. 

This time around, the process went a bit 
like this: we knew that we’d start by playing 
our instruments live, improvising ideas. 
Mario would record us as we went along, 
mixing a bit on the fly, adding effects or live-
dubbing elements and noting what might 
be a “keeper” of an idea. We’d sample some 
of the things we played and put songs 
together based on that, sometimes just 
keeping the original recordings and 
sometimes replaying sections or a song in 
its entirety. Then we’d add lyrics and 
otherwise turn the pieces into songs. In 
short, we weren’t feeling the need to totally 
break all the rules of what we had done;  
we were happy to expand on them a bit.

One day early in the process, Yauch 
starts playing this incredible bassline on  
his Fender Jazz bass. I remember it vividly 
because I immediately asked him, “What 
song is that from?” It sounded so good that 
I felt like it must already be somebody 
else’s. Turned out it wasn’t; he’d just come 
up with it. So I started playing drums, and 
this double-beat break was the first thing  
I came up with. Those two elements are 
what you hear at the beginning of Sabotage; 
we wrote the rest of the music in a matter of 
hours. Horovitz added those great, simple 
guitar parts. We recorded it at the end of  
the day, or first thing the next morning.
Adam Horovitz: There was an engineer  
at the studio named Chris something-or-
other and he was a super nice guy, but not 
particularly a B-Boy head. Meaning, he was 

indifferent about the music we were 
making. But… when Yauch and Mike started 
playing this track, Chris went nuts for it and 
was like, “Yo! That is the song!” I guess the 
track touched him and he couldn’t keep his 
feelings for it inside. The track 
sat around for months without 
vocals, known only by the 
working title “Chris Rock.” 

I remember Yauch wanting 
to keep it as an instrumental. 
We tried to make it a rap song, 
and the hook was a scratched-in 

sample of Queen Latifah saying, “Get live, 
all right.” Would’ve been nice for a different 
track. This one called for some good  
old-fashioned screaming, for sure. 

We’d been in the studio every night for 
so long making Ill Communication (and 
Check Your Head), and we were totally 
indecisive about what, when, how, and  
why to complete songs. Mario was getting 
frustrated. That’s a really calm way of saying 
that he would blow a fuse and get pissed  
off at us and scream that we needed to just 
fucking finish something. Anything. A song. 
He would push these awful instrumental 
tracks we’d made just to have something 
moving toward completion. 

My favourite memory of him blowing  
a fuse? I was standing and some piece of 
electronics wasn’t working right and he was 
getting more and more frustrated. Trying 
this or that or testing something, trying to 
figure out what it was that was making that 
electronic thing not work. He lost it and 
decided (to himself, not aloud) that it was 
the power strip that a bunch of things were 
plugged into. So he manically unplugged 
the electronic things that were plugged  
into the power strip, opened a nearby 
window, and threw the power strip out the 
window. All the while saying, “GOD BLESS 
AMERICA!!!” in that voice you use when 
you’re on the verge of an angry fucking 
breakdown but you’re not whispering or 
shouting; the words are pushed through 
your teeth. (Mario had gone to Catholic 
school and didn’t like to curse). 

Eventually we brought the music  
back to G-Son and that’s where we finished 
the songs that were gonna be on Ill 
Communication. But there was that one 
track left. Chris Rock. It had to be dealt 
with. I decided that it would be funny to 
write a song about how Mario was holding 
us all down, sabotaging our great works of 
art. So one night I went to Mario’s house, 
and he recorded me screaming words  
into a microphone, over that track, all  

about some mysterious thorn  
in my side; the ubiquitous  
biters and the haters.

“The track sat around for months 
without vocals, known only by 
the working title ‘Chris Rock.’”
In this extract from their book, Mike Diamond 
and Adam Horovitz describe the torturous process 
of writing their 1994 hit, Sabotage.

Call the cops: Beastie Boys break out the 
comedy wigs and ’taches for the Spike 
Jonze-directed promo for 1994’s Sabotage.

Having a ball: the Beasties 
(from left, Horovitz, Yauch 
and Diamond) in LA, 1994. 
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■ Beastie Boys Book by Adam 
Horovitz and Michael Diamond 
is published on 30 October  
by Faber Social.



Hello, Nasty. 
Goodbye, Oasis.
The Beasties meet the Gallaghers while 
mastering their new record. Huh?
Horovitz argues that 1998’s Hello Nasty (from which the track 
Intergalactic won a Grammy for Best Rap Performance by  
a Duo or Group) is their greatest effort. Mike, do you agree?
Diamond: I love to disagree with Adam but I don’t disagree. It played 
into the team’s strengths.
Horovitz: I mean it’s lengthy.
Diamond: It’s got a couple duds. 
Horovitz: You could easily cut it in half, right?
Diamond: No. Half is extreme. You could lob a full third off.

What would you lob off?
Diamond: The Grasshopper Unit (Keep Movin’). What song is that?
Horovitz: Yauch was like, “We have to do a rap song in limerick form.” 
Why do we have to? It’s terrible.
Diamond: Yauch being a man of vision, usually the vision was  
good. But that one? No. When we were mastering why did none  
of us go, “This sucks”?
Horovitz: I never went to mastering.
Diamond: You were there. And who else was at the mastering studio, 
Adam? Big celebrity moment…
Horovitz: Your mom?
Diamond: My mom wasn’t there. She had nothing to do with it.  
Oasis, Adam. Hello?!
Horovitz: One hundred per cent don’t remember that.
Diamond: You don’t remember that we bro’d down with Oasis?  
You were probably on the pot.
Horovitz: I would’ve remembered hanging out with Oasis. I loved 
Oasis then. The first two Oasis records? Come on. I saw Oasis play.  
It was one of the worst shows I’ve ever seen.
Diamond: When a singer plays a tambourine it’s never good. Unless 

you’re like Sly Stone.
Horovitz: Oasis didn’t move. 
They just stood there. But  
then the dude [Liam] would get  
a tambourine and not even play  
it into the microphone. Why?
Diamond: Listen, I’ve played 
tambourine somewhat 
professionally. I’m not terribly 
good. Unless you’re a professional 
percussion player don’t use  
a tambourine as a prop.
Did you prefer Liam or  
Noel’s company?
Diamond: Noel’s very nice. Yauch 
and I freaked. We knew they were  
a big deal but it was weird having 
brothers come in. There wasn’t  
a great vibe between them. 

You don’t say...
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“When a singer 
plays a tambourine 

it’s never good. 
Unless you’re 

like Sly Stone.” 
Michael Diamond  

Body movin’: Beastie Boys 
throw some shapes while 
shooting the Intergalactic 
promo in  Tokyo, May 1998; 
(right) at the Pukkelpop 
festival in Belgium in 
August the same year.

throwing credit to Horovitz. “Adam saved the day.” It was Yauch’s rap 
on Sure Shot, however, that drew a line in the sand, separating what 
the Beasties were and what they would become: “I want to say a little 
something that’s long overdue/The disrespect to women has got to be 
through….” That year they played Lollapalooza after Kurt Cobain’s 
death. The alternative world had found three new politicised heroes.

 COVER STORY
BEASTIE BOYS     

G
ET

T
Y



With their commercial peak behind them and 9/11 changing New 
York (and the world) forever, the trio battled to find their voice.  
“It was a crazy fucking time and crazier times were coming,” says 
Horovitz. “It’s hard to make fart jokes when shit’s going on. People 
need fart jokes.” They recorded 2004’s To The 5 Boroughs on Canal 
Street, NYC as the streets were lined with officers and machine guns. 
They attempted more thoughtful raps. It felt uncomfortable. “We 
tried,” says Horovitz. “‘Thanks for trying, guys,’” responds Diamond. 
“‘Go to Greenblatt’s and wait.’”

Instrumental record The Mix-Up (2007) and final album Hot 
Sauce Committee Part Two (2011) followed. A post-modern notion, 
the latter winked at Paul’s Boutique and copyright infringement  
cases that threatened the concept of sampling. Creating fake samples, 
they aped the likes of Sly And The Family Stone and built tracks  
on top. Horovitz and Diamond conceived of made-up acts while 
Yauch across the hall wondered whether they’d lost their marbles. 
Hot Sauce Committee Part One exists. “A lot of it’s in a drawer, or  
a shelf. A hard drive?” asks Diamond. “It’s in a boxcar in a purple  
bag somewhere in Montana,” verifies Horovitz.

In 2012, Horovitz and Diamond accepted Beastie Boys’ induction 
into the Rock And Roll Hall Of Fame the 
same night Yauch was admitted to hospital. 
Perhaps this book is their last chance to be 
the Beasties. “Definitely,” admits Horovitz. 
“But we have so much crap we’ve never put 
out we could be doing this for years. We have 
100 hours of music at least. Tons of talking, 
ordering food, playing basketball, smoking 
pot, skateboarding.” Diamond amuses 
himself: “We could be crap farmers.”

Over the years, many have asked how the  
Beasties went from giant penises to Tibetan 
Freedom concerts and rallying against 
sexual violence. “You know, it’s a gradual 
arch,” says Diamond. 

“Hopefully as humans we 
grow, we change, we evolve. 
Me? Obviously I’ve not 
evolved.” At this point a little 
of his (non-ostrich) fried egg 
drips onto his shirt. “You 
have some schmutz on your 
shirt,” says Horovitz. “Thank 
you, Adam. Schmutz is a 
great word. Yiddish word, 
yeah?” Horovitz scoffs at 
him. “Sure.” Diamond turns 
to Q. “You’re the reporter 
here. Schmutz? Yiddish?”

A week later the pair  
are on a conference call. 
Horovitz is first. Responding 
to a teleprompted 
instruction, he announces 
himself, confusedly…
Horovitz: “Adammmm? 
Adam, how are you?”
I’m on a fucking street.  

I like to keep it as real as I can. Let’s talk shit on Mike. He’s always late.
[Enter Diamond]
Diamond: I’m on my Bluetooth headset.
Horovitz: Do people say “Bluetooth” these days or “wireless”?
Diamond: “Bluetooth” is very out of fashion.
Horovitz: Wasn’t Bluetooth a pirate’s name? [Editor: there was  
a viking named Bluetooth]
Diamond: Thank you for hosting us in a special morning edition of 
Bluetooth And The Pirates.

Let’s talk about Yauch. What do you miss about him most?
Horovitz [long pause]: I miss working on projects. There was always 
a thing where we’d show up at the studio and Yauch would go, “We’re 
making a video today. We have to climb up on the roof, put on these 
chicken outfits…” And we’d be like, “Wait, what?”
Diamond: I miss him throwing curveballs. I miss having that gang. We 
all loved coming back to it. I can still get together with Adam Horovitz 
and we can slam each other on the couch, which you didn’t witness.
Horovitz: Mike, for the record – when you say “slam on the couch”,  
no one knows what you’re talking about.

Your bond seems as close as ever. Has it changed without Yauch?
Horovitz: I mean, shit, I’ve been trying to go solo for 25 years.
Diamond: I’ve been holding Adam back…
[Diamond falls off the call]
Horovitz: How do you put it into words? You can’t. You can’t explain 
it, if you can’t even understand it. Missing Adam is missing a huge 
chunk of who I am and what I do.
Diamond [re-entering]: Sorry! What did I miss?

Neither Diamond nor Horovitz write raps any more. As the 
Beasties, they wrote everything in a room together. “I saw a poster 
when I got back to LA for a rap battle, $1000 prize money,” says 
Diamond. “I could use some extra cash. I know my style could be 
considered out of date but I’m ready to take that risk.” Horovitz 
moans disapprovingly. “You think I’d have better luck on Dancing 
With The Stars?” asks Diamond. “Oh my god, yes!” says Horovitz.  
“Do that.” Talk turns to Diamond’s future as a busker, why saxophones 
should be banned, manscaping versus haircuts, actor Jeremy Renner,  
potted plants… Q calls it a day. “I like your strategy,” says Diamond. 
“You’re quitting while you’re ahead. Adam, I’ll hit you back.”

Quitting while you’re ahead. Maybe that’s one way to cope with 
Yauch’s departure. 

“It’s hard to 
make fart jokes 
post-9/11”
As society becomes scarier, the Boys  
struggle for purpose
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The Update: 
Ad-Rock and 
Mike D in 2018 

Adam Keefe 
Horovitz (left)
Technical age: 51 
Locale: Lives between  
New York City and  
Pasadena, California
Gig: Appeared in Noah 
Baumbach’s While We’re 
Young (2015). “If you  
want to be hooked up with 
one of the main creator’s on 
the VICE TV show Bong 
Appetit? I can connect you,” 
offers Diamond.
Family: Married to Kathleen 
Hanna of Bikini Kill
Pet peeve: Mike D. 

“Whenever we order food  
he goes, ‘What d’you think? 
Should I get a sandwich?  
I don’t know…’ Michael, 
you’re a grown-up.  
You decide.”

Michael Lewis 
Diamond (right)
Technical age: 52
Locale: Malibu 
Gig: Hosts a Beats 1 show
Family: Separated from 
video director Tamra Davis. 
They have two kids, Davis 
and Skyler
Pet peeve: Lice. “Even lice 
hate lice. Lice suck. Front 
page of the Daily Mail: 
‘Beastie Boys hate lice.’” 
[Horovitz: “I didn’t say 
anything about lice.  
Don’t bring me into it.”]

Come on in… 
Ad-Rock and Mike 
D welcome Q into 

their world, August 
2018; (far left) the 

Beasties (from left, 
Yauch, Diamond and 

Horovitz) Paris, 2009.
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“I miss working on 
projects with Yauch. 

There was always  
a thing where he’d go, 
‘We’re making a video 
today. We have to climb 
up on the roof, put on 

these chicken outfits…’ 
And we’d be like,  

‘Wait, what?’”
Adam Horovitz
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