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Which celebrity sneaked in the 
back door, who had the biggest 
entourage, and which A-lister  

was the worst tipper? As a 
documentary about Studio 54 

is released, Scarlett Russell  
gets the real story from the  

staff who saw it all

Style Exclusive

InsIde
studio

Topless bartenders, Bianca Jagger riding a white horse and 
everyone from the king of Spain to kids from Queens on the 
dancefloor — there are many reasons why Studio 54 is regarded 
as the most infamous and hedonistic club in history. Under the 
ownership of the Brooklyn-born Steve Rubell and Ian Schrager, 
New York’s celebrity haven opened in 1977, and was sold less 
than three years later after they were imprisoned for tax evasion. 
It lingered on under different management until 1988. Yet its 
legacy lives on, now as the subject of a documentary. But what 
was it like actually to work there? From the doormen to the 
bartenders, we speak to the behind-the-scenes stars. 

Myra Scheer, 67, assistant to schrager and  
rubell, 1979-80
“I’d start at 10am every morning and go straight to Ian 
and Steve’s office. Often Paul Simon would be there, just 
hanging out in the office. We’d go through newspapers, 
see what Broadway show was opening that night and 
decide what to throw parties for. I’d read Steve’s notes 

from the night before — put this person on the 
guest list, call that person — which were 
written on drinks tickets. Then I’d go through 
the call list: eight pages of people Steve wanted 
me to invite, such as Mick Jagger and Richard 
Gere. Whoever answered the phone at Inter-
view magazine, I’d say, ‘Hi, it’s Myra calling 
for Steve Rubell, for Andy [Warhol].’ ‘Hold on!’ 
I’d get put through to Andy right away. He’d 
say, ‘That’s fantastic, tell Steve I’ll be there.’ 
That was it. A few months later I started 
working nights instead, on the door. Once you 
got in, if you were on the guest list or comp, 
you’d come to me; if you were paying, you’d go 
to another girl. It was $12-$15 to get in, but on 
a big night like New Year’s Eve it was $50. 
Sometimes I’d walk the celebrity straight to 
Steve. He was so excited when Neil Young 
came in, he made me give him a tour of the 
club. When Billy Carter, the brother of the 
president, Jimmy Carter, came in, he was 
terrified, like a deer in headlights. Steve said, 
‘Myra, get him to dance!’ So I did.”

and he only wanted gay Adonises behind the 
bar. I kept it off anyway. Working the bar was 
easy. There were no complicated cocktails, the 
orders were rum and Coke or gin and tonic, 
but there were only five of us serving 2,000 
people, so we’d have to crank it out. I worked 
five or six nights a week. Tip wise, we made 
about $900 a week each. To put that in 
context, my rent was $350 a month. We 
always started a shift with a quaalude and a 
bump of coke. Smoking pot was the only thing 
Steve didn’t like — he hated the smell. The 
most disturbing moment was when 24 guys 
dressed as policemen came in and we all 
cheered because we thought their outfits were 
cool. Unfortunately they were real cops and it 
was a raid. That was when we got shut down 
for a bit for not having the liquor licence. 

“Tom Jones and his entourage came in every 
night for a week and Steve 
always told us, ‘Take care of 
him. Never charge him. Tom 
drinks whatever he wants.’ But 
by the end of the week, Tom 
had never tipped us. Steve was 
furious, he always looked after 
his staff, so he said something 
to Tom’s entourage. Someone 
came over and dropped  
$300 in cash on the bar. Tom 
looked over and gave us a 
thumbs-up, ‘Are we good?’ 
‘Yeah, we’re good.’”

chuck Garelick, 60, head of security,  
1977-1982
“The club didn’t need much security inside, 
just a couple of bouncers by the back doors to 
escort the busboys and maintenance staff 
when they took garbage out, because people 
would wait in the alley and try to run in the 
minute the door opened. People would cry, 
kick and scream if they couldn’t get in;  
they’d climb up the emergency fire escapes. 
Someone fell down four storeys once and 
broke 16 bones. A few times a car would drive 
by and the barrel of a rifle would appear from 
the window so we’d drop to the floor. We 
figured they were people who were pissed off 
because they weren’t allowed in. One big 
group of guys got very angry that they couldn’t 
get in, and at the end of the night we walked 
out the back door and they were waiting for 
us and started shooting at us. We hit the floor 
and got under a car. No one was hurt. A police 
car actually saw it and chased them, but 
couldn’t catch them. That was when Steve 
got personal security.” 

Studio 54 — The Documentary is in cinemas now 

Marc Benecke, 60, doorman, 
1977-80
“I stood out front with Steve and we 
chose who would come in. People 
say he chose me because I was the 
best-looking, but I think I was just 
the tallest. I became semi-famous 
for fixating on people’s shoes. I was 
obsessed. A good shoe would always get you in. It didn’t neces-
sarily have to be designer, though that helped, but I looked for 
high, bright and fabulous. They had to stand out. I didn’t know 
much about fashion when I started working there, I’d been 
study ing political science, but after a while I could spot a Versace, 
Givenchy, Halston or Norma Kamali shoe just by looking at it. 
All those designers came to the club, too. Karl Lagerfeld and 
Armani would come straight from the plane whenever they were 
in town. Calvin Klein came almost every night. He always wore 
a cotton shirt and blue jeans. People dressed better and more 
elegantly back then. If a celebrity pulled up, they always came in 
the front entrance so they could have their picture taken, and a 
few bouncers would have to part the Red Sea of crowds to let 
them in. The only celebrity who didn’t come through the front 
was Michael Jackson. His limo came through the back door and 
straight into the stage entrance. But he only came with two 
people, hardly anyone had big entourages in those days, and 
he’d dance with regular people all night. He loved it.” 

Gerard renny, 59, ViP doorman, 1977-79
“The first six months Studio was open, in 1977, it didn’t have a 
liquor licence, so it got closed down temporarily. My uncle was 
the New York City politician who helped pull strings to get them 
the licence so they could reopen. As a thank-you, Steve and Ian 
gave me and my brother, Joseph, jobs as the VIP host (Joseph) 
and a doorman (me). I was 18, Joseph was 28. My job was inside, 
guarding the VIP entrance and keeping crowds away from the 
likes of Diana Ross and John Travolta. We threw Liz Taylor a 
birthday party once and rolled out a cake with her picture on it. 
She took the knife and, as the club sang Happy Birthday, she 
sliced across the throat of the image of herself. We’d open until 
5.30am on Fridays and Saturdays usually, but we’d stop serving 
liquor at 4am, so the bar would put out punchbowls of water and 
plastic cups for everyone. On a busy night you’d have 4,000 or 
5,000 people. We’d also have to do a walk-through every morning 
after it shut because people would be passed out in the VIP area. 
We’d always find people hiding in the bathroom, basement, 
anywhere really, so they could be there the next day, thinking 
they might not get in again. Once, someone brought a cheetah 
in. It lay on the back of the banquette and I was stationed there 
to make sure no one went near or bothered it. Why did they do it? 
A lot of things were done at Studio just for the shock value.”

Scott taylor, 62, bartender, 1977-79
“I was the instigator of the topless bartenders. One night I took 
my shirt off because I was hot and tucked it in my back pocket. 
Steve came over and said, ‘That’s great! All of you take your shirts 
off. Scott, put yours back on,’ because I was a skinny straight guy  ©
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