Pt. I - I remember coming back from cape cod one summer and this band Robert and I had always talked about was there. My mom wouldn't let me play with them cuz they were all older (she was from the northeast where age works almost like a caste system) and the guitarist had hair down to his ass (this was about 1979, when long hair was still pretty taboo if you didn't smoke funny cigarretes and listen to led zepplin... if you did smoke funny cigarretes, you either had long hair or you were a poindexter nazi who probably still liked Nixon). This was Sal. Long hair, peirced ear, eventually a mohawk. If he thought it would get him a sneer, he did it. He wasn't confrontational. He just did what he wanted. Which was great. For a while. Anyway, Robert and Johnny got Sal in the band. He was also the hottest guitarist in the area back then. Even accomplished bluesmen stood in envy. Then came Ed. The yin to Sal's Yang. Or vice-versa. Or both. Eddie was not only an amazingly finessed guitarist; he had two things no one else in the band had at the time. The ability to write songs and a voice. The four of them played mostly parties at the time. Meanwhile, at about age 12, we held practice at my house. I wasn't "in" the band yet. I just sat in on practices and watched, knowing I would be. I was sort of auditioning for Sal. The first thing I broke into was Neil Young's "Cortez the Killer". I played the guitar leads note for note on the piano. I didn’t have to play anymore. For about the next year and half to two years, Sal held my place. By about the end of 1981, after much begging, I finally convinced my parents I would, no matter what, never do drugs and would never let my schoolwork slide. This was a blatant lie, of course. I did both in spades. In fact, I already was. 
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PT II - Anyway, my first practice was on my 14the birthday. It was January 3, 1982. For me, it was a dream come true. I wouldn't have to sneak out of the house anymore to see the band play, wishing painfully like hell I were up there. Everyone knew Locals Only by then. If someone had a party and "locals" were playing, there would be cars down the street for miles. The band had an energy you couldn't touch. I'll never forget that first practice. Right from the first song, everything just jelled. And everything changed that day. I don't know if anyone else reading this ever tried to be cool in Junior High, but something strange started happening. Guys that used to pick on me or tell me to go away were like my best friend all the sudden. Girls who wouldn't give me the time of day were suddenly friendly. As if this little insecure surfer dude with preppy alligator shirts his mom made him wear was suddenly cool. All because the guys in "locals" must have thought he was cool enough to let him play with them. (???) 

It was from that year on that I realized the who idea of who or what was or wasn't cool was a total farce. Not that I stopped trying, mind you. I was still a teenager. But it opened my eyes to how flaky and superficial people could be. But then again, if they had a fat joint on them, suddenly I didn't mind so much. 8)

To be continued.  
