I was sitting here, smoking a cigar, makin’ a Neil Young mix, and thinkin back to about 1980. I’m sitting in Sal’s driveway. Or, Sunny’s driveway, where Sal was roomin. He was sitting on the hood of TJ’s car with an acoustinc, plyin’ “The Needle and the Damage Done”, blonde hair down to his ass, a peirced left lobe, strong, wild blue Italian eyes... I knew the words, and could tell he was impressed, this 12 year old kid, knowing the words to a Neil Young song abot a heroin death.  It was the first time I really hung out with Sal. Sal would be the guitarist and defining personality, to a major extent, of Locals Only. A band I played with from, really, that point on, for the next 7 years. Two of them, in my head. 

A few months later or so, Sal came over with Robert and Johnny, another guitarist who would wind up on bass. I played Neil Young’s “Cortez the Killer” note for note on the piano – every note of every lead, exact. 

He decided from that point, that I would be their keyboarder, and held out for two years, until I got a keyboard. Sal was an 8th grade drop-out with hair down to his ass. It would take two years to talk my parents into it. 

I used to fall asleep to the 8-track tape of Harvest almost every night. I often forget how much a role he played in our lives. When I first heard him, it was the summer before that. There was this girl, Christine Collelo. It was on the cape, where I spent summers with dad. My buddies and I, we used to call her “tennis balls”. She was the first girl around our age that grew titties. And they were like little tennis balls. 

One day, it was like a dream. I ran into her and her friend and I was skateboarding out on the street. She’d been an inaccesible myth up until then. And there I was. We went to her dad’s place. He wasn’t home. She put in this song on the 8-track. It was “Like a Hurricane” from Live Rust. I looked at the cover fascinated. It was otherworldly at the time. The music, the identity. Beyond anything I knew as ‘cool.’ 

