DIMEBAG DARRYL AND LIGHTS OUT AT ALROSA

Columbus, Ohio
December 10, 2004

It is uncertain whether former Pantera band member, Dimebag Darryl - who lost his life at the Alrosa Villa nightclub here in town two nights ago - understood how security works at the club.  Not that it would have made a difference.

Some years back, and under some of the same ownership 'Dime' played for this week . . . I became 'involved'.  It was after weeknight class at the Capital University Law School, and a completed full day of work besides - that I found myself on my way home and thinking more about a nightcap than case law.  The Pat Travers Band (one of my many guitar heroes) was appearing at the Alrosa.

A slight detour from my usual route home, put it right 'on my way.'

When I got there, the parking lot was packed.  It must've been 10:30 p.m. or so.  As usual, I was broke and barely had the money to buy one ticket at the door to get myself into the place.  It looked like I didn't even have enough money in my pocket after the 'door' to catch even a whiff of a beer buzz.  Music does come first.

I bought a beer and noticed that with coins, I probably could buy one more - at some point in the evening . . . before I would actually be dead broke.  No credit cards in my repertoire.  Travers wasn't on yet.  A little time to kill.

Didn't know anybody and I guess I got the idea to call someone.  No cell phone to call my own.  So, I cut back to the public bathrooms in the place.  They were located through a swinging door to the left of a good-sized bar, and down a hallway.  Hadn't been to the Alrosa in a while.

Once you were in the hallway and the door closed behind you . . . it got kind of quiet.  There was a guy using the public telephone - one of those cubed bays that hang half way up a wall.  I leaned on the wall smoking a cigarette - to wait my turn; wondering if the cost of the phone call would jeopardize the purchase of my last beer that evening.

Then, I noticed the refrigerator!  A curious item for its location; just stuck against a wall all by itself in this lonely, dimly lit hallway on the way to the pisser.  Nothing else to do but take a look inside.  Low and behold!  It was packed from top to bottom with half a dozen brands of domestic canned beer.  Cold.  FREE!  BEER!!!

I didn't even have to think about it.  The phone guy had finished his call and left.  I was alone in the hallway.  Tiny tear in a twelve-pack skin and I had a Strohs in my mitt.  Guzzled it right down.  15 seconds!  I tossed the crushed can and grabbed another to sip while I made my call.

Can't remember who I called.  No one came to grunge with me that night.  When the call was over, I was ready for my 3rd Strohs.  A walking-around-the-club sipping drink.

Walking back into the bar area, you face the pool tables.  Acclimated now, I had a plan.  Shoot for money and pull myself out of poverty for the rest of the evening!  My buzz was starting; I was pumped - they were announcing that Travers would hit the stage shortly.

My first pool match was the only real chance I figured I would take all night long.  I'm a better shot than 90% of the people I see drop stick onto a table.  I put my last beer money down on the spot, and when my turn came up . . . I suggested a money bet.  The guy bet me $5.00.

Now, this is an interesting position to be in.  You must win.  If you don't, there's a fight.  Because you have no way to pay the winner.  It puts a real edge on your game, trust me.  I shook my opponent's hand to seal the deal.

And . . . of course, I won!  Now I had $5.00 in my pocket.  I picked up my can of stolen Strohs off the railing that circled the pool tables in front of the bar - for a celebratory swig.  I happened to be looking right at the bar itself as I did this, and noted that as busy as he was - one of the bartenders' eyes met mine.  I thought about the beer in my hand, and the refrigerator . . . and did not put it back down in its former display place on the top of the handrailing . . . but, now, set it on a chair behind my coat.

I kept playing pool and . . . felt great!  Money to cover my pool bets - a beer buzz now successfully launched, and in a few moments - I intended to jump on down to the stage area and get close to stage front and center for the show!  I won another bet or two at pool and grabbed Mr. Strohs and my coat.  Two minutes to show time!  I really made sure I blended deep into the standing crowd that was jammed onto the floor down front.  The lights were low; I forgot about the bartender as the show started.

The bartender however, had not forgotten about me.  I had not noticed that out of hundreds of patrons that night . . . I was the only one in the house drinking Strohs.  Alrosa did not sell Strohs beer!

The club was packed at this point.  I couldn't move - but, I had a great position to watch Pat Travers walk on stage and slam into the band's first set.  I glugged my last quarter-of-a-can swig of brew, and simply dropped the empty evidence/remnant to my feet . . . where it instantaneously became lost in a chasm of hundreds of thumping stomping feet.  

Ahhhhhhh, Bliss!  You couldn't hear anything but loud angry guitars sawing away, backed up by the drum kit from Hell!

It was short-lived for me.  There was a determined finger tapping my left shoulder.  A noticeably hard we-mean-business sort of tap.  Turning before I thought about it - it was one of the two guys that owned Alrosa.  Didn't know his name . . . but, everybody in the joint knew what the owners looked like.  There were a couple of very large guys behind him and they all had just marched right into the center of the swarm I was in . . . under full-scale blistering guitar blizzard - to conduct business with me!

Steve, I think - was the tapping-finger-guy's name.  His tapping finger was now in my face - and making that little wiggle that a finger makes when it wants you to follow it.  I followed it, Steve and . . . all of Steve's large friends.  Soon as we broke the packed perimeter - three or four 'friends' peeled off like Blue Angels in flight formation - and circled 'round.  Steve led now, and 'Angels' had my back.

We walked the long walk from the stage area (it felt like a plank now) back past the bar, past the bartenders' eye, and through the swinging door into 'Free Beer' hall.  Funny, but the volume of Travers' compelling "It Ain't What It Seems" had somehow faded and almost disappeared about the time that the finger had showed up on my shoulder.

We were in a back room now.  When I tell you 'we', I mean me, Steve-the-Alrosa-co-owner and his band of angry security bounders.  Certainly, the 'Angels' were all accounted for and in attendance for this important meeting - lest the size of the security force at Alrosa Villa approach that of our local airport!  After all . . . we were dealing with a busted beer caper here, fellas!  Three Strohs were missing!  No one was smiling.  I was outnumbered like 6 to 1.  I'm not kidding!

Steve did all the talking.  A man of few words.  "Where did you get the beer?", he demanded.  The crowd behind him leaned in an inch or two for my answer.  "Beer?", was all I could think to say in this moment . . . where my beer buzz had all but dried up and blown away like a desert cactus ball (speaking of which I remember being especially 'parched' at this juncture of my evening).  I almost inquired if anyone had a Strohs, but - not really!  Believe me, I was more than slightly concerned.  This crowd looked like they intended to make me pay for three Strohs with a piece of my ass.

It only took one more inch of crowd-leaning-in and, I found my voice.  Steve's face was very close to mine.  He was saying something about kicking . . . and me . . . and I just hoped he meant out of the bar, and that it would not involve his crew, the parking lot and my body parts.

I had to be diplomatic now . . . and, I felt very small.  At 6 feet tall, I have never felt SOOooooo small!  I was a thief, and worse yet - a thief who had been caught.  By a lot of big people with beards and tattoos.  Caught, STEALING THEIR BEER!  How smart a guy was I?  Did I really belong in law school?!!!  This is one of those times when thoughts through the brain run rampant, wild . . . and without tether.

Was I going to enjoy the rest of my life as a wheelchair-bound quad?  Who could I possibly get to help with my kicked-outta-law-school-for-stealing-Strohs-at-the-Alrosa-Villa appeal to the Dean of Capital Law School?  What song was Pat Travers playing?  That cursed refrigerator
in the hallway had trashed my whole life in the time it takes to suck a few beers.

This was surely a time to do some pretty good fast talking.  You hope the words come.  Just enough.  Not too many.  

Do you think I started with Beer; or Sorry; or Money?  Hell no!  Because - what is the most important thing at the Alrosa?  Yep, it's Rock-and-Roll, man!  That's why the place exists.  It's why me and three or four hundred other thirsties had packed the place that night.  Or, any other night!

I went 'honest' on Steve.  Just simply asked him not to throw me out.  I really just wanted to see Pat, I told him.  That's all.  Of course, I quickly filled in something about being dead broke after I paid to get in . . . and explained that I could now pay him for three Strohs because I had won some money on his pool table.  I know I made some stupid excuse about inspecting the fridge in the hall and giving in to my thirsty temptation (on an empty wallet).  I have to guess now that I must've said, "I'm sorry."

Steve turned to the goons behind him . . . all still half-circled in Blue Angels' pre-strike formation - and said:  "See that he pays at the bar - and let him see the show."  I thanked Steve but he was already departing the closet we had all squeezed into.  At the bar, goon in tow - I paid for three Strohs and bought a Rock.  I don't think I ever needed a beer more than just right then.  Travers' music seemed to fade back in nice and loud about this time.

I made my way back into the middle of the crowd of bodies that nowadays - is called the mosh pit.  That Rolling Rock tasted so damn good!  Pat was awesome.

So now, not much more than a few hours after Dimebag Darryl put down his last brief jam . . . on stage at Alrosa . . . I think again . . . about the power of the guitar.  And those who play it well.  The electric ax is simply one of the most amazing things on the face of planet Earth.  It moves people.  One way or the other.  The players know this.  We don't think about it much, I guess.  We just feel it.

Goodbye Dimebag.  You felt it, man.  Thanks for the chops.

-the end-
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