I Wanna Rock And Roll All Night…


Universe:  How would you describe your first kiss?

Bobwhite: Blood and fireworks, baby. Blood and fireworks!

“Kiss is coming!” Sherry practically screamed. She was bouncing around her room like a pinball.

“Who?”

“Kiss! Haven’t you heard their hits? There’s Strutter, I Wanna Rock & Roll All Night, Detroit Rock City…this is so cool!”

Somehow, I contained my glee. I had heard the songs, and they rocked, but I wasn’t a fan. My idea of rock and roll was Texas party band ZZ Top and New York bad boys Blue Oyster Cult. These guys were more like Bachman Turner Overdrive in drag. They just seemed…silly. Sherry, on the other hand, would have sacrificed a goat on the steps of the administration building to get tickets.

“We gotta get tickets. C’mon.”

I had been to two concerts in my life, both of them at Central. The first was Bob Seger and the Silver Bullet Band and the second was Peter Frampton, two of the best showmen in the business in 1976. I was hooked. I would have paid to see pigs on stage if you’d hung guitars around their necks. And the next best thing was coming to town.

“My boyfriend is gonna freak when he hears I got us tickets to Kiss.”

We stood in line outside the ticket office behind a rabid-looking bunch of teeny-boppers. This should have been my first clue that something was wrong. This was a college campus, not Mr. Roger’s Neighborhood.

When we got to the front of the line, Sherry ordered two tickets and I ordered two of my own. I didn’t have anyone in mind to take, at the time, but I’d gone to my first two concerts alone and I thought it would be more fun if I brought a friend.

“Where are your seats?” Sherry enthused.

“Main floor, row twenty, center aisle.”

“You shit! I got row forty-three, off to the side. Wanna trade?”

“No.”

“I hate you.”

She meant it, too. She stormed off and never spoke to me again. Fanatics.

The concert was two weeks away so I had plenty of time to think of someone to ask. I wasn’t seeing any girls so that simplified things. That left one of the guys on my floor. Most of the guys I hung with were into Lou Reed, Pink Floyd, or the Doors. Pretty much anything that went well with drugs. The more I thought about it, the more embarrassed I was that I’d bought the tickets. However, I knew one guy that would never turn down a party.

“Hey Brucey. How’d ya like to go see Kiss?”

“Who?”

“Kiss. New band. They got a couple of hits on the radio.”

“I don’t know, Bobwhite. My cash is a little tight right now.”

“My treat.”

“Yeah…Kiss. Right on! When are we going?” 

Two weeks later, Brucey and I were walking through a light snow to the concert arena. 

“Here, Bobwhite. I got some sunshine microdot.”

“What’s the difference between purple microdot and sunshine microdot?”

“One’s purple and one’s orange. Who knows? Who cares? Just take it and shut up.”

“You’re the boss.”

The arena was on the other side of campus and it was a long walk. Most of it we were alone.

“You sure you got the right day?” Brucey finally asked. “Doesn’t seem to be anyone else going.”

“Positive.” I showed him the tickets. He looked at me and shrugged.

As we got close, the crowd finally picked up. That relieved my fears that the concert had been cancelled and no one told me. The snow began to thicken into a blizzard. We could barely see the people around us. Didn’t matter now because the microdot kicked in and we were giggling an awful lot.

In spite of the snow inside and outside my head, I noticed that the crowd around us looked like a bunch of junior high school kids. I wondered how they got there. None of them looked old enough to drive. Brucey obviously noticed it too, because he was looking around him with a puzzled look on his face.

“Hey Bobwhite. How come we’re the only adults here, man?”

“Adult’s a relative term, Brucey. I don’t feel too adult right now.”

Another bout of giggling.

“What concert did you buy tickets for?”

“I’m startin’ to wonder. Looks like we’re on our way to the Captain Kangaroo show.”

That kept us laughing all the way to the auditorium.

A line formed outside the arena and a lot of the kids were standing around talking. There were four guys about eighteen years old standing just around the corner of the building. A skinny kid of about fourteen stood with them. Well, maybe ‘stood’ isn’t the word. He was wobbling pretty badly and the guys were jostling him around a bit. He looked like a tiny caricature of them, with the same long hair, torn denim jeans, and jacket. They kept passing him a bottle and the stupid kid kept drinking from it. Every time he tipped the bottle up, his wobbling got worse. Finally, he and the bottle keeled over and landed in a snow bank. The guys grabbed him, sat him up, leaned him against the wall, pulled out their tickets, and walked into the building.

“Shit, Brucey, did you see that? They got him drunk just to ditch him. That sucks.”

“Guess they didn’t feel like babysitting.”

We handed our tickets to the guy at the door and went inside.

It was the usual pandemonium before a concert. Teenagers milling about, smoking, drinking, laughing, pointing, yelling, shoving, dancing, and having way too much fun. We grabbed our seats and waited.

The lights dropped. A deep voice boomed from the sound system:

“Now for the show you’ve all been waiting for. The greatest rock and roll band in the world, Kiss!”

Whoosh! Two flaming columns shot towards the roof. An explosion crashed through the building and the stage lights came up. Kiss started to play. 

We’d never seen anything like it. Costumes, makeup, pyrotechnics, and Gene Simmons drooling blood on the stage. Brucey and I just looked at each other and started laughing. It didn’t stop till the concert was over.

However, the kids around us ate it up. Screaming, yelling, arms in the air pumping to the beat. Young girls dressed like their older sisters in hip-huggers and tank-tops, squirmed on boy’s shoulders in a party frenzy. There was enough blue eye shadow and makeup troweled on their faces to start a cosmetics company.

None of the kids were making trouble. They were just having the time of their lives. And it never let up. All that energy in the crowd and all the theatricals on stage got infectious. When Kiss came out for their encore, the crowd roared to their feet. I let myself be swept up in it and joined them, clapping to the beat. I looked down at Brucey who was still sitting.

“C’mon, Brucey. It’s a party. Lets have some fun.”

Brucey grinned and shook his head but he finally rose to his feet and started clapping. 

“Jesus, Bobwhite. I can’t believe we just watched that,” Brucey crowed as we were leaving the building. “What the hell was it?”

My pride was just a little injured. It was my idea after all. “C’mon, Brucey. It wasn’t that bad. I mean, what the hell. You had fun, didn’t you?”

“Yeah. Watchin’ a bunch of twelve year olds trying to act like groupies. That was hilarious.”

“I guess you’re right.”

We trudged through the crowd towards our dorm. God must have gotten bored sifting the snow because it looked like he just upended the whole bag on the campus. It was at least six inches deep and still falling.

We were still buzzing from the mescaline when I spotted a textbook in the snow next to the sidewalk.

“Geophysical Science. I hate that class.” I kicked the book as hard as I could. It sailed over a snowbank and disappeared. I felt better.

We continued on our way. A minute later a girl approached us, coming from the other direction, her head weaving back and forth.

“Have you seen a Geophysical Sciences textbook lying on the ground?”

“No.”

“Well if you do, could you return it to me? My name and address are inside the cover.”

“Sure.”

She passed us and continued her search. Brucey and I managed to keep straight faces for at least thirty seconds. Then we burst out laughing. We laughed till our sides hurt. Then we laughed some more. We laughed all the way back to the dorm. Okay, I was an asshole. But it sure was funny.

