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First show


Yes, I can recall the event as if it happened a million times over. The year is 1998 and I’m eight years old in 3rd grade. My favorite band called link 80 is coming to Bo jangles. Link 80 has been my favorite band since as far back as I can remember. They originate out of Berkeley, California and recorded their debut album while still attending high school. There headlining a place called Bo jangle’s which is a gay bar on the weekdays and has punk/metal shows on the weekend. I’ve got all three of there albums. Sadly suicide took there singer. He was a troubled schizophrenic who took his life while on heroin. Heroin is an evil drug that has destroyed far too many brilliant musicians’ minds ultimately claiming there lives. 

We caught a ride off some dude named Brian. He rolled up in a ford explorer with a bunch of raging teenagers hanging out the windows. For them it’s just another show, but for me it’s my first live show. It time to journey into the heart of the music scene. I didn’t know what to expect.


Waiting in line is a b**tch. The line moves sluggish like some kind of three toed slug. Swaying back and fourth but not actually moving anywhere. After some time we arrive at the front of the line. 

“You guys got tickets,” replied the doorman. He was an ogre of a man 

“Nope,” responded Johnny, my brother.
“How old is this kid,” spouted the doorman from under his rugged beard.

“Only eight, it’s his first show. Can you let him in for free?” asked Johnny. He was anxiously waiting for a response, fidgeting back and forth.
“Alright, but you have to get him earplugs. That’ll be twenty bucks for you,” said the doorman. 

He pays and we enter Bo Jangle’s. The place is jam packed with anxious adolescent teenagers. It has high ceilings that reach up into the heavens. I can’t really see the stage, too many tall people in front. Dam these stubby little legs of mine. The curiosity is killing me so squeeze my way to the front the stage. For some reason there are two ladies dancing around a pole wearing bare minimal amounts clothing in a cage. Why are they dancing in front of everyone? I would think they would want to dance with everyone instead of all eyes veering towards them. Nobody seems to be objecting so im guessing this is normal. Women are a strange and uncanny creature. 
Looking around I realize my brother in no wear in sight. All this excitement made me loose track of him. Link 80 is headlining, meaning they go on last, so I have a few hours to find my brother’s whereabouts. Hopefully none of these perverted freaks try to have their way with me. This definitely isn’t a natural environment for someone of my age, but at the same time it feels like home. I clear myself a path to get out of this labyrinth. Moving to the back of the venue, I see a backyard like patio. It looks like the place is hot boxed or fish bowled with the scent of tobacco. Venturing about I see every kind of person imaginable. In one corner we have the old scum punks with tall colored Mohawks. Another table is surrounded by skin heads with their hair razor thin. I walk by a bunch of low life hookers. 
“Hey little cutie?” says hooker #1. 

“You look like a keeper,” shouts hooker #2.

I didn’t know what to say to such a strange specimen. I just wanted to find Johnny. In the back corner, I can see an efficient amount of smoke being produced. He has got to be over there. 

