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FOR PEARL AND REVEL,


I’ve been waiting my whole life for who came home today


You came in shining all this light so I could find my way


Now I can’t wait to live this life you give


I’m not afraid.


Thank you for this beautiful lyric, Pearl.


It mirrors my heart.


You are my life, my love, my family.















BALD OF CONFUSION



Hi, my name is Scott, and I play in a band called Anthrax.


I know you know who I am. You wouldn’t be reading this book right now if you didn’t. I just don’t like to assume that you do because I feel like that would be kind of a dick move and lame to just assume that people know who I am. Like when people come up to me and say, “Hi, my name is _________ and I am a really big fan,” and then when we shake hands I always say my name as well. If I was to just stand there staring back at them with a jerk attitude thinking, Why yes, of course, you are a big fan and know who I am, and I’m not even going to recognize you as a human being by introducing myself, that would be really shitty. Imagine if I were walking down the street and happened to see Angus Young and said, “Oh my God, it’s Angus Young! It’s really nice to meet you. I fucking love you and AC/DC so much! My name is Scott—how are you?” And he just said, “Uh-huh” like I’m supposed to know who he is. I’d be thinking, “I love you, Angus Young, but you’re kind of a dick.”


For the record, I’ve never met Angus. He’s my hero, and he could probably put a cigarette out on my arm and I’d still pee my pants meeting him.


So I don’t assume. I don’t expect that everybody knows who I am, even though I have to say I know I have a recognizable head.


Bald. Heavy browed. Very beardy.


Recognizable.


And apparently very confusing.


I get it. I’ve been on TV. You may have been flipping channels late one night and glimpsed my face as you passed VH1 and it made an impression. And then you see me somewhere in public and are thinking, It’s that guy from that thing—I know him from somewhere. I KNOW HIM. I know exactly when these thoughts are running through someone’s brain. I can see it on their faces, the look people get when they are obviously not an Anthrax fan but just know my non-hipster-bearded-head from somewhere and can’t quite put their finger on it and get really excited and come up to me and usually say something like, “Hey, uhh, I know you. You’re famous—where do I know you from?”


My general answer to that is, “I don’t know, sorry” because I really don’t know who they think I am, and it’s really not my responsibility to engage and educate the public at large. If they persist, I’ll tell them I’m in a band called Anthrax. Sometimes that confuses them even more because they only remember seeing me as a talking head on some TV program and have no idea about the band. I’m very polite, mind you. I can only hope someone may be curious about Anthrax and go home and check it out.


Sometimes the recognition is stronger, and the person will know I am in a band (actual conversation):




DUDE IN THE AIRPORT: Hey, hey, HEY! [Actually yelling at me and then grabbing my shoulder to get my attention] You’re that guy in that band! You’re in a band, right?


ME: [A tiny bit annoyed at being grabbed waiting in line for coffee] I am.


DUDE IN THE AIRPORT: Which band?


ME: I’m in Anthrax.


DUDE IN THE AIRPORT: Nope… that’s not it.





I’m not really sure how to answer that so I don’t. It’s not like I have a business card to prove it: Scott Ian—Anthrax. And this never happens in a record store where I could go grab a record out of the racks and show them.


Then there are the people who I think are actually fans, just very confused. I’ve had so many people ask me over the years, “Aren’t you the singer of Anthrax?”


This is so confusing to me. I look nothing like Joey Belladonna.


And, “Aren’t you the bass player of Anthrax?”


I look nothing like Frank Bello. Those guys have flowing locks of luxurious hair, and I have a stubbly egg for a head so, no, I’m neither of those guys, and I don’t take the time to explain all of that and what I actually do in the band. Remember, these conversations are usually happening when I’m catching a flight or eating dinner with my family and it’s neither the time nor the place.


I know a lot of these people who have made those mistakes have probably gone home and grabbed an Anthrax record, looked at the picture on the album, and said, “He couldn’t just tell me he was the rhythm guitar player? What a dick!”


No, I couldn’t tell you. It’s not my responsibility. And maybe don’t interrupt my conversation with my son about who would win in a fight between Batman and Darth Vader. Oh and also, I would never walk up to Steve Harris (if I need to explain who he is, you’d better put this book down right now, back away slowly, go home, and rethink your life choices) and say, “Aren’t you the lead guitar player in Iron Maiden?”


It’s not just that I get mistaken for guys in my own band either.


Back in the early 2000s there was a band from Los Angeles who got really big, and seemingly every time I got in a taxi the driver would look at me in his rearview mirror and do a stunned double take and yell, “System of a Down!” To this I would reply, “Yes! I am them!”


System of a Down are made up of four Armenians, and I guess there were a lot of Armenian taxi drivers in Hollywood in the early 2000s. At least this case of mistaken identity made sense because System’s bass player, Shavo, was bald and also had an abnormal beard, so I understood. I would always go with this one because who am I to bum out the nice taxi driver? Who am I? I’m the prick, remember? I could act like a total jerk, and Shavo would get the blame. And then I see Shavo and he tells me, “You know how many times people come up to me and ask me if I’m Scott Ian?”


“Oh, really?” I mischievously answered. And then Shavo says, “Yeah, and then I act like a dick, and they get pissed at you.”


Shavo wins.


All of this pales in comparison to a story my father-in-law told me. I also don’t assume everyone knows that my father-in-law is Meat Loaf, so if you didn’t know, now you do. He told me that he was sitting in his seat on a plane, and the woman sitting next to him asked, “Excuse me, sir—are you Jim Morrison?” This didn’t happen in 1968; this was in the 1990s. Meat stared at this lady and finally said to her, “Yes. Yes, I am. I am Jim Morrison.”


That’s why Meat Loaf is my hero.


This whole confusion bit doesn’t bother me all that much. Maybe it seems like I am crabby about it, but really it’s pretty funny. Being someone who people recognize walking down the street because of my band is odd and cool at the same time. And now you, dear reader, know not to call me the hurdy-gurdy player in Arcade Fire.


There is something that I love about being famous, and it only happens exclusively in the worlds of hard rock and heavy metal. When I am walking down the street and a fan will see me and yell my name or the name of my band as loud as they can, usually prefaced with or dissected by the word fucking. Example: “FUCKING ANTHRAX!” and “SCOTT FUCKING IAN!” You know what I’m talking about. Maybe you’ve done it. We’ve all yelled, “SLAYER!” at bloodcurdling volume at some point in our lives. I have and worse.


In 1986 Anthrax got to open for Black Sabbath. Our first-ever big arena shows, and we’re opening for Black fucking Sabbath. It was the second night of the tour, and their tour manager came to our dressing room to tell us that after the show Tony Iommi wanted to say hello and thank us for being on the tour. I was out of my mind thinking, He’s gonna thank us? We should be kissing those magic metal creating hands of his for all eternity. After the show we got escorted down to some meet-and-greet room, we hung out for a couple of minutes, and then in walked Tony Iommi. I can still feel the sense of amazement I had at that moment, that I was standing in the same room as the man, let alone being on tour with him. So he walks in, and the temperature drops about ten degrees because he’s so cool. He looked like a giant to me—I guess gods usually do (and I am a tall Hobbit at best). With his perfect black hair and his evil mustache and beard, and he’s wearing a long leather coat that goes all the way down to the floor—I mean literally, if you told me he was Satan, I would have believed you. He was just so fucking powerful when he walked in that room. Maybe it was just because, gee, he only invented heavy metal, so you know, he is a little bit important to my life. But yeah, Tony Iommi walks in the room and shakes our hands and is thanking us, and in my fucking head I’m going shithouse bonkers and screaming, TONY IOMMI! TOE NEE I OWE MEEEEEE!!! HOLY FUCK! I wanted to grab him by the lapels and shake him and yell, “DO YOU KNOW WHAT YOU MEAN TO ME MOTHERFUCKER?!”


Of course all that hysterical screaming was done with my inside voice. I kept it inside because even the idiot twenty-two-year-old that I was knew it wouldn’t be cool to grab Satan’s lapels. And he had a giant security guard who would have kicked my ass right out of the room as soon as I even raised my voice, and then I never would have had a conversation with this proper English gentleman who invented heavy metal.


If we would’ve been outside on the street and I happened to see Tony walking by, different story altogether. I never would’ve been able to hold it in. I will never lose that feeling. Don’t you ever stop screaming.


You may think I’m being sarcastic, but I’m not. I get it because I’m a fan too. I truly love that visceral can’t-help-yourself reaction of screaming out the name of something you love so much. That feeling you get deep in your gut when you’re at a show of a band you’d kill for and you just can’t help but scream, “IRON MAIDEN!” You just can’t help it; it’s a primal emotion and a truly cathartic experience when you’re surrounded by thousands of like-minded people.


Now imagine what it’s like to be on stage and have thousands of people losing their minds for your band. It’s an energy unlike anything anywhere else on the planet, and I love it. I live for it.


Like I said, this only happens in the world of hard rock and metal. It’s very specific. It’s not the high-pitched siren of pop adoration. It doesn’t work in jazz. Or maybe I am totally wrong and back in the 1950s it’d be totally normal to hear someone gutturally scream, “CHET FUCKING BAKER” as loud as they could when they saw him walking down 52nd Street in New York City.


On the opposite end of the spectrum in the context of all this, the total bummer of being recognized, the most annoying thing, the bane of my pseudo-notoriety is people touching my beard. Men, women—they feel this need to touch it. What the hell is up with that? My beard is not public domain, yet people feel they have the right to just get their hands right in it, without even asking. I don’t do that to people. I’ve never once thought at the sight of a bearded man to walk up and get my fingers entwined in his facial hair. Gross. What if I just walked up to a woman on the street who had beautiful hair and started running my hands through it? I’d get my ass kicked and arrested, yet ladies, you think you get a free pass at my beard because you’re a lady? Fuck off. Your hands are filthy too, and I don’t want them anywhere near my face. The only exceptions to the rule are my wife and son, and even my son, as much as I love him, gets the brush sometimes because he can have some dirty little hands. Call me nutso, but personal space is important to me.


If you are a bearded gentleman reading this, I know you feel my pain.


Now, all of that being said, I know a couple of guys in bands who feel much differently about beard invasions. They actually like it.


Next time Slayer comes to your town maybe they will be doing a record-store signing appearance or some kind of meet-and-greet at their show. Now pay close attention to these instructions—it’s very important you follow these to the letter so you don’t fuck it up. Wait your turn in line, and when you get to the band to get your stuff signed, shake hands, take a picture, etc., etc., and then you make your move. NOT ON TOM. Did I say that loud enough? Do not grab Tom’s beard. He does not like that shit, and he’ll get really pissed off and yell at you. Tom has a really loud and scary voice. Do you want him screaming at you in front of the band and a whole line of people? I don’t think so. It’s Kerry you want to engage. Now I know what you’re thinking: Kerry? Are you crazy? That guy will kill me if I touch his beard. No, he won’t. He has a very tough exterior, but underneath he’s a big ol’ softie, so get your fingers right up in his beard and give Kerry a good chin scratching like you would a cute little kitty cat and watch him purr!*


Zakk Wylde with his All-Father Odin beard wins when it comes to beards. His beard is like a rope that they use to tie cruise ships to the dock. It’s truly the king of beards, and why wouldn’t he want to show it off? So if you ever have the chance to hang with Zakk, grab onto that bridge cable of a beard and yank it hard. He’s a big guy, so you may even want to use two hands to pull on it so he feels it.*


By the way, this is top-secret, behind-the-scenes info that we’ll keep just between us, okay? I wouldn’t want this to get out there publicly and then everyone will be all over those guys even worse than they are now.






[image: image]

I am the jumpy rhythm guitar player for Anthrax! Photo by Leon Neal.











* In the history of the written word no one has ever written this sentence. Ever. You know why? Because it’s completely insane and ridiculous. It’s a joke. Don’t touch Kerry’s beard. Don’t even think about touching Kerry’s beard. One more time in case you got distracted: Do not ever touch Kerry’s beard.


* If you touch Zakk’s beard, he will hammer you into the fucking floor like a nail.















MEET ME UNDER ACE FREHLEY



In New York City in the late seventies, if you told someone to meet you under Ace Frehley, they knew exactly what you were talking about. Hold on, let me clarify that: if the person you were giving those particular directions to were somewhere between twelve and sixteen years old, they definitely knew what you were talking about.


To a generation of kids raised on Kiss in the seventies, Ace Frehley became our designated meeting point, our landmark. Except instead of a sign with an–i–on it, we had a giant live picture of Ace in all his smoking-guitar glory on the wall on the side of the entrance to Penn Station in Manhattan. This totemic landmark was a source of pride for all of us Kiss fans. We were an army always on the defensive, constantly ridiculed for liking a “comic book band.” Publicly subjected to the derision and sometimes violent mockery of the older kids who wore their Led Zeppelin and Pink Floyd T-shirts aggressively like Gestapo uniforms, with our Kiss T-shirts the yellow stars of the oppressed. Heavy metaphor, I know. But when you’re fourteen and are walking down the hallway in high school wearing the Kiss T-shirt you saved up your allowance for a month to buy and you walk past a crew of seventeen-year-old dudes who would knock your books out from under your arm, grab you by your beloved shirt, spit “KISS SUCKS, FAGGOT!” in your face, and then push you down onto the floor, ripping your shirt as you fell, well, that was certainly a fascist fashion statement. I’d be on the floor gathering my things, doing my best to ignore their taunts and smiling, not letting them have the satisfaction of getting to me, and all the while I am imagining myself grabbing a baseball bat from the equipment locker in the gymnasium and cracking their heads, singing “God of Thunder” as I swung. “What are you smiling at, faggot?” Pink Floyd snarled at me, snapping me out of my violent fantasy. I boldly stared back at him, smiling, the Demon on my shoulder nodding his approval. “Fuck him,” Led Zep said as they turned to walk away. Pink gave one of the books I hadn’t picked up yet a kick down the hall.


I watched them clomp off in their untied work boots, looking for some other unsuspecting member of our troops to torture.


Fucking burnouts, I thought as I headed to my next class, knowing that someday those losers would be fans of the band I was going to start. That’s what I was thinking as I sat down at my desk in history class. I didn’t let the burnouts get to me because at the ripe old age of fourteen I had had an epiphany. I was already on a path from which I would never stray. A path that instilled me with a fearlessness from the certainty of knowing what I was going to do with my life.


I can identify the exact moment, the specific time and place when I had such a powerful life-changing experience that it would shape and focus the rest of my life. Yes, my life has been made up of a multitude of experiences whose cumulative effect make me into the man I am today. But the event that started it all, that put me on the path to begin with, that I could pinpoint was on December 14, 1977, at Madison Square Garden in New York City when I went to see Kiss. Everything crystallized. Like Bruce Banner getting hit with the gamma radiation that turned him into the Hulk, I was irradiated by Kiss on that fateful winter night and walked out of Madison Square Garden with an absolutely clear picture of what I was going to do with my life: I was going to be in a band.


I WAS INDOCTRINATED into Kisstianity two years earlier in late 1975, the first time I heard “Rock and Roll All Nite” on the radio. It hooked me the first time I heard it, not even knowing what band was playing it, because the DJ never said the band’s name. I was constantly singing the song, it was on a loop in my brain, and I was begging my parents to take me to a record store to try to find out who sang that song. I had to have it.


One night, not long after that, my brother and I were watching TV and I was flipping through all seven channels we had back then and saw these four guys in makeup and costumes with instruments. I paused, curious about how this band looked. They were just standing there making faces, and I thought they looked goofy. I was about to change the channel when the host said, “And now to play their hit song ‘Rock and Roll All Nite,’ here’s Kiss!” Holy crap! The song! Peter kicked into the drum intro, and I lost it. My brother and I were jumping around and singing along, not believing what we were seeing. They went from looking goofy to the best thing I had ever seen/heard in my life. I was an eleven-year-old aspiring guitar player and a super-nerd comic book collector, and Kiss embodied my two favorite things in the world together in a band. If the host had come back out after the performance and said they were actually superheroes playing guitars, I would’ve believed it, that’s how blown away I was. I had to have that song. I HAD TO. I was like a junkie looking for a fix. I planned to go straight to the record store after school the next day to find that song.


School was interminable that day. It was an endless drone of incessantly boring information dulling my brain. Kiss was telling me I needed to party every day, and I was stuck in fun jail. The only thing that kept me from running screaming out of that building to the sanctuary of the record store was the constant conversation amongst those who had seen—all of us who had borne witness to the majesty of Kiss. We would not be silenced. No matter how many times a teacher would yell at us to stop our whispered conversations about our new heroes, we kept on, passing notes when we couldn’t speak of the pictures we had drawn from memory of their logo and talisman-like makeup. In the lunchroom, climbing on tables, playing air guitar, and singing the song out loud, lunch ladies screaming at us to get down, dull brown gravy dripping off the serving spoons they were waving at us. I’m sure these scenarios were playing out all across America that day as my generation had found its voice, and it was wearing seven-inch platform boots.


Finally the bell rang to end the day, and bulky school books in hand, I ran out into the cold New York winter air. I ran past the bus stop where a line of people stood waiting for a bus to show up. Normally I would’ve been in that line, the warmth of a bus better than walking the almost mile home in the cold, but I couldn’t stand the thought of standing there waiting for even a minute when I could be moving toward my goal. So I ran. I ran through the cramp that was like a hot poker in my side to the shopping center where the record store was in my sight. I was sweating against the frigid air as I ran down a row of stores, weaving between people and catching annoyed looks from less anxious shoppers. The bells on the door of the record store rang noisily as I slammed through it, wild-eyed and out of breath, my jacket hanging off my shoulders and still clutching my books, stopping dead in my tracks in front of a rack filled with nothing but Kiss Alive! I stood there mesmerized. There it was, right in front of me, waiting for me to come get it, like it had always been there. I gently took one off the rack, caressing the plastic wrap with my fingers as I stared and stared and stared at the cover. The four of them in action, the makeup, the costumes, the lights, the smoke, the Kiss logo, the candelabra!


It was the best album I had ever held in my life, and I hadn’t even heard it yet. I just knew.


From somewhere far, far away I could hear the Bryan Ferry–T-shirt-wearing record-store guy asking me if I needed any help. I didn’t answer—I couldn’t. I just kept staring, turning the record over and looking at the back cover, the two guys holding up the Kiss banner and an arena full of people waiting for the band to appear. I wanted to be those guys. I wanted to be in that arena. I was lost in a Kiss reverie when suddenly the album was being pulled from my hands and I came out of my trance: “Are you going to buy that? Your sweaty hands are going to ruin it.” It was the record-store guy, quite bothered by this nonresponsive, sweating, red-faced kid who had dropped his books all over the floor of the store. “Umm, sorry, yes, I want to buy it. How much is it?” I asked. This irked him even more, as there was a sticker on the plastic that clearly read, “ON SALE ONLY $5.99.” I had ignored the sticker while I was in my Kiss-coma. He wordlessly pointed at the sticker and handed the album back to me. He walked away, and I started staring again, about to fall back into the album cover when I had a terrible realization. $5.99.


$5.99?


I had seven dollars in my pocket, having saved up some allowance money to buy my father a birthday present. How was I going to buy the album if I only had enough money to get my father a birthday present? I had to have the album, and I had to get my father a birthday present. I was agonizing over this decision—what could I do? It was a Sophie’s Choice for an eleven-year-old. The record-store guy cleared his throat loudly, signaling it was time for me to shit or get off the pot. I was gripping the album tightly in my hands, looking for an answer in the grease-painted faces of my idols when a lightbulb turned on and I knew what I was going to do.


I would buy the Kiss album and give it to my father for his birthday. Brilliant! I’d give him Kiss Alive! and he’d give it back to me. Yeah, I know: it was a selfish plan, but I was getting my dad a gift, and it’s the thought that counts, right?


I brought the album up to the register, where record-store guy was sitting and reading Creem magazine (with Kiss on the cover). I paid for it and then annoyed him even more when I asked him to gift wrap it. He looked at me like I had stepped in dog shit and tracked it all over the store, so I pointed at the sign next to the register that read, “Free gift wrap with every purchase!” He hate-wrapped the album and wordlessly shoved it in a bag, his mood in no way affecting mine. I was very happy with myself, smiling like an idiot as I walked out of the store telling the guy to “Have a nice day!”


I got home and put the album in my closet. I had to put it out of my sight, as it was taking every ounce of what little willpower an eleven-year-old possesses to not unwrap the vinyl and crank it. Like a rock-and-roll Tell-Tale Heart, the album called to me; my only reprieve from its kick-drum heartbeat was while I was at school. A few days before his birthday I dared to take the album out of the closet to make sure it was okay. It felt hot in my hands and was practically screaming at me to play it.


My dad’s birthday finally arrived, and I was so excited about the present I had bought for myself—I mean for my dad.


I handed my dad the present. I stood there watching, practically licking my chops as he unwrapped it. He looked at the album, confused for a second, and then he smiled and said, “Hmm, Kiss Alive! How did you know I wanted this?” For a moment I thought he was serious and that he was going to keep the album. That wouldn’t have been a problem except for the fact that my parents were divorced and we didn’t live with my dad. I’d only have visitation rights with the album a few times a month! My dad noticed the look of panic on my face and, smiling at me, said, “Thank you for this. Why don’t you listen to it for a while and tell me how it is?” He handed the album back to me, and I ran to the stereo to put it on. I carefully took the record out of the sleeve, trying not to be distracted by the photo booklet that came with the album. I put the record on the turntable and with surgical precision, lowered the needle onto the record and was greeted by a monstrous voice yelling, “You wanted the best! You got the best! The hottest band in the world… Kiss!!!!!” and then the opening chords to “Deuce” mainlined themselves straight into my cerebral cortex and I was hooked.


I became a Kiss fanatic. They were my religion, and I was a radical extremist. Every conversation I had was about Kiss, either preaching to the choir of my Kiss-minded friends or espousing their greatness to recruit new army members. Every inch of wall space in my room was covered with posters and pictures of Kiss meticulously cut out of rock magazines. I had every album, doubles of the albums that came with extra stuff like the photo booklet in Alive! and the stickers in Rock and Roll Over so I could keep one set in mint condition and put the other set on my walls or school notebook. I got the Kiss action figures (by Mego), and I had the lunchbox and the makeup sets and anything they could stencil their logo on.


Over the next two years Kiss became my number-one priority. More important than the New York Yankees (although when the Yankees won the World Series in 1977 that took precedence for a moment—more on that later), comics (until Kiss put out their own comic), and skateboarding (we’d skateboard to Kiss blasting from a boombox). Kiss was everywhere and everything to me. I had it all, except for actually seeing them live. I would go to the record store at least once a week and ask record-store guy if he knew when Kiss was coming in concert and when tickets would be on sale. Back then the record store was where we’d go to buy tickets; it had a Ticketron machine. He’d tap a couple of keys on the computer-like machine and invariably respond with a very bored, “Nope” with an accompanying eye roll. Undeterred, I kept up with my weekly inquisition as school slogged on through the black-and-white New York City winter, the frigid days dragging one into another. The only thing that made it tolerable was the daily lunchroom Kiss Army meetings. We’d all bring our current Kiss-covered copies of Circus, Creem, Rock Scene, and Hit Parader and go through them with a fine-toothed comb looking for info on Kiss tour dates. Someone in our troop would always have some rumor of a show, some information disseminated by a radio DJ, and we’d wind ourselves up only to be disappointed by record-store guy tapping those Ticketron keys and muttering, “Nope.”


Winter colored up into spring and then school’s out for summer and what a summer it was. Summer of 1977 in New York City was an eventful one, to say the least, with its two-day city-wide blackout in July and the capture of Son of Sam in August. On the personal front my brother Jason and I got to escape the heat of the city when we flew out to Los Angeles and stayed at our mother’s friend’s house in Laguna Beach for a few weeks. For two kids from Queens, Laguna Beach was literally paradise. Every day we’d have to make a really difficult decision about what we were going to do first: go to the beach or go to the skateboard park. It was the best summer of my life until our second-to-last day there when I broke my left arm skateboarding. Even with that unfortunate accident, it was still an incredible summer.


When I got home and had the cast put on my arm my mood quickly changed. I couldn’t play any sports, especially skateboarding, and more importantly, I couldn’t play guitar. This really bummed me out, as playing along to Kiss records was one of my favorite things to do. Losing my ability to do that because of skateboarding put my priorities in order. Guitar first, everything else second. And then school started. My golden summer seemed like a distant dream as I dragged my one-armed ass back into the Groundhog Day everyday schedule of school. Not being able to play guitar was a huge deal for me: it was an outlet, a way for me to vent, and without it I was having a hard time. I still had Kiss records, and my comics and the Yankees were on the verge of going all the way that year—it was all just a bit dulled for me with my ability to play guitar taken away. It was going to be a long six weeks in a cast.


Walking home from school on a dreary fall day when all the leaves had already turned from a blazing melee of color to the limp calm beige of death, I decided to stop into the record store to see if there were any new records out that would cheer me up. I walked in, and the door chimes caused record-store guy to look over to see who was coming in to annoy him. I really wasn’t in any mood to deal with his jerk Patti Smith–T-shirt-wearing attitude, so I decided not to ask him about Kiss. I was looking at Cheap Trick’s In Color record when record-store guy said, “Hey kid, c’mere.” I looked up from Rick Nielsen’s picture and record-store guy was waving me over. This was a new development in our usually one-sided relationship, so I walked over, curious to see what he had to show me. I got to the counter, and he waved me over behind the register to where the Ticketron machine was. Now I was really interested—I was behind the curtain. He punched a couple of keys and pointed to the screen for me to read:




KISS DECEMBER 14 1977 MADISON SQUARE GARDEN ON SALE SATURDAY KISS DECEMBER 15 1977 MADISON SQUARE GARDEN ON SALE SATURDAY KISS DECEMBER 16 1977 MADISON SQUARE GARDEN ON SALE SATURDAY





I stood there holding my breath as I read it over and over calmly thinking it through step by step. It was Monday. Tickets would go on sale Saturday. I would be getting my allowance from my dad when he came to take me and my brother to see the Yankees play the Dodgers in the World Series Tuesday night (yeah, that little thing was happening as well—no big deal!). I would have enough money to buy tickets. I WOULD HAVE ENOUGH MONEY TO BUY TICKETS!!! My screaming inside voice was interrupted by my new hero, Record-Store Guy!, smiling at me and saying, “The one day you didn’t ask about Kiss tickets, and there they are.” I was freaking out. Kiss was coming to Madison Square Garden, and I could buy a ticket! I had to get home and call my friends. “What time do they go on sale?” I asked as I was running out the door, and he said, “Hold on, there’s something else—be right back.” He walked to the back of the store and into the back room where they kept the stock. I was so antsy to get out of there that I was practically hopping from foot to foot ready to bolt so I could get home and call everyone and tell them not to spend any money because they’d need it for Kiss tickets, and then he walked out of the back room holding a poster. He handed it to me, and I unrolled it and screamed, “HOLY FUCKING SHIT!”
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“It’s yours, kid. Take it. They sent us a bunch. Now get out of here. You look like you’re going to pee your pants,” laughed Record-Store Guy! I was still hopping back and forth. My brain had exploded upon seeing the poster, and for a few seconds all I can remember were the sounds of crazed voices screaming, lunatic ravings in my head that sounded like the cat lady on The Simpsons crossed with the Tasmanian Devil, and then my brain slowly pieced itself back together and I realized it was just me standing there freaking the fuck out from a Kiss overdose. A concert and a new album? It was too much to bear. I checked to see if I had peed my pants because I thought Record-Store Guy! had said I did. Relieved that I had just misheard him, I calmed myself down as best I could, wiped the drool from my chin, and asked him again what time tickets went on sale. “Ten o’clock on the dot man. Don’t be late.”


I wasn’t going to be late.


I got home and hung my new poster in my room. I told Jason about the concert, and he had money for a ticket. One less thing to worry about. Then I called my friends and told them about the concert and the new Kiss album. Everyone was as excited as I was; there was a lot of screaming down the phone lines. Now I just needed to convince my mom that it was okay for me and my brother to go without parental supervision—this was going to be just the guys. I started coming up with plans B, C, D, etc., etc., in case she said no. I made sure all my chores were done, and when she got home from work that evening I brought it up straight away. I told her that Kiss tickets were going on sale and that we had money to buy them (she knew how bad we wanted to see them) and that we were going to go with my friends. No chaperones. She was totally cool with it. “You’re going to be fourteen. It’s okay with me if you take the train in with your friends. Make sure it’s okay with your father, and don’t let your brother out of your sight. And you come home straight after the concert, okay? It’s a school night.” Shocked that that conversation went so easily, I thanked and hugged and kissed her and ran to my room to listen to Alive! I put on my headphones, laid down on my bed, stared at my new poster, and imagined being in the audience as the record massaged my brain through the Sennheisers.


I woke up the next morning in full-on Kiss Army mission-planning mode. It was Tuesday. First piece of business was seeing our dad that night and asking him for permission. Second was going straight to the record store after school on Friday to buy Kiss Alive II. I’d have enough money with what I had left from my previous two weeks’ allowance and that current week’s allowance to buy the record and a ticket. There was no way I could wait for Saturday morning knowing the new record was already in the store. And what if it sold out? Some of my friends were going with me to do that on Friday. Third, we made plans to meet Saturday morning at 7 a.m. at the record store so we’d be first in line. Fourth, we checked out the Long Island railroad schedules for December. Everything was coming together.


That afternoon our dad picked us up, and we went to Yankee Stadium for Game One of the 1977 World Series. I actually left my Kiss bubble that night. I’d been a Yankee fan longer than I’d been a Kiss fan, and for the moment my priorities changed. If the game had been on the same night as the concert, well, then, I would’ve had a huge problem. That would have been a conundrum that my young brain could not have solved, probably ending up with me having a stroke at thirteen. I didn’t have to worry about making that decision, although I almost had a stroke when the Dodgers tied the game 3–3 in the ninth, forcing the game into extra innings. The Yankees finally pulled it out in the bottom of the twelfth inning, Willie Randolph scoring on a Paul Blair single, and the Yankees won 4–3, going one up on the Dodgers in the best-of-seven series. The game was unbelievably exciting and it was only on the way home I remembered to ask him if it was okay for us to go to the Kiss concert. He was totally fine with us going to the show sans adults, and he even threw in some extra cash with our allowances so we could get T-shirts and snacks. Things were really coming together better than I could imagine, and if that wasn’t cool enough, we were going to Game Six of the World Series the following week.


THE NEXT TWO days flew by on a Yankee’s win and new Kiss album/concert tickets high. On the way to school Friday morning I thought about skipping school or cutting my first few classes so I could go to the record store when it opened and get Alive II early. I thought that through and decided it was definitely not worth getting caught and possibly getting punished—no Kiss concert for you, young man. I was so high on Kiss and the Yankees that school wasn’t even a buzzkill. When the bell rang to go home I ran, just like I did two years earlier, and Record-Store Guy! had a copy of Alive II held behind the counter for me. I devoured the record over the weekend. The live versions of “God of Thunder” and “Detroit Rock City” were my favorites on the record, and I liked the new original song “Rocket Ride” written by Ace, the best out of the four new tracks on side four. I listened to the record a few times back to back. And then around 11 p.m. I got into bed and set my alarm for six in the morning, even though I wasn’t going to sleep—I was too excited about getting on line for tickets. I didn’t think my mom would let me go to the record store right then and sleep over outside, so I squashed those thoughts and laid awake for hours stressing about the morning, worrying that there would be loads of people on line before us. I finally passed out at some point, and when I woke up I was sure I had slept through my alarm and missed getting tickets. It was 5 a.m. Cool. I got up, got dressed, and headed over to the record store, sure that there would already be people lining up. I was alone in the dark, sitting on the sidewalk in front of the record store until 7 a.m. when my friends showed up. I didn’t care, by any means necessary. Now that it wasn’t just me in line—well, there wasn’t actually a line, just me and my friends—we could send someone to the bagel shop for bagels and coffee. Breakfast taken care of, we killed the time talking about Alive II. At 9 a.m. Record-Store Guy! showed up in a Kiss T-shirt and opened the store. He said, “C’mon in, diehards. Got a bagel for me?” We didn’t want to get out of line in case anyone else showed up, but Record-Store Guy! said, “Don’t worry, I know who’s first.” We browsed around in the store, and then around 9:30 a.m. people started showing up. I ran to the front register and stood there in case anyone tried to cut. By 10 a.m. there were people lined up all the way down the row of stores that the record store was on. I was standing at the register and got the first six tickets he printed out as soon as the Ticketron machine would let him. There was a seating chart for the Garden, and we had floor seats toward the back of the arena. We were fucking stoked, running home like Charlie Bucket, golden ticket in hand.


Over the next two months I would play Alive! and Alive II back to back, creating an epic Kiss concert in my room for me and my brother to air guitar and head-bang to in preparation for the big night looming ever closer. There was just the small matter of the Yankees returning home for Game Six of the World Series to finish up, and then I wouldn’t have any other distractions from practicing Kisstianity. The Yankees were up 3–2 in the series and only needed to win Game Six to be world champions, and win they did, in dramatic fashion. Reggie Jackson hit three home runs, and the Yankees won their first World Series since 1962. Being a part of that victory at Yankee Stadium was an unbelievable moment, the absolute high point of my life, and I rode that October Yankee win all the way to Madison Square Garden where I would go even higher.


DECEMBER 14. K-DAY FOR ME and my friends. At school that day everyone was buzzing about the concert; seemingly the whole school was going. We actually had tickets to the first of three sold-out shows. Mine was safely tucked in my wallet, having already checked on it a dozen times that day. The plan was to go home after school, drop books, get some pizza at Jack’s Pizza in the shopping center across from where we all lived, and then take the bus up to the Long Island Railroad station where we would take the first train we could to Penn Station in Manhattan, which was right underneath Madison Square Garden. We wanted to get there as soon as we could so we would have more time to hang out at the Garden and be a part of it all. This was a big fucking deal for us. Six of us kids in the city to see Kiss with no parents. We’d made it!


The cold and windy train platform heading to Manhattan was crowded with people going to the show. It was a scene: teenage girls in hot pants and heels, hair feathered and eyes shadowed, leather jackets zippered tight around their bodies against the cold, smoking their Marlboros. Long-haired bell-bottom-wearing dudes in their green Army-Navy store military jackets, drinking Bud from brown paper bags. And there was us, three thirteen-year-olds, two twelves, and my ten-year-old brother hanging on the periphery, allowed to coexist in that moment with the teenagers. We’d even got a few head nods from some of the guys and offers of beer and cigarettes and even the opportunity to buy weed. We gladly took a couple of beers, none of us smoked cigarettes, and we didn’t have money to buy weed—all our cash was earmarked for Kiss swag.


We were enjoying our moment of acceptance by the older kids. The common denominator was that everyone was wearing a Kiss T-shirt. If this had been a normal day, someone would’ve already thrown an empty beer can at us and told us to fuck off, so we shared the three beers between us, none for my brother, and did our best to look cool. I had no intention of getting fucked up and ruining my night.


When the train pulled in, the cars were already crowded with people going to the show. Add in everyone who got on the train at Bayside station, and it was packed. We stood right by the doors, pressed against each other, struggling to even be able to raise a beer up to our mouths in the crush. The train car quickly filled with the smell of pot as we hurtled toward Manhattan, wide eyed and excited to be a part of this world we had only imagined. I felt right at home. When we got to Penn Station we hurried off the train to beat the crowd and ran up the steps from the platform and into the teeming madness of the station. There were thousands of people heading every which way, commuters trying to get home from work and, of course, all of us Kiss fans. The six of us made our way to a less crowded area of the station to figure out what we were going to do. We were very early—the show wasn’t starting for another two hours—so we needed to do something to kill the time. While we were standing around figuring that out, a guy carrying a big duffel bag came walking up to us, pulled a couple of shirts out of it, and said, “Youse guys wanna buy shirts? I got ’em cheapuh here than they are inside!” He was holding up a Kiss T-shirt that had the Love Gun album cover on it, and it looked pretty good. My brother and I decided we were going to wait until we got upstairs to the Garden to see what other options there were. My friend David bought one, and then my other friend Ronnie asked the guy if he had one in a large, and the guy said, “Yeah, yeah I do. I have to run over there”—he pointed off toward the crowds—“to where my udduh guy is and get one offa him. Gimme the ten bucks and I’ll be right back.” Ronnie looked at the guy and then he looked at all of us with a What should I do? look on his face. We all looked back with the same look, afraid to piss the guy off. The guy said, “Wha’dya think I’m gunna do? Take your money and run? C’mon, kid. I’m just trying to earn a buck here. You want the shirt or not? Your friend likes his.” Ronnie pulled out his wallet and gave him the ten bucks, and the guy took off to get his shirt. Ronnie said, “He seems okay. He gave David his shirt, right?” I personally wouldn’t have given the guy a dime without having the shirt in my hand first, but I tried to make Ronnie feel okay about his soon-to-be fuck-up: “I’m sure he’s cool. Don’t worry. He’ll be right back,” I said, my other friends looking at me incredulously. We waited five, ten, fifteen minutes, and the guy never came back. Ronnie got robbed for the money he had for a shirt, and he was crying and saying he wanted to go home. We couldn’t let him leave by himself—our parents would kill us—and none of us were going to leave and take the train back to Bayside. We all decided we would chip in a couple of dollars each so Ronnie could get a shirt too. And we’d share whatever food and drinks we bought with him. Ronnie stopped crying and thanked us and said he was sorry for fucking up.


Ronnie getting ripped off was our cue to get out of the train station. We rode the wave of Kiss fans up the escalators and out of Penn Station onto 7th Avenue. We were immediately accosted by half a dozen guys selling shirts with every different Kiss album cover. They were practically shoving them in our faces. I bought a shirt with the Destroyer album cover on it and a big gold-colored Kiss logo. My brother and the rest of the guys all got shirts too. Shirts in hand, we made our way through the crowds and into the entrance to the Garden. Doors were open, and we figured we would go find our seats and get out of the insanity for a few minutes. I stopped at the merchandise stand and bought the Alive II tour program and then we headed to our seats. The inside of the arena wasn’t nearly as crowded as the train station or outside on 7th Avenue. Most of the people were outside partying, which was fine with me. I was happy to sit there for a minute and look at the pictures in the tour program. I was just settling in to do that when the lights turned off and a band started to play. I looked at my friends: “Who the hell is this?” I yelled over the band. Nobody knew what was going on. I had no idea there was a band on before Kiss. I didn’t want to see any other band, and apparently neither did anyone else already in the arena because between songs the crowd would chant, “Fuck this! We want Kiss! Fuck this! We want Kiss!” We all chimed in as well, although the band was actually pretty good. Turns out they were a band called Detective fronted by Michael Des Barres, and I bought their record the week after the show. Detective did their job, because I was all riled up from chanting to get them to stop playing, and now they were done and I was only minutes away from the definitive moment of my life.


The lights went out and the roar from the crowd was deafening. I was standing on my seat so I could see the stage over the sea of people in front of me. And then that giant voice from Kiss Alive! was booming all over the arena: “NEW YORK CITY!!!” And the crowd roared back its approval at hearing the name of the city where they lived. “YOU WANTED THE BEST! YOU GOT THE BEST! THE HOTTEST BAND IN THE WORLD—KISS!!!”


I was jumping up and down on my seat, hands in the air like I was riding a roller coaster, and then I saw them. I could see them on the stage: Peter behind his kit, Ace walking out onto stage left, Paul playing his guitar in the center, and Gene stalking stage right. I was in the same room as Kiss! I was screaming as loud as I could, in a complete frenzy. Paul was playing the intro to “I Stole Your Love,” but I couldn’t even make out what he was playing in the moment because I couldn’t hear it over my own screaming as well as the other eighteen thousand people doing the same thing. The band kicked in, and it wasn’t until the chorus of the song that I could even understand what song they were playing. I had never heard anything so loud in my life. The combination of the volume of the crowd and the band was deafening to me, and it didn’t matter one bit. After a minute my ears adjusted to the volume, like tuning in a radio station, and everything sounded loud and clear. From that point on I lost all sense of myself as I lost my mind, swept up into the mass consciousness of the crowd, all of us shouting it out loud as one. I’m not going to go into a song-by-song breakdown of the whole set—suffice it to say that they played all the hits and I sang every word to every song along with my brother and friends. Gene blew fire and spit blood. Ace’s guitar smoked. Paul smashed his guitar. They had massive walls of amps with steps climbing to the top of them. They had the giant Kiss logo flashing behind them. At the end of their final encore song, “Black Diamond,” Peter’s drum kit rose high up above the stage along with the rest of the band standing on hydraulic platforms as concussion bombs went off, and we screamed and screamed and screamed for more. The lights came up, and eighteen thousand people had the same delirious look of sheer satisfaction on their faces. We had all climbed the mountain and were found worthy. The concert was the culmination of having fanatically worshipped at the altar of Kiss for two years. It was everything I wanted it to be and more. I was filled with energy, a burning light inside my brain, my heart pounding, the power of Kiss compelling me, showing me my path, and as I left Madison Square Garden that night I stepped foot onto that path and have walked it for the last thirty-nine years, three months, and two days. And I will never stray from it.


Kiss has been the one musical constant in my life since then. They’ve been my longest relationship. They’re in my blood, literally: I have Gene Simmons tattooed on my leg.


If it weren’t for Kiss, I wouldn’t have started a band. I wouldn’t be writing this book. My life would’ve taken a different path down who knows what unknown roads. It was Kiss who sent me on the righteous path of rock. Sure, I got into much heavier music, but it was Kiss who opened the door for it all.


Thanks, Kiss.
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