I've only played out twice since the Portland extravagonzo and it’s been a full seven months since I played in front of people at all, so it was high time I take my act on the road. 

I did a Google search for live music in Pullman and it came up as lame as Barbaro. One jazz club and that's it. Period. The Pullman music scene is definitely lacking. 
But, Moscow, Idaho did, in fact, have an open mic at a club called John's Alley (http://www.alleyvault.com). It's 10 miles away through the middle of nowhere but it’s the home of the University of Idaho so I'm thinking it's gotta be sumpthin?

Ends up it's the only legitimate music club within 50 miles. I signed up for the second slot and figured I'd be home before 11:00. But it's not an open mic, more an audition for any band that is dying to play this club - the only place to play between Lewiston and Spokane. 

So I'm thinking I'm going to play a set in front of 5 singer-songwriters and their girlfriends, but what I've signed up for is a freaking audition. I'm the only acoustic player in the whole mix. It's me and 5 freaking full bands.

 Luckily I'm second on the bill. The first band just rocks the hell out of the place. Great freaking songs, two incredible guitar players, and the sound guy is so into this group that he signals them to play song after song. They end up playing an hour and it rocks the hell out of the joint. 

So now I have to go on after these bastards. I'm going on solo acoustic after a full band, rock-the-snot-out-of-you act. It’s kind of like doing a comedy set after Richard Prior. The club has a decent size bar and a nice big dance floor – probably a 200-seater.  Basically it’s a big ass place with a ton of people. 

The stage is 3 feet high so I have to have people lift me and my chair up there. I do a sound check and realize that the monitors are completely wacked. My guitar sound is inconsistent and I’ve got tons of noise. I look at the guitar player from the first band and he signals that the house sound is cool.

Off I go. I do a little Arlo rap tellin' them that I'm from Portland and I hate Pullman – which these Moscovites love to hear.  The University of Idaho is known as 'U of I.' I'm wearing an Illinois sweat shirt so I tell them that they are second string 'U of I' ers. Amazingly, they all applaud. Time to play.  

Let it Ride-> Galileo   

The crowd just loves the ratcheting guitar work on the finish and I get a huge ovation from over 100 people. Unfortunately the monitors fail and I can't tell what the hell I'm singing or playing. PLAY ON YOUNG STALWARD!

I play my new tune, ‘I WEREN”T GONE’ and it sucks. It’s gonna be a great one, but it ain’t happenin’ just yet. 

7th and Main. I absolutely love  this tune although nobody else wants to play it. It just rocks and I get the 2nd huge ovation of my life. 
I give a rap about my brother, Bagus in N'orleans then play 'Pappa Dun Burned the Rice. Nice ovation. I still got the crowd. I tell them that I've got one more slow one then I'll leave them with a rocker.

I play Baghdad, a cool little Gulf War protest that loses the crowd completely. Right after it's done I go for my closer, Lord Take Me Back to Portland and I get them back. It really kicks ass because I sell it to 'em like Bono. I jump around in my chair and scream the lyrics like crazy. I have no voice left because I've been sick as hell, but I blast out leaving a quarter of my left lung on the stage. 

I finish with a big old power chomp and the place, which is now almost full goes apeshit over it. 

Back to class tomorrow. Man it was freaking great to hear a big crowd cheer for a set of my songs...  I’ve never heard that before in my life. 

   Yeah, I'm goin' back next week.

