-RAVE ON-

Written by David DeRue

A late Saturday night, no school, no work, and nothing better to the Sunday after, but relax. Deep in the dangerous ghettos of Detroit, an empty warehouse, once again, comes alive. Not with the slave-like work it once harvested, but quite the opposite. It becomes filled with love and happiness. Whether it's the music Detroit’s famous for world wide (Detroit techno), the glee of the baggy pants ravers, or the drugs that have been consumed, it's no less than one of the happiest places you'll find in this highly industrialized nation. 


I love parties; they hold some of my favorite memories. They’re a place where I can escape to with a group of my closest friends. Usually, there’s about seven of us or more. We all jump into a few cars and head on down to Detroit, the home of crack houses, industries, drug dealers, and gun toting gangstas. Its not so bad, though it's ruff, it's still home for some.


The rave was first brought to this world by Detroit. It's influenced areas all over the globe. From NY to the U.K.

Early techno pioneers (Josh Wink, Richie Hawtin, Juan Atkins, Carl Craig) use to come to Detroit to fill its abandoned warehouses into music bang'in late night parties. The reason for Detroit having it's own style is cause so many of the early techno music musicians came right out of this area and its neighboring Canadian city, Windsor. 


How do you find a party? First of all, you gotta get a flyer. These flyers come in many different shapes and sizes, and also include its own unique style of art. On it, is the nights line up of DJ's, a jazzy rave venue name, and the info lines. To get directions you have to wait until the evening of the party and call up the lines. On a voice mail you'll get complete directions to this illegal get together.


Yes, well unfortunately a rave is not legal. Cops these days rarely bust a party, but when they do, things get ugly. Hundreds of kids flee for the doors and try to get away before the pigs begin to throw their power about. Though the place is not owned by anyone there, it’s an abandoned building (come on). What damage can they possibly be doing to it? Although drug use is scattered among the party, I think it's better for them to be IN the building and not out on the roads, which is what happens when cops bust in.

The usual drug of choice here stays in the range of ecstacy (beans, rolls, E), Ketamine (k, special k), and nitrous oxide (whippets, hippie crack). Ecstacy floods your brain with massive amounts of seratonin and sends you straight into a heaven OR into the infirmary, cause you had a pill which was passed as E, yet was nothing close to it. Ketamine is a tranquilizer, and well, pretty much tranquilizes you, but high doses can slip you straight into coma (or a dreamland). Tanks with nitrous are usually present, filling up balloons to huff on to kill some useful brain space (heh, I’ve been enlightened while doing this). Now, don't get me wrong here though, many kids who go to raves just come to have a good time and dance.


Like a tribal beat in the background, the DJ spins a continuos mix of beats to dance to. Many different styles are found here: jungle, house, trance, booty, Detroit techno, Euro-dance, the list just goes on and on. The place is dimly lit except for the dance lights. The speakers are as big and as loud as they get (which is a good thing) and against the walls are tables selling water, snow cones, and glowsticks. The techno scene is truly a scene like none other.


These parties are some of my greatest of all memories, yet it was not the party itself which was so great, it was the fun I had being there with my girlfriend and all my other friends. Something I’ll never forget and something I recommend to anyone with an open Saturday night in Detroit.

-DSD-

