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I remember when I fi rst got into punk 
rock, how excited I was over every little 
possibility. “Screw the radio,” I thought. 
“I’m going to start my own band and we’re 
going to be great!” However, not knowing 
anyone else who wanted to start a band, this 
proved to be a little more diffi cult than I had 
expected. The big kicker was that the “cool” 
band was a group of kids who simply played 
air guitar to Blink 182 records at parties (or 
so I’d heard). And while I wouldn’t really 
join any sort of “real” band until much later 
on, I was still determined to start the ultimate 
punk band to show these clowns how it was 
really supposed to be done.

Fast forward to after having graduated 
college: I was at a show in New York City, 
meeting up with my friend Bill who told me 
he was going to leave early to catch a later 
bar show. Another friend of his from out 
of town was going to be competing in the 
U.S. Air Guitar Championship. I laughed 
to myself, thinking, “Yeah, whatever. What 
a big joke that’ll be.” After all, it’s typically 
as embarrassing for a dude to be caught 
masturbating as it is playing air guitar. 
Imagine my surprise when, on my way home, 
I got the text message: “My friend won! He’s 
going to Finland!” What I failed to realize 
is that Bill’s friend is Craig “Hot Lixx” 
Hulahan, known not only from the numerous 
bands he’s been in (including Love Songs, 
This Is My Fist!, and Conquest For Death, 
not to mention some of his former bands like 
Your Mother and All You Can Eat), but his 
always-impressive and entertaining stage 
presence—imagine Ben Stiller, with a voice 
that rivals (and almost tops, actually) Weird 
Al Yankovic, who’s so unpretentious that 
he’s willing to hump a dude’s face in front 
of a full crowd in the pursuit of a good laugh 
(which I have personally witnessed [not to 
mention been on the receiving end of], within 
minutes of the fi rst time I met him). I was, 
and am, in awe. 

Fast forward one last time to now, when 
Bill also informed me that with a little bit 
of creative e-mailing, posing as a “music 
journalist” (note the quotes in relation to 
myself), I could most likely get in to this year’s 
championship for free as Craig attempted to 
defend his title. A little exaggeration on my 
part later, I somehow managed to get myself 
on “the list.”

The day of the championship, I snuck out 
of work early to get to the “show,” (taking 
place at the Filmore New York at Irving 
Plaza, and completely sold out) picked 
up my press pass, and attended the “press 
conference.” Basically, they set up a bunch 
of chairs in the lobby of the club and all the 
competitors introduced themselves in what 
appeared to be their “air-getups.” I started to 
notice a comparison to professional wrestling 
(though, to be honest, I don’t really know 
too much about either). These dudes were 
decked out in a bunch of different costumes, 



ranging from hot pants, to tight neon-colored 
leather, to a tuxedo, to a dishwasher’s 
uniform. Now, at fi rst, I thought: “These guys 
must be crazy to do something like this,” but 
after listening to them introduce themselves 
and answer questions, I actually started 
to wonder a little bit that there was a good 
chance that some of these guys really were 
legitimately crazy (especially after a fellow 
going by “Gentleman Joe,” donned in a full 
tuxedo, sat down with a grin on his face, eyed 
the audience, simply said “Hi,” got up, and 
walked away). I didn’t want to attract much 
attention to myself, so I didn’t say anything, 
but my friend Bill (who had returned again to 
cheer on Craig), asked a bunch of questions 
just to get some of the other performers riled 
up. Not only did they touch on the air guitar/
masturbation comparison, but if nothing else 
came from the conference, I learned that the 
Air Guitar Championship is about world 
peace, because if you’re holding an air guitar, 
you can’t be holding a gun. Fascinating.

At the end of the press conference, 
we were told that there was free pizza. 
This news, in fact, saved my life, as I’d 
barely eaten anything all day. So Bill and I 
wandered around, trying to track it down, 
which, sadly, took a few minutes (I was 
really, really hungry), until we realized it was 
in the “band” dressing room. I scrambled to 
take what looked like the last regular slice, 
until I fi nd out there were some other crazy 
pies, too. I was very upset with myself 
for my lackluster decision, until I said 
“fuck it” and ate a whole bunch more. 

While I stuffed my face, a bunch 
of the performers were 

conducting various 
interviews with all 
sorts of different 
people. (I couldn’t 
help but be amused 
by two different 

interviews being 
conducted side by 

side, one for FOX news, 
the other for someone’s 

fanzine.) We killed off the rest 
of the time before the show started 

by wandering around the club as 
people slowly started making 

their way in. I realized 
that while leading 

up to it, I’d been 
thinking “Yeah! 

This is going to 
be awesome! 
AIR GUITAR!” 
I still wasn’t 
really sure what 
I was getting 

myself into or 
what to expect. 

The crowd was 
weird. There was 

a strange mix 

of old people who probably heard about it in 
the paper and hipsters who don’t actually go 
to shows any other time. On top of which, 
a bunch of the hipsters appeared to be street 
teamers for William Ocean, the competing 
hipster from New York City who Craig “Hott 
Lixx” defeated the year before. Admittedly, 
I’d been pretty excited to come out in support 
of Craig. I’ve done tons of things to help out 
my friends’ bands, but to street team for an 
air guitar player? Come on!

Despite all the “air” talk, the show was 
opened up with a local band, Satanicide. They 
were a mock heavy metal band, but they were 
pretty funny, and they did, in fact, rock hard. 
While playing, they not only switched back 
and forth between instruments (and that’s, 
literally, while playing), but also formed a 
giant human pyramid, which I decided to call 
“The Rock-amid.” They were entertaining 
(for a band that actually plays instruments).

After Satanicide fi nished up, there was 
a brief wait as the competition got ready to 
start. The announcer/MC “Björn Türoque” 
came out and invited some people from 
the crowd to help him air-perform some 
Black Sabbath (who says the kids can’t get 
involved?). Finally, they started the fi rst 
round, as well as introduced the panel of 
judges, which included author Malcolm 
Gladwell, ACLU lawyer Ben Wizner, 
Saturday Night Live alum Rachel Dratch, 
and Jason Jones of The Daily Show (who 
dubbed himself “the asshole judge of the 
night”). Each of the sixteen contestants 
had a minute-long clip of music they pre-
selected to perform their routine to, after 
which they were given scores on a four to 
six point basis, with the fi ve highest scoring 
contestants making it to the fi nals.

We got what we all came for: the 
real action. During the fi rst round as the 
contestants competed, I realized just how 
tricky it can be for someone to stick out and 
not be a dude that is “just” playing air guitar 
on stage in front of a packed club. I noticed 
that it was common practice to jump out 
into the crowd, or—in the case of tonight’s 
venue—to jump over onto a small ledge near 
the side of the stage and jump back. 

There were a few exceptional highlights, 
such as “Gentleman Joe” with his fancy 
tuxedo and ominous grin, and “Ricky 
Stickyfi ngers,” who looked like he belonged 
in a punk band from Milwaukee. Also of 
note was Chicago’s “Skeety Jones,” who 
rocked some blues jams (and ripped off his 
dishwasher’s outfi t to reveal silver nipple 
tassels), and “Dr. Cami Airapist,” who did 
a straight-up back fl ip while just standing. It 
was defi nitely more interesting to watch than 
a shirtless, teenage version of myself in front 
of the mirror.

Eventually, our friend/pick for the night 
“Hot Lixx Hulahan” came out, dressed in 
bright orange spandex pants and a pink 
leather vest. It also turned out that he was 



championships. More importantly, second, 
while Ocean may have been leaving people 
disinterested across the globe, Conquest For 
Death was preparing for a tour of Africa. 
It seems that although he may have not 
reclaimed his title, Craig’s still seeing just as 
much of the world with his bands (nothing 
new, considering the works his bands have 
done over the year, touring Japan, New 
Zealand, Israel, and more). All in all, I’ll admit 
it: despite being guilty of the occasional jaded 
streak, I managed to fi nd myself a bit caught 
up in this whole air guitar frenzy. 

Let’s face it; there are both solid dudes 
and jerks no matter where you go, and it’s 
probably a lot more fun to see a great air 
guitarist—some of those guys really put 
on one a hell of a show when they’re on 
stage—compared to a boring band that 
just stands there, painfully forcing their 
jams out. Besides, I’d rather hang out with 
someone who can play the hell out of some 
air guitar over some fake-ass wannabe rock 
star any day. (I also like the comparison of 
how it’s great when my boss tells me, “Yeah, 
anything you need, I’ll help you out,” but it’d 
be a bit nicer if I got paid on time and got a 
response clearer than “What are you, a Jew? 
BWWWAAHAHA!” when I ask about it.) 

In the end, keeping in mind the spirit of 
air (the performance and the spectacle) and 
the last time I saw Conquest For Death, I feel 
I can safely say Craig is still a champion—
even when he’s wearing a guitar.

www.airguitarusa.com
www.hotlixxhulahan.com
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wearing a small pair of briefs, as he started 
out by pulling them off (without actually 
taking off the pants) and throwing them into 
the audience, while Bill, a few others, and 
I cheered him on as loud as we could. As 
it had turned out, we’d actually seen Craig 
a few weeks earlier, playing with one of his 
current bands Conquest For Death. Ironically 
enough, he looked practically the same at 
both performances (minus the not actually 
having a guitar part). He scored okay, 
although it should be noted the judges had 
seemed to be pretty tough on everyone (with 
Jason Jones throwing out so many insults that 
he managed to provoke audience members 
to throw their beer cans at him). Shortly 
after, William Ocean came out to his street 
team erupting into applause (Seriously—a 
street team! For air guitar!), and proceeded 
to start his routine that was essentially more 
striptease than air guitar. We fought all the 
crowd’s cheers with our snotty boos the best 
we could. Finishing out the fi rst round was 
the 2005 champion, “Rockness Monster,” 
who performed to Refused, and did what 
was easily the most impressive jump of the 
whole night (from the side balcony back to 
the stage—it was huge).

There was a brief intermission between 
the preliminaries and the fi nals as the scores 
were counted. Most of the crowd cleared out 
of the room, so Bill and I got up as close as 
we could. We were able to get almost next 
to the stage, ending up behind a fairly “bro” 
(in the four letter word type of way) kind 
of dude, who was overly drunk, repeatedly 
yelling “I’m at the air guitar show!” into 
his cell phone (which clearly had no service 
inside the club), and was constantly bumping 
into everyone around him, including an older 
couple standing next to him. After probably 
the fi fth or sixth bump, the husband asked 
him to watch out and be careful, provoking 
some mumbled profanity from the dude. We 
then watched in shock and amazement as the 
husband immediately grabbed the guy by the 
throat with one hand, and started yelling at 
him to knock it off. The drunk guy started 
arguing. “What the hell, man? I’m just trying 
to enjoy the Air…” and turned and asked 
us, “Did you see what he did?” We tried 
convincing him to be the better man and drop 
it, but he wouldn’t, and he kept arguing more 
and more, until he fi nally gave up and walked 
away. Granted, he returned, left, and returned 
again, but he fi nally stayed a few feet away. 
If nothing else, it put us just slightly closer 
to the stage.

After a few more minutes, they announced 
the fi nalists, which included McNallica, Big 
Rig, Rockness Monster, and both Craig and 
William Ocean. After bringing them back out 
onstage, the song that they’d all individually 
be performing to (which is, supposedly, “the 
hit of the summer,” was played, even though 
Bill and I have never heard of it before). The 
competition was really getting fi erce at this 

point, as everyone was trying to give it their 
all, especially Big Rig, who poured a can of 
beer down what appeared to be an American 
fl ag thong and practically made out with his 
twin brother, a fellow air guitarist. 

Craig’s fancy new move involved 
jumping over onto the balcony, pulling out 
a glass bottle he’d somehow hidden over 
there, and smashing it over his head. I’m told 
that, apparently, William Ocean did the exact 
same routine he did last year: a somersault 
onto a beer can (only he uses two cans this 
year, instead of one). Granted, I can be a 
miserable bastard and am already pulling for 
Craig, but I was not impressed; however his 
street team (Seriously! Street team!) loved it 
and went wild. After his performance, while 
being talked to by the MC, someone lobbed 
a full can of beer at him, landing a perfect 
hit, square in the face, which appeared to 
break his nose. He started bleeding pretty 
badly. I couldn’t help but feel a little bad, but 
screw that, it’s kinda funny. (I mean, the guy 
wrote “ROCK” on his chest with stick-on 
gemstones, and misspelled it. How can I feel 
any sympathy?)

We reached the end of the night. From 
what we could tell, the scores were very 
close. Eventually, the fi nalists were brought 
back out (really—the ten minute delay was 
just nothing but suspense). And then the 
results were announced: In fi fth place was 
Erin “McNallica” McNally. Tied for third 
were Randy “Big Rig” Layman and Craig. 
We were bummed, but we hoped that at least 
Rockness Monster would come out on top 
since it was his last year of competing. We 
were disappointed to fi nd out that William 
Ocean had come out on top. The event 
concluded by inviting everyone on stage 
for a fi nal air guitar jam, but we were too 
depressed by the results and left, making 
our way back to our respective homes.

Fast forward to a few weeks 
later. I was sitting around 
at work, wasting time 
by browsing around 
the internet for my 
morning e-mail/news 
routine, and two things 
caught my eye. First, 
William Ocean 
was defeated 
in the world 
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