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About the Author

For all of my fellow Rick fans,

you are the only ones who could truly understand

what Rick means to us.

––––––––
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For Richard Lewis Springthorpe,

your music has gotten me through the ups and downs in my life.

You have no idea what that means to me.
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Chapter 1
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When school let it out for the summer at the end of my sixth grade year in 1981, my family moved from my true hometown of Huntington to the big city of Kokomo, about a one-and-a-half-hour drive south. We moved because my dad had been transferred with his job at PSI Energy (now Duke Energy). 

I wasn’t looking forward to the move at all. I had several good friends and one best friend I was leaving behind. Of course, who knew what would have happened since we were all headed to junior high. I was in band, and none of the rest of them were. Things might have changed whether I wanted it to happen or not.

Anyway, I discovered the radio. Before we moved, I holed up in my room listening to a radio station called WMEE, based in Fort Wayne about a half hour’s drive north. They played the current rock ‘n’ roll songs, which were songs I loved hearing. 

One of my favorite songs at the time was called “Jessie’s Girl.” It was a pretty popular song, and WMEE played it quite a bit. I never paid much attention to the name of the singer because all that mattered to me was the song at that time. Who cared what the singer looked like, right? 

A little later, though, I changed my tune. I wanted to know more about the singer and started doing a bit of research. If I was going to continue to like music from this singer, I had to know more. 

I even remember hearing “Jessie’s Girl” sitting in the backseat of our maroon Buick as we drove to our new home in Kokomo. I sat in the backseat and mouthed the words to the song. I could never sing out loud because I didn’t figure my family would appreciate that. Gosh, I loved that song so much!

Once we settled into our new house in Kokomo, I continued spending many hours in my room listening to WMEE when I could get it on a small radio I kept by my bed on a nightstand. The distance between Kokomo and Fort Wayne was greater than between Huntington and Fort Wayne, so it was harder for me to get WMEE in tune. 

However, I soon found a new station based right there in Kokomo called WZWZ that played the same kind of music. It wasn’t as good as WMEE, but it would have to do. Besides, I didn’t have much of a choice if I wanted to listen to the radio. I had to listen to whatever station I could get in tune.

At the same time I was getting into the popular music, I started watching a soap opera called General Hospital. My mom told me she had watched it as well as All My Children and One Life to Live from the time I was born. My brother, Sean, would probably kill me for even saying this here, but he and I used to get out my Barbie stuff—van, car, house, and tons of Barbies—and spread out all over the house, making each Barbie family a home. He did have his G.I. Joe, so it wasn’t totally girl stuff.

About the time GH was on around three o’clock in the afternoon, it was snack time for us, so we pretended the television was the drive-in movie theater. We parked our Barbies and their vehicles in front of the television, ate a snack consisting of chocolate chip cookies or Oreos and Kool-Aid, and watched GH. 

By the way, just for the record, this was the last summer my brother and I did this. I sold all of my Barbies in a garage sale and bought my first boom box, as we called big radios back then, the next summer.

While we were watching GH, I kept noticing this “doctor” named Noah Drake and thinking how cute he was. I didn’t know his real name at the time and didn’t think too much about it. 

My parents gave me an allowance. It wasn’t much, like a dollar a week. Then again, things didn’t cost as much at that time as they do now. However, the amount was enough for me to buy a teen magazine. You know, those magazines with the hottest singers and actors plastered on the cover with stories and posters galore inside. 

My first teen magazine was 16 Magazine. I glanced through it as soon as I got home from purchasing it, focusing on the pictures and posters, which were pretty awesome.

Later, I looked through it and actually read the articles. When I came to a spotlight page for two new stars to GH, I noticed this cute guy named Rick Springfield. He played Noah Drake. Yeah! I finally knew his real name. As I continued reading the brief article, it stated that he sang “Jessie’s Girl.” Did I read that right? I was in disbelief. Not only did this cute guy light up the television screen every afternoon, but he sang one of my favorite songs at that time. How cool was that!

Shortly after I figured out that Rick sang my favorite song, he was featured in an article in People magazine. Of course, I snatched that magazine up with my next week’s allowance. It was a two-page article with a few black and white pictures and some good information about him. 

I learned he was exactly twenty years older than me. He sure didn’t look that old. What difference did age really make? I sure wished he was younger, but I would probably never meet him in person anyway. I could admire him from afar, and that would be it.

As soon as I started figuring out Rick had an album out, I bought Working Class Dog. At the time, I thought this was Rick’s first album. I learned later it wasn’t. I loved seeing his dog, Ron, on the cover. I loved dogs and could tell he did, too. In fact, my family had a poodle named Snoopy. He was a huge part of our family, and I could tell Ron was the same way with Rick. Later, I read how Rick used Ron on the cover to distract buyers from himself. He didn’t want to sell albums based on his looks.

If my parents thought I holed up too much in my room at this point, it got even worse. I played Rick’s record over and over again on my little blue record player, trying so hard to learn the words to each and every song. I didn’t even know if I was singing the songs correctly because I didn’t understand some of the words and didn’t have the words on the inner sleeve of the album. I sure tried my best, though.

Getting back to why WCD wasn’t Rick’s first album, I had read enough of those teen magazines to learn that Rick had been recording albums since 1972. I was three years old! 

When Rick first moved to the United States in 1972, he released his first album, Beginnings, and a single called “Speak to the Sky,” which did very well here, peaking at number fourteen. 

His second album was called Comic Book Heroes, based on music for the TV cartoon of the same name, and didn’t do as well. 

His third album, Wait for Night, did even worse. Chelsea Records closed the doors overnight, and Rick had barely gotten the record released. He did manage to re-release it a few years later in 1982. 

I actually bought the re-release, and a few years later, I found the original album in a 99-cent record bin at Target. I was so excited when I found it! The album had decent songs on it but not like his newer stuff. Just goes to show how much Rick had grown musically over the years.  

Once school resumed in the fall, I didn’t get to see Rick as much on GH. In fact, depending upon the time change, there were times when I didn’t get to see it at all. We didn’t have VCRs, DVR, Hulu, or anything like we do now, so I missed it. When she could, Mom still watched it, and she would tell me what had happened that day and whether Rick, or should I say Noah, was on it. 

On February 24, 1982, I watched the Grammy Awards since Rick was nominated for Best Male Rock Vocal Performance of “Jessie’s Girl.” How exciting that was for Rick! This actually meant maybe people would start taking him seriously instead of looking at him as a teen idol, which he absolutely hated. He was up against Bruce Springsteen (Yeah, that other “Spring” guy) and Rod Stewart. I was so surprised when Rick won. I know he was surprised as well from the look on his face. 

When he accepted his award, he dedicated it to his mom or mum, as he called her, who still lived back in Rick’s native Australia.

Little did I know this was only the beginning of my love of Rick Springfield.
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During the first couple of years after we moved to Kokomo, I remember snatching up everything I could find on Rick—nightgown, tour shirt, magazines, tour books, buttons—at record stores like Karma and Musicland. Remember them? I saved my allowance, so I had money to buy these things. It helped when I got a raise, too, because that meant I could better afford to feed my Rick passion. 

When my family moved from Huntington to Kokomo, I left behind a group of friends who had gotten close. We were close enough to spend lots of time together both in and out of school. I would miss that tremendously. I was a really shy child back then and had trouble making new friends. I was in band, which helped me some, but I still didn’t have the friends like I had left behind. 

Rick became a good “friend” to me. I listened to his music all the time. When I was in my room hanging out, I listened to the radio. The boom box picked up WMEE much better than my cheap little radio. If the radio wasn’t playing any of Rick’s songs, I put his record albums on my record player and listened to them. 

I had added to my record collection. Working Class Dog was no longer my lone Rick album. Success Hasn’t Spoiled Me Yet joined the club in 1982. I grew to love this record as much as WCD, and just like with 
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