


Copyright © 2019 Chris Samojlenko

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not 
be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the 

express written permission of the publisher, except for the use of 
brief quotations in a book review.

Printed in Canada

ISBN 978-1-9992083-0-1

Chris Frolic Group Inc.
Toronto, Canada

www.anabolic-frolic.com
Cover Photo by Celine Saki.

Additional Photos provided by Aimée Couture, Megan Wong, 
Brian Sparano, Jeremy Loveman as well as some from the amaz-

ing Hulla Ravers that shared them with me over the years.

Book Design and Typesetting by Najdan Mancic.

For Robin. 

You’ll always be the love of my life.



CONTENTS

PART ONE: Press Start .........................................................1

Introduction ...........................................................................3

Some Better Days ...................................................................9

Beneficial Malfunction .........................................................15

Start at the Beginning ...........................................................19

Getting from There to Here ..................................................35

Going to My First Rave ........................................................43

Raves Continued ..................................................................51

PART TWO: Skill Shot .......................................................55

Becoming a DJ .....................................................................57

1996.....................................................................................67

To be Successful You Must Project Success ...........................73

Happy2bHardcore Builds .....................................................81

PART THREE: Multi-Ball ..................................................87

Hullabaloo! is Born ..............................................................89

Living in the Office ..............................................................97

Phase 2 ...............................................................................103

Hulla 2 ...............................................................................107

Meeting Robin ...................................................................113

Building Momentum .........................................................121

Robin Gets on a Plane ........................................................127

Anabolic Frolic Goes to the UK .........................................131

Back Home, Bills to Pay .....................................................137

Trying to Figure it Out .......................................................141

Starving Artist ....................................................................145

Make or Break ....................................................................149

PART FOUR: Jackpot ......................................................153

Robin Moves to Toronto ....................................................155

Hullabaloo Birthday Funtopia 1 .........................................159

The World Electronic Music Festival ..................................163

No Rest for the Wicked ......................................................175

Year 2 .................................................................................181

Introducing the HullaBoard ...............................................187

Firing on All Cylinders .......................................................189

Robin Gets Sick .................................................................197

1999...................................................................................201

Friendship Crew .................................................................207

Big Top ..............................................................................211

Foreverland ........................................................................217

Summer of Love .................................................................225

PART FIVE: Tilt Warning .................................................229

Reality Comes Knocking ....................................................231

Starting to Come Undone ..................................................237

Forming the Toronto Dance Safety Committee ..................241



PART SIX: Tilt ..................................................................245

A View to a Thrill ...............................................................247

TDSC Meetings .................................................................263

For Those Who Know ........................................................267

Ooh Crikey, Wot a Scorcher! ..............................................275

A Knock at the Door ..........................................................281

The Inquest ........................................................................285

Group Hug ........................................................................291

The Inquest Begins .............................................................299

Robin Gets Worse ..............................................................317

The Inquest Ends ...............................................................323

iDance................................................................................329

PART SEVEN: Special When Lit ......................................335

Banned in the USA ............................................................337

Harassment Keeps Coming ................................................345

Hulla Returns .....................................................................353

Happy Hour ......................................................................359

Rhythm of Life ...................................................................365

Group Hug 2001 ...............................................................371

Summer 2001 ....................................................................375

New Realities of the Rave Scene .........................................381

Anabolic Frolic Gets High ..................................................387

PART EIGHT: Shoot Again ..............................................397

Hullabaloo Evolved ............................................................399

Robin Update .....................................................................405

Summer 2002 ....................................................................409

Hulla Continued ................................................................415

We’re Having a Baby ..........................................................417

2004...................................................................................421

PART NINE: Wizard Mode ..............................................425

All Good Things Must Come to an End .............................427

One More Group Hug .......................................................443

Epilogue .............................................................................451

Where are they now? ..........................................................457

About the Author ...............................................................461

Photos ................................................................................463



| ix |

THANK YOU

W
hile I aimed to tell the most authentic version of my 
story as my memory will allow, my memory is not infalli-
ble. When possible, I referenced video, audio recordings, 

and/or court transcripts, and I also asked some people for their re-
collections of events. Some names have been changed. While I’m 
writing about people who exist in real life, the way they are por-
trayed in this book is my understanding of them. The people dis-
cussed in this book are all very special to me then and now and will 
always be, so it’s my hope they feel I did right by them. 

Some acknowledgements and gratitude:
Richard Cole, who was the first one to get me to commit to 

this project. We were on a road trip for his hypnosis show in 2008 
and, after he’d been listening to my stories all weekend in the car, 
we were sharing a hotel room to cut costs. He got out of his bed 
in his underwear during a late-night chat and gave me a $20 bill 
to buy this book. 

Amy Davis-Bruner, my coach, whose curiosity about my rave 
stories reignited my desire to finish this book in 2019.

Mung-Ling Tsui, my therapist, who helped me heal enough 
from my trauma to be able to tell this story with the authenticity 
it deserved.

Geoff Ronning, my business partner, who gave me the free-
dom to take a step back from our successful business and sup-
ported me as I did the necessary work on myself. That work led to 
the completion of this book. Geoff was also an early beta reader.
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The two other members of “Team Awesome”, Akiko Takagi 
and Sandra Harder-Prophet, who excitedly shared in my stories 
and progress as I completed this book. An extra thank-you to San-
dra for being an early beta reader.

Phyl Good, my editor, who showed me this book is an im-
portant Toronto story. 

My two children, Gavin and Connor, for finding what Daddy 
did for a living back in the day weird.

My mom, for visiting my rave at age 52, showing up at 5 a.m. 
to see what it was all about.

My father, for helping me buy an Atari ST when I was 13 
years old. 

Yuri Gorbachow, for your role in my story and everything that 
came from it.

Athena Towers, for allowing Hulla to have the ending it de-
served.

Steve & Jon Levy, for taking a chance on an unproven DJ. 
George Gebara, for being my friend for over 30 years. 
The Gregoires, for showing me what a healthy family looks 

like. 
The Grainers, for welcoming a Canadian into the family.
Paul Burstein, for calling me.
Kim Stanford, for being the grown-up in the room when we 

needed it. 
Will Chang, for being a bigger character in my story than I 

realized.
Tommy Silver1, for also being a bigger character in my story 

than I realized. 
Phil Barret, for facilitating a group hug when I most needed it. 
Cosimo Candeloro, for being the guy I could always count on 

to build a rave production with only two days’ notice.

To the Toronto Pinball League, for being the best source of 
new friends since my rave days. President Dave Newman was also 
a beta reader.

To the ravers that supported me throughout the years. I’m so 
happy to include a bunch of your voices throughout this book. I 
am fortunate to have saved every email I’ve ever received going 
back to the mid-1990s. 
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PRESS START
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INTRODUCTION

T
he noise was deafening, unlike any noise you might hear 
anywhere else. Nothing was like this. Thousands of young 
partiers, around 3000 of them, blowing their whistles and 

screaming simultaneously. It pierced into your brain, but it was 
also the sound of pure joy. It was also almost six in the morning. 

This particular morning was a cold Canadian one at the 
Docks Entertainment Complex in the Toronto Port Lands—real-
ly the middle of nowhere, but with a beautiful view across a slice 
of Lake Ontario to the tall modern buildings of downtown Toron-
to. The lake was frozen over, with the wind blowing snow across 
its glass surface. Inside the venue the windows were steamy with 
condensation from the humidity of thousands of dancers, creat-
ing running tears on the inside glass. The city was sleeping, as the 
ear-piercing noise filled the club. 

There was a rave happening here, one of the illicit all-night 
events of myth and legend. This wasn’t any old rave, however; this 
was a “Hullabaloo!”, affectionately referred to as “Hulla,” one of 
history’s most celebrated and revered rave promotions. The mem-
bers of the crowd weren’t just ravers but were the most colorful 
collection of “Hulla Ravers” you would ever come across.

The noise was meant in appreciation for me, Chris, better 
known to a generation of ravers as Anabolic Frolic, their DJ of the 
past hour. And also, the promoter of Hullabaloo, this very event 
that they so appreciated. 



| 4 | | 5 |

C H R I S  F R O L I C R E Q U I E M  F O R  M Y  R A V E

The venue was packed, a sold-out night, one of many for me 
and Hullabaloo. As a DJ, I was responsible for the best-selling 
electronic music series of its time, Happy2bHardcore. I had sin-
gle-handedly popularized a unique style of electronic music, im-
ported from the UK to North America. A whole generation of 
young people celebrated me and my music and the gift of receiv-
ing it from me.

A journalist for a major US magazine had flown to Toronto to 
cover this event. The legend of Hullabaloo was out there. We had 
built a reputation as one of the greatest rave experiences there was, 
and people were travelling from all over the world to attend. The 
journalist was here to document this phenomenon, along with 
a photographer shooting photos of the revelers, their costumes, 
their joy. 

I had almost finished my set; I had one last song to play. A 
raver had asked if he could propose to his girlfriend onstage im-
mediately following my set—a celebration of their love in front of 
everyone. I told him yes, to hang close, I’d invite him to the stage.

I was about to wrap up my set and pose for a photo onstage 
with the thousands of ravers behind me—the “money shot” for 
the magazine article. I was getting ready for that and ready to 
invite the young couple. 

I spotted my good friend Will Chang, better known at Hulla-
baloo as “Klubmasta Will,” at the side of the stage. He approached 
me.

“The guy. He’s dead.”
My heart didn’t just sink; it was crushed. How the hell could 

this happen at our events? There had been a stabbing earlier in the 
night, a young man taken to hospital. Now I’d just been hit with 
this news and had to suck it up for a photo in front of the ravers. 
And what exactly was this article going to cover, now, with this 
news happening while the reporters were in the building?

This photo, the same one used on the cover of this book, 
would eventually lead off a huge article in URB Magazine, the 
largest electronica-related magazine in the U.S. I love this photo 
for the visual of it, but it’s also a permanent reminder of the news 
that I had just been given seconds before.

I forced myself to address the crowd as if nothing was wrong. 
I don’t even recall what I said, other than thanking them for com-
ing, and then I handed the mic over to the raver to propose. She 
accepted, and they hugged onstage as the crowd blew their whis-
tles. Such a dichotomy of emotions and events happening right in 
front of me. A literal celebration of life amidst death.

I went to the Docks main office to sit. Robin, my girlfriend, 
was there, still wearing the body of a giant dog mascot costume 
she had been dancing onstage in during my set. Her head looked 
small poking out of the top, her red hair in braids. Will came in 
and sat with us quietly.

“I don’t know how we’ll ever have another Hullabaloo,” I told 
him solemnly. 

It hurt to say these words. The work we did with Hullabaloo 
and the lives we affected really mattered to a lot of young people. 
I felt tremendous responsibility to them. 

However, the real reason I said this, and the shocking thing, 
beyond a murder happening under our roof, was that we were 
only 18 months removed from another death, a drug overdose 
that had happened at a past Hullabaloo called A View to a Thrill. 
Another young man had died in the midst of all this revelry.

I had always thought that the events at A View to a Thrill were 
a one-in-a-million. That was the only way I was able to keep doing 
business. We all fought hard to save our scene, because we be-
lieved in it as a positive force. So many lives touched. Friendships 
made. Romances. Marriages. Children. Now someone was dead. 
Again. And murdered this time. How does one keep going when 
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touched by death twice? How could you ever think it couldn’t 
happen again if it had indeed happened again? 

The police were already in the building, had been for hours, 
starting their investigation when the initial ambulance had been 
called. They would now be taking every single person’s name and 
information on the way out as a potential witness to a murder. 
This was how the night was going to end. Somewhere else, a 
family was getting the worst phone call imaginable. 

I felt sick. Nauseous. My chest was tight. Lightning had struck 
me a second time. Was it just misfortune and bad luck that this 
happened to go down at my event?

Two people were now dead under my watch, with all the col-
lateral trauma that entailed. Even though these horrible incidents 
were not caused by my hands, I was forever tied to them.

I didn’t know how much I could take of this. It had been bad 
the last time; how much worse would it be, finding myself at the 
centre of this kind of attention once again?

The police and authorities saw me as an evil predator of young 
people, packing thousands of them into dark rooms where they 
dined on ecstasy and repetitive electronic music and strobing 
lights. 

My fans saw me as a pioneer of a new youth culture move-
ment, of promoting peace and love, celebrating unity. A facilitator 
creating a group consciousness, giving them an outlet to be them-
selves, design new fashion, meet like-minded people, celebrate the 
music that they loved, and maybe get an opportunity to change 
the world—a world better than the one we came into. This was 
bigger than me and was important to a lot of people.

Should we abandon all of that? How should I handle this? Where 
do I go from here? How much trouble am I in? 

I had no idea at the time. 

From: Jed Eye
To: Anabolic Frolic

I’ve been a supporter of the rave scene for many 
years now and I understand what you’re going 
through. Keep your chin up and look for the silver 
lining! Things can only get better.

(Posted on the Internet)


