Dan Fogelberg Tour 2003 Road Journal
by Michael Botts

Part 1 - REHEARSAL
Well, after a very, very long travel day I finally made it to my hotel. All the band member’s flights arrived at approximately the same time and although we had all worked together on many previous tours with Dan, this was a relatively new line-up. Long time Fogelberg veteran, Robert McEntee was doing guitar & keyboard parts as well as adding his vocal talents to the ensemble once again. Jim Photoglo, an extremely accomplished singer/songwriter in his own right, was taking over on electric bass and background vocals with that beautiful high tenor voice of his. And of course, the inimitable Michael “Zoot” Hanna was on keyboards, which meant he would be covering everything from Grand piano and Hammond organ to complete orchestral string parts. As I mentioned earlier, we had all worked individually with Dan at various times in his career but not in this particular configuration of players. I was very anxious to see what kind of musical chemistry we would create together. I had no doubt that it would be a great touring band but I also knew we had some serious work ahead of us if we were going to reach our full potential.

Of course, individual preparation for the tour began weeks before when we all received a tentative set list. And believe me, it's not just about memorizing a bunch of parts and stringing them together into songs! If that were the case, it would be easier just to read sheet music. In some ways it's similar to an actor preparing for a role, sure you have to learn your lines but then you have to get in to the character and breathe some life into it. It's the same way with a well crafted song. Hopefully, you eventually reach a tipping point where you're no longer consciously concerned with what note or musical figure to play but how you play it. How does it work with the songs dynamics and harmonic colors? How does it work with the theme and how does it work with the vocal phrasing? Dan Fogelberg has written some brilliant songs over the years and they require as much from the heart as from the head. Compositions like these deserve a 110% effort in preparation and performance and I've always welcomed the opportunity to rise to the challenge.

      By the end of our first few days of rehearsals, things started to come together pretty well. With Dan's songs and arrangements to guide us and his vocals as the glue to hold it all together, a real band began to take shape. We didn't think about the songs anymore as much as flow with them. Everything you needed to know was constantly being telegraphed by Dan and the other members of the group. All you really had to do was open up your mind and LISTEN! And no matter how many times you've performed the songs, each time you played them, they would be slightly different. I'm sure that many of the hard core "Dan fans", who have attended multiple concerts, will know what I'm talking about. It's those little nuances, that personal signature by the artists, that really gives the music life. Although we were getting tighter by the day, the rehearsal time, that seemed, at first, more than enough, now seemed terribly inadequate. With just a few days left until our production rehearsal at the first venue, you can bet we were feeling the pressure. Of course, with a group of musicians like these the confidence level was pretty high and I knew we would be ready when we hit the stage for the first show.

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 2 - ON TO D.C.
After our initial rehearsals, we had a few days off at home while our equipment was being trucked across country to D.C. for the big production rehearsal. That's when it all really starts to come together. No more playing in a small room wearing headphones trying to imagine what it will all sound like on stage. We'll finally be in a concert hall with a full set of lights and a kick-ass sound system. It will also be our first chance to meet the guys who make all this stuff work, the crew. These guys are the backbone of the tour and deserve a lot of credit for what they do but I'll talk more about that later.

Now that my few days at home had come to an end, it was time for me to pack my bags, head to the airport and catch a flight to our nation's capitol for production rehearsal and the start of the tour. Well, I hadn't flown in a while and I was in for quite a surprise when I got to the airport. Of course, I expected the usual heightened security but this was different. This time I was singled out and taken to a separate area for a thorough security check which entailed removing everything but my shirt and pants and to having everything in my luggage pulled out and hand inspected. After which, I was left to figure out how to repack all they had unpacked and make it to my flight on time. I mean these guys were on me like bums on a bologna sandwich. Only later did I discover that there are a few things that are sure to raise a red flag. One is a ticket, which is randomly stamped, with a checkerboard pattern in the corner, and another is a one-way ticket, especially when it's to Washington, D.C.! Well, you guessed it. I had both!

Once I had satisfied the anti-terrorist security screening, I finally made it to my flight only to find out it was not just sold out, it was overbooked. Well, there was no way in hell I was going to give up my seat. They could've offered me a week in Hawaii for my ticket and I still would have turned it down. I was a man on a mission! I was a musician with a gig! I had a dedication like a postal worker who hadn't yet gone "postal." 

After playing musical chairs with the available airline seats, they finally herded us toward the boarding gate and then on to the plane where we all scrambled to find our seats and any space still left in the overhead bins. I'm amazed at what people will try to cram in to those things, but that's another story. Anyway, after everyone had settled down, we took off and were finally on our way to D.C. when a thought occurred to me. "Hmmm? I wonder if they provide a meal on this flight." The good news is, yes they do serve a meal. The bad news is the menu was designed for an eight year old. In fact, it looks like it was made by an eight year old. You know, that flat meat turkey on a sourdough roll that's more dough than sour for a sandwich with a bag of chips and perhaps some cookies for desert. Well, I ate the chips immediately, ate what I could of the turkey/sourdough surprise and saved the cookies for later. I then wisely ordered another gin & tonic in preparation for what was surely going to be a really long flight.

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 3 - NOW IT BEGINS
After we touched down in D.C., I grabbed a cab at the airport and headed off to my hotel. The route to the hotel took us by most of the major monuments in Washington. And although I had seen them many times before, I had never seen them at night. The stark white lighting which illuminated the monuments made them stand out even more than usual against the night sky. It had rained earlier in the day and the city looked clean and beautiful but I was tired and hungry and eager to get to the hotel. By the time I finally got into my room it was a little past 10:00 p.m. and, of course, the first thing I did was call room service. Remember, the only thing I had to eat on the flight coming in was that wonderful Sourdough/Turkey surprise and a Bag'o'Chips which was all washed down with a couple of Gin&Tonics and that was quite a while ago. I needed real food!

As I was calling room service, I noticed the message light on my phone was blinking. Ha! Did I say notice? You can't help but notice! Some of those message lights are like having a blinking left turn signal mounted on the night stand. Anyway, I had a hunch it was probably from some of the guys in the band. I was right. There were a couple of messages from McEntee and Zoot welcoming me to D.C. At this point I figured I would continue to unpack while I was waiting for room service and I could call them after I had procured some nourishment, which came to my room in the form of a Margarita pizza and a cold beer. What can I say, choices get slim at that time of night.

After wolfing down the beer and pizza, I gave a call to the guys and we naturally ended up hanging out together for another hour or so catching up on all we had been or had not been doing as well as all that had or had not happened to each of us since we'd last seen each other. Although we were pretty excited about seeing each other again and about getting on stage for the production rehearsal the following day, we were also pretty tired from the long travel day and mutually agreed it was time to catch some Z's. So, each of us retired to our temporary road dwellings to get some well deserved rest. It had been a long and exciting day but I was ready to crash and as I fell asleep hearing a loop of the set list playing in my head, I thought to myself, "Yes, were definitely shifting into Road Mode." Now it begins. 

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 4 - RAISING THE BAR
This is the day when reality comes up behind you and kicks you in the butt. You've got one day of production rehearsal to make everything work. After that, you'll have one shot a night to do all of it right! That's definitely raising the bar. Keep in mind this is the first time for the lighting and sound crew to run the set list of the show on stage with Dan and the band. And although these guys have most probably studied the set list and made some pre-production notes, I'm always amazed at how fast and efficient they are at getting everything together when they're under the pressure of a one day rehearsal.

The day started with a call from Bernie, our tour manager. I liked Bernie right away. He had that great British humor and plus he had a history as long as mine. So, after a chance to get acquainted over a quick caffeine based breakfast at Starbucks we headed off to board our land yacht to begin the "Great Whale Expedition" known as the "Hunt For Roadzilla!". The helmsman at the wheel of our beautifully appointed land yacht, otherwise known as a tour bus, was a man I like to call "Jeff the Invincible." I'm tellin' ya'! This guy, given enough strong coffee and a constant supply of "Bulls Eyes" candies (it's one of his favorites) could almost drive forever! There'll be more about him later.

It was only a few minutes later that Dan and the rest of the band were aboard and we departed for the long day of production rehearsal. The ride there also gave me a chance to check out our new mobile facilities. Our tour bus, aside from some small design differences, was like most other tour buses currently in use. It had all the standard amenities commonly found on most motor homes, TV, stereo, microwave, etc. What was interesting to me was that, with a space approximately 40 feet long and 8 feet wide, the ingenious use of space which was required for the bus is the same kind of design approach used for the interior layout of large sailboats. Hence, our own "Land Yacht!"

Well, we finally rolled up to the backstage entrance and piled out to find the stage and take a look at the set. I have to admit, I still get a thrill out of walking on stage and seeing those beautiful drums up on the riser. Rob, our house mixer, was already playing a reference CD and tweaking the sound system for just the right mix. Our lighting designer, Steve, was busy adjusting and focusing lights and programming the board for the first run through of the show. Chris, our monitor mixer, was casually waiting at his post off stage, ready to give us what we each required for our stage mix. And Mason, our production manager, was coordinating every detail of the whole thing like it was a giant well oiled machine. No amateurs here! I could see right away, I was in the care and company of some of the best in the business.

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 5 – RAISING THE BAR  2
It was time to take the stage, get behind our instruments and test our memory banks. The crew had done about everything they could without our presence and were ready to fine tune the lights and sound while we ran the set list. This was about as close as we would get to a real concert situation and we had to make it all work today because our first concert was the following night. 

This was the first chance we'd had to work on stage with lights, sound and a full monitor system. And of course, getting a monitor mix that satisfied each band member's requirements, though time consuming, was absolutely necessary. Without a good monitor mix we can't really hear each other and if we can't hear, the performance will always suffer to some degree. Also, keep in mind that because the acoustics of each venue are different the monitor mix and the house mix must be adjusted for each show.

By the late afternoon we were starting to dial everything in and the band was really sounding good. Man! When the house system is pumping along with the monitors there's nothing like it. The whole venue fills with sound and you don't just hear the music, you feel it! And, let's face it! Part of the fun of playing a live concert is being able to crank up the volume and not  worry about the neighbors. This made the overall energy level of the whole band go up a few more notches and once again the bar was raised. 

We finally took a well-deserved dinner break in the early evening. And after refueling and relaxing for a bit, we all headed back to the stage. After all, there was still enough time for another run through before we had to stop and let the crew break the whole thing down, roll it all into trucks and move it to the next  venue. It's amazing! By midnight, you'd never know that  we were there. By the next morning, the crew would already be hard at work setting up this enormous electric circus at the next venue. This was a routine that would become an almost daily ritual for the entire tour. 

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 6 – THE TOUR BEGINS
The first show was in Virginia, at the Wolftrap Filene center to be exact. I had played there so many times with various artists that to me, it was just plain Wolftrap. It's a beautiful old amphitheater that provides a wonderful natural environment for a summer concert. I knew all the Dan fans would be out in force and they'd be ready to listen. Plus, the venue was just a short drive down the highway from our hotel in D.C. What better place to start the tour than right here! Of course, that short drive stuff  would change rather quickly, as you'll see in later episodes.

We rolled up in the late afternoon, piled out of the bus and, once again, took the stage in a repeat of yesterday's rehearsal ritual except the only familiar things from the previous day were the crew, the sound system and the instruments. The look and layout of the stage was different, the acoustics of the building, both on stage and off, were entirely different and we had a limited amount of time to get it all together. But as I mentioned earlier, I was with some of  the best in the business and it's not like we haven't been down this road before. So I was totally confident that, by the time the doors were opened and the audience began to pour in, we would be ready to rock! That's not to say we didn't feel the pressure, but by the time we broke for dinner, everything was pretty well dialed in and about as good as it could be.

As the concert start time approached we all were backstage going through our separate pre-show routines. Dan was busy doing vocal warm ups, as was McEntee and Photoglo. Zoot was doing a double check on his keyboard rig to make sure it  was all working perfectly and I was trying to avoid eating the wonderful desserts provided by the caterers. Obviously, you can imagine who had the most difficulty during these pre-show warm up periods. Come on! It's hard enough to keep a sensible diet on the road and adding some of those decadent desserts to my daily menu would have turned me into the Pillsbury Dough Boy! Not a pretty sight!

It was approaching eight o'clock and it was time for us to head for the stage. I could feel an old familiar tension as I walked through the stage door. It was time to raise the bar one more time. And as I stood off stage in the darkness, I heard a new sound. It  was the low din of a large group of people talking. It was..........THE AUDIENCE!!

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 7 – THE FIRST SHOW
Yes, it was the first gig and it made me think of something a great L.A. session player told me when I was first getting started in the studios. He said, "Aspire to 100%, expect 90% and accept 80% and you'll be OK". Well, it certainly applied to the situation at hand. Being that it was our first concert, I knew there might be a few glitches here and there but that's part of the charm of a live concert. There's a different energy level for live gigs. You can't go back and re-record or overdub, it is what it is. There's just no way to replace that one take feeling of excitement that you get in front of a live audience.

Dan, as I expected, was right on the money! He was obviously in his element and I mean right dead center! His voice was strong and he was playing his butt off. Come to think of it, I've rarely seen Dan have an off night in all the years I've worked with him and this certainly wasn't one of those off nights. His extended acoustic  set  was great and the audience let him know it.

Now as I mentioned earlier, Dan has always assembled some of the best players available for his back-up band and this was no exception. We'd had enough rehearsal time to burn everything into our memory banks and I had no doubt that every one of us would rise to the occasion and that we would soon become a formidable rhythm section that would think and respond like a single musical unit. And when we kicked off the electric part of the show with "Part of the Plan," I knew by the time we hit the first chorus that our energy level alone was easily taking us past the 80% mark. I also knew this band would be doing only two kinds of shows on this tour, either very good or great.

By the time we were closing in on the end of the set list, with just a few more songs left to play before the big electric circus, once again, packed up and left town for the next destination, I was reminded that this was what it was really all about. Those two special hours out of the day! All the traveling and hotels and life on the road in general were worth it just to have those two hours of music every night. To be able to play great music with great musicians and with the support and encouragement of an enthusiastic audience, for me, that's the whole enchilada, man.

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 8 – THE FIRST DRIVE
Our first show went well. We had finished our encore, finished our meet and greet backstage and we were now getting ready to board the land yacht for our first real drive, albeit a relatively short one. It was only a couple of hundred miles. The crew had already loaded up the trucks and were well on their way. Yes, the electric circus was leaving. We were leaving the sublime natural serenity of Wolftrap for the ridiculous casino chaos of Trump Plaza in Atlantic City. I swear, every time I walk through the main floor casino I feel like I'm in the middle of a Fellini film, but that's another story.

So now, here we are rolling down the highway in the middle of the night, still wired with the left over adrenaline from our performance and trying to come down and unwind. What shall we do? Should we have a drink or two, make a flat meat sandwich or maybe channel surf the satellite TV hook-up, maybe even have some witty conversation about the show or who knows what else? The answer; All of the above!  Try drinking a few cups of strong coffee, run around the block five or six times just before you go to bed and then try to go to sleep, you'll get the general idea. Now if we time all these mobile post show activities just right, we'll be ready to crash about the time we reach our next hotel.

Most of us would have some beer or perhaps a little wine, or maybe even an occasional Gin & Tonic, but Zoot was another story altogether. You see, Zoot's cocktail of choice was a dry Martini. Not just a Martini but a Martini of gourmet standards, only the finest vodka at the proper chill with the best vermouth and the plumpest olives. After all the ingredients had been precisely measured out, they were shaken not stirred, over ice, and served up in Zoot's special, one and only, royal blue Martini glass. My God! I'll bet even James Bond would have been impressed.

As the string of concerts eventually begins to blur and blend in to each other, as they always do, and each new highway looks like the one you just left behind, there are some images that you'll never forget and that become indelible memories. Zoot's once-a-day Martini ritual was one of them. I can still vividly see him, behind those purple shades with his trademark impish grin, raising his glass for a toast  while we rolled on down the interstate.

**********************************************************************************************************
Part 9 – CASINO CHAOS
All the food, drink and other distractions we enjoyed, while we cruised down the highway on our land yacht, did the trick and had the desired effect of dulling our senses enough to get  to sleep shortly after our arrival at Trump Plaza in Atlantic City. Adapting to these strange hours and new surroundings was to become second nature for all of us after a while, but right now it was going to require some time and effort to get used to it.

The land yacht pulled up in front of the Trump Plaza in the wee small hours of the morning, I think around 3:00 a.m. But once inside the lobby, you would have thought it was only 8:00 p.m., judging from all the action on the casino floor. It's amazing! There's a never ending, 24/7 supply of fools who are more than anxious to give their money to Mr. Trump. And in that respect, nothing has changed much from the old days when I first worked the casino lounges in the Reno/Vegas/Tahoe circuit during the sixties.

Well, I finally trundled up to my room, ready to nod off but there was one more obstacle between me and a good night's sleep - THE BED! What can I say? It's not YOUR bed, not YOUR pillow. The bed was as hard as a rock; the pillow felt like it was made of tissue paper and it was hard to get to sleep. Aha! Now I get it! That's the whole idea! You're not supposed to sleep, you're supposed to gamble! I guess that also explains the bad TV with only 14 channels, all of them boring. Anyway, thanks to the drive and the post show mobile smorgasbord, oh! and a large Gin & Tonic, I was too tired to let this get in the way of at least a minimal amount of slumber.  

I got up the next day and joined Zoot for a quick trip to Starbucks and a leisurely stroll on the boardwalk. As I mentioned earlier, the casino reminded me of being in a Fellini film but outside, on the boardwalk, it looked like a casting call for a Fellini film. Whew! There's some odd looking folks out there. Anyway, after a couple of hours of checking out the boardwalk and people watching, we were both ready to go hide in our rooms until sound check.

It was late afternoon and it was time to make it to the stage for our sound check. The short trip soon became a long walk and reminded me of the scene in the movie, "Spinal Tap," when the band gets lost in a labyrinth of hallways underneath the stage. There's a maze of these hallways that lead all over the Trump Plaza, one wrong turn and you could end up in the employees cafeteria or maybe something worse. I was thinking it might have been wise to leave a trail of bread crumbs so I could find my way back to my room when I finally saw the stage door entrance. What a relief!

I was back in Dan World again and happy to be there. I felt comfortable when I saw the crew busy at work. It felt really good to jump behind my drums and start jamming a little to warm up. Things made sense, I had a mission, a purpose, it was like being with a circus family. Everyone on the tour was essential to its success. Everything else would change on a daily basis but this would remain the constant throughout the tour.

The hours between sound check, dinner and show time seemed to whiz by. It was once again time to hit the stage! It was a beautiful concert hall and the majority of the audience were obviously big Fogelberg fans. It was quite evident when Dan came out and the crowd was already cheering. You know, it's always a big plus factor to have an enthusiastic audience supporting your efforts. Needless to say, we had a great show and the audience let us know how much they had enjoyed it. And all too soon, it was time to break it all down and load it up. I guess it's true that time flies when you're having fun.

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 10 – THE CHAIR
Since it was only about a 60-mile drive to our next gig in Philadelphia, we wisely stayed in Atlantic City for the night and hit the road the next day. That's when I discovered The Chair. It was a big black leather beauty of a reclining captain's chair at the front of the bus. This became my station, my post, if you will. Yes, indeed! There I was, riding shotgun next to Jeff the Invincible, cruising through the highways of America in my own private land yacht while relaxing in a chair that could be the envy of any Monday Night Football Couch Potato. For me, it  was the best seat in the house ....... err, I mean the bus! This was my armchair window on the world. Very cool!

You know, you can watch TV or listen to some music almost any time but how often do you get an opportunity to see America on a private bus with a panoramic view, and all while relaxing in a great big comfy chair? According to my "Road Bible," that's what I call the itinerary; we were going to be doing gigs from coast to coast and from the Great Lakes to the gulf coast. This was a great way to utilize those long slow hours on the road, enjoying the sights and relaxing in The Chair. And no matter how many years you've traveled, there's always a new place or a new city that you've never seen before. 

It was only a short time after we arrived at our hotel and got settled that it was time to leave for the Keswick Theatre and do our sound check. The Keswick is a beautiful old theatre but, again, it was a totally different hall than the previous day's venue. You know what that means, the lights and sound had to be adapted to the current venue. Amazingly, by the time we rolled up to the stage entrance, the crew had about 90% of everything dialed in and within an hour we were all finished and it was time to break for dinner.

It's the time between dinner and the start of the show that's weird. You have more time than you need to prepare for the concert but not enough time to really do anything, except  sit on the bus in The Chair, sit in the dressing room or just hang out back stage.

Finally, 8:00 p.m. came around and I could hear the opening act starting their set. I made it back stage to take a peek from behind the curtain and the place was packed. This would be our third show and it was starting to feel like we were getting into the rhythm of the tour. Each night the band was improving and the shows pacing was getting smoother. 

Dan is such a consistently strong performer that there's never a lack of intensity on stage. As usual, Dan started the fire and we helped fan the flames. It was a great show! It all went by so fast and the next thing I knew I was back on the bus, sitting in The Chair, heading back to our hotel for a possible nightcap before retiring. After all, tomorrow was going to be a big day. Tomorrow was a day off!

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 11 – THE DAY OFF
We'd done three concerts in a row and now, here we were in Philadelphia and it was our first day off, a beautiful day. Would we use this day in the City of Brotherly Love to sightsee or maybe to catch an afternoon movie followed by an early dinner? Of course not! We were going to do something really different. We were going to spend our first day off driving 539 miles to Dayton, Ohio. It was pretty clear that I was about to leave a firm and possibly permanent imprint of my butt in The Chair. 

This was going to be our first long drive and considering what was to come later in the tour, it really wasn't that bad. Besides, we really didn't have much of a choice. We had a concert in Dayton the next evening and we certainly didn't want to drive that kind of distance and then jump off the bus and do a show unless we absolutely had to. At least, not today! Of course, that scenario would come later in the tour. But that's another story.

Once we were all loaded onto the bus, we hit the highway. 'Jeff the Invincible' was behind the wheel with a giganto-grandé sized café latté from Starbucks, he had AC/DC blasting on his headphones and he was ready to rock'n'roll. We were heading into the realm of "Roadzilla" where road rules take over and the road begins to blur one day into another. In fact, I already had to check my road bible to see what day of the week it was.

This was when the road mode really started to phase in. We were now living in a microcosmic situation and life necessarily had to change to adapt to our new traveling circus environment. Everything is so focused on the next gig that you soon forget where you were the day before. All you need to know is contained in your road bible -- when you leave, where you're going and where you're going to stay when you get there, along with all sorts of other pertinent information, like how late room service is available, where's the nearest laundry, where's the nearest Starbucks, contact numbers for E-mail, etc., etc.

The next few days were a good example of Roadzilla! After the show in Dayton, we would leave immediately and do a night drive to Indianapolis, sleep in, grab a late lunch, then go to sound check, have dinner, wait, do the show and start the whole process all over again. Except the next destination was Hilton Head, South Carolina. Now, since Hilton Head was approximately 773 miles away from Indianapolis, that meant we would have to leave immediately after the show and travel all night just to get there by noon the next day. And of course, this required us to travel on, you guessed it, our day off !

All was not lost though. We still had half a day off, enough time for a light lunch and a short nap, followed by a late dinner with the guys and a wonderful night's sleep. As I fell into bed, it was nice to know there was no travel tomorrow and I could sleep in. It was also nice to be in a bed that wasn't moving!

*********************************************************************************************************
Part 12 – HILTON HEAD
I woke up at mid-morning to an absolutely beautiful day on Hilton Head Island. We were actually staying at a private resort in Harbor Town, which has two of the finest golf courses in the country. I mean, these are championship courses! So, on a day like this I figured I'd have a nice leisurely breakfast, for a change, and then I'd go to the clubhouse, rent a set of clubs and play 9 holes before the sound check that afternoon. After all, who knew when I'd get an opportunity like this again? Right? Well, I was in for a big surprise.

This was going to be one of those Roadzilla days. There's a section in the "Great Book of Roadzilla" titled 'The rules of the road' and we were about to be reminded of a few of them. And one of the big rules was, "As quick as things can change, they'll change again". Figure that one out! Anyway, things were changing fast.

It started when the crew had a hassle with the load in. The concert was being held in the outdoor tennis arena connected to the resort, so there was no way to back the trucks up to a loading dock. There wasn't any! This added some time and difficulty to the situation since everything had to be rolled some distance and then pushed up a ramp to the stage. Throw in some South Carolina summertime heat and humidity and the crew started to feel like they were setting up for a Dan Fogelberg concert on Devil's Island.

Then I heard that McEntee had to see a dentist early that morning because of a flair up around a particularly painful molar. Robert thought he might be able to baby it through the tour and get it taken care of when he got back home. WRONG!!  The rules of the road state; "If it can flair up, it shall do so on the road". And this was a show night! 

Next, I was told there was a thunderstorm moving in and the golf course may be closed soon because of the chance of lightning. It was shortly after I found out about the thunderstorm that it started to rain. Lightly at first, but there were some very dark, very nasty clouds coming over the horizon and it was easy to see that things were going to get very moist. Think Woodstock except in miniature and without the mud. Road rule #51 states; "Chances of bad weather shall increase by a factor of 10 at all outdoor venues".

Of course golf was out of the question, but what was more important was that there was a whole stage full of equipment that didn't like water and had to be protected from the elements. That meant covering all the equipment with everything from space blankets to plastic tarps from local hardware stores. As we had no side protection on the stage, we had a rather soggy sound check. The storm was increasing and this also brought into question whether or not we would be able to play a concert that evening. 

Just when I thought we would have to cancel the show, amazingly, the rain stopped and the sky began to clear. The worst part of the storm had passed through and it looked like we would be doing a concert after all. That was the good news!

The bad news? Well, as I mentioned it was a private resort and by show time you would have thought it was a social event and we were just a wedding band. These were not all Dan fans, this was a schmooze fest for the country club crowd who seemed more interested in eating, drinking and talking than listening. As I looked out over the sea of linen tablecloths, candelabras and champagne bottles I knew it was going to be a struggle just to get their attention much less entertain them.

Dan opened with his acoustic set but soon realized he'd have to bring out the big guns. So, he cut a couple of songs from the acoustic set and brought the band out early. It was a tough crowd, to say the least, but we played louder than they could talk so we finally got their attention and went on to give them a great show. Yes, we had faced our first bout with the great Roadzilla and prevailed.

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 13 – ONWARD
It was around ten or eleven in the morning when we boarded the bus and bid, a not so fond, farewell to stormy Hilton Head and started rolling on to our next show down in Raleigh, NC. It was just a mere 328 miles down the highway, a virtual breeze compared to some of the drives coming up later. But after our show in Raleigh, we were going to have to travel another 404 miles to Atlanta, Georgia! It would be another night of trying to sleep in the bouncing bunk beds. I don't want to say these bunks were small, actually they're an ingenious use of space, just don't try to sit up too quickly or you'll get a concussion. I think this is why I would prefer to be cremated rather than buried. Being buried would be too much like spending eternity in a bunk on a tour bus. Yeck!

We finally made it to our hotel in Atlanta and after the long drive in the bouncing bunk; I was more than ready to crash. I was so tired and the long elevator ride, followed by the long walk down the long hall towards my room, reminded me of Road Rule # 43 which states; "When exhausted, your room shall be the furthest from the elevator, unless you're a light sleeper and then your room shall be between the elevator and the ice machine." Anyway, we had a gig that night and I was trying to catch some zees when and where I could. 

Our gig in Atlanta was at Chastain Park, a really beautiful outdoor amphitheater. I've played there numerous times over the years with various artists so I knew what to expect. This was going to be another sea of linen tablecloths, candelabras and champagne bottles. But unlike our concert at Hilton Head, these were people who were also there to listen. These were Dan fans! They were there to see Dan Fogelberg and they made us know it as soon as we hit the stage. Dan wasn't about to go through another struggle like the last gig, so he had changed the set list. Now we were opening with the full band! We kicked everything off with "Part of The Plan" and it just kept getting better! As I recall, it turned out to be one of our exceptional performances.

Our road bible said that Dan was to fly to New York the next day to take care of some promo stuff, and the band was supposed to leave immediately after the show in Chastain Park, drive 673 miles to Baltimore and then travel another 215 miles to Long Island the following day. Well, after discussing it with Jeff The Invincible, and since it was just the band on the bus, we decided to something really crazy. We were going to do it all in one long humongous drive! We would stay another night at the hotel, leave around noon the next day and drive all the way to New Jersey, where Jeff could get some repairs done to the land yacht while he got some sleep. That would take a couple of hours and then we'd hit the road again and continue on to our hotel in Long Island. Of course, that meant that we would have to contend with the bouncing bunks again.

The morning traffic from New Jersey to Long Island was a nightmare but we finally reached our hotel in Long Island around eleven o'clock that morning. We were all pretty exhausted and in need of some sleep before the show that night. But when we went to the front desk to check in, I was reminded of road rule #14 that states; "If you're exhausted and you arrive early, your room shall not be ready." Sure enough, I had to figure out how to kill an hour while they made up the room so I went to the restaurant. Unfortunately, they were now only serving lunch so I had a cheeseburger for breakfast, washed it down with ice tea and then went to bed. And by the way, there's a whole set of road rules regarding restaurants and food in the Great Book of Roadzilla but that's another story. 

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 14 – GOIN’ ROUND IN CIRCLES
Our show that night was at a place called the Westbury Music Fair. This is one of those 'theatre in the round' concepts that were so popular in the fifties and sixties for summer stock musicals like 'Oklahoma' and 'The Music Man.' Now, that may work fine for summer stock but it's not very good for concerts. Where do you set up so everyone can get a decent sight line? How do you set up the sound system to give everyone a balanced mix of Dan and the band? I'm sure this was a real nightmare for our sound crew. Plus, the Westbury had a revolving stage, which compounded the problem even more. People in the audience were alternately watching Dan one minute and then seeing a huge drum set roll around in front of them with a rear view of me playing the drums and I can't even imagine what was going on with the sound. 

The other odd thing about working on one of these revolving stages is that, after a while, the constant motion of the stage during the show totally screws up your sense of direction and by the time you've finished playing you can't remember which way the exit is. Don't forget, that from my point of view, it looks like the audience is revolving around the band. Fortunately, the crew was offstage shining their little Maglite flashlights at us like lighthouse beacons to guide us back to our dressing rooms. All things considered though, we had a pretty good show. 

We left our hotel the following morning and headed toward our next gig in Harrisburg. The next few days were going to keep us pretty busy, starting with the Westbury gig and then our 200 mile drive to Harrisburg for a show the next day, followed by a 282 mile drive to Buffalo the day after that. By the way, our drive to Buffalo was officially designated in the 'road bible' as a "Travel Day." Pretty sneaky, huh. But, I have to admit there were rewards that balanced our mildly hectic schedule.

One of the first rewards was arriving in Buffalo, checking in to a beautiful hotel and not having a concert that night. That left the evening open and we were all thinking the same thing, a good meal and a good night's sleep would be ample reward for our long day on the road. Well, it seems that the travel agent for Dan's tour knew of an outstanding restaurant in Buffalo and had recommended it very highly to Bernie, our tour manager. It was also conveniently within walking distance from our hotel. So, Dan graciously invited the whole band to a wonderful dinner at The Chop House as his treat. I've always known Dan to be a generous man and he always takes good care of his people. 

It was nice to put on some slacks and a sport coat for a change and spend the evening enjoying a wonderful dinner in a beautiful upscale restaurant with good friends. We all knew that we would be back on the bus in our traveling garb and eating fast food all too soon so we all thoroughly enjoyed the evening. 

We also knew that our concert in Buffalo the next evening was going to be at another 'theatre in the round' with another revolving stage. This one was named the New Melody Fair. Well, don't you believe it! There was nothing New about the New Melody Fair. In fact, there are very few of these theatres left and this place was probably one of the first built, maybe even a prototype in its time. Anyway, it looked like it would be another night of playing music on a giant turntable and watching the audience go around.

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 15 – A REAL DAY OFF
We'd been on the road for a little over two weeks. Sixteen days to be exact, but who's counting. Of course, it sometimes felt more like we'd been out for two months! I guess that's why I sometimes refer to a tour as a "Whale Expedition." But by now, we were all pretty well adjusted to life on the road. We were also getting more comfortable with the new set list and the band was getting tighter with every performance.  

The show in Buffalo went well, in spite of the revolving stage, and now it was on to Columbus. It would be a long, long day. We would be traveling 329 miles and then doing a show that evening. The day after the concert in Columbus, we would repeat the process and drive another 385 miles to Dan's home town, Peoria, and then do another show that evening as well. After our Peoria concert, we would be heading to Madison but not until we had real a day off. Not a day off disguised as a 'travel day' but a real day off!

After several days of overcast weather, waking up to a perfect sunny day in Peoria was a great way to start my one day off and I wasn't about to waste it sitting in a hotel room watching CNN Headline news. So, after a light breakfast, I was ready to put my feet to the street and go out to find some adventure.

I had an opportunity to check out a couple of really interesting museums. Probably the best known is the 'Caterpillar' museum. No, it's not what you think. It's not display cases filled with a bunch of hairy little insects. I'm talking about the company that makes the worlds largest and most widely known earth moving equipment. You know, Caterpillar tractors, bulldozers, etc. Giant Tonka toys for grown-ups!

After visiting the museums I ended up at the river walk for a pleasant stroll in the sun and then ended up at one of my favorite places to visit in Peoria. There's an old department store down by the river walk that has been turned into an antique emporium. With several floors of antiques, it was quite easy for me to spend most of the afternoon browsing through an amazing collection of artifacts from yesteryear. I always go in to these places with the intention of staying only a few minutes and then end up staying for hours. Anyway, it was now late afternoon and it was time to head back to the hotel bar where I stopped in for a Guinness. What can I say? All that walking made me thirsty.

When I got to my room there was a message from Bernie saying that Dan was having us as his guests at a special dinner with his mother. He had arranged for a private room at one of the finest restaurants in Peoria and had thrown a similar celebration at the same place the last time we were in town so I knew it would be a culinary treat.

It was an evening I won't forget. After our truly amazing feast, we went downstairs to the piano bar to have some after dinner refreshments and we pretty much took it over. The piano player has been there for years and he and Dan go way back. We were all feeling pretty good at this point; even Zoot took a turn at playing a few songs for us. Anyway, we all had a fantastic evening and actually ended up closing the place.

Thanks to Dan, we had a perfect end to a perfect day but we all knew what was ahead. More Roadzilla! Tomorrow would find us rolling down the highway again, in our land yacht, headed to Madison, Wisconsin for a concert and the day after that we would be on our way to Chicago for another show. 

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 16 – THE TWENTY-ONE DAY THEORY
We were on our way to Madison, Wisconsin for our next concert and after I checked the date in my road bible, I realized that we had been on the road exactly three weeks. This was a significant event because it meant that we were approaching, if not at, the threshold of something I like to call the "21 day theory." 

This was a theory that was developed years ago while I was doing some heavy touring with Linda Ronstadt. One night, Linda and I discussed this theory at great length in the back of the tour bus while on an overnight drive with a ton of time to kill. I'm not even sure how the subject came up but it certainly made sense at the time.

Essentially, the "21 day theory" works like this. At about three weeks into a tour, give or take a few days, a change begins to occur. It's a very subtle but necessary behavioral change that helps you adapt to life on the road and it always seems to occur at around 21 days. I don't know why, it just does. And it's at this point that you begin to fall into the rhythm and groove of the whole touring thing. This is when life on the road becomes a little easier as you become more adapted to your new lifestyle. You get used to the erratic tour schedule, the long drives and odd hours. You get used to late afternoon sound checks and eight o'clock show times. You get used to staying in a different hotel and a different bed almost everyday. You actually start to adapt to life on a rolling land yacht, except for the bouncing bunks. I never did get used to those. And since we're dependent upon the local concert promoter to provide a caterer, you even get used to a constant array of dietary surprises at the evening mystery meal after the sound check. Some surprises were good, some not so good and some you hoped would be wiped from your memory for fear of future food nightmares.

Of course, your other life, the one you left behind to join this whale expedition, has to be put on hold for a while. You are now a true Road Dog, able to live out of a suitcase, sleep almost anywhere, eat almost anything, anytime, anywhere and you're able to cross great distances in a single bus ride. Your road bible has become your field manual and the Great Book of Roadzilla has started to become a reality. 

As I said, it's a very subtle, almost unnoticeable change and it works extremely well on the road until the end of the tour. Then you have to do it all in reverse over a period of a couple of weeks. Yes, you get to sleep in your own bed but there's no maid service. You can go back on a sane diet but you have to get the food, cook it and then you get to clean up the mess. No more room service! You no longer go great distances in a single bus drive because you are now in your car, stuck in bumper-to-bumper traffic on the San Diego freeway. And every day for about a week, at around 5:00 p.m. you feel like you should be going to a sound check and at around 8:00 p.m. you feel like you should be walking on stage to start another show.

Anyway, the "21 day theory" was kicking in and for the time being we were all getting in to extreme road mode. After all, we still had a lot of miles and a lot of shows ahead of us. So, it was on to Madison for another concert and then after the show, we would drive to Chicago where we would reminded of road rule #51 once again. 

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 17 – CHICAGO AND RULE # 51
After our concert in Madison, we once again boarded our land yacht for a short overnight drive to Chicago. Our driver, 'Jeff the Invincible,' figured that we would probably arrive at our hotel sometime around two in the morning. As usual, Jeff was right, we arrived in downtown Chicago at just about 2:00 a.m. and we were only a few blocks from our hotel when the strangest thing happened. 

I was relaxing in The Chair , sitting 'shotgun' next to Jeff and we were cruising down the middle lane on Michigan Avenue.... very cool. As I mentioned, we were just a few blocks from our new digs and as we stopped for a traffic light, we realized we had company. There were two other land yachts at the same traffic light, one on either side of us! An unusual coincidence to say the least! There we were, three land yachts all waiting for the light to change and all lined up like we were going to have a tour bus drag race.

Of course, I'm sure the first question that came into everyone's mind was, "who's on the other two buses?" So, Jeff got on his CB radio to see what he could find out. It turned out that Neil Young's bus was on our left and Crosby Stills & Nash were on our right. We not only arrived on the same street at the same time but our hotels were within a block or two of each other. Now, that's not the kind of thing that happens everyday. The temptation to get together and party like the old days was still there, but it was 2:00 a.m., we were tired and we were also a little older and wiser. Not being in our early twenties anymore, we wisely opted for a good nights sleep. Hey, things change.

The next morning, I woke up to an absolutely perfect day...... at first. You know there's an old saying about Chicago, "If you don't like the weather, wait a few minutes." And sure enough, by midday clouds began to appear and started floating over the tops of skyscrapers as the wind off the lake started to pick up and carry them in. I had always accepted Chicago's changing weather but there was something else going on here. I suspected this had some kind of connection to the Great Book of Roadzilla and road rule #51. Just to refresh your memory, rule #51 states; "Chances of bad weather shall increase by a factor of 10 at all outdoor venues." Well, I checked my road bible and I was right. Our concert that night was at an open air stage with an ultra-modern suspended roof but the place had no walls and of course the wind off the lake would blow the rain sideways once the thunderstorm hit.

It was now late afternoon and the sky was getting darker by the minute as the wind increased and the temperature dropped. It looked like the laws of Roadzilla, particularly road rule #51, were going to apply here. This time we weren't going to be as lucky as the Hilton Head gig when the rain stopped just before show time. This time we were playing the Skyline Stage at Navy Pier, right by Lake Michigan. By the time we hit the stage, the clouds opened up, the rain came down in sheets, and the wind blew the whole mess underneath the ultra-modern suspended roof. Still, there was a great turn out for the concert, considering the nasty weather, and the show went off without a hitch. Of course, the rain stopped and the sky cleared about an hour after our concert. Roadzilla!

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 18 – MEMPHIS
After our rather soggy concert in Chicago we left for another long overnighter, this time to Memphis, Tennessee. I won't tell you how many miles it was from Chicago to Memphis but I will tell you we left Chicago just before midnight and got to our hotel in Memphis at approximately 8:00 a.m. the next morning. 

As we approached the outskirts of Memphis, one by one, each of us woke up and migrated to the front of the land yacht for some caffeine-induced energy. We had battled the bouncing bunks all night and it showed. Our rumpled clothes and various styles of "bus hair" were testament to that. So, we arrived at our hotel in hopes of getting a few hours of quality sleep in a stationary bed. But of course, since we were exhausted and had arrived at eight in the morning, our rooms weren't ready yet. I should have known that road rule #14 would again come in to play. Just in case you forgot, road rule #14 states; "If you're exhausted and you arrive early, your room shall not be ready"! Well, we were and they weren't!

So with no other recourse, we invaded the hotel coffee shop, bus hair and all, for a pre-nap breakfast. Tell me that doesn't sound strange. Anyway, by the time we had finished eating, our rooms were finally available and we drug ourselves to the elevator and then to our respective cubicles. We didn't want to miss our day off in "Blues Town" but we had to get at least a few hours of rest before hitting the streets. 

We were staying at The Peabody Hotel, one of the oldest in Memphis and a throw back to the grand hotels of the thirties and forties. The hotel is a true historical landmark in Memphis and it's also the home of the famous Peabody ducks. That's right, ducks! No, not an athletic team, real live ducks! And they actually live at the hotel.  The focal point of the Peabody's enormous two-story lobby is a very large and very beautiful marble fountain right in the middle. Twice a day a red carpet is rolled out and these pampered pets are ceremoniously escorted into the elevator and down to the lobby where they waddle across the carpet from the elevator to the fountain. Then they proceed to jump in to the fountain and swim, wash or just hang out until the trainer comes to take them back to their rooftop home a few hours later. And four times a day the lobby is packed with camera bearing tourists trying to get a glimpse of this strange procession. You'd think there was a royal coronation taking place but the ducks are quite oblivious to the whole thing and seem quite content to spend their time preening and frolicking in the fountain until it's time for their uniformed escort to usher them into the elevator again.

As I understand it, the whole thing with the ducks started back in the thirties when visiting duck hunters would congregate in the lobby bar at the end of the day and, as a gag, some would float their duck decoys in the fountain. One day a couple of these guys decided to do their fellow hunters one better. They put some real ducks in the fountain. Everyone enjoyed the prank and a few days later, the hunters checked out but they left the ducks behind. Of course, with first class hotel accommodations at the Peabody, the ducks had no interest in migrating anyplace for the winter. The ducks became a novelty that drew throngs of tourists so the hotel decided to keep them and a tradition was born.

Our day off started around one in the afternoon with, what else, the 'Peabody Ducks Extravaganza' then a bad movie followed by a great Memphis style barbecue dinner at 'The Rendezvous'. We then finished the day with cocktails in the lobby bar while watching our fine feathered friends frolic in the fountain. 

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 19 – BEALE STREET TO BILOXI
Our long drive from Chicago to Memphis was only the halfway point in a very long journey. We still had another long drive all the way down to Biloxi, Mississippi for our next show. We had a great day off in Memphis but now it was time to leave the ducks, the barbecue and Beale Street behind and start driving through the heart of blues country. We had a concert that night and even with an early departure we would probably arrive just a few hours before show time.

I was once again at my post in the front of the bus, comfortably strapped into The Chair, and I was soon enjoying an armchair view of the great Mississippi delta while sipping on some brutally strong coffee, which had been brewed up by Zoot prior to our departure. We left the home of Elvis, Sun records and Stax/Volt, which produced some of the greatest Rhythm & Blues ever recorded, and headed south, down to the roots of it all, down through Blues country. I was now ready for a private bus tour through the undisputed home of the great delta blues men like Robert Johnson and Muddy Waters. It would be rural two lane blacktop almost all the way to Biloxi but I didn't mind. This was a great way to see where it all got started.

We were playing at the Beau Rivage, a kind of transplanted Vegas style casino on a stretch of prime beach front property. It's a beautiful place but it's not what you'd expect to find in a place like Biloxi, Mississippi. In most respects it was not much different from any other casino, once you were inside. The typical casino chaos of patrons and staff, the din of ringing slot machine bells and flashing lights announcing another jackpot, was not really much different from the Trump Plaza in Atlantic City. Still, the stage and show room at the Beau Rivage were a vast improvement over the rickety rotating stage we were on in Buffalo, much better catering than Buffalo too. But that's another story.

Each night, the shows were getting better and our show at the Beau Rivage was no exception. We were comfortable with the pacing, the tempos had all settled down, we were rhythmically tighter, Zoot'’s keyboard solos and Dan and Robert's guitar solos were pushing the edge and getting more creative with every performance. Robert's solo on "Crow," in particular, was getting an ovation from the audience every night. Dan's vocal chops were getting stronger and the vocals in general were absolutely killer. I gotta tell ya! I was really proud to be sitting behind my tubs and driving a band like this. It makes being on the road and dealing with Roadzilla more than worth it.

It seems like once the old "21 day theory" kicks in and you discard all the things you no longer need on the road, your focus on the music gets more intense. This was it, this was our lives for the time being and it all revolved around the music! And when the music reaches this level, you're more than willing to put up with life on the road. Dan says it best in a lyric phrase from one of his songs; "The audience is heavenly but the traveling is hell". Well, you forget all about the traveling every time you hit the stage.

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 20 – ROADZILLA RETURNS
Our next gig was in Houston, Texas and according to the road bible it was a 416 mile drive from Biloxi. Not only were we in for another long butt numbing ride, we also had a show that night with a 7:30 start time and no opening act. Oh, and the concert was going to be simulcast over the Internet as well. This all meant that we absolutely had to leave very early that morning if we were going to make it to Houston with enough time for an extensive sound check. It also meant that we were going to be vulnerable to another attack by Roadzilla!

My first clue to what was going to be another Roadzilla day came quite early, before the bus even started to roll. After about a half hour of waiting for the bell hops to bring the luggage out to the bus, Bernie figured he'd better go back inside the hotel to investigate. When he returned, Bernie informed us that our luggage was lost somewhere in the hotel and no one knew exactly where. We finally figured out that there was a second entrance that is usually used by buses in the back of the Beau Rivage. Of course, that's where our luggage was, along with the bell hops that were on the wrong side of the building and wondering where we were. 

At the time, it seemed smarter to drive the bus around back to where the luggage was located than to have the bell hops schlep the bags all the way back to the front of the hotel. Ah, but things are not always what they seem. We cranked up the diesel and cruised around to the bus entrance in back only to find out that our land yacht was just a few inches too tall to fit under the roof that covered the entrance. So after all that, confusion we still ended up having these poor guys schlep all the bags back to the front of the hotel and out to the bus but the whole comedy of errors had now caused us to leave an hour late. I don't recall any specific road rule, although there must be one, that covers this kind of situation. No, this was a new one, at least for me. Maybe it's covered under general road rule  #10 , which states; "The less time you have, the more time it will take." 

Well, we finally got out on the highway, albeit an hour behind schedule, and headed west. We would be rolling from our last gig in Biloxi, Mississippi, through Louisiana and then through Texas to our show in Houston with no time to spare. And of course, that's when the skies opened up and a massive thunderstorm began to pour rain on us fools below. However, 'Jeff the Invincible' remained steadfast, cranked the windshield wiper speed to high and continued to roll on down the highway in spite of the foul weather.

Provided there were no more delays, we figured we'd have just enough time to go to the hotel for a late check in and then go immediately to the venue. We figured wrong! This was a Roadzilla day, cosmic forces were at work and the proof came sooner than any of us expected. 

It was not long after we finally drove through the thunderstorm and back into the sunshine when traffic began to slow down and eventually ground to a complete halt, turning the freeway into one of the world's biggest two lane parking lots.

Jeff immediately got on the CB radio and found out that an eighteen wheeler had flipped over about a mile ahead and was now blocking both lanes. No one was hurt but by the time the lanes were opened again, we had lost another hour of precious time. Now, it was straight to the gig and hope we could make it by show time. 

Well, we made it with only twenty minutes to spare. That's right, the show started at 7:30 and we arrived at 7:10, which was just enough time to change clothes and hit the stage. And in spite of all the strange events of the day, the show went off incredibly well but there was still one more surprise to come. We found out after our performance that the Internet satellite simulcast failed sometime after the first song because of a computer glitch. Although, I personally think it was the work of Roadzilla! I'm sure there must be a road rule that covers that

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 21 – THE BIG DRIVE
After our horrendous drive from Biloxi to Houston, it was nice to know that we had a relatively short distance to cover for our next gig in Dallas, a mere 240 miles. So this became a rather normal travel day. There would be enough time to get settled in our hotel and we'd still have plenty of time to get everything together at the sound check for the show that evening. How refreshing! 

At this point in the tour, 240 miles seemed like an afternoon drive in the country. But it was the next drive, the one that was coming up after our show in Dallas that would separate the men from the boys or the sane from the crazy which ever was greater. Yes, sir, this would be the Mother of all Drives, only true road dogs and crazies would take this one on. And of course, that ended up being Zoot and me.

That's right, when the going got tough the tough took an airplane! Yep, Dan, Jean, Photoglo, McEntee and even Bernie, our trusted tour manager, they all bailed on the big ride and decided to fly commercially. And the two crazy road dogs? Well, since we had two days to get there, Zoot and I decided, what the hell, we could blow the money we saved on either a huge meal and large bar tab or a large meal and a huge bar tab, which ever came first, once we got to the halfway point in Tucson, Arizona. The next day we would continue our journey to the final destination of the two-day marathon drive, Redwood City just south of San Francisco, a grand total of 1,793 miles!

We had a great show in Dallas and, being from Texas, Zoot's whole family came to see the concert. The drag was that we had to leave right after the show on our first leg of the Mother of all Drives so Zoot didn't really have a chance to spend any quality time with his relatives. It was an obvious disappointment to him but by the time the land yacht was finally out on the open highway and he'd downed one of his gourmet Martinis he was feeling OK. Still, it reminded us of our own families and how much we missed them.

We swung by the hotel to drop everybody off so they could catch their flights the next morning, and then we headed out of town in the middle of the night like true road dogs, just three crazies in a land yacht rolling through southwestern America -- Jeff the Invincible with his mug of Starbucks bean drink, Zoot with his perfect Martini and me with my Gin & Tonic. Okay, so maybe we had a couple of drinks. But it's a long way to Tucson and besides; we needed something to help knock us out enough to get any sleep at all in those awful bouncing bunks. 

Our land yacht was well supplied for the trip. We had cold cuts, bread and everything else we needed to make flat meat sandwiches; there was a drawer full of chips, pretzels and other various snacks. There was plenty of booze and I, of course, had The Chair which provided me with a 70-millimeter, big screen, panoramic view from the front of the bus. Yes, indeed, we had just about everything we needed to have a ton of fun on our journey and we did ........... At first.

By about 2:00 or 3:00 in the morning, we were leaving west Texas and heading into New Mexico. At this point 'Jeff the Invincible' was just getting up to speed and was ready for the drive ahead while Zoot and I started fading fast and decided it was time to wrestle with the bouncing bunks for a few hours of sleep.

I remember it was a beautiful night in the desert and we were making good time. And when I awoke, we were still making good time but now it was a beautiful morning in the desert. But however beautiful it may be, it was still the desert and we had a whole lot more to cross before we would get to Tucson. I guess what I'm trying to say is, "Enough with the desert already. How much desert can a person take?" I know there are some people who really love the desert but I'm convinced that it's an acquired kind of thing, like acquiring the taste for Scotch or Sushi.

Thankfully our journey through the endless desert was punctuated with a stop to refuel the land yacht and its occupants as well. So while the bus was being topped up with fresh diesel, Zoot and I went in to have an extended, sit down breakfast. This also gave Jeff a chance to catch a few much-needed Z's before the final leg into Tucson.

Well, we finally pulled in to our hotel at around midday and had driven over a thousand miles, most of it through the endless desert. So of course the first order of the day was to go back to bed. 'Jeff the Invincible' obviously needed plenty of rest for the long drive ahead of us and Zoot and I needed plenty of rest so we could go out and party that evening. After all, it was a day off!

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 22 – THE BIG DRIVE PART 2
After our marathon drive through what seemed to be an endless desert, we were pretty happy to see the Tucson city limits since it meant we were just minutes away from our hotel and a stationary bed. We finally arrived around midday and after checking in, we immediately crashed in our rooms like three hibernating bears. 

Obviously, 'Jeff the Invincible' needed sleep more than Zoot and I, considering he had piloted the land yacht all night and half the day to get us there. Zoot and I also knew we probably wouldn't see Jeff again until breakfast the next morning, just before our departure. So we both decided to crash until 5:00 and then go out for the evening. I know it seems like strange hours but it was a night off and sometimes you have to grab some fun when and where you can. So we agreed to meet for cocktails at 5:30 and then make a plan for that evening's entertainment. 

Well, the evening was filled with a visit to one of Tucson's best Mexican restaurants where we had a huge amount of wonderful Mexico City style specialties and washed it all down with far too many Margaritas. Of course, we were in the heart of the Southwest, so what else would we order, Corned Beef and Cabbage? I don't think so! Not when you're in the Mecca of Tex/Mex food. So we happily stuffed ourselves and headed back to the hotel for some real sleep. We would be back on the land yacht for the second part of our drive through the "Endless Desert" soon.

Sure enough, after a quick breakfast the three of us were on the land yacht again and back out in the desert, the wonderful "Endless Desert." In addition to the previous days' desert excursion, we still had to cover the remaining desert from Tucson to California. That's a helluva lot of desert! After a while, everything starts to look the same and it becomes an endless parade of rocks, sand and cactus going by, like being in some kind of Twilight Zone. I almost expected to see the ghost of Rod Serling at our next fuel stop trying to hitch a ride.

By the time we made it to the outskirts of L.A. it was early evening and we were headed towards interstate 5 where we would eventually make a right turn and head north to Redwood City. But what was really driving me crazy was that I hadn't seen my wife, Michele, since the beginning of the tour and we would pass within a couple of miles of my home. The problem for me was that we couldn't stop if we were going to make it to our hotel and have enough time to sleep before the gig the next day. So I had to be satisfied with a mobile conversation on a cell phone as we passed by. Needless to say, this did not make Mikey a happy camper. 

With no other alternative available, Zoot and I decided it was time for the cocktail hour and we proceeded to open the bar on the land yacht. It was still a long, long ride to Redwood City and we figured we might as well get as comfortable as possible and enjoy some liquid fortification. So after expertly mixing our drinks, we broke open a bag of pretzels, threw some music in the CD player and strapped ourselves in for the remaining six or more grueling hours of the "Big Drive," Zoot on the sofa and me in The Chair.
By nine o'clock, Jeff was in need of a short rest if he was going to continue the drive and Zoot and I were in need of something more substantial than pretzels and chips for dinner so we pulled in to a truck stop just outside of Bakersfield. Bakersfield!! That meant we probably wouldn't get to our hotel until two or three in the morning. At this point the bus was starting to feel like a minimum-security prison on wheels. 

While 'Jeff the Invincible' caught some Z's for the final run to Redwood City, Zoot and I killed an hour or so over a couple of truck stop dinners that were about one step above the pretzels and chips we had eaten on the bus. You know, it's really hard to kill time over bad food but that's another story. Anyway, once Jeff was awake and had his standard quart container of coffee, we were on our way again. 

You can imagine how relieved we all were to finally roll up in front of our hotel, even though it was around three in the morning. Just knowing the "Big Drive" was over and that we could crash in a stationary bed in a nice hotel was an enormous comfort to us.  We had completed a two-day, 1,700-mile marathon drive like true road dogs but we all agreed we'd had enough of Roadzilla and life on the highway to last us for quite a while. 

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 23 – GREETINGS FROM THE WEST
Our two-day cross-country adventure was fun but there was no doubt that it had taken its toll. The three of us were exhausted so naturally we slept in very, very late. Let me put it this way, lunch was my first meal of the day. Now, a cheeseburger may sound pretty weird for breakfast but if it's a good cheeseburger, what the hell. Besides, I love a good cholesterol burger occasionally even if it may be at an odd hour of the day. 

I was having my cheeseburger brunch outside on the hotel patio with a view of a beautiful man-made lake in the middle of Silicon Valley. That's something we hadn't been able to do for quite awhile. The sky was clear and the sun felt wonderful as it warmed the day. It was great to be on the west coast again, in sunny California, but I would have to enjoy it all tomorrow on our day off. Today was a concert day and we would all be back in the groove at around 4:30 for the sound check.

I had missed the camaraderie over the last, or should I say lost, two days in the desert, and it was good to be back on stage blasting away. Although, it took awhile for the band to get back into the tightness we had achieved before the Endless Desert episode but after about a half hour or so it all started coming back. By the time we broke for dinner we sounded pretty solid. It's funny how even a couple of days off can sometimes affect you. You don't really forget anything; you just develop a kind of fuzzy memory. Everything's still there, it's just slightly out of focus for a bit.

The gig was at another restored Fox theatre. There are several of these magnificent old Fox theatres around the country that have been meticulously restored; this wasn't one of them. It had been restored just enough for usage and apparently that's all that was needed. And forget about the dressing rooms, they looked more like interrogation rooms at a police department -- a very old police department. Even the power was provided by a huge electrical cable from the building next door which was the size of a small fire hose. It looked pretty weird to see this black plastic anaconda stretched across the alley between the two buildings like an electrical umbilical cord. I'm not sure, but I think it may have been the world's largest extension cord. 

Geez! Even the catering was late. It seems the caterer had to use a kitchen in a neighboring building as well and then deliver it all to the theatre. Needless to say, the food did not arrive on time. It's times like these when it's nice to have the land yacht at the gig. It became our dining hall, dressing room and general hang out. And of course, for me there was always The Chair.

Well, the show finally got underway and despite a little rust in the gears, the whole machine worked pretty well. The audience was enthusiastic from the first song to the last and obviously had a great time. It was just what we needed to kick our performance up a notch. It's amazing how a truly supportive audience of fans can affect a concert, even on those nights when things aren't running as smoothly as you'd like them to. It's that extra enthusiasm that revitalizes and energizes the performance, if only for those two hours on stage. Of course, that's what it's all about isn't it? Those two special hours on stage! 

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 24 – NORMAL PEOPLE
We'd completed our journey through the great southwest, did our concert in Redwood City and now we had a real day off. However, our hotel, though very nice, was located in the epicenter of a sprawling Silicon Valley industrial park with nothing around except an occasional strip mall for entertainment. Not good. Boring, to say the least. I think it's road rule #25 that states; "There is always a one in three chance that your real day off will be somewhere where nothing is happening." This was a perfect example.

Things were looking pretty bleak until McEntee called. Robert's mom, who lived nearby, had attended last night's concert and graciously loaned her car to him for the afternoon. Photoglo and I figured anything was better than staying where we were so we jumped at the chance for a mini-road trip, it didn't matter where. So, we climbed into the car and figured we could make a plan as we went.

We really had no special plans. It was just a great day with no schedule, no tour bus and no show. We headed east over the coastal mountain range and ended up in the beach town of Santa Cruz, grabbed an ice cream cone and continued to the coast highway for a beautiful view of the Pacific. Of course, we had to stop long enough to walk down to the beach for closer look. On the way back, we stopped at a roadside produce stand and picked up some freshly harvested fruit to snack on. Like I said, nothing special but,on the other hand, for us it was something we had not seen and enjoyed for quite a while. But with limited time, we decided it was time to get back on the road.   

It was so pleasant to just be like normal people doing normal things. After a while you become so used to the routine and lifestyle of the tour that you almost forget the simple pleasures of anonymity and a day that hasn't been completely planned out for you. So, you can imagine how refreshing it was to be able to just goof the whole day away and take some time to recharge our batteries. It was also a subtle but sobering reminder that the tour would soon be coming to an end and I would again be back in the normal world with normal people doing normal things.

It's strange kind of dichotomy, life at home with 'normal people' and life on the road with 'Roadzilla.' It reminds me of my feelings when I did some long distance sailing, when I was at sea I longed to return to the land and when I was on land I longed to return to the sea. It's the same way with touring. When I'm out on the road I want to get back home but once I've been home for a while, the old road dog, the gypsy in me, makes me want get back out there again, traveling across America in a land yacht and playing some great music with some great people. I've been very fortunate to have the best of both worlds.

After we returned the car to Robert's mom and were back at the hotel, we ended our wonderfully normal day by going out for a normal sit down dinner at a nearby Chinese restaurant. A simple pleasure, I know, but I also knew that we'd be back in the land of Roadzilla tomorrow morning and that the next few days would have some long, long runs. I had thoroughly enjoyed my normal day, but now it was time for some sleep before I had to face an abnormal day and get reacquainted with bouncing bunks, flat meat sandwiches, mobile Gin & Tonics, and The Chair.
**********************************************************************************************************

Part 25 – MR. TOAD’S WILD RIDE
It's a good thing that we had a chance to recharge our batteries with a day off because today was going to be a very full day, indeed. We would be driving from Redwood City to Lake Tahoe and then doing a gig that night in the show room at Caesar's Palace. Now the drive was only 215 miles but a major portion of it was climbing up into the Sierra Mountains on a beautifully scenic highway that ran along side the American River and it was like an uphill slalom in an Italian road rally. It was great for someone driving a Porsche or a Ferrari but very slow going for a forty-foot land yacht and a general pain in the ass for 'Jeff the Invincible.' The narrow two-lane black top twisted through the Sierras like a giant snake, the mountain above us on one side and the river just below us on the other. It was Mr. Toad's wild ride all right, like riding an elephant on roller skates. If you've ever been stuck behind a Winnebago on a two lane black top with no passing lane, you know exactly what I'm talking about.

On the other hand, I was having a wonderful time. I was strapped into The Chair , with various snacks and had an absolutely amazing view of the spectacular scenery going by. It just so happened that the river was on the passenger side of the bus and thus I was treated to a non-stop singular stream of beauty for a couple of hours. I remember the route very well from my early days with The Travelers 3. Of course, then we were traveling in an old Dodge van and not a luxurious tour bus, but that's another story. This was one of those few times when I didn't have to do the driving up highway 50 to Lake Tahoe. All I had to do was just sit back and enjoy the ride. 

We finally made it over the summit at about six thousand feet and started to slowly descend into the valley and the city of South Lake Tahoe for our gig that evening and another round of casino chaos. There were so many hotels and casinos on the main drag into town that you couldn't even see the lake, unless it was from a hotel room about ten floors up. And even then your view may be blocked by another hotel. It's obvious that the majority of people who come to Lake Tahoe aren't here to appreciate the natural beauty of the place; they're here to gamble! But at least it was a more pleasant location than Las Vegas or Atlantic City.

After we checked in, I got settled in my room and headed down to the stage for sound check. As soon as I saw the dressing rooms I was reminded of the first time I worked there with Dan back in '91. That was my first tour with Fogelberg and the beginning of some great friendships and great music. I also remember that my wife, Michele, was there to see our opening night and came back stage after the show. A lot of years had passed since then but when I got on stage and sat behind the drums, I still had the same excitement and enthusiasm that I had at that first sound check in '91. When you're playing great music with great musicians you never get tired of it. And Dan has always put together great musicians.

I couldn't help but remember my rookie days with the Travelers 3 and the sixties, when we used to work the same casinos. Of course, then we were in the lounge and now I was working the "Big Room" with Dan. You could still see the lake then too. Yes, a lot had changed over the years, more buildings, more people, but I realized how fortunate I've been to spend so many of those years doing what I love most...making music.

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 26 – KONOCTI  HARBOR?
Dan was booked into Caesar's Palace for two nights and we had a couple of really great performances. The second day was a real pleasure. I could sleep in late; spend a leisurely afternoon outdoors and when it was time to go to sound check, I could just take an elevator instead of a tour bus to get there. With no traveling to do, it was a perfect combination of a day off and a concert night. It was also a chance to get some rest in preparation for what was coming next.

Our next gig was at a resort named Konocti Harbor. Konocti! It sounds like a Jewish American Indian with a name like Myron Two-Feathers may have named it. Maybe it means 'place of many tourists' or 'lake of many jet skis', who knows. Anyway, the resort is located at the edge of Clear Lake, in northern California, which was only 223 miles away from Caesar's. It seemed simple enough, right? But what we didn't know was that it was going to take us all day to get there.

Of course, we knew we had to come out of Lake Tahoe on the same agonizingly slow serpentine route that brought us in. But we didn't realize until we had completed our trek over the Sierras and down into the Sacramento valley, that we would soon be doing the whole thing all over again in reverse, except now we would be driving on a winding two-lane black asphalt snake through the Coastal mountain range to reach Clear Lake. So once again, Jeff had to drive the land yacht at a snail's pace as we climbed the Coastal range in search of the world famous Konocti Harbor resort. I guess I should have taken seasick pills but the only thing handy at the time was Gin & Tonic. You know what they say, any port in a storm.

We arrived in the late afternoon... the very late afternoon. We were already pretty beat up from the long day's ride and we still had a show to do that night. Like a few other times on the tour, we walked straight out of the bus and on to the stage for a sound check while Bernie checked us in. Fortunately, there was enough time between the end of our sound check and the beginning of dinner for a short nap. We were only going to be in these rooms for a few hours because we would be leaving right after the show and driving all the way to San Diego for our next gig at Humphrey's. It was a drive of 589 miles and it would put us in San Diego at about the same time we had arrived in Konocti Harbor. This was going to be a tough twenty-four hours. Of course the light at the end of this tunnel was that once we got to Humphrey's we would have a whole day off. 

The last time I'd played Konocti Harbor was when I was on tour with my old group, 'Bread.' We were doing a twenty-fifth anniversary world tour and Konocti was one of six dates we did in the states. That was a few years back and I'd forgotten all about the humongous drive required to get there but I did remember the show room. It was more like a giant cabaret or dinner theatre than a concert hall and it had two huge video screens on either side of the stage. So in addition to a live concert with great sound, the audience was treated to a live camera feed on both screens during the performance. The audience was loving it, especially the Dan fans, because the cameras were providing amazing close ups of the show in real time. Although it was a rather crowded stage and we were a little fatigued, the band was tight and we had a great audience and it turned out to be one of our best shows. I don't know where the extra energy came from but we were burnin' that night. And all too soon, we were back on the bus careening through the mountains in the middle of the night like true road dogs. As Zoot would say," it's martini time."

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 27 – THE BUS HAIR SPECIAL
After our concert at Konocti, we re-boarded the bus and spent the next hour and a half careening through the night, down the coastal mountain range east toward interstate 5. Once we connected up to the interstate, we would make a right turn and head south to San Diego. Of course, this period of time was officially designated on the "Land Yacht Bar & Deli" as Happy Hour! 

We reached I-5 at about 2:00 am and still had about another eight hours of steady driving ahead of us before we would get to Humphrey's. All the food and drinks we had consumed through happy hour, coupled with a grueling travel day had the desired affect of unwinding us. Hopefully, enough to actually get some sleep in those terrible bouncing bunks. It was now a straight shot south to San Diego with the monotonous din of a large diesel engine to lull us to sleep while 'Jeff the Invincible' was at the wheel listening to AC/DC blasting "Highway to Hell" in his headphones. 

As I climbed into my assigned cubicle for an attempt at some sleep, I couldn't help but think of how long ago I first took this same interstate to Los Angeles and how much had happened over the many years that I had traveled on this highway. Back in '65, I drove down to La-La land in my '58 Chevy hardtop, fully loaded with drums, clothes and a stereo. I thought I had everything a young bachelor needed to survive in the big city. Whew! Did I have a lot to learn... but that's another story.

By the time we were descending into the L.A. basin, everyone was awake with blood shot eyes and various versions of the latest styles in 'bus hair,' along with a cup of hot bean drink for our caffeine kick-start ritual. It was a gorgeous morning and we had just a couple of hours to go. I was especially excited because my wife, Michele, was going to meet me at Humphrey's. It had been over a month since I last saw her and I was as excited as a 'lifer' at Folsom prison getting a conjugal visit. 

This was the second time I would be going through L.A., just a few miles from my house, and once again I would have to be satisfied with a mobile communication with my wife on the cell phone. Although, this time I knew it would only be a few more hours until I could actually be with her so it wasn't quite as difficult as the last time I called from the "Desert Flyer" while we were on our way to Redwood City.

We finally rolled in to Humphrey's at around 11:00 am. and emerged from the 'Land Yacht' in our public parade of 'bus hair' styles. I have to admit, after the previous 24 hours we all looked pretty funky. We did not look like the kind of people you would want your children to see or associate with as we passed through the lobby. We were a rather motley looking crew, to say the least. Fortunately, I had a couple of hours to at least clean up my act before my wife arrived at the hotel. I didn't think that a wrinkled, 'slept in,' Santa Monica bum look would be very presentable.

I was only an hour or so away from a long awaited reunion with Michele and two wonderful days together in San Diego. Then we were going to drive up the coast together for the next concert in L.A. and I'd get to spend one night in my own home before the next marathon drive through the land of Roadzilla. But at the moment, time wasn't moving fast enough to accommodate my anxiety. It was all at once as bad, and as good, as waiting for Christmas morning. You know, that kind of feeling.

You know the country song; "How can I miss you if you won't go away"? Well, I strongly suggest that for the sake of your relationship, you try getting away from each other once in a while. It can't hurt and it just might make you appreciate your significant other a little more and both of you may be less likely to take each other for granted. Although I hate to be away from Michele for weeks at a time, these separations make our life together just that much sweeter when I return home after a tour. Parting may be "sweet sorrow" but on the other hand the reunions are absolutely amazing!   :-)

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 28 – HUMPHREY’S
'Humphrey's' is a very unique venue and I always look forward to playing there. It's a typical sprawling California style two-story complex with walkways through the beautifully maintained gardens and a huge courtyard in the center which is turned into a concert venue every summer. The courtyard is equipped at one end with a large outdoor stage, while hotel rooms at the other end and on one side of the courtyard wall it in. The remaining side is open to the local marina and San Diego harbor. This is also an area where the local yachtsmen come to anchor their boats and catch the concerts for free. Well, it's not exactly free; first you have to go out and buy a yacht!

Anyway, as luck would have it, I had a great second story room, with a huge balcony, at the other end of the courtyard and it had a perfect view of the stage. It was way better than a box seat. Michele and I could watch the show that evening from the comfort of our balcony with no driving, no lines and no parking hassles. Plus, how many times do you have room service available during a concert? Too cool!

The concert that night was a double bill, Sam Moore, of "Sam&Dave" R&B fame, and 'Taj Mahal and his Hawaiian Blues band.' So in addition to having two wonderful days in San Diego with Michele, we were getting the extra treat of a great concert right outside our room. And since I'm a big R&B fan it made the evening even more special.

Michele finally arrived at about noon; she had called me on her cell phone just a few minutes before she got there so I could meet her in the lobby. There I was, standing in the lobby like a schoolboy, anxiously waiting for his Christmas present to walk through the door. I won't go into what happened next, I'll just say that Michele and I finally had lunch at around three in the afternoon. I'm sure your imagination can fill in the rest. Like I said, the reunions are absolutely amazing!

I had called McEntee and Photoglo and invited them up to see the show from the balcony with Michele and me. The San Diego climate was perfect for an outdoor concert, especially when you could catch it all from your balcony while relaxing in a lounge chair and sipping a Gin & Tonic with friends. Of course, it was quite ironic that, of all things, we would choose to attend a concert on our day off. A Busman's holiday, I know, but still a genuine pleasure.

It was almost sunset when the show started and Sam Moore hit the stage. It was really a treat to hear him singing classics like "Soul Man" and "Knock on Wood." He was a little older now and had a little more gray around the temples but when you closed your eyes, his voice sounded just like it did in the sixties when "Sam & Dave" first hit the scene. And he had no trouble in getting the audience off their butts and on their feet, they were revved up and rockin.'

Then came Taj Mahal and his Hawaiian blues band! I knew it was going to be different when Taj came out dressed in white slacks, a Hawaiian shirt and a huge white Panama hat, then greeted the audience with a big "Aloha"! Now hearing delta blues played in a Hawaiian slack style is pretty cool but I couldn't begin to explain it to you. He had a typical blues rhythm section but he also had a guy playing steel guitar and three ukulele players. Songs like "Dust My Broom" and "Diving Duck" sounded very different but somehow the musical cross pollination actually worked.

Although we thoroughly enjoyed the concert, I have to admit it felt kind of strange for us to be watching someone else perform. You get used to playing on stage every night and after a while it feels odd to be part of the audience. Of course, things would be back to normal the very next evening when it would be our turn on stage once again.

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 29 – ROCKIN’ AT HUMPHREY’S

There was an early morning fog over the marina, which eventually lifted to reveal the beginnings of another perfect day in San Diego, a great day for a concert. And after seeing last night's show with Taj Mahal and Sam Moore, we were especially anxious to get back in the groove and take our turn on stage. We'd been on the road for a while now and the band was as tight as a Swiss wristwatch and ready to rock.

By 11:00 a.m., I saw the first signs of the crew who had begun to roll in and unload the anvil cases in preparation for the show. Oddly enough I was struck by the thought that I very rarely get to witness the crew at work and the whole set up process. I would just show up for sound check and everything would be magically there, just like it was the day before. In fact, except for the venue, almost exactly the way it was the day before. Now I had a chance to see what went on to make it all happen.

I have to admit, after all these years of being on the road, I was still fascinated to watch how efficient and thorough the crew was. As I watched the load in from my hotel balcony, I couldn't help but think that in a way it was pretty similar to a band, everybody had a specific but very important part to play if it was all going to happen and these guys were as good as they get. And they do this almost every day! Amazing!

I guess I wasn't the only one who was fascinated with the whole production process because it wasn't too long before I spotted Photoglo and McEntee down below watching from about the center of the third row. And it was not too long after that when Zoot finally appeared to greet the day and then he too, eventually came down to hang out around the stage. 

By late afternoon, everything was ready for sound check and we were more than ready to play. I guess we made that obvious when we were all sitting at the front of the stage for hours like a pack of drooling dogs patiently waiting for some treats. Our sound checks had become more than just a preparation for the show. They were also a chance for us to jam and experiment a little bit after the run through so, like true "musos," we couldn't wait to get up there and crank out some beautiful noise.

After we had finished our sound check by the sea, we all broke for dinner. As the sun was setting and the audience started to filter in to their assigned seats, we could hear Dan's new CD playing through the sound system and the low din of pre-show audience conversation. They all sounded like the usual Humphrey's audience, pumped up and ready to have some fun. In fact, the "Loud Crowd" were already mooring their boats in the marina and breaking out the snacks and refreshments, as you can imagine. Humphrey's has always provided a wild audience and this crowd was a perfect example.

It was finally time to hit the stage and I could feel the energy of the audience as soon as I sat down behind the drums. When you get an audience like that, it really raises the bar a couple of notches for the whole band. It's that kind of enthusiasm that usually translates into a higher energy level for the performers as well.

Like an old married couple that is able to complete each other's sentences, Dan and all of us in the band had established a unique and special musical bond. We had played the show enough times on this tour to really trust ourselves as players and we were now getting into the nuances of the music. Our musical interaction had become so intuitive, we were no longer mimicking a series of individual parts, we were interpreting the songs and lending our own musical signature to each one of them like a band with one brain. 

I mentioned earlier that this band would play good or great. Well, by the time we'd finished our opener, "Part of the Plan," I knew this was going to be one of the great nights. And when it gets that good it gets to be almost too much fun! There was no place else I would rather have been than on that stage with Dan Fogelberg, Jim Photoglo, Robert McEntee and the inimitable Michael "Zoot" Hanna. I guess that's why we keep on doing it, there's just no other feeling like it.

Next up was "Heart Hotel" and after that the show just kept getting better. The vocals were strong and tight and the band was absolutely burnin'. We could do no wrong! The crowd picked up on it and fanned the flames even more. And before I realized it, we were offstage getting ready to come out for our first encore, "The Gambler." You know what they say about time and having fun, well we must have had an absolute ball on stage because it all felt like it flew by in a matter of minutes. We played every song on the set list and even a few extras and it still felt like we'd only played for about half an hour.

If there wasn't a hotel curfew time on the concert, I'm convinced we would have all stayed on stage and probably jammed for another hour. Like I said, "too much fun!" 
**********************************************************************************************************

Part 30 – THE BAND WITH ONE BRAIN

After the show we did at Humphrey's, I figured we were ready to knock the socks off of the Fogelberg fans in L.A. And I was right! We had now become "The Band With One Brain," a formidable musical monster. We had achieved that rare level of polish and professionalism that we all strived for as a musical ensemble. We were thinking and playing like one fluid, intuitive musical entity. We were... a BAND!

Of course, the leader of the band had provided us with brilliantly written songs in every style and genre, and these would become the foundation of our musical flights. They are the kind of songs that require the best from each of us as artists, collectively and individually. This became our new syntax in the abstract language we call music.

Dan's voice was stronger and more confident than ever, Jim Photoglo's clear, pure tenor provided those beautiful high harmonies and Robert McEntee added his voice as a perfect blending third harmony to kind of glue it all together. And by this time their phrasing was so close to perfect that they sounded like one singer with three voices. Believe me, even Crosby, Stills and Nash would have been green with envy.

And talk about synergy, we were making some mighty sounds for a band of just five musicians. Photoglo's bass playing was as solid as a rock even though he had to devote the other half of his brain to singing background parts at the same time. McEntee also had to divide his brain cells but in addition to singing and playing guitar, he also, at various times in the show, had to do some keyboard work on the synth. His slide guitar solos on "Crow" were particularly outstanding and getting finer with every performance. Then there was the inimitable Zoot, shades on, grinning from ear to ear and doing that "Zoot dance" that he does while he's wailing away on all the keyboard parts. He's as much fun to watch on stage as he is to listen to. And of course "Dan the man" was up front, burnin' on every instrument he could get his hands on except for bass and drums. I expected him to play great guitar and piano but I'm always blown away at how he can go seamlessly from electric guitar to piano to acoustic guitar and then back again. And while he's doing all that he's singing his ass off as well.

You can imagine what a treat it is for me to sit up on that drum riser and drive a band like that night after night. With such an abundance of great Fogelberg songs as the foundation, coupled with the outstanding musicianship of each member of the band, my job was an absolute pleasure. Every performance was another opportunity to get closer to perfection. You certainly don't get bored in a situation like that; you get inspired to better your performance with each show. 

Our concert in L.A. was another one of those inspired nights with high energy, intense focus and a damn near flawless performance by Mr. Fogelberg and company. And the California crowd of Dan fans were enthusiastically showing their approval and appreciation. Of course, I was particularly pleased with our performance since my wife, as well as quite a few friends and relatives, were in attendance. After all, you don't want to fumble the ball in front of the hometown fans.  

After the show, there was a huge meet and greet session backstage that probably lasted for a little over an hour. Lots of fun, food and chatter. It was great to see family and friends even if we did have to cut it short. You see, we had another one of those long, long, "mother of all drives" ahead of us, from L.A. all the way to Denver! So once again, I was reluctantly saying good-bye to my wife and then boarding the land yacht again for our next musical mission of the tour....again! 

Our California adventure had been fun but now it was time for another post-show departure and another midnight run. And as we rolled out of the parking lot, I noticed Zoot was already breaking out his big blue Martini glass and reminding us that it was time to unwind from the evening's concert and prepare for the long road ahead. Yes indeed, it was Happy Hour at the 'Land Yacht Bar & Grill,' time for me to snuggle into The Chair while enjoying a flat meat sandwich and a tall Gin & Tonic.

**********************************************************************************************************

Part 31 – BAND ON THE RUN
So once again, there we were careening through the night, waving goodbye to the city lights of L.A. while unwinding with our respective cocktails and speeding on to Grand Junction, Colorado. Why Grand Junction? Because the distance to our final destination, which was Denver, was so far away that they didn't even print the mileage in our itineraries, probably for fear of a rebellion. And although 'Jeff the Invincible' is a man of great stamina, he's not crazy! There would have to be a rest stop somewhere and Grand Junction ended up being the place. All in all, it looked like another night of bouncing bunks for us and a long night at the wheel of the land yacht for Jeff.

Well, we finally made it through the long bumpy night and arose in the early morning to find Jeff still burning up the miles. And as we sat displaying our various styles of bus hair and gulping down some bean drink for our wake up jolt of caffeine, we discussed what we would do in the bustling metropolis of Grand Junction once we arrived. Believe me! Now that's optimism! 

I guess we completely missed Nevada while we were in our slumber cubicles because Jeff informed us that we were now someplace in Utah and it was time to grab some fuel for the bus, and breakfast for us, before continuing our trek to Grand Junction. Besides, Jeff was in need of some more of that thirty weight bean drink and a fresh bag of 'Bulls eye' candies. I guess the sugar and caffeine must be a really potent mix, it certainly works for him. As for me, I'd be so wired I'd be chewing my fingernails all the way to Grand Junction! Oh well, to each his own.

I think it was around 8:00 a.m. when we finally pulled in to a truck stop. I can't tell you exactly where because all I knew was that I was awake and we were somewhere in Utah and there was nothing else around for miles. I mean this little place was so remote that I couldn't help but wonder, where do the people who work here actually live? I didn't see any homes nearby and I'm sure they don't commute, there's no place close enough to commute from. To me, it looked like a pretty Spartan existence but like I said, to each his own. 

After breakfast, we drifted back to our land yacht for the remaining few hours of travel to Grand Junction and got to see some of Utah's most spectacular desert scenery. Yeah, I know, another desert but this was different. I'd never seen geological formations like this before, it was sometimes like being on another planet. And no, I didn't have a Gin & Tonic with my bacon and eggs. We were near Bryce Canyon National Park and the surrounding landscape was truly awesome. This was one of the few places in the U.S. that I never had a chance to see except in photos and it was quite an extraordinary treat.

The old land yacht finally rolled into Grand Junction sometime in the mid-afternoon and we checked in to our hotel, a little ragged around the edges and ready for a short nap. Of course, 'Jeff the Invincible' was ready for a long nap, a very long eight to ten hour nap. He knew he had another humongous drive over the Rockies to Denver the next day.

It was only a couple of hours later that phones were ringing and we were making plans for the evening. Dan had flown on to Denver from L.A. and Jeff was catching some well-deserved slumber, so it was just the four of us. Yes, imagine, the "Band On The Run" turned loose and roaming the streets of Grand Junction -- what a scary thought. But this was an old band, so we settled for a grand and leisurely dinner at the best local Mexican restaurant, chased it down with a couple of margaritas and then called it a night. 

It became evident that we'd all been thinking about the same thing for the last day or so. There were only a few days left until the end of the tour and that quickly became the major topic of our conversation over dinner. The end of a tour brings both dread and joy at the same time. Of course, you want to get back home to your loved ones and your relatively normal life. But on the other hand, having the absolute pleasure of working in a band this exciting and tight is rare and it's extremely difficult to let go of. A very special bond had been established over the weeks we spent together on the road. This Fogelberg tour will always remain in my memory, like a wonderful chapter in a book that's still being written --Fogelberg, McEntee, Photoglo, Zoot and me, the band of summer 2003.
**********************************************************************************************************

Part 32 – ROCKY MOUNTAIN HIGH

We knew we still had a long drive ahead of us so we all agreed it would be best to leave Grand Junction fairly early. We had a concert in Denver that evening and getting there would require another long twisting ride through the mountains in the land yacht, this time over the Rocky Mountains, through the ski resort of Vail and then down the other side to the "Mile High City" of Denver.

Our early departure from Grand Junction turned out to be a wise decision indeed. Do you remember road rule #10, which states; "The less time you have the more time it will take"? Well, we were just about one hour outside of Grand Junction when Roadzilla attacked us once again. Jeff jumped on the CB radio and found out a large tanker truck had overturned about half a mile ahead of us and both lanes were entirely blocked. And they would remain blocked until the tanker truck was removed, which a friendly highway patrolman informed us would take approximately forty-five minutes to an hour. That was the bad news. The good news was that we were on a land yacht with plenty of food, drinks and satellite TV and the bar was open. As you can see, we eventually learned to take those Roadzilla events in stride. 

After a short period of time, our interstate parking lot had become an impromptu social gathering as people got out of their cars to take in the scenery and actually talk to each other. Amazing!  In fact, at one point a guy jumped out of his convertible with an acoustic guitar and proceeded to give anyone nearby a free concert. Of course, the land yacht started to draw as much attention as an elephant standing in your living room. We were like a giant in a sea of automotive dwarves, like Gulliver among the Lilliputians. And it wasn't long before a few folks started to wonder who was on board, so we all got out and joined in the festivities of the first annual "Grand Junction Interstate Fiesta."  After all, what else were we going to do?

Well, it wasn't long before they had cleared the obstruction and we were all back on the bus and rolling down the highway. As usual, I was strapped into The Chair  with plenty of drinks and snacks and I was ready to sit back and enjoy the ride through some beautiful Rocky Mountain scenery. And believe me, it was nothing short of spectacular.

We were wonderfully distracted for quite a few hours as we rolled through the beauty of the Rockies. But as we descended into the valley and got closer to Denver, a reality started to creep back into our minds that couldn't be avoided. There were only two more gigs and then the tour was over. Nobody was really talking about it but I could tell from the unusual silence on board the bus that we were all thinking about it in some way.

Our show in Denver was at the Paramount Theatre, another one of those grand old theatres from a bygone era. And of course, it was sold out and filled to capacity with Dan fans that had been waiting a long, long time for the tour to finally come around to the Denver area. They let us know it as soon as the lights went up and we started playing "Part of the Plan." These people were there to have a good time and we were more than anxious to give them one.

It was a great high-energy show that night but maybe it just seemed more significant to me because it was one of our last concerts together as a band and I was intent on savoring every musical moment. We had become so tight since our first gigs on the east coast and it seemed like such a shame to know that it would all disappear in a few days and become memories, just another wonderful chapter in the "Big Book of Roadzilla." We were like a championship team that's reached the end of a great season. I was finishing the last few drops of a wonderful vintage wine.
**********************************************************************************************************

Part 33 – THE LAST DAY

After spending the night in Denver, we started out early for a rather lengthy drive to our next and last concert of the tour, in Durango, Colorado! To be more specific, the concert was actually going to be at a place just outside Durango called the Echo Basin Ranch and getting there was going to be an adventure in itself. This place was so remote that we did the last few miles on a two-lane dirt and gravel road, and as you can probably tell by now, it was an outdoor venue, a kind of mini, no, make that a micro Woodstock. Not my favorite kind of gig from an acoustic standpoint but what the hell. 

It was the last day of the tour and the next twenty-four hours was going to be hectic to say the least. First, we had another Rocky Mountain slalom adventure in the land yacht to even get to the gig. And as you can imagine, 'Jeff the Invincible' wasn't too thrilled about that. Next, it was going to be a late and rather hasty sound check followed by the concert. And, of course, lastly, we would break everything down one last time, load it all in the trucks and then we would all go our separate ways and disappear back into America, back into our separate communities and our "normal" lives. 

It's like we were all members of some strange group of part time nomads who lived on the move for a couple of months and then returned home to their respective tribes. We can't really survive within just one life style so we must remain in a state of artistic limbo, spending necessary time in both worlds and trying to maintain a reasonable balance between the two.

We finally arrived a little later than late for the sound check but everything was so loose it didn't really seem to matter that much. Apparently, this was the first concert being held at this venue and the crew had to deal with a lot of unforeseen problems. 

The first nightmare for the crew was having to load in on a dirt road to a stage in the middle of an open field with no loading docks, and of course that slowed down the whole pre-show routine considerably. And since it was an open-air stage with no walls or roof, the sound guys would have to struggle for a decent mix in both the monitor and house systems. In addition to that, we were scheduled to go on just before sunset, which kind of wiped out any idea of using any dramatic lighting. Oh, and there were a couple of local head-banger, heavy-metal bands hired as the opening acts. And although they looked the part, complete with all the appropriate tattoos and piercings, they were really pretty bad. And with all that extra gear going on and off stage, it just made the crews job even more complicated. In some ways the whole thing started to resemble a Bob Hope USO show in the middle of some DMZ. Could this be one last attack from "Roadzilla"? One never knows.
  
Once again, our land yacht served as a combination dining and dressing room since the facilities at the gig were next to nil. And although we went on to have a pretty good show in spite of "Roadzilla," I have to admit it was a bit of a struggle. Yes, we struggled with the monitor mix and the lights and sound but more than that we struggled to stay focused on stage. After all, this was not just another day and another show; this was the last day and the last show. 

After the final show was over, the gear was all packed and loaded and it was time to hit the road again but this time we were saying a final good-bye to the crew. We wouldn't get to see them at the next town on the itinerary; there was no next town. They were now headed home or in many cases heading out on another tour with someone else. 

We were all going on the last long overnight drive of the tour, from Echo Basin Ranch all the way to Albuquerque, New Mexico. At that point the trucks would drop off the instruments and the sound and lights gear which would be delivered later to the respective musicians' homes or storage warehouse while the land yachts for the band and crew would drop us all off at a hotel by the Albuquerque airport. 

The hotel was kind of a cosmic joke when you stop to think about it. We were probably going to arrive at our hotel sometime just before dawn and most of us were booked on flights that would leave between eight and nine the same morning. Obviously, that didn't leave much time for sleep. In fact, some of the guys on the earlier flights were lucky to even grab a quick breakfast before heading to the airport.

Dan and Jean traveled on the land yacht with us to a predetermined location where a car was waiting to take them the rest of the way home. So, here we were in the middle of the night unceremoniously and reluctantly saying our good-byes by the roadside before continuing on to Albuquerque and our flights back home. I don't mind admitting that I felt a little sadness as I watched the tail lights of Dan's car disappear down the road. It had all been such a great adventure and I knew I would miss everyone but it was now time to re-board the magic bus and head out to our final destination.

We still had a few hours to go before reaching Albuquerque and we knew none of us were really going to get any sleep in the bouncing bunks, so we decided to declare one last happy hour at the 'Land Yacht Bar and Grill' for our mobile post-tour celebration. I have to admit that we all got mildly inebriated, not enough to be considered drunk but just enough to encourage us to start trading some outrageous old road stories, telling tall tales and sharing a lot of laughs along the way. And it wasn't long before we also started to recount some of the crazy, funny things that occurred on the road over the last couple of months. Yes, the great whale expedition was now coming to an end and this was the BIG unwind before going home.

Just as 'Jeff the Invincible' had predicted, we arrived at the hotel a little bit before 5:00 a.m. and piled out of the magic bus for the last time. All the remaining luggage was unloaded and after doing a last check of the old land yacht for any personal items we may have forgotten, it was time to say good-bye to Jeff. Unfortunately, it had to be a quick good-bye because Jeff was immediately heading out for another tour and would soon be driving another bunch of musical nomads back and forth across America. 

'Jeff the Invincible' had not only driven us safely across thousands of miles on this tour, he had also become a friend and integral part of our little circus family over the last month or so. I had no idea if our paths would ever cross again but I did know I would not forget him. To me, he would always be 'Jeff the Invincible'; Starbucks coffee, Bulls Eye candies, AC/DC on the headphones and this guy could drive around the world.

So now we're all standing at the reception desk, or should I say what was left of us, and I realize this is it, it's time to say good-bye to the remaining characters in our cross-country adventure. We'd already said good-bye to Dan and Jean, the crew, the truck drivers, and the bus drivers and now it had dwindled down to just Bernie, Zoot, Photoglo, McEntee and yours truly. 

McEntee's flight departed at 8:00 a.m. so after some heartfelt handshakes and hugs he grabbed the hotel shuttle to the airport. He probably had just enough time for a quick breakfast and a very slow security check before boarding.

Zoot and Photoglo were both booked on a 9:00 a.m. flight back home to Nashville so they had a chance to at least check in to their rooms for a quick shower, followed by a quick breakfast and then a quick shuttle ride to the airport where they would go through an extremely slow security check before boarding. 

That left Bernie and me and we were booked on an 11:00 a.m. flight back to L.A. So we had the luxury of getting a whole two hours of sleep before the quick shower, quick breakfast, quick shuttle ride to the airport and an agonizingly slow security check before boarding. Then it hit me and I finally realized, we were flying home on the 4th of July weekend and it seemed like everybody who was flying out of Albuquerque was leaving at the same time...11:00 a.m.!!

Well, we endured the laborious airport security routine and then headed to our boarding gate which, true to form was the last gate at the end of the terminal, also known as a Rock'n'Roll gate. That's because of another road rule in the "Great Book of Roadzilla" which states; "Distance to an airport boarding gate shall be determined by the amount of time you have and the weight of your carry-on luggage," less time and heavier luggage equates into a longer walk to the gate. I believe it's road rule #29 and that's followed by road rule #30, which, if I'm not mistaken, has something to do with traveling on holidays.

After every seat on the plane was filled and every conceivable space was stuffed with carry-on bags, we finally took off, right on time. It was a short flight to L.A., just long enough to finish the obligatory bag of peanuts and soft drink they supply and get a numb butt from those uncomfortable seats. Oh, how I missed The Chair !  

It was twelve noon when we landed in L.A. and it was a beautiful day. And since it was also July 4th weekend, LAX was an absolute madhouse, especially at the baggage carousels. However, Bernie and I were able to fend off several tourists long enough to retrieve our luggage and make it to the limo outside that was waiting to take us home. 

The driver headed north on 405 toward the San Fernando Valley, past the Getty museum, over the Sepulveda pass and then to Bernie's house. Bernie thought he was going to have some time off but as fate would have it he would only be home for a few days before going out to face Roadzilla all over again. You see, he got a Rock'n'Roll S.O.S. call just a few days before we ended Dan's tour and had to go out and rescue a tour in progress that was in a state of chaos. A true road dog if I ever met one.

We said our brief good-byes and promised to get together for a round of golf or a dinner sometime but I think we both knew deep down inside that fate would have more control over that than we would. We were road dogs, Rock'n'Roll Gypsies, and so much of our lives were involved with fate and finding the next gig. We still haven't had that round of golf or the dinner but I'm sure we think of each other from time to time.

Finally, it was just me and the driver heading back to Burbank and it felt so strange not to have the other guys in the limo with me. All the layers of the tour had been peeled away and had vanished in just twenty-four hours, Dan, the crew, the band. Now I was alone and in the midst of my other life and although I was happy to be home, I knew it would be about a week or so before I was once again able to change out of "Road Mode" and get back into my "normal" life on the left coast. 

Boom! Shazam! It had all disappeared in a twenty-four hour meltdown and I ended the day by relaxing in 'My Chair,' happy to be home but sad that there weren't a few more shows coming up. As I sat back and sipped my Gin & Tonic, I couldn't help occasionally gazing out the window at the neighborhood and reflecting on what a great adventure it had all been. Long live Roadzilla!
*****************************************************************************************************

Part 34 – EPILOGUE
When I started this road journal, I had no idea how involved it would eventually become or how many lives would be touched and entertained by it. It was supposed to be just a few short installments but it slowly grew into a lengthy piece of personal literature that consumed many more hours than I had originally intended. It just seemed to grow exponentially. The more I wrote the bigger it got. The installments increased in number and also in length as my memory banks began to empty on to the pages. Each time I started on a new chapter, more memories would come flooding into my mind and more paragraphs would be necessarily added to each successive installment.

As I began to write everything down I soon discovered that my mind had conveniently filtered out all but the best memories from the tour. These were the memories I would carry with me throughout my life. They were the memories that communicated the essence of that wonderful summer tour -- the adventure of traveling across America on the land yacht, the camaraderie of the band and crew, the excitement of the performances and above all the music -- the wonderful, wonderful music. 

I’d forgotten about the hours of tedious boredom on those long bus rides and the endless packing and unpacking as we checked in to one hotel after another --going to bed after breakfast, eating breakfast for dinner and vice versa. I’d forgotten about the “lonely hours” when the concert’s over and it’s just you, alone in your hotel room with CNN, Letterman or Leno. And that awful backstage boredom after the sound check that was later interrupted by some brief moments of great excitement and sometimes-sheer panic on stage. All of it was just a necessary means to a beautiful end and I have to say it was all well worth it. 

Would I do it again? You bet! In a New York minute! You know, in spite of all the uncertainties and difficulties of being a traveling musician, I wouldn’t change a thing. I feel so fortunate to have had such a wonderful career in music and to do what I love more than anything else, play the drums. As far as I’m concerned it’s always been a win, win situation for me. It’s kind of like the old show biz saying; “Show business is a lot like sex, when it’s good it’s great and when it’s bad... it’s still pretty good!”

Lastly, I would like to thank all of you, the music fans, for your support and encouragement through the years. I’ve received so many kind and thoughtful E-mail messages from readers regarding the road journal and I’m sincerely glad that I was able to share a little bit of the behind the scenes stuff that happens on tour. I’d also like to thank all of you for the many times you had to brave bad weather and long drives, find a baby sitter, hassle for parking and wait in seemingly endless lines to see your favorite artists in concert. Without you, it would all collapse. So as long as you keep coming out to attend concerts, musical gypsies like us will probably continue to jump on the next available land yacht and perform wherever music fans will gather and listen. 

