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True Life Adventure

“ Original Song lyrics by Peter Mayer”

True Adventure by Deb “Weebles” Longhouser

This true-life adventure began one quite evening in Margaritaville.  My friend Gail asked, “Hey, Deb, wanna take a road trip?”  Being the adventurous (not to mention drunk type) I quickly replied “sure”.  

After a mere two weeks planning we began our journey to the Big Apple with high hopes to meet the Big Kahuna. One thing I need to express early is my overwhelming fear of flying.  Since I am a nurse, I typically medicate myself, preferably with alcohol and lots of it. Knowing this, Gail had some Corona on ice for me when she picked me up.  I was so thankful.  As Jimmy says “I was on my third drink before the wheels of the plane left the ground”. The first leg of the trip proved uneventful.  We arrived alive and on time, found our hotel and some fabulous grub.  We walked past the alley that would be transformed into a stage for “the show” and met some cool Yankee Parrot Heads from Western Massachusetts.  Believe it or not, folks were already lining up on the street to see the show.  I absolutely believe- when in Rome… So we high tailed it back to the hotel, changed into our island best, grabbed a towel (to sit on) and a pillow (still a mystery) and headed back to 52nd street.  Our plan, stay up all night to see Jimmy, just like the other 50 or so folks already there.

We met some really neat folks from Tennessee and Boston and got re-acquainted with an old friend or two.  We played cards; we talked, paced around, talked some more.  It reminded me of a mini-tailgate party with scant food and little booze.  

We also met some not-so-neat folks, school teachers from, I think, New Jersey.  I have seen Pud angry enough to use profanity ONCE. (And she did so looking them eyeball to BIG eyeball)  They really ticked us off.  If you saw The Today Show, you saw these folks.  They were dressed in referee shirts.  Yes, Al Roker interviewed them.  They were so desperate to be in the front row.  The ugly one told us they did not want to lose their place in line, so they were wearing adult diapers.  Thus eliminating (no pun intended) the need to leave the line to relieve herself. Now, friends, most of you would agree I am a HUGE Buffett fan, BUT I’ll be darned if I’d wet in my pants to be in the front row.  Kick some mean-OLE-pants-peeing school teacher-referee wanna be’s ass, yes.  But I draw the line at standing on the street with Corona by-products in my pants.  That’s either stupid, sick or both.

Just after dawn, the Coral Reefers took the stage for a sound check.  This was AWESOME!  Then Jimmy himself joined them.   They played 6or 8 songs.  I was in heaven.  The sun was rising over Manhattan, I was on the street with a few thousand Parrot Heads (and three girls with wet pants) and Jimmy was singing his heart out.  At this moment, nothing could be better except a few hours sleep and a cup of coffee. 

As the magical hour of 8:30 Jimmy Buffett and the Coral Reefer Band took the stage outside NBC Studio at Rockefeller Center for a four song set that consisted of: Come Monday, Only Time Will Tell, Margaritaville (requested by Katie Curick) and Fins.  It was fantastic.  Once Bubba took the stage, I completely forgot about lack of sleep and the girls wearing diapers.  I was mesmerized by the performance and realized I was jamming with J.B. completely sober...a first for me. We ventured back to the historical Wentworth Hotel where we were suppose to have spent the night. Pud had stayed there back in 1977, geez, that’s 24 yrs. ago! (Sorry Pud!) We had just a few short hours before check out. So we took full advantage of a $150.00 shower! Checked out, and had a lovely ride in our City Limo, complete w/ plastic flowers, dusty wine glasses, etc.  Pud’s love affair renewed itself with her trusty Tin Cup! IF only she could have had some “good red wine”! None to be found after midnight, even in Manhattan!

Noon on Friday Gail and I took to the streets in a rental car.  We headed north on interstate 95 with about one million other folks.  Our destination was Keene New Hampshire.  Our cyber map indicated the trip would take a little less than four hours.  It is slightly over two hundred miles so this seemed realistic to me.  I was sadly mistaken.  A mere 7 hours and 25 minutes later we arrived in Keene.  We still had not slept and had only eaten a Danish & a croissant from a Starbucks, somewhere in Connecticut.  I thought I had reached rock bottom and was ready to throw in the towel.  We dragged ourselves to The Colonial Theater for a wonderful evening with The Peter Mayer Group.  This concert was second only to their performance in Asheville.

After the encore of “Suzannah” we moved next door to a neat little Mexican restaurant/bar “Margaritas”.  Gail drained two coconut margaritas (you know she hates tequila) and I drank two jumbo Dos Equis.  It’s pretty ugly what this amount of alcohol will do to two sleep deprived ladies.  We wondered around Keene for about 45 minutes trying to find our hotel.  We succeeded, but not before I drove directly into the parking lot of the police station.  I got concerned when I looked up and saw the sign that read “Police Station, please ring bell for emergency”.  We did NOT ring the bell.  I thought, man I should have had only one Dos Equis.  

The next day, we jumped back into the rent-a-wreck for a four or so hour trip to Matunuck Beach Rhode Island.  The Ocean State PHC was sponsoring a concert to raise money for kids who have had heart surgery.  Scott Kirby & Peter Mayer Group was the headline act.  The benefit was a success.  I think they raised a few thousand dollars.  The show was wonderful.

Boston was our final stop.  We drove four or so hours (88 miles ?) back to Boston and crashed for the night.  The next day we caught the subway to Faneuil Hall.  We enjoyed a fabulous brunch, complete w/ live background music (we went from Buffett & Peter Mayer to “The Back Street Boys wanna be band”)  which by the way, was rudely interrupted by the airline calling to notify our flight was cancelled due to mechanical problems with the aircraft.  DO NOT tell someone who has reservations about flying that the plane broke.  It causes all sorts of grief and panic. (In the words of the immortal Jimmy Buffett…“I knew I could use a bloody mary”)

We high-tailed it back to the airport to find we had been re-routed and moved to two different airlines.  We hiked (and I mean HIKED) to terminal B to catch a flight to Philadelphia.  We got bumped, then put on standby and finally were the last two persons to board the plane.  We did not have seats together, which is another NO NO for the flight impaired.  The toilet on the plane had backed-up which caused the whole thing to smell like a port-a-let at Bele Chere.  This was more than I could bear.  I did the unthinkable and lost my $5.00 a piece Sam Adams—all three of them (my preflight medication).

Things took a turn in Philadelphia. We safely made the connection without any grief and the rest of the trip was fairly uneventful.  Safe and sound back in Buncombe County, we met Mike at the Cider Mill (so he could take his flight impaired wife home).  He informed Gail an armed assailant was loose in Arden.  Just what she needed to hear after spending 4 days with me.

Looking back, there are lessons to be learned.  One, if you travel with Gail Johnson, add a few hours to the travel time on the cyber-maps.  Two, if you travel with me, don’t fly. Lastly, if you travel with either of us, you are sure to be treated to a “True Life Adventure” of your own.  

[image: image1.jpg]


