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Introduction  

 

In the fall of 2014, I was happy and healthy without a care in the world. Sure, maybe 

I was carrying an extra 30lbs in belly fat, and I probably drank more than I should 

have, but I felt ‘healthy’. I was active, playing volleyball, golf and squash as much as 

possible. I had no idea that a year later, I would have played my last match of each.  

 

In the spring of 2015, I started noticing occasional slurred words and some right hand 

weakness. That July, on my 44th birthday, I was diagnosed with ALS. After the 

initial denial, and a second round of tests and consultation at the VCU 

Neuromuscular and ALS Clinic, it was official, I was dealing with ALS.  

 

After short periods of anger, denial and grief, I decided that instead of being 

depressed and angry, I would be thankful for the time I have left and the great times 

I’ve had. I have been blessed to have been surrounded by great people my entire life 

that have helped me enjoy a great life. I have been lucky to have traveled this great 

country of ours and have some awesome memories that ALS can never take away.  

 

I have lived life to the fullest. I have no regrets. When my time is up, I will gladly 

meet my maker with no hesitation. I hope this book serves two purposes. First, I 

hope sharing some of my favorite stories keeps my memory alive and smiles on my 

friends’ faces long after I am gone. Second, I hope I inspire folks to live their lives. 

Tomorrow is not guaranteed. Cease putting off that trip. Stop obsessing over 

retirement savings. Go make some memories!  

 

This book is intended for mature audiences (21+). I don’t condone trying some of the 

things you will read about. I grew up in a different era, and likely wouldn’t get away 

with some of this stuff today. But, I lived through it, mostly unscathed, and I don’t 

regret anything at all. Cheers!   
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Chapter One – Rain Delays Are Dangerous  

 

In the spring of 2003, the Chicago Cubs were scheduled for a rare inter-league series 

against the Baltimore Orioles at Camden Yards. With Deb, and her sister Ashley, 

growing up watching the Cubs on WGN with their Dad, they were both excited to 

get a chance to see them play in person. We talked our good friends from volleyball, 

Julie and Greg, into joining us for the night in Baltimore as well.  

 

We headed north on 95 early in the afternoon. We checked in to our room at the 

Days Inn. We each had a few beers in the room as we kept an eye on the weather, 

which was not looking promising. About 6:00 PM we left our hotel in the Inner 

Harbor for the short walk to Camden Yards.  

 

By game time, it was drizzling lightly, but the game started on-time. As the game 

went on, the rain got heavier and heavier, eventually causing a rain delay. 

Thankfully, we had purchased cheap seats in the upper deck, which provided us 

cover from the rain. During the delay, the Orioles put the Cardinals-Red Sox game 

on the Jumbotron. We were all content to keep drinking and watch the Sox game for 

the duration of the delay.  

 

Finally, after ninety minutes or so, the rain let up enough for the Cubs-Orioles game 

to resume. By this time, the stadium had emptied significantly. That allowed us to 

leave our cheap seats and move all the way down near the Cubs dugout for the final 

couple of innings, which was awesome.  

 

After the game, someone thought it was a good idea to go to The Hard Rock Café 

and keep drinking. Greg, whose eyes were barely open, decided he needed a “Makers 

Mark and Ginger, light on the Ginger.” The bartender obliged, pouring a tall glass of 

Makers Mark, with barely a drop of ginger ale. The rest of us were ‘smart enough’ to 

skip the liquor, and just ordered a beer, not that any of us needed anything more to 

drink.  

 

I don’t really remember leaving the Hard Rock Café. My next recollection is all of us 

being back in the hotel room. Greg and I decided that we needed ice, I don’t know 

why. We grabbed the ice bucket and headed downstairs. Greg decided to smoke one 

last cigarette for the night. So, we went outside for a few minutes. That is when a guy 

approached us with some sob story about losing his wallet and needing money for a 



ride home. I was drunk enough to believe him and gave him twenty bucks. As soon 

as he walked away, Greg started telling me I had been played, so and should have 

never given him any money, since he was probably going right to the liquor store. I 

immediately regretted my generosity. With Greg egging me on, we decided to follow 

him. We tailed him for a few blocks, into a pretty bad part of Baltimore. Luckily, he 

was quicker than us, and we finally gave up and returned safely to the hotel and went 

back up to the room. Of course, we returned without ice and had to explain where 

we had been for twenty minutes. We all got a good laugh and decided we were well 

overdue for bed. Deb and I quickly got ready and crawled into bed. Ashley took her 

place on the rollaway. As we tried to fall asleep, we heard a commotion by the 

bathroom. It turns out, Greg was so drunk, he kept trying to take out his contact 

lenses, despite the fact that he had already taken them out. Julie kept telling Greg to 

just go to bed, but he kept plucking at his imaginary contacts. And that is why rain 

delays are dangerous!  

 

 

 

  



Chapter Two – The Boiler Room  

 

In December 1994, the New England Patriots made the playoffs for the first time 

since the 1985 season when they were crushed by the Chicago Bears in Super Bowl 

XX. I was able to secure four tickets to the wild-card game in Cleveland, against the 

Bill Belichick lead Browns. The game was scheduled for New Year’s Day 1995. It 

didn’t take much convincing to get my buddies from college, Mike and Dan, to agree 

to the trip.  

 

We had a plan to go out Friday night December 30th for just a few beers, get to bed 

early and leave for Cleveland very early on the 31st. We ended up staying out much 

later than expected. I think we each got about two hours sleep before we rolled out of 

my driveway promptly at 4AM. We estimated that we would have about a twelve-

hour drive in store for us.  

 

We took turns at the wheel of my new Saturn. The drive wasn’t bad, except in 

Pennsylvania when we could only get one radio station that apparently loved Wham 

and Loverboy. We were about due for a gas/bathroom stop when we spotted a sign 

for a ‘scenic overlook.’ We took the exit only to find a gas station overlooking a pile of 

rubble. The interior of the gas station was huge. But the only thing inside, beside the 

ogre working the register, was a rack of ten car batteries. There was also a condom 

dispenser in the men’s room. After we gassed up, we pulled over to the pile of rubble 

while we enjoyed a snack before we got back on the road.  

 

We finally pulled into Cleveland, on schedule, right about 4PM. Now we had to find 

a hotel. We hadn’t considered that it was New Year’s Eve, which meant every hotel 

in downtown Cleveland was sold out. We weren’t alone. We were one of a handful of 

cars racing from hotel to hotel trying to find a vacancy. After a two-hour search, we 

finally found a hotel room about fifteen miles outside of the city, by the airport.   

 

We grabbed a quick bite to eat and some rest before trying to figure out plans for the 

night. After a few beers in the room, we discovered that the subway station was just a 

half mile away. We drove down to the station and hopped on the next train toward 

downtown with no real plan. Mike started talking with a random guy on the train. 

He suggested that we check out a place called ‘The Boiler Room.’  We followed his 

directions and found it a short time later.  

 



To say that this was the trippiest club I have ever been to is the understatement of 

the year. There were woman dancing in cages suspended from the ceiling, strobe 

lights flashing, drugs in the bathroom and probably a lot more that I don’t recall. 

But, we had paid our cover charge, so we were committed. The music was pumping 

and the drinks were flowing. We all had a fun time. Before we realized it, it was past 

3AM. The Patriots-Browns game was kicking off in just ten hours. It was time to 

catch the train back to the hotel. When we asked a local to confirm the way back to 

the train station, we learned something alarming. The train stops running at 2AM. 

Our next plan was to call a taxi. We had seen advertising that indicated all taxis 

would be free for New Year’s Eve. That was great, in theory, except it meant all the 

taxis were overwhelmed. When were able to get through to one from a payphone, 

they quoted a three-hour wait. It was time for plan C. My suggestion to walk was 

quickly dismissed, thankfully.  

 

By this time, it was raining, and cold. So, when we saw a bus, we decided to get on it. 

We figured that the bus driver would be able to offer some suggestions on how we 

could get back towards the airport. We were wrong. The bus driver was either 

completely unable, or simply unwilling to help. We got off at the next stop to 

regroup. The three of us were huddled in a plexiglass bus stop shelter in an unknown 

neighborhood. That is when we started hearing people call down to us from the 

high-rise building across the street. Despite the fact that it was after 4AM, these folks 

were still partying and were inviting us to join them. Wisely, we declined the invite, 

thinking we might not make it out alive. At that point, we realized that our best 

option was to get back to the train station and wait until 6AM for the trains to start 

running again. We caught the first train, and finally made it back to our hotel about 

7AM. 

 

We called the front desk and asked for an 11AM wake up call, and all crashed 

immediately. As soon as we woke up, we showered and packed quickly to checkout 

before 11:30 AM. But, we couldn’t find the room key anywhere. After looking 

everywhere in the room, we opened the door, finally finding the key still in the lock 

from early that morning. We checked out and grabbed breakfast at the Denny’s next 

door.  

 

We drove down to the stadium. We didn’t have time to try and sell our extra ticket. 

We had just enough time to grab some beers and get to our seats for kickoff. About 

mid-way through the game, the rabid Browns fan next to us finally figured out we 

were Pats fans. When we told him that we had driven to Cleveland for the game, he 



instructed us all to buy Cokes. As soon as we did, he reached into his oversized jacket 

to pull out a large Scope bottle. Apparently, he had replaced the Scope with Captain 

Morgan and smuggled it into the stadium. He graciously shared his booze for the rest 

of the game.  

 

The Patriots trailed late the game. But, the Patriots kicked a field goal with little time 

left to close the gap to 20-13 Browns. The Patriots successfully recovered an onside 

kick, keeping hope alive for one last drive. Ultimately, the Browns defense was too 

tough for Drew Bledsoe and the Patriots. Coach Belichick had beaten his friend, and 

mentor, Bill Parcells.  

 

We walked to our car, and got ready for our twelve-hour drive home. It was a pretty 

quiet drive back to Rhode Island. It wasn’t the outcome we wanted in the game. But, 

it was a pretty epic road trip!  

 

  



Chapter Three – Newport Jai Alai  

 

If you wanted to find me on a Friday or Saturday night between 1990-1994, a good 

place to start searching was Newport Jai Alai. It was always my good friend Steve 

and I, but we had a rotating group of fellas that would join us. Steve and I met in the 

college dorm on the day I moved in and quickly became close friends. When we 

started going to Jai Alai, we were all underage. So, we had to smuggle drinks in. 

Typically, we would wear oversized clothes and each bring in 4-5 beers. Steve pulled 

off the most impressive smuggling display of all time. Thanks to his military fatigues 

and a bulky winter coat, he was able to smuggle in an entire eighteen pack in by 

himself. Unfortunately, it was an eighteen pack of Arctic Ice, possibly one of the 

worst beers ever brewed. What is worse than an Arctic Ice? A piss warm Arctic Ice 

that has been sitting under your seat for an hour or two.  

 

After that night, we were forced to make a logistical change. We graduated to 

smuggling in Captain Morgan, and buying Cokes at the concession stand. This was 

so much easier for us, and the cleaning crew didn’t have to wonder where all the 

empty beer cans came from. We continued this even after we were twenty-one, 

mainly because it was cost effective, but also because the beer lines were never 

cleaned, making the draft beer taste like cat urine.  

 

If you have never bet on live Jai Alai, you have missed out. It is similar to betting on 

horses. You can bet quinelas (first-second place) or trifectas (first-second-third place). 

On a typical night, we would all choose our numbers to play for each game. We 

would split any winnings, so that we all had more options to root for. We would 

typically win a couple times each night, enough to cover most, if not all of our bets. 

We would rarely win or lose big. But, on a couple of occasions, we split some sizeable 

payouts.  

 

Once we were twenty-one, almost every trip to Jai Alai was followed by a visit to 

Bobby Valentine’s Sports Bar, aka Bobby V’s. We would typically grab some more 

drinks, and talk about what Jai Alai players cost us the most money that night 

(Damn you Aitor!) If we had won big, we would usually stay to close the bar. 

Afterward, we would hit the diner across the street for a late night snack.  

 

One night, Steve and I were sitting in a booth at the diner talking about our 

winnings that night. We both spotted a guy sitting on one of the diner stools that 



could barely keep his eyes open. He pulled out a cigarette, put it to his lips and 

promptly passed out with the butt hanging out of his mouth. That’s when we spotted 

a guy walking towards him. We assumed it was one of his friends coming to wake 

him up. We could not have been more wrong. As the ‘friend’ approached the passed 

out dude, he pulled out his lighter, lit the dude’s cigarette, and kept walking right out 

the door. Steve and I were shocked for a second, then could not contain the laughter. 

That was just one ending of many fun nights that started with Jai Alai. Thankfully, 

Steve’s parents lived very close to the bar, and didn’t mind me sleeping on their 

couch a few times a month.  

 

Occasionally, Newport Jai Alai would run a promotion called “Whack the Wall” 

They would draw names of contestants who would be taken onto the court for a 

chance to put on a cesta (the wicker basket players use) and throw the pelota (ball) 

about thirty yards to hit the front wall three times to win a future party for ten, with 

wings, pizza and unlimited beer. Most people had never put a cesta on their hand, so 

they would fail miserably, usually spiking the ball at their feet. Steve had actually 

played a little amateur Jai Alai, so we planned to send him up if any of us were ever 

called. I don’t recall whose name was actually called, but we deployed our secret 

weapon, Steve. As we suspected, Steve was able to “Whack the Wall” with all three 

tosses to win us the party. And the crowd went wild!  

 

A few weeks later, we were back at Newport Jai Alai to claim our free party. With 

unlimited beer included, we planned ahead and reserved a couple of hotel rooms at 

the shady motel across the street. We took full advantage of the offerings, eating a few 

dozen wings, several pizzas and we polished off pitcher after pitcher. We stumbled 

across the street that night and managed to play a few hands of cards before we all 

passed out. One of the first things I remember seeing the following morning is a solid 

glass Coors Light pitcher. Apparently, someone smuggled it out of the venue the 

previous night.  

 

The following weekend, Steve and I were back at the fronton to do some gambling.  

We couldn’t help but notice a change had been made to the posters advertising the 

“Whack the Wall” promotion. The winning party would still get wings and pizza, 

but the beer was capped at two pitchers. Sorry that we ruined the fun for everyone 

after us, but we sure had a blast!  

  



Chapter Four – The Squirrel Bandit 

 

In the fall of 2003, I flew out to Phoenix to meet up with my good buddy Gaspar. 

Gaspar and I had met through an ex-girlfriend of mine. Thankfully, when that 

relationship ended, I was able to remain good friends with him, and still meet up 

with him for trips. On this excursion, our plan was to drive up to an area just west of 

Grand Canyon National Park where were had reservations to hike to Havasupai Falls 

and spend a couple of days camping before continuing on to Las Vegas to meet some 

friends.  

 

We enjoyed a smooth drive up to Havasupai Hilltop catching up on stories since we 

had last seen each other. Once we reached the parking area, we donned our hiking 

boots and backpacks, each about 45 pounds, and we hit the trail. It’s a scenic ten-mile 

winding descent down to the falls and campground. The amazing beauty of the blue-

green water, contrast against the red rock of the canyon, literally takes your breath 

away. Okay, maybe we were winded from the ten-mile hike, but the view is 

spectacular! 

 

 
 

After, checking out the falls for a bit, we chose our campsite. We made and ate a 

quick camp meal, then settled in for a well-deserved night of rest.  

 



We had a good night’s rest, and woke up feeling refreshed. After breakfast, we 

descended further down into the canyon to explore another waterfall. We had to 

descend a rickety wooden latter that seemed to be older than the canyon itself. 

Thankfully, we both made it and it was well worth it. Mooney Falls, while not as 

spectacular as Havasupai Falls, was still very beautiful. We explored around the area 

a bit, but we were mindful of saving our energy, as we had a ten-mile hike out of the 

canyon the next day.  

 

We enjoyed a good camp meal and settled in for an early rest. We heard some 

rustling in the night, but since we had safely hung our food from a tree branch, we 

didn’t pay much attention. But, when we awoke, Gaspar found his backpack open, 

and the contents of his shaving kit scattered about camp. We are guessing that a 

squirrel smelled his toothpaste, thought it was food and dug for it. That part makes 

sense. Here is the part that doesn’t make sense. Along with the toothpaste, Gaspar’s 

contact lenses were also missing. Somewhere near Havasupai Falls there is a squirrel 

with 20/20 vision.  

 

That was a rough start for Gaspar with a long day ahead. Thankfully, Gaspar had his 

glasses with him for the hike out of the canyon. We expected the hike out to be much 

tougher, and it did not disappoint. If the ten-mile length and steep incline was not 

difficult enough, we also had to dodge horses. At many points, the trail is no more 

than ten feet wide, with massive vertical drops on both sides. Apparently the Supai 

Indian Tribe feels safe with their 8-year-old kids riding horses down the steep trail 

alone. Avoiding the mounted horses was hard enough. It got a bit trickier when the 

8-year-olds were riding one horse and leading another without a rider. Remember, 

the trail is only ten feet wide, with a several thousand-foot vertical drop on each side. 

When Gaspar tells this story, he claims that I not only jumped out of the way of the 

loose horse, I somehow pushed him into the path of the animal. I don’t recall that 

part, but I am not saying it didn’t happen. Thankfully, we both survived. After we 

got our heart rates back to normal, we finally finished our hike out.  

 

When we made it back to the truck, we remembered that we had stashed a cooler of 

beer under the truck instead of letting it bake in the hot interior of the truck. We 

both cracked open a moderately warm beer and toasted to a great adventure! Off to 

Vegas!  

  



Chapter Five – Coffee is Overrated  

 

Gaspar and I had just completed the Havasupai Falls hike (Chapter 4), when we 

pulled into Vegas just after dark. We unloaded at the Marriott hotel just off the strip 

where we were staying with my friend Steve, his wife Danielle, and Jeffe, one of my 

college roommates. After we both took showers, it was time to head out on the town. 

Talk about sensory overload, we had just spent two nights in a canyon with no 

power, no running water and virtually no one else around us. Vegas could not be 

more opposite. 

  

I don’t recall any details of the night, but it’s safe to say that we drank too much, lost 

some money, laughed a lot, and stayed out way too late. When we got back to the 

hotel suite, Steve and Danielle went to sleep in the bedroom, Jeffe took the couch 

and Gaspar and I rolled out our sleeping bags in the kitchenette area. I bet we were 

all asleep, or passed out before our heads hit our pillows.  

 

The sun seemed to rise pretty early that morning. I know was feeling a bit foggy, I’m 

sure everyone else was too. That is when the following exchange occurred, with 

Gaspar and I still in our sleeping bags in the kitchenette and Jeffe snoring on the 

couch; 

Jay: Hey Gaspar, make us some coffee!  

Gaspar: Screw you. You make some coffee!  

Jay: OK, hand me a beer then.  

Gaspar: Are you serious?  

Jay: Yep 

Gaspar: OK (sound of two Miller Lite cans opening)  

Danielle (from behind the closed bedroom door): Was that a beer?  

Jay: Nope, actually it was two beers.  

We couldn’t see Danielle, but I am quite sure she was shaking her head in disbelief. 

And we couldn’t see Steve, but we could hear his booming laughter coming through 

the door. Cheers to another day in Vegas!  

 

  



Chapter Six – Las Vegas Ghetto Golf 

 

Sometimes it’s good to get away from the smoke and table games of the casinos and 

get some fresh air. My friends and I like to play golf, but we aren’t very good. So we 

didn’t want to pay the going rate of most Vegas golf courses. It is difficult to find 

prices under $100 per round. When I found a deal for $29 each, I jumped on it and 

booked a foursome for the next day.  

 

The next morning, a friend and former coworker Scott, met up with two of Gaspar’s 

friends from Phoenix, Jeff and Doug. We all piled in to Doug’s two door coupe and 

headed to the course. When we arrived, it looked nice enough, and they honored the 

$29 rate. After Scott destroyed the bathroom, we headed to the first tee, which was 

surprisingly open.  

 

We finished the first hole with no issue. We then hit our tee shots on hole #2. This is 

where we caught up to the group in front of us. I look up to find three guys in jeans, a 

girl in jorts, and a boom-box strapped to one of their carts blasting some classic 

Lynyrd Skynyrd. This is about where I realized, you get what you pay for. We 

struggled behind them for a couple more holes, watching them hit the ball 10 yards 

at a time. After one of the clowns mistakenly hit Scott’s ball, we decided to skip a 

hole to jump ahead of them to reduce the chances of Scott getting angry and hurting 

one of them.  

 

The rest of the round was going well until we got to hole #15 or so. All of a sudden, 

the beers from the night before, and that morning, caught up to Scott. He needed a 

bathroom, quick. Luckily, we saw a building on the adjacent fairway, so Scott trotted 

(lumbered) over to it. Moments later, he’s trotting (lumbering) back toward us, 

shouting “No Toilet Paper!” This is when I saved the day. I reached into my golf bag 

and pulled out a roll of TP. I thought Scott was going to kiss me. We were able to 

finish the rest of the round without incident.  

We learned two valuable lessons that day; Don’t be cheap when it comes to Vegas 

golf, and ALWAYS keep TP in your golf bag!  



Chapter Seven – BYOB in Vegas, Why Not?  

 

I sit down at the blackjack table at O’Shea’s Casino, taking my usual third-base seat. 

Doug, from Phoenix, sits a couple of seats away, and an unknown young lady takes 

the first-base seat. We play a few hands when the cocktail waitress comes by. I order 

a Miller Lite; Doug orders a Coke. I thought it was weird, but I didn’t say anything. 

We play a few more hands and our drinks arrive. That is when Doug reaches into his 

back pocket and pulls out a flask and pours bourbon into his Coke. The Dealer’s 

reaction was great. He said “In twenty years of dealing cards in Vegas, that is a first!” 

Doug responded with “well, your house bourbon sucks!” We all got a good laugh, 

and Doug repeated making his own drinks at the table until his flask was empty.  

 

Later in that same weekend, a group of us were watching football at a bar/lounge in 

Planet Hollywood. Doug came walking in, along with his wife Jodye, who was 

carrying a suspiciously large purse. A few minutes after they are seated, Jodye reaches 

into her purse and pulls out two PBR cans for she and Doug. I guess after the flask 

incident; I should not have been as surprised as I was. I think they were both able to 

polish off a couple of PBRs before they got tossed out of the bar. Let me say that 

Doug and Jodye are both very successful professionals. They are not poor by any 

means. But they can be very cost-effective when it comes to their alcohol budget. For 

that, I commend them!  

 

  



Chapter Eight - He Wears Short Shorts!  

 

Who flies to Vegas in September and doesn’t pack shorts when the forecast calls for 

temperatures over 100 degrees? My knucklehead college friend Bart, that’s who. So 

after complaining much of day one, he decided to find some scissors and cut down a 

pair of jeans into jorts (jean shorts). Perhaps Bart watched too much Dukes of 

Hazard as a kid, because his jorts ended up looking like a pair of Daisy Dukes.  

 

The next day, Bart, my friend Mike and I are sitting at a blackjack table, playing $5 a 

hand when I see something out of the corner of my eye that I will never be able to 

un-see. I had to say something to Bart that I hope to never say again, “Can you please 

tuck your left ball back in your shorts!” A normal person would have been 

embarrassed, not Bart, he wore those damn shorts for two more days. I learned to 

keep my eyes up!  

 

  



Chapter Nine – The German Ambassador  

 

In the spring of 2007, Gaspar and I met up in San Diego for a weekend series 

between the Red Sox and Padres. We found a good deal at a shady hotel right in San 

Diego’s Gaslamp district. It was the perfect location, within walking distance to 

Petco Park and a dozen bars/restaurants. 

 

Friday night, we enjoyed the game and found a friendly bar nearby our hotel. We 

had a few post-game beers at Hennessey’s, but we were both tired from a long travel 

day, so we called it a night pretty early.  

 

 
 

The next morning, we woke up refreshed, adjusted to the time-zone and ready for a 

day of fun. Thankfully, we remembered seeing that Hennessey’s served breakfast. So 

we walked the couple of blocks to our new found watering hole and bellied up to the 

bar. It was about 9:00 AM. Now, if you know me at all, you know I’m not sitting at 

the bar without an alcoholic beverage. And Gaspar is too good of a friend to let me 

drink alone. I started with a Gin and Juice, while Gaspar went the more traditional 

Bloody Mary route. 

 



 
 

That’s when I noticed something odd on the menu, Captain Krunch French Toast. 

We couldn’t order anything else, the decision was easy. When they arrived, we 

couldn’t have been happier with our selection. They were delicious! With full 

stomachs, and a couple drinks each, we were ready to get our day started.  

 

I love zoos. So there was no way I was going all the way to San Diego and not visit 

the world renowned San Diego Zoo. Apparently everyone else thought the same 

thing that Saturday. We parked about a mile away. But it was good to walk off our 

filling breakfast. The zoo is huge. We were only about half way through the park 

when we saw people carrying beers. Obviously we needed to hunt down the beer 

stand and get our own. Conveniently, the beer stand was located right next to 

Skyline (kind of like a ski lift) that let us sit and enjoy our beers while enjoying an 

aerial tour of the zoo. After one more beer each, and some bad zoo food, it was time 

for the trek back to our rental car.  

 



 
 

I don’t remember a whole lot from the game that night, except Gaspar talking with 

some cute Red Sox fan beside us. We tried to persuade her to join us at Hennessey’s 

after the game, to no avail. It was back to our home away from home after the game 

for some more completely unnecessary beverages before calling it a night.  

 

 
 

We woke up feeling a little rough on Sunday morning. But, after breakfast and 

beverages back at Hennessey’s, we were ready for the 1:00 PM first pitch. Behind a 

gem of a game by Josh Beckett, and a deep bomb by Jason Varitek, the Sox took the 

rubber game of the series. 

  



On the way out of the stadium, we met two super friendly Padres fans. They were 

enlisted Navy, stationed long-term in San Diego. We invited them back to 

Hennessey’s so we could buy them a beer. As you can imagine, one beer became 

many. That’s when these guys wanted to introduce us to a shot they had recently 

made up. I don’t recall any of the ingredients other than Jägermeister. They called 

the shot “The German Terrorist.” I told them that I loved the shot, but hated the 

name. The drink was bringing people together, not hurting people. I suggested that 

we rename it “The German Ambassador.” They both loved the idea. To celebrate, 

they bought a round of German Ambassadors for everyone around us. That had to be 

a pricey tab.  

 

 
 

By 7:00 PM we were all feeling pretty good. Gaspar was scheduled for a 9:00 PM 

flight home. So we said our goodbyes to our new friends and headed back to the 

hotel. Gaspar quickly packed his stuff and called a taxi. I poured him into his ride and 

headed back to the room. About 9:00 PM I started to get hungry. I decided to head 

back to Hennessey’s for a beer and a snack. When I walked in, I noticed it had 

cleared out considerably from earlier in the evening. I took a seat at the bar and was 

greeted immediately with this information “The Red Sox fans in town this weekend 

have wiped us completely out of beer! The good news is that we still have liquor. 

Would you like our new house shot called the German Ambassador?” Of course I 

replied, “Yes, I think I will.” Way to go Red Sox Nation. We are the only fan base 

that can drink an Irish Pub out of beer!  

 

 



Chapter Ten – Music City  

 

If you haven’t visited Nashville, TN yet, I highly encourage it. It’s a great city, with 

an awesome vibe, friendly people, outstanding bars and an unparalleled music scene. 

I was lucky to work in Nashville for a couple of years. When the commute back and 

forth from Richmond, VA became a bit arduous, I decided to stay in Nashville some 

weekends and invited folks to come down and visit.  

 

One weekend, I arranged to have four of my college cronies visit. Brian, Gaspar, 

Mike, Sturgeon, and I stayed at the Marriott Renaissance Hotel in the heart of 

downtown Nashville. We were literally a thirty second walk from Music Row, a 

collection of a dozen bars that have live music every night. Even if you don’t love 

country music, you can appreciate the talent of the incredible musicians. Plus, none 

of the bars charge a cover. So, you can hop from bar to bar until you find the music 

and/or crowd that suits you.  

 

This particular story starts on a Saturday afternoon with some beers back at the hotel. 

It’s always best to prime up on pre-paid beer versus paying full retail prices all night. 

After we all had a few beers under our belt, it was time for a dinner. With a long 

night of drinking in store, it’s important to have a good food base. We headed down 

to Big River Grille and Brewery. After we filled up on delicious food and beer, it was 

time to hit Music Row and have some fun.  

 

The first couple of stops on our journey were not very memorable. Thankfully, our 

third stop of the night brought us some excitement. We wandered in to The 

Bluegrass Inn, not one of the more well-known music venues, but it was next in line 

on our walk. As we walked in, we realized that there wasn’t much of a crowd. 

Nonetheless, we continued in, and took our seats at a table near the rear of the bar. 

The band wasn’t great, but they were playing a good assortment of music, so we 

decided to stay for a few drinks. When we received our third round of drinks, we 

decided to pay the tab, so we could leave whenever we were finished with our drinks. 

This is when things got weird. The lead singer traded in his traditional microphone 

for a wireless headset. The band started playing The Joker, by The Steve Miller 

Band. The lead singer left the stage and started heading towards us in the back. 

Before anyone realized it, it seemed as if the dude was serenading us. I’ll never forget 

Brian’s face when the guy started singing this verse, almost directly in his ear “I'm a 



joker, I'm a smoker, I'm a mid-night toker.” It was so weird that Brian, Mike and 

Sturgeon hurriedly finished their beers and told Gaspar and I to meet them out front.  

 

But, creepy singer dude wasn’t done being weird yet. While still singing on his 

wireless headset, he followed the fellas outside. He danced right off the sidewalk into 

the street and into the path of an oncoming taxi. As Gaspar and I are making our way 

toward the front door, we hear the singer’s voice interrupted by the blaring horn of 

the taxi that stopped inches short of flattening him in the middle of Broadway! The 

dude didn’t miss a beat. He kept singing and danced his way back by Gaspar and I, 

and back into the bar. We moved on down Music Row, but we couldn’t stop talking 

about how close this guy came to getting killed that night. Never a dull night in the 

Music City!  

  



Chapter Eleven – Always Check Your Gear 

 

It was August 1995, and I was living in a friend’s attic in Wakefield, RI. My friend 

Mike was finishing up his job in Utah and driving back cross-country, so I planned to 

fly into Las Vegas and join him for the journey. Neither of us had much money, so 

the plan was to visit some National Parks and camp in the surrounding National 

Forrest, without having to pay any camping fees.  

 

Having grown up in the city, I never owned any camping gear. Knowing my buddy 

Dan had done some camping, I asked to borrow a sleeping bag. Dan was staying at 

his parents’ house in Connecticut while they were on vacation. He was throwing a 

party the night before I was scheduled to fly out, so he invited me down to party and 

grab a sleeping bag. It sounded like a good plan.  

 

I worked all day that Thursday, then picked up my pal Sturgeon and headed to 

Dan’s parents’ house, about an hour away. By the time we arrived, the party was 

already in full-swing. There were twenty or so folks in the backyard, and people were 

jumping from the second floor window into the pool. Sturgeon and I quickly 

pounded a few beers to try and catch up. The party was a bit nuts. At one point, 

Dan’s friend John was behind the bar pouring drinks, completely naked.  

 

God knows what time I passed out. When I woke up, feeling rough, I knew I still 

needed to grab a sleeping bag before I headed out. When I woke Dan to ask where I 

could find a sleeping bag, he was still pretty incoherent. He could only really mumble 

and point toward a hall closet. I opened the door to find a huge closet filled with a ton 

of gear, including several rolled up sleeping bags. I quickly grabbed one, found 

Sturgeon, and headed back to Rhode Island. I dropped Sturgeon off, took a quick 

shower at home, packed a big duffle bag, and headed into work. I felt lousy, but 

needed to work before flying out late that afternoon. It felt like the longest workday 

ever. Finally, 5:00 PM came and I was on my way to Las Vegas!  

 

When I landed in Vegas, it was just after 11PM local time, and it was still over 100 

degrees. That was a shocker! Thankfully, Mike greeted me with an ice-cold beer. We 

drove to some casino on the strip and parked. It was a fun night, walking the strip, 

popping in to each casino to cool off and get fresh beers. Before we realized it, the sun 

was coming up. There was no reason to waste money on a hotel room now. We made 

our way back to Mike’s sweet truck and prepared for our adventure.  



 

Our ride for this journey was a 1985 Toyota pickup that had seen better days. The 

radio didn’t work. We had a CD player hard wired to the fuse box. We had two sets 

of headphones and splitter. Mike had a cap on the bed with no lock. To secure it, 

anytime we left the truck, he tied a rope from the cap rear window, through the 

sliding rear truck window to the steering wheel. If all that wasn’t enough, it would 

occasionally buck like a wild horse. Although halfway home we discovered one of the 

spark plugs was fouled. Once we replaced all four plugs, the bucking stopped.  

 

Our plan after leaving Vegas was to head to California to check out Sequoia and 

Yosemite National Parks before we started heading back east. So at about 6AM, after 

a fun night on the strip, we left Vegas and headed West. In hindsight, sleeping a few 

hours wouldn’t have hurt, but we were young and dumb. We made it to Sequoia 

National Park by mid-day. We explored the Park, which is awesome. I had neither 

before, nor since, seen such immense, majestic trees.  

 

As we left the Park and entered the surrounding National Forrest, we were on the 

lookout for a suitable camping area. We were lucky to quickly find a dirt road which 

led to a clearing. This would be our home for the night. We set up the tent and made 

a quick camp meal before deciding it was time for some long overdue rest. I grabbed 

my borrowed sleeping bag and unrolled it. To say I was surprised would be quite an 

understatement. In my hungover haze the previous morning, I grabbed a Strawberry 

Shortcake sleeping bag, made for a young child. When Mike saw it, I thought he 

would die laughing. He had tears streaming down his cheeks for at least five solid 

minutes. All I could do was shake my head in denial. Remember, this isn’t a one-

night issue. For the next week, much of which will be at elevations above 5,000 feet, 

I’ll be sleeping in a bag that barely comes up above my hips. I learned a very valuable 

lesson while freezing my butt off for the next week. Always check your gear!  

  



 

Chapter Twelve – Shower Time, Overdue!  

 

As Mike and I continued our road trip and National Park tours in the Summer of 

1995 (Chapter Eleven), we were steadily making our way East. We were hiking and 

exploring in the National Parks by day, then camping in the National Forrest each 

night. While we did go swimming at one point, we had not actually showered in 

several days. Since we were mainly outside, and only surrounded by each other, there 

were no complaints.  

 

We rolled into Dinosaur National Monument, excited to check out large dinosaur 

skeleton preserved in rock face. What we failed to anticipate is that to preserve the 

giant fossil, the National Park Service actually erected a building around it to protect 

it from the elements. This meant that the skeleton exhibit was essentially inside. We 

headed inside to check it out. It really was impressive. But, after just a few minutes, 

we both started to smell this really foul odor. At the same time, an Asian family was 

looking at us. The son and daughter, about 8-10 years old, were both pinching their 

noses. That is when we realized that we were the source of the awful odor. We left 

the building immediately and headed back to the truck. It was obvious that our 

number one priority had to be finding a place to shower.  

 

As I mentioned earlier, we were on a strict budget, so stopping at a motel was out of 

the question. Our best bet was finding a campground that would be willing to let us 

use their facilities. Remember, this is 1995, we had no smartphones, we were using 

an atlas for navigation. We plotted our route to our next stop, Rocky Mountain 

National Park, and kept our fingers crossed. About two hours into our drive, we saw 

a billboard advertising a KOA campground ahead. The owners could not have been 

nicer. They agreed to let us shower for just five dollars each. That may be the best $5 

I’ve ever spent! After cleaning up, we continued on to the East and found another 

spot to call home for the night.  

 

The next morning, we continued on to Rocky Mountain National Park. We enjoyed 

another fun day of exploring. On the way out of the Park, we decided to stop into the 

Visitors Center to buy some postcards. As soon as walked in, we were spotted by the 

Asian family from the day before. The kids immediately pinched their noses and 

pointed at us. Mike and I both walked toward them telling them that we had 



showered. But, they wanted nothing to do with us. They walked hurriedly away. 

Lesson learned, five days of hiking without a shower is too much!  

 

  



Chapter Thirteen – The Baltimore Mystery  

 

It was the summer of 2009. Deb and I were heading up to Baltimore to see the 

Orioles play the Red Sox. We didn’t have a large group for this trip. We were joined 

by our good friends from volleyball, Greg and Kevin. For the first time, we were 

staying at the Renaissance Hotel where the Red Sox stay. To save money for the 

overpriced beers at Camden Yards, the four of us were sharing one hotel room.  

 

We headed north on 95 early Saturday morning. With Deb driving, we made the 

three-hour drive in just over two hours. We checked in to the hotel and walked to 

Federal Hill to grab a late lunch and start pre-gaming. We hit one of our regular 

stops, Ryleigh’s Oyster House where Greg misread the oyster price, and ended up 

with a $50 lunch tab. After a good, but pricey, lunch, we headed back to the hotel to 

get ready for the game.  

 

The game itself was uneventful, at least as far as I can recall. After many beers before 

and during the game, we were all feeling pretty good on the walk back to the hotel. 

Apparently, Greg was feeling really good. Out of nowhere, Greg tackled Kevin, but 

he did so in a way that Kevin landed squarely on top of him. We all got a good laugh, 

and continued to walk (limp) back to the hotel.  

 

We probably all should have gone straight to bed, but I was adamant that I wanted to 

hang out in the hotel bar for a chance to meet some Red Sox players. After one drink, 

Deb was smart enough to head to bed. Greg could barely keep his eyes open, so he 

headed to the room as well. He reappeared a few minutes later, trying to get his 

second wind, only to give up five minutes later and head to bed. Kevin and I closed 

down the downstairs bar without seeing any Red Sox. But, we were told that the fifth 

floor bar was still open.  

 

As soon as we walked in to the fifth floor bar, I spotted Tim Wakefield eating at a 

table. We also spotted Victor Martinez at a table adjacent to the bar. We sidled up 

next to him and spent the next hour ‘hanging out’ with Victor Martinez, even if he 

was behind a velvet rope. We finally ran out of energy and called it a night. When we 

walked in the room, Greg was passed out face down on the first bed, and Deb was 

snoring away in the second bed. I passed out next to Deb and Kevin slept in the 

oversized chair.  

 



Being the early bird, Deb was up and about first. When she grabbed her clothes that 

she had thrown on the floor before, she was surprised to find that they were wet. She 

looked around for any drinks that might have been spilled, but did not find any. As 

she was trying to solve this mystery, myself, Kevin and Greg started waking up. Now 

the four of us were like detectives trying to solve a crime. Together we determined 

that likely, someone peed on Deb’s clothes and Kevin’s backpack that was 

underneath them.  

 

Since we didn’t have access to DNA testing, we were going to need to rely on some 

foggy memories to solve this whodunit. Deb said that Greg was in the exact same 

face down position in the morning that he had passed out in the night before. So he 

was an unlikely suspect, despite confessing to previous episodes of odd pee locations. 

We all ruled out Deb, anatomically, she simply could not be responsible. I 

remembered going to the bathroom in the middle of the night, but I distinctly 

remembered going into the bathroom when it was dark, and coming out when it was 

light. Apparently, I fell asleep on the commode. Kevin admitted waking up to pee, 

walking into the wall, and doesn’t remember anything after that. We surmised that 

Kevin got up to pee while I was in the bathroom. Not being able to find the toilet, he 

peed in the room. Mystery solved.  

 

The story doesn’t end there. Later that year, we were all headed down to Virginia 

Beach for our annual fall volleyball tournament. Kevin was once again going to stay 

in the room with Deb and I. I decided to poke fun at Kevin by creating an official 

looking affidavit for him to sign. In the affidavit Kevin agreed to urinate only in a 

socially accepted receptacle such as a toilet, urinal, port-a-potty, or the Atlantic 

Ocean. We posted the signed document to our hotel door for all passersby to read. 

Apparently, it caught the eye of Kerri, one of our playing competitors. It must have 

been a good ice breaker, because they started dating soon thereafter and were married 

in 2012. I’d love to hear an introduction story that is more odd than that.  

  



Chapter Fourteen – Who Moved Home Plate?  

 

The summer of 2000 was winding down, as was the softball season. Our team, 

sponsored by Contech Medical, had already secured an invitation to a National 

tournament in late September. We decided to play in a Labor Day tournament to get 

in some extra at-bats. The decision to enter the tournament was a last minute one, so 

we knew going in that we wouldn’t have our whole team available. This was good for 

me. As the backup pitcher, I didn’t get regular playing time.  

 

I knew my spot on the roster was secured more by my friendship with the team than 

my athletic ability. I was actually a pretty good pitcher, it was my bat that always 

lagged behind, both literally and figuratively. My signature hit was a ‘gay’ bloop over 

the second baseman, in front of the right fielder. I always enjoyed my time with the 

team no matter how much or how little I played. But, I was excited for this 

tournament, because I was slated to pitch every game.  

 

We had pretty low expectations for the tournament. There were some pretty stacked 

teams entered. We knew we would have fun, and maybe win a couple of games. 

Inexplicably, we were playing over our heads and kept winning. This started 

disrupting guys plans for the weekend, since we all expected to get knocked out early. 

Guapo elected to get fired from his part-time waiter job in order to keep playing. 

Harris postponed anniversary plans as long as he could, until divorce threats pulled 

him away. We were shuffling guys all around due to injuries and shortages. At one 

point, our outfield consisted of our regular pitcher, catcher, designated hitter and 

second baseman.  

 

While our hodge-podge lineup kept changing, one thing was as constant as the North 

Star. I could not hit a lick. Despite us winning game after game, I could not hit the 

ball out of the infield. As my slump grew, I couldn’t do much beside laugh and 

ground weakly to the opposing pitcher. I hit rock bottom on Sunday afternoon. I was 

still hitless for the weekend, and determined to break the streak. As the high-arching 

pitch was headed to the plate, I felt like my eyes were as big as saucers. I swung as 

hard as I could, and felt solid contact. Unfortunately, the contact was not with the 

ball, but with the back of home plate instead. I dug the plate completely out of the 

ground, and moved it far enough that it had to be put back. I have never heard so 

much laughter and well deserved heckling in my life. I think several guys were 

crying from laughing so hard. After a long delay, my team, the opposing team, and 



the umpire gathered themselves. On the next pitch, I singled up the middle to finally 

end my slump. We lost in the finals to National Gold and Diamond. But, we will 

never lose the memory of me digging up home plate!  

  

  



Chapter Fifteen – Spring Break in Vermont  

 

When most college students think of Spring Break, they think about heading south 

to warm destinations like Daytona, Fort Lauderdale or Cancun. But, I have never 

been a fan of the beach. When my first opportunity for Spring Break was 

approaching in 1990, I was hoping to head north for some skiing. I was ecstatic when 

I spotted an advertisement on a bulletin board for a week long ski trip to Stowe, VT 

for about $180 per person. All I had to do was convince three friends to join me.  

 

After a little arm-twisting, I was able to convince my good friend Steve to join me. 

He recruited his friends Andrew, from high school and Ken, from marching band. It 

was late January and we were all booked. The $180 covered six nights at the 

Commodore Inn, and a five-day lift ticket to Stowe Mountain. We had about six 

weeks to save up money for gas, food and booze. During that time, Ken backed out of 

the trip, which ended up costing Steve, Andrew and I about an extra $20 each. We 

still thought we were getting a great deal.  

 

We couldn’t afford to be eating out every day on vacation. The morning we were 

scheduled to leave, we got together to buy food for the week. We also had Steve’s 

brother buy us a pony keg, and assorted liquor, for the trip. Because we weren’t sure 

what to expect from such an inexpensive hotel, we also packed a microwave, toaster 

oven and blender. We were lucky that Ken backed out, because Steve’s 1979 pea-

green Grand Prix was jam packed with just the three of us and our gear. The last 

thing to do before we left was to strap the skis to the roof. Steve had borrowed a ski 

rack from a neighbor. But, they failed to include the locks. In order to keep the rack 

closed, we had to find twigs that we wedged into the four holes where the locks 

should have been. With the rack secured, we were ready to get our trip started.  

 

I’m not sure if Steve had more than just one cassette tape. But I can tell you we 

listened to a lot of Phil Collins on that five hour ride to Stowe. I can’t hear the song 

‘In the Air Tonight’ without having great memories of that trip. The bass in his car 

was perfect for the signature drum solo.  

 

We arrived at the hotel mid-afternoon. After a quick check in, it was time to unload 

the overstuffed car. It took us several trips through the lobby to get nearly everything 

in the room. On my last trip, the front desk clerk asked me “Is that a microwave?”, to 

which I replied “No, it’s a toaster oven.” The last thing we needed to bring in was the 



keg. Since none of were of legal drinking age, we were a bit reluctant to bring it in 

through the lobby. Steve came up with the brilliant idea of bringing it in through the 

window in our room. Steve backed the Grand Prix up to our window. The plan 

worked out well for us, not so great for the bushes and flower bed.  

 

 
 

We weren’t sure what to expect from the hotel since it was so inexpensive. It was 

nothing special, but for the price, we were happy to call it home for the week. We got 

the keg to the tub, packed it with ice and let it settle a bit before we tapped it. While 

the keg was icing down, we broke out the blender for a couple of rounds of frozen 

daiquiris. We also microwaved some dinner before playing some cards and calling it a 

night.  

 

The next morning, we started a routine that we followed for the next five mornings. 

We would all wake up feeling a little rough from too much liquor and beer. We 

would move the keg out of the tub to each take our showers, then move it back in 

and ice it down before leaving for the mountain. When we got to the ski lodge each 

morning, it was a fifteen-minute fight for Andrew and I to get Steve’s boots on and 

clasped. He had borrowed them from his brother, and they were at least one, if not 

two, sizes too small.  

 



Each afternoon we would come back from skiing, laugh about our falls over a few 

beers, and repeat a routine similar to the morning. The one notable exception is that 

each of us poured ourselves an ice-cold beer for the afternoon shower. There was a 

shelf perfectly placed in the shower just begging to hold a beer. The nights were 

mostly routine. We’d ‘cook’ some marginal dinner, play some cards and drink too 

much. It was a fun, and economical routine.  

  
There was one night that stands out from the rest. After a rough day of skiing and 

falling, we all decided that the hot tub would feel good. We poured ourselves some 

drinks and walked down the hallway to the hot tub. Apparently, Steve brought the 

deck of cards with him, figuring we could play in the hot tub. We decided on a game 

of rummy. It was clearly not a well thought out plan. We didn’t have anywhere to lay 

down our triples and runs. It did end up in one of the funniest visuals of the week. 

We started wetting the cards and sticking them to our chests. I am kind of 

disappointed that no one was around to capture it on camera. Needless to say, the 

game didn’t last long. After one hand, the cards were too wet to shuffle. It was time to 

head back to the room for more drinks.  

 

All in all, it was a fantastic vacation. Neither Steve nor I were great skiers at the time, 

but compared to Andrew, we were experts. As we navigated around the mountain 

trying to keep Andrew safe, we made a few wrong turns during the week. But, 

Andrew survived with no broken bones, so we called it a success! And to the staff at 

the Commodore Inn, we know you drank from our keg each day. Your welcome!  

 

  



Chapter Sixteen – The Mews Tavern Double Cross  

 

Back in the early 1990’s, The Mews Tavern in Wakefield, RI, was way out in front of 

the microbrew explosion. Despite being a hole in the wall, ‘The Mews’, as it was 

known, served 33 draft beers. This was back when I appreciated good beer, before 

my Miller Lite days. As soon as my pals Mike, Dan and I visited, we became regulars. 

Not only did they have a great beer selection, but they also had great food.  

 

In the fall of 1994, we were in a routine of having dinner at The Mews at least one, if 

not two, nights each week because of their specials. Wednesday was two-for-one 

chicken sandwich night, while Thursday was two-for-one burger night. Oftentimes 

we would try one or two new beers with dinner.  

 

One particular week, I had to work late and missed Thursday burger night. I caught 

up with Mike and Dan at their place later that night. They would not stop talking 

about a new awesome beer they had both tried with dinner. The beer was called 

Cave Creek. I had never heard of it, but now I had to have one.  

 

All week, Mike and Dan kept talking up Cave Creek and how good it was. In 

retrospect, I should have been suspicious. But, I was young, dumb and apparently, 

gullible. That week seemed to crawl by. Finally, Wednesday arrived and the three of 

us headed to The Mews for dinner. As soon as the waitress greeted us, I immediately 

ordered a Cave Creek. When Mike and Dan each ordered a Newcastle, I knew I had 

been duped. When the waitress delivered my long awaited beer, she asked me if I 

wanted a side of tomato juice. It turns out, Cave Creek is a jalapeño beer, and the 

tomato juice tones down the spice. I can assure you, it is undrinkable, with or 

without tomato juice! I have to admit, that was a pretty funny gag. They got me 

good.  

 

  



Chapter Seventeen – Advanced Tailgating  

 

Like most sports fans, I have done a fair amount of tailgating. Until 2004, I had not 

been to a NASCAR tailgate, but I had tailgated at; URI Homecoming, Foxborough 

Stadium (before Gillette), Allman Brothers shows, Dave Matthews Band shows and 

a U2 show among others. Heck, I even tailgated at a friend’s softball game and prior 

to Midnight Madness at URI where I witnessed two guys become ‘piss buddies’ by 

drinking each other’s urine. So, when Deb invited my college friend Brian and I to 

the Richmond NASCAR race and tailgate in May of 2004, I thought I knew what I 

was getting into. I was wrong!  

 

The Richmond race is a night race, starting at 7:30 PM. I was surprised to hear that 

we would be leaving the house by 8:00 AM. We had to drive to an abandoned K-

Mart near the track that we’d be using as a staging area. Deb was driving her SUV 

which stood out like a sore thumb amongst all the pickup trucks. We met a lot of 

Deb’s family and seemingly a lot of her hometown there. Once everyone arrived, we 

formed a convoy of Twenty-five vehicles so that we could all enter the track and park 

together. That was just the first step. After we were all parked together, half of the 

trucks repositioned so they could park tailgate to tailgate, leaving enough space 

between tailgates for a tent. It was all well-coordinated and quite impressive.  

 

By this time, Brian and I had cracked open beers and were just watching this all 

unfold like a choreographed dance. Grilles were being placed about every other tent. 

A deep fryer was getting fired up and a hole was being dug for their own customized 

portable toilet. Yes, they actually constructed a structure out of PVC pipe and tarps 

so that they had their own bathroom. The actual toilet was a five-gallon bucket with 

a toilet seat attached. This tailgate site was better provisioned than many bars. 

 



 

By 9:30 AM, everything was completely set up and everyone had a drink in hand. I 

was formally introduced to several Bubbas, a guy they call ‘Margarita Man’, ‘Bunny 

Rabbit’, and several others whose names I couldn’t understand. Music was pumping 

as several games of corn hole were underway. Keep in mind, we still had ten hours to 

go before the race.  

 

About noon, Brian and I were already feeling pretty good. Thankfully, that is when 

the lunch spread came out. Under each tent was a table with different food on it. We 

had so many options for lunch it was ridiculous. These are just the things I 

remember; hamburgers, cheeseburgers, hot dogs, sausage, ham biscuits, fried turkey, 

fried catfish, fried pickles, deer nuggets and desserts galore. We had more than our 

fill, which allowed us to sober up a bit.  

 

Any sense of sobriety that we had was short lived when “the baby” was introduced. 

The baby is moonshine sweetened with sugar and lemon juice. It’s kept ice cold, 

which makes it go down way too easily. I’m not sure if it’s called ‘the baby’ because 

it’s wrapped in a towel and cradled like an infant or because after you drink it you 

curl up in the fetal position. I remember taking a few chugs from the large Mason jar 

that afternoon, and I remember walking into the race that night. I don’t recall much 

in between. I have to give credit to those rednecks, they sure can tailgate like nothing 

I had seen before, or since!  

 
 

  



Chapter Eighteen – Hokies vs Cavaliers  

 

It was 6:00 AM on the Friday after Thanksgiving in 2014, and I was loading a 

backpack and cooler into the back of my friend Kevin’s truck. We were heading to 

Blacksburg, VA for the Virginia vs Virginia Tech football game. Along the way, we 

picked up our buddy Greg as well. It was early, but Blacksburg is a solid 3 ½ drive 

from Richmond, and the game was scheduled for a noon kick off. We made it to 

about 8:00 AM before we cracked our first beers. We were definitely not the only 

ones to start this early. When we pulled into the rest area on I-81, near Roanoke, it 

felt like we were already at the game, with everyone in their team gear, and the line 

extending out of the men’s room.  

 

After that stop, we started to hit some game day traffic, especially the closer we got to 

Blacksburg. We pulled up to my good friend Mike’s house right at 10:00 AM. Since it 

was pretty cold outside, we decided to do some tailgating in his kitchen, where we 

were quite comfortable. We had some snacks and a few beers before Mike invited us 

downstairs to check out his train room. It was awesome! The entire room was a series 

of tracks with multiple working trains, some that Mike had hand painted graffiti on. 

By far, the highlight of the tour was when a train emerged from the tunnel (closet), 

pulling several cars hauling nips of Captain Morgan. We loaded our pockets with 

Captain Morgan and started bundling up for the game. We were a split group with 

Mike and I rocking Tech gear, while Greg and Kevin were supporting UVA. 

 

Mike lives just a couple miles from the stadium. So, his wife Shannon offered to 

shuttle us down to the game. We grabbed a few beers each and gladly accepted the 

ride. Since her car is pretty small, she shuttled just two of us at a time. Once the four 

of us were there, we found an empty parking space near the stadium and claimed it 

as our tailgating zone. While it was chilly, the sun was out, which kept it from getting 

too cold. When we all cracked open our last beer, we started making our way toward 

the stadium entrance. We finished our beers just before going through security and 

placed our empties atop the pile of those who had come before us.  

 



 
 

The first stop inside the stadium was the restroom. The second stop was the 

concession stand so that we could get some Cokes to mix with our Captain Morgan.  

As we approached our seats, drinks in hand, we realized that our seats were in the 

shade. They were decent seats, but we would quickly realize how much we missed 

the sun’s warmth. We stood for much of the game, simply trying to move and keep 

warm.  

 

Late in the fourth quarter the game was tied, and neither offense could get much 

going. At that point, I don’t think any of us really cared who won. We were all 

rooting against overtime, so that we could get out of the stadium and in somewhere 

warm. Mercifully, Virginia Tech was able to muster a late score to win the game. We 

were finally able to get out of the shade and into some sunlight to help us defrost a 

bit. After quickly checking out an impressive mural that Mike had been 

commissioned to paint in downtown Blacksburg, it was time to get inside to finish 

defrosting.  

 

It felt great to be able to take off a few layers of clothes and warm up by the fire while 

sucking down a couple of ice-cold draft beers. We also ordered a bunch of appetizers 

to help soak up the ample amount of alcohol that was floating through us all. With all 

of gathering our second wind, it was time to head to the next pub. Thankfully, our 

next stop was only a short walk away.  

 



The second bar was a bit livelier than the first. We met up with some of Mike’s 

friends and started playing darts. Greg was feeling pretty good at this point. He had 

to cease playing darts because he thought the dart board was moving. It was 

approaching 8:00 PM, twelve hours after our first beers, so we decided to call for a 

cab to head back to Mike’s house. Greg headed out to the smoking area to have one 

last cigarette before the cab arrived. After Greg finished smoking, he stepped over the 

railing to meet us on the sidewalk to wait for the cab. Apparently this angered the 

bouncer who decided to flex his power, and ‘throw’ Greg out of the bar, despite us 

being outside with no intention of going back in. When Greg heard he had been 

tossed from the bar, it didn’t sit well. Now a fired-up Greg decided he wanted to go 

back in. Luckily, our cab pulled up to get us out of there and back to Mike’s place.  

 

Once back at the house, we ordered some pizza and had a few more beers. We 

headed back down to the train room to try and avoid waking Mike’s son. Greg was 

still pretty feisty from being tossed from the bar earlier. At some point in the day, he 

had lost the lenses from his sunglasses. But, for some reason, he was still wearing the 

frames. The result was an even goofier looking drunk Greg. This is when he started 

talking about tackling Kevin in his computer chair. Greg got down in a three-point 

stance and in the midst of talking, just exploded from his stance and tackled Kevin. 

That signaled the end of the night. It was time for us all to get some sleep.  

 

The next morning, Mike was kind enough to make us some breakfast. As we ate, we 

shared some of the previous day’s highlights with Shannon. It also served as a 

refresher for Greg, whose memory was pretty foggy. As we packed up our stuff for 

the return trip to Richmond, Greg was having trouble finding his jacket. Kevin told 

him that he remembered Greg wearing it in cab. Greg’s reply was priceless, “We took 

a cab?” We then filled him in on the bar incident, which he had no recollection of 

either. We all got a good laugh as we said our goodbyes and hopped in the truck. 

Greg slept the majority of the ride home. Good times!  

 

  



Chapter Nineteen – Fired for Good Reason  

 

Back in the Summer of 1990, I was living at home in Fall River, with my mom after 

my freshman year at URI. My goal was to work and save as much money as possible 

before returning to school in September. I was working three jobs. Monday through 

Friday, I was working maintenance from 8:00 AM-4:00 PM, at Mitchell Heights, a 

high-rise building for the elderly. I would leave there and go straight to my second 

job as a night watchman at the public swimming pool in Kennedy Park. On the 

weekends I worked for Wells Fargo Security from noon-midnight, watching some 

guy’s house to make sure it wasn’t vandalized.  

 

That schedule may seem pretty difficult to maintain, but in reality, the only real work 

I did was during the day at the high-rise building. At the swimming pool, all I had to 

do was to make sure no one jumped the fence and drowned in the pool. And, because 

my pal Shawn had the shift after mine, midnight-8:00 AM, most nights he joined me 

for my shift from 4:00 PM-midnight. That meant that almost every night, I got paid 

to play Nintendo and listen to music. It was a pretty sweet gig.  

 

As the summer wound down, I was getting a bit bored with the routine. I missed the 

excitement from living and partying with my friends in the dorm. I started 

conspiring with a lot of the daytime pool workers, and my roommates from college, 

to throw a summer ending party. We planned it for one of the last Fridays I was 

scheduled to work. Since most of us were underage, I arranged for one of the 

lifeguards to buy us alcohol. We spread the invite by word of mouth, being careful 

not to alert the bosses.  

 

The day of the party, everyone left at the end of their workday, with plans to return 

after dark to elude suspicion. I didn’t want the evidence of beer cans, so we made a 

huge cooler of punch, and had a large stack of solo cups. People started rolling in by 

8:30 PM. I laid out only one rule, no one was allowed in the pool. I had a police 

scanner tuned to the local police frequency, just in case someone reported suspicious 

activity at the pool. We probably had about twenty folks enjoying the punch, 

listening to music and generally having a harmless, good time. Late in the evening, 

one of the lifeguards broke my rule and jumped into the pool. As I suspected, this 

drew the attention of one of the neighbors, who called the Park Police. Because of the 

police scanner, we were alerted immediately.  

 



I immediately sobered up, or at least thought I did. I shut off the boom box and got 

everyone’s attention. I let them know that the police were on their way, and they all 

needed to hide in the pool filter room and be quiet. I grabbed the soberest looking 

guy, my friend’s little brother Don, and sat down in front of the TV waiting for the 

Park Police to arrive. There were only six officers on the force, so I had a cordial 

relationship with them all, having worked at the pool all summer. When the two 

officers arrived, I greeted them as I had many times before, like nothing was out of 

the ordinary. I told them it had been a quiet night. They took a look around and 

found nothing out of the ordinary. I thought I was in the clear until one officer asked 

about the filter room. I explained that it was locked, and I didn’t have a key. That is 

when he pulled out a huge keyring and started trying each key, one by one. About 

fifteen keys in, the doorknob turned and I knew I was busted.  

 

I must say that the officers were pretty cool about everything. They collected 

everyone’s identification and one by one, checked for any outstanding warrants, and 

sent them on their way. I was nervously pacing back and forth out in front of the 

building, wondering if I was going to be sick. By the time Officer Benevides called 

my name, I knew I was going to throw up. I tried, unsuccessfully, to stall for time. 

He was getting impatient with me. Begrudgingly, I proceeded through the front door 

toward the open rear window where Officer Benevides was stationed.  As soon as I 

reached the window, the combination of nerves and booze took over and I puked 

right out the window and onto the cop’s shoes. As I threw up, I heard him yell 

“There she blows!”  

 

I don’t remember much else from that night. I do know that they called in someone 

else to guard the pool that night. But, was allowed to stay there and sleep off the 

booze. Saturday morning, I woke up feeling awful. I went home and headed straight 

to bed. About noon I heard the phone ring. My mom walked into my room and 

handed me the phone. It was my boss, all she said was “You’re fired!” I simply 

replied “I figured”, and hung up the phone. That remains the only job I was ever 

fired from, but I didn’t leave them much choice!  

 

  



Chapter Twenty – Halloween Fun 

 

In the Fall of 1993 I was living in Narragansett, RI with my friends Jeff and “Little” 

Jay, both of whom I lived with in the dorms as well. As Halloween approached, we 

decided to throw a costume party. We invited about twenty friends, ordered a keg, 

Jell-O shots and mixed up a batch of “Bepple.” Bepple is a bright green concoction 

made of vodka, blue curacao, and orange juice. Folks started rolling in just after dark, 

and all was going well.  

 

 
 

Like any college party, word spreads and more people show up than are actually 

invited. We had plenty of booze, so we really didn’t care if a few friends of friends 

showed up. Apparently, one of the guys that showed up was a lightweight. It was 

early in the evening and he passed out sitting on the couch. It was no big deal, until 

my friend Paco noticed the guy was pissing his pants on our couch. We threw him 

out immediately.  

 

A couple of hours later, people noticed some commotion outside. There was an 

ambulance and several police cars. Apparently, when we kicked the drunk guy out, 

he locked himself in his car and passed out. His friends were worried about him 

because it was below freezing and supposedly, we kicked him out without his leather 

jacket. One of this jerk’s so-called friends was all fired up about wanting this guy’s 



leather jacket back. We invited this hothead in to see for himself that we didn’t have 

this idiot’s jacket. After a brief period of chaos, the cops, ambulance and idiots all 

went on their way. I assume everything was OK, I never heard otherwise.  

 

The party resumed, with several different drinking games going on. At one point, my 

roommate Jeff fell asleep on the window seat behind the couch. His 1970’s era orange 

leisure suit blended in perfectly with the orange couch. When he awoke and sat up, 

he scared the heck out of the folks on the couch. Jeff hung out for a few more beers, 

but finally decided to call it a night and head to his bedroom upstairs. About ten 

minutes later, I heard a commotion upstairs, which didn’t make sense since Jeff 

should have been alone up there. As I approached Jeff’s room upstairs, I found him 

shouting at his closet door, “Get the hell out!” Eventually, the sliding closet door 

open, and two people emerged. I don’t know why, but ‘Shazam’ and ‘Cat woman’ 

had chosen Jeff’s closet as their place to get to know each other a little better.  

 

 
 

It’s never really fun cleaning up the morning after a party, particularly when you are 

hungover. We tossed a few dozen half-finished beers, countless empty Jell-O shot 

cups, and whatever food was laying around. We all got a good laugh when we found 

Cat woman’s mask. We hung that on the mantle like a trophy. After doing a load of 

laundry, I opened the dryer and what did I find, but a leather jacket. Only later did I 

learn that Paco had stashed it there after the idiot pissed on our couch. He ended up 

keeping it for himself.  Just a typical Halloween party!  



 

Chapter Twenty-one – Louise and Peter’s 50th Wedding Anniversary  

 

In 2013, Deb bought me tickets to the US Open Golf Tournament in Pennsylvania. 

My close friend Greg and I turned it into an extended weekend by stopping in 

Baltimore for a round of golf and a Red Sox – Orioles game. Despite playing golf in 

the hood, complete with a Police helicopter overhead, we had a great time. We 

decided that we should make an annual trip to a PGA event.  

 

In 2014, we decided to attend the Quicken Loans National at Congressional Country 

Club just outside of DC. We bought tickets for Friday and Saturday rounds, but 

headed up early on Thursday to get in a round of golf. We had secured a 1:00 PM tee 

time at Falls Road Golf Club in Potomac, MD. We left Richmond about 9:30 AM for 

the expected two-hour drive to the course. Interstate 95 traffic is notoriously bad, and 

on this Thursday, it was particularly awful. Three hours into the drive we were in 

bumper to bumper traffic, still fifteen miles from the course. I called the course to 

push back our tee time. Unfortunately, they had a youth tournament scheduled right 

after us. We had to make the tee time, or we were out of luck. Thanks to some skillful 

driving by Greg, and a little bit of luck, we whipped into the parking lot at 12:55 PM.  

 

I have never felt so rushed at a golf course in my life. We literally sprinted from 

Greg’s truck to the clubhouse, hit the bathroom, paid our greens fees, threw our bags 

on the cart, and were on the tee box at 1:01 PM. The twosome we were paired with 

had already teed off and walked down the fairway. They did not look very happy to 

see us. They begrudgingly waved us forward. I have been paired up with hundreds of 

golfers over the years. These guys were, by far, the biggest jerks I have played with. 

For example, Greg’s ball was in a greenside bunker, probably eight feet below the 

putting surface. As Greg readied to hit his shot, I watched one of these jerks walk up 

to the green and place his bag between the bunker and the flag. I wanted to yell 

“What the F#&k”, but I, refrained and simply asked the jackass to move his bag. It 

was the last words we exchanged with the twosome until we finished the round. It 

was bad enough running on to the course, but being paired with these jerks made for 

a less than enjoyable round.  

 

We didn’t stick around after the round. We couldn’t get out of there fast enough. We 

headed to the Marriott in Bethesda and got checked in. After we both showered up, 

we headed downstairs to the hotel bar. We had dinner and drinks, and laughed about 



our miserable golf experience. After dinner, we walked around to check out the hotel. 

We looked at the events board to see if there was anything fun scheduled during our 

stay. We noticed that there was a 50th anniversary party scheduled for Friday night. 

We joked that we should crash the party after the PGA tournament. After laughing it 

off, we headed up to the room for a few more drinks before calling it a night.  

 

The next morning, we had breakfast at the hotel, showered and called a taxi to head 

to the tournament. The taxi driver must not have owned a toothbrush. Every time he 

talked, the car was filled with a noxious odor. It was so bad; we didn’t complain when 

he decided to drop us off about a mile from the Country Club to avoid getting caught 

in traffic. We enjoyed the fresh air on the walk in.  

 

Once we were inside the event, we immediately found our way to a beer tent. They 

also had a promotion where we received bracelets from Quicken Loans that allowed 

us to try and win various prizes by checking in at tents located all over the grounds. It 

made for a fun day, watching golf, drinking beers and following a map to try and win 

stuff. Pretty early in the day, I was lucky enough to win a Quicken Loans National 

pin flag.  Greg tried to win one for the rest of the day, with no luck. As the day 

wound down, we decided to try and get some autographs. I was able to get J. B. 

Holmes, Webb Simpson, and George McNeill, who we had followed for much of the 

afternoon.  

 
 

While Tiger Woods was not playing in the tournament, he was the tournament host. 

We heard rumblings that Tiger may be coming out sign autographs, so we stuck 

around to see if we could get lucky. As he came out of the clubhouse, I looked to my 

right and spotted Lindsey Vonn, Tiger’s girlfriend at the time. I snuck my phone out 



of my pocket (they are not allowed at PGA Tour events), and prepared to snap a 

photo of Lindsey. Just as I snapped the photo, Greg jumped in front of my phone to 

photo bomb my shot. So, instead of a great photo of Lindsey Vonn, I have close-up of 

drunk Greg. That was the sign that it was time to catch a ride back to the hotel.  

 

Back at the hotel, we continued to have some cocktails as we showered and headed 

downstairs to the bar for dinner. Since we were staying at the same hotel as many of 

the players, I decided to take my flag to the bar to see if I could get a few more 

autographs. As soon as we walked in the bar, we spotted Angel Cabrera sitting at a 

table, eating dinner by himself. Greg warned me that he could be mean, so I decided 

not to bother him. Instead, we grabbed a table and ordered some more drinks, then 

had some dinner. After dinner, we decided to belly up to the bar for some more 

drinks. That’s when we spotted Johnson Wagner walking through the bar. At that 

point, I had enough drinks in me to make fun of his goofy porn mustache and ask for 

his autograph. He was super friendly, made fun of his own mustache, and was more 

than happy to sign my flag. It turns out, we were sitting beside another PGA Tour 

Pro named Andrew Loupe. We struck up a great conversation, and he was gracious 

enough to sign my flag as well. I finally got tired of carrying around the flag, and 

decided to run the flag up to our room before I lost it.  

 

When I returned to the bar, Greg jokingly reminded me of the 50th anniversary party 

that we were supposed to crash. We settled up our tab, and decided that maybe we 

would just take a look into the party. We went back to the events board and 

confirmed that “Louise and Peter’s 50th Anniversary Celebration” was going on in 

the Grand Ballroom. By this time, it was pretty late, and we were both very drunk. 

We thought we would sneak into the party, and blend right in. We didn’t take into 

consideration the fact that we were wearing shorts and t-shirts as opposed to 

formalwear. We marched right into the party, as if we belonged. We completely 

failed to foresee one thing that made us stand out more than our attire. Louise and 

Peter are Asian, as were all of their guests. We decided to stick around and test the 

waters. At first, no one seemed to care about the two goofy white guys on the dance 

floor. In fact, I think we got a couple of high fives. I stepped away to grab myself a 

piece of cake. When I looked back Greg, I could see him dancing with a group of 

young women. Behind them, I could see a group of young men glaring at Greg and 

starting to take off their jackets and ties. I read this as a sign that we were about to 

have trouble. I put down my cake, scurried over to Greg and got us the heck out of 

there. We called it a night shortly thereafter.  



 
 

Saturday morning, we both woke up feeling a little rough. We had some coffee and 

snacks in the room instead of paying for breakfast. We had purchased Clubhouse 

passes for Saturday, which included food and open bar all-day. I was determined to 

get my money’s worth. I was hoping that Greg would rally and do the same. As we 

walked out of the elevator, through the lobby towards our awaiting cab, we received 

death stares from every Asian person in the lobby. Greg never did rally that day. He 

definitely didn’t get his money’s worth out of that Clubhouse pass.   

 

  



Chapter Twenty-three – Traveling Softball Circus 

 

Chapter Fourteen gave you a brief introduction to my softball team. But these 

clowns need more than just a passing mention. In this chapter I’ll share some more of 

the highlights of my five years playing softball with this hilarious group.  

 

We played in a very competitive league in Warwick, RI, by the airport, specifically at 

Clegg Field. We generally played two nights a week, almost always on Tuesday and 

Thursday nights. We always brought beer for post-game, rotating the buyer by jersey 

number. Tuesday was generally the tamer night, but Thursdays never were.  Every 

Thursday we started with two cases of beer and often required another package store 

run for reinforcements.  Even if we had early games (6:00 PM), you could count on at 

least a handful of us hanging out in the parking lot until nearly midnight.  As the 

beers grew slim, some folks would start stashing extras in their pockets or anywhere 

else they might think of. Dan gets credit for the most creative hiding place, stashing a 

full beer amongst the empties. 

 
 

The American Softball Association (ASA) and National Softball Association (NSA) 

both host National Invitational Tournaments each year. Some might say that the 

entire regular season was really only so that we could play well enough in the State 

tournament to earn a bid to one of the National tournaments each September. Which 

is really just a reason for all of us to leave the responsibilities of family and jobs 



behind in order to play softball, drink beer and generally act like idiots, not 

necessarily in that order.  

 

In September 1998, we earned a bid to a National tournament in Sterling, VA. Our 

team boarded a Southwest Airlines flight in Providence (technically in Warwick, RI) 

for a quick flight to Baltimore. Soon after takeoff, we all had beers in hand, and a 

couple games of high-low-jack were underway. Thanks to some preflight cocktails, I 

am certain that we were loud and disruptive, but we were oblivious. Without 

warning, our plane tilted about 30 degrees to the right and dropped about 2,000 

vertical feet, before leveling off. Everyone looked shocked, but no one said a word. 

Moments later, the pilot came over the intercom and made a statement similar to 

this; “Ladies and gentlemen, I apologize for that. It appears that Air Traffic Control 

made an error. We visually encountered an oncoming aircraft and were forced to take 

evasive action.” At this point, myself and probably everyone else on that flight, let out 

a sigh of relief, and said something like “Holy Shit!” I have taken nearly 1,000 

commercial flights since then and never experienced anything that compares to that 

frightening incident.  

 

Not that we needed a reason, but I think everyone drank a little more heavily that 

weekend, knowing we all came way too close to death on that flight. As we might 

have expected, we didn’t fair particularly well in the tournament. Thankfully, we all 

brought our golf clubs and, more importantly, our drinking shoes. We played a lot of 

cards, drank a ton of beer, and likely annoyed a lot of locals.  

 

In 1999, we had another good season and secured an invitation to a National 

tournament in Maryland. We once again planned to fly from Providence to 

Baltimore. In the days leading up to our departure, we were all glued to the Weather 

Channel, monitoring Hurricane Floyd. Floyd had wreaked havoc on the Bahamas 

before hitting North Carolina and was heading right towards the Mid-Atlantic 

region. We all arrived to the airport early Thursday for our mid-morning flight. 

Surprisingly, Southwest had flights leaving on time for Baltimore every hour. One of 

our league rivals, New England Lift, was scheduled for the departure one hour before 

our flight. When their flight took off, we assumed our flight would proceed as well. 

We were wrong. Just a few minutes after their flight departed, all scheduled flights to 

Baltimore were canceled. Understandably, we were disappointed, but were not ready 

to pull the plug on our trip.  

 



We sat in the airport, discussing our options. After just a few minutes, we voted 

unanimously to drive to the tournament. We rented a twelve passenger van and 

loaded up another rental car with a lot of our gear. That was deemed the ‘smoking’ 

car. Ryno and Bingo took full advantage, chain smoking the entire trip. The rest of us 

piled into the van, with Danny at the wheel. The drive started off fine, but the 

further south we drove, the more the weather deteriorated. By the time we got to 

Pennsylvania, the rain was coming down in sheets and the wind was starting to 

knock the van around. At one point, we passed a tractor trailer that had apparently 

been blown off the road, and was on fire in the woods. This prompted Billy to explain 

“You can’t park there!”, which lightened the stress in the van for a few minutes. 

Smokey and Smokey were unfazed in the lead vehicle, not slowing down their 

driving, nor their smoking at all. Seeing the amount of cigarette smoke pouring out of 

their car, our right fielder Peter deemed it “the rolling smog hut.”  

 

The worst part of the drive was crossing the Delaware Memorial Bridge. The 

tollbooth attendant told us that if we were daring enough to cross it, he wasn’t going 

to charge us. Danny tried to keep it in the center lane, but the wind was knocking us 

from the left to right lanes without much he could do about it. At one point, a wall of 

water covered the windshield for what seemed like a minute or two. Once we made it 

across the bridge, Danny called it quits, handing over the wheel to Billy for the rest of 

the drive to our hotel. When we finally arrived, the hotel staff thought we were nuts 

for driving through the storm. The next day the weather was perfect, and we had a 

successful tournament, winning a few games before being knocked out Saturday 

afternoon. Thankfully, the ride home Sunday was uneventful.  

 

In the Fall of 2000, we secured a bid to the tournament back in Sterling, VA. For the 

first time in three years, our travel to the area was uneventful, thankfully. Old Man 

Anderson secured us a sweet deal at the Hyatt hotel right near Dulles Airport. It was 

a beautiful hotel, geared toward high end business travelers. From the time we 

checked in, we looked and felt out of place. I can’t tell you how many times we were 

scolded by hotel management. Apparently they frown upon guests walking around 

their hotel with open beers in hand at all times, day or night.  

 

The ‘highlight’ of this trip occurred on Saturday morning. We had an early game, 

after a late night. But, we are all experienced drinkers, so everyone met in the lobby 

with time to spare. We headed out to the cars to load up and head to the field. As 

Guapo opened the trunk and tossed his bag in, he laid the keys on top of his bag. 

Ryno then tossed his bag in, and closed the trunk. Ryno took his usual spot in the 



driver’s seat, expecting someone to hand him the keys. Unfortunately, they were 

locked in the trunk. We looked for a way to gain access, with no luck. We could not 

risk being late and forfeiting the game. We all squeezed in to the remaining cars and 

headed to the field, with Guapo repeating over and over “I told you not to give me 

the keys!”  

 

When we got to the field, we had to take inventory of our equipment. We shuffled 

cleats and gloves around from bench guys to starters, but we were still a set of cleats 

and one glove short. Ryno would play in sneakers, but couldn’t play without a glove. 

I still can’t believe that in a National tournament, we had to ask the opposing team to 

borrow a glove, as if we were in the schoolyard. While that was embarrassing, our 

play was anything but. We hit better than we had in any other tournament game, 

winning the game handily. We met a locksmith back at the hotel, and made sure to 

keep the keys away from Guapo for the remainder of the weekend.  

 

In 2001, we were hoping to play in a tournament outside of the Mid-Atlantic area for 

a change. So, we were all pretty excited when we earned a bid to Valdosta, GA. We 

quickly learned that getting there wouldn’t be easy. We booked flights into 

Jacksonville, FL, knowing we would then have a two-hour drive.  

 

A few days before we were scheduled to leave, 9/11 happened. Airports were 

understandably shut down, putting our trip in jeopardy. Of course, there were bigger 

concerns than a dozen clowns getting to GA to drink excessively. Nevertheless, 

airports were reopened, and the press was advising travelers to arrive at the airport at 

least three hours before scheduled departure time to allow for additional screening. 

When I arrived at the airport, the first thing that I saw was a National Guardsman, 

carrying a machine gun, patrolling the drop-off area. It was clear that the events of 

9/11 had changed air travel forever. We all made it through security without issue. 

As we left Providence, heading south, we were flying off the coast of New York. 

Those on the right side of the aircraft could see the smoke still rising from the former 

site of the World Trade Centers. It was a solemn reminder of the tragedies that had 

just taken place.  

 

Thankfully, our air travel was uneventful. We piled into our rental cars and headed 

northwest. When we finally neared Valdosta, we spotted a large football stadium. It 

looked to sit 30,000 spectators. We couldn’t figure out what college or university was 

nearby. Then, as we drove past it, we realized it was the local high school stadium. 

People take their high school football very seriously in the deep south!  



 

With the exception of our coach making us take batting practice despite the 

hundred-degree heat, the tournament itself was not memorable. But, that might have 

as much to do with our last twenty-four hours in Valdosta as much as anything else.  

We had been knocked out of the tournament early, so we resorted to our usual 

backup plan of cards and drinking. I vaguely remember that we put in a long day of 

both the day before we were to head home, but don’t remember going to bed. I do 

recall Dan and I being woken up by the hotel room telephone. Neither he nor I had 

set an alarm. The entire team was packed and ready to drive to Jacksonville, but Dan 

and I were still drunk and stumbling around trying to pack. The last thing I grabbed 

on the way out the door was my travel cooler, which I was surprised to find had more 

than a dozen beers left in it. Right then, Dan and I vowed to empty the cooler on the 

two-hour drive to the airport. The rental car was in my name, but as soon as I saw 

Bake, I tossed him the keys and told him that I was in no shape to drive.  

 

Dan and I proceeded to suck down the beers as planned. We arrived at the airport 

with full bladders, but an empty cooler. The fellas went ahead while I waited in the 

rental car return line. After a battery of questions from airport security, I finally 

caught up with the team at the airport bar. After a few more beers at the bar, it was 

time to board the plane. I know I was feeling pretty good, but Dan was flat out 

drunk! I can’t believe that the airline even let him board the plane. When someone 

asked him what seat he was in, he looked at his ticket, shrugged his shoulders and 

said “I don’t know, I can’t see.” And promptly fell into Anderson’s lap! Somehow, we 

managed to avoid getting yanked off the plane and eventually made it home safely.  

 

In January 2002, I moved to Richmond, VA. I kept in close contact with the team 

and when they earned a bid to a tournament in Panama Beach, FL. Of course I was 

happy to join them. If you haven’t been to Panama Beach, the best way I can 

describe it is like Spring Break, but fifty-two weeks a year. As much as Spring Break 

sounds like fun, realize that we were all in our thirties by then, and most of the guys 

were married or at least spoken for. Back to that later.  

 

As usual, our first focus was on playing hard until we get knocked out of the 

tournament. We had some time before our first game, so we decided to get in some 

batting practice. I was still the backup pitcher, so I had no problem tossing BP. Keep 

in mind, I had pitched plenty and gotten my share of shots back at me. I had been hit 

in the ankles, shins, thigh and once even off the forehead, which left an imprint of the 

stitches for a couple of days. I didn’t expect that pitching BP would result in the 



scariest moment in my softball career. Ryno drilled a line shot at my throat. Luckily, 

I was able to move just enough to take the ball off of the side of my neck, which was 

still painful, but not nearly as bad as it could have been. As you can imagine, that 

ended BP.  

 

During a game later that day, Bingo and I were on the bench. This was not unusual. 

He and I contributed occasionally, but we were far from challenging anyone for their 

starting spot. That being said, the team did a good job of picking spots for us to get 

into a game in these National tournaments. Bingo was called on to pinch run in a 

close game. He quickly put out his cigarette, stretched and proudly took his spot on 

first base. The next batter hit a deep fly ball. Bingo got back to the bag in time to tag 

up and attempt to take second base. He took off running for second, but it looked like 

his body was moving faster than his legs. Just a few steps off of first base, he fell 

down, hard. It took everything he had to scramble back to his feet and make it back 

to the first base bag. A few weeks early Ryno had described Bingo as ‘deceptively 

slow’, when he failed to score from second base on a double. He certainly confirmed 

the accuracy of that description.  

 

As you can imagine, with plays like that, we were knocked out of the tournament 

pretty quickly. So, we decided to take advantage of all that Panama Beach had to 

offer. Our first stop was Club La Vela, touted as the ‘Largest Nightclub in the USA’. 

It is located right on the beach, and has the largest pool I have ever seen. If you have 

watched any of MTV’s Spring Break shows, you have probably seen Club La Vela. 

We got there at mid-day, while it was busy, it was not crazy. After we each had a beer 

or two, we discovered that they sold mixed drinks in large buckets for twenty dollars. 

While these were intended to be shared, each of us got our own bucket. In fact, many 

of us had several. Then, out of nowhere, we heard an announcement for ‘Last Call’. 

We were all pretty confused, since it was 4:30 PM. Apparently, they close at 5:00 PM, 

and reopen at 7:00 PM. It seemed like just a way to get another cover charge from 

everyone. We all decided to go back to the hotel, get some food and freshen up to 

check out another club later that night.  

 

We met up with a high school pal of the Coventry fellas (Bingo, Byrnes, Ryno), who 

recommended another nightclub for us. I am pretty sure we ended up at Spinnaker 

Beach Club. It really wasn’t my kind of place. It had a huge dance floor, the music 

was pumping and I swear that they played “Hot in Here” about every other song, 

trying to entice the crowd to strip. I have vivid memories of Byrnes dancing and 

Bingo getting in trouble for falling asleep repeatedly. Like Bingo, the day drinking 



had taken a lot out of me and I was tired. Ultimately, I couldn’t take any more bad 

music, so I made my way to our rental car. It was locked, so I decided that I would 

lay down on the hood to get some rest. I had an early flight the following morning. 

Eventually, whoever I was riding with made their way to the car and we headed back 

to the condominium complex where we were staying. I went straight to bed, even 

though some guys were still up partying.  

 

When I booked my return flight home, 9:00 AM seemed reasonable. I failed to 

consider that the Tallahassee airport was a two-hour drive from Panama Beach, and 

that Tallahassee was in the Eastern time zone, while Panama Beach was on Central 

time. This meant that I had to be out the door no later than 5:00 AM CT to have any 

chance of making my flight.  

 

I was rooming with a guy named Ray. He joined the team after I left, so I had just 

met him that weekend. I noticed his bed was empty when I went to bed, but I heard 

him come in at some point in the night. When my alarm woke me at 4:30 AM, I was 

feeling a little rough. I stumbled into the bathroom, only to find Ray passed out on 

the toilet, with his pants around his ankles. It wasn’t a pretty site, but all I could do 

was laugh. I hopped in the shower, assuming the noise would wake him up, it did 

not. I continued my whole morning routine with Ray passed out on the commode. I 

packed my suitcase, but before I headed out the door, I stopped to write a note for 

my teammates. It read something like this “I had a great time! Thanks for inviting 

me down. Hope to see everyone again soon. Safe travels home. PS. Someone may 

want to check on Ray, he is passed out on the toilet! I checked, he was breathing.” It 

was a rough drive to Tallahassee, but I did make my flight home. Rumor has it that 

everyone was in rough shape for their flight back to Rhode Island later that day. For 

those wondering, Ray survived and made it home safely! Guapo didn’t fare as well. 

He got off the plane in Providence and went directly to the Emergency Room. He 

tried to blame his visit on a gas station sandwich he had eaten on the way to the 

airport, but I think it had more to do with dehydration from four straight days of 

nothing but beer and pizza.  

 

 

  



Chapter Twenty-four – Walking Distance to Gillette Stadium, I call BS! 

 

I do some dumb things from time to time, but one thing I try and do consistently is 

to plan ahead to avoid my friends or myself from driving after drinking.  So, as soon 

as I decided to fly to New England for a Patriots game in 2006, I started searching for 

hotels near Gillette Stadium.  I found an EconoLodge which advertised on its’ 

website that it was one mile from Gillette Stadium.  I would be going to the game 

with Dan, Steve and his close friend Ed.  We made plans to meet up at the motel 

early so that we could get in some tailgating before the game.   

 

When I took the exit off of route 495 onto route 1, I passed Gillette Stadium and 

started looking for the EconoLodge. I kept driving and driving. In fact, I thought I 

must’ve missed it and was about to turn around when I finally spotted it. It was 

clearly well more than a mile from Gillette Stadium. This did not go unnoticed by 

Dan, Steve nor Ed, as they all started bitching at me as soon as they arrived. There 

wasn’t much we could do except roll with it.  

 

We set up our tailgate in the motel parking lot, complete with a charcoal grill. We 

cracked open some beers as we cooked up some grub. Before long, it started to rain. 

Thankfully, the motel had an overhang that allowed us to move the grill and 

ourselves out of the rain. With full stomachs, and starting to feel the effects of the 

morning beers, it was time to head to the game. Not wanting to walk in the rain, we 

decided to summon a cab. On the ride to the stadium, we asked about setting up a 

return ride after the game. The cabbie told us to walk back to the same spot where he 

was dropping us off and there should be cabs waiting.  

 

The Patriots were playing the Jets, which is always a close game, regardless of the 

teams’ records. We grabbed a few overpriced beers and settled in to our seats just 

before kickoff. With a steady rain falling, it was a slow, sloppy game. But, it didn’t 

slow our drinking down at all. New England trailed the entire game. In the final 

minutes, trailing by a field goal, they managed to get the ball back. One of my cronies 

had to relieve himself to make room for his last beer. Not wanting to miss any of the 

last drive, he decided to try something I had never seen before. Because of the 

conditions, we all had long rain jackets. When we all stood to cheer on the Pats, he 

grabbed an empty beer cup, slipped it under his jacket and began to refill it. When 

the Pats called a timeout, the rest of us started to sit, but he yelled ‘keep standing’, as 

he wasn’t done yet. Things would have looked obvious if he was the only guy 



standing, with his hands under his jacket. When he finally finished, he put the warm 

cup of recycled beer on the ground, and almost immediately kicked it over. No one 

suspected a thing.  

 

The Patriots failed to convert on their final drive. The final score was 17-14, in favor 

of the New York Jets. We made our way out of the stadium, headed toward the spot 

where we could find a cab. We were not that surprised to find no awaiting cabs. We 

waited for a bit, hoping a ride might appear, to no avail. It was beginning to get dark, 

we were all wet, and it wasn’t getting any warmer. So, instead of standing around, we 

decided to start walking towards the motel. If you have ever been to Gillette, you 

know what a nightmare traffic is after a game. Route 1 is only a two lane road in each 

direction, so after the games, all lanes are converted to outbound travel to expedite 

traffic flow. Local residents use the breakdown lane for inbound traffic. This 

presented our biggest obstacle, besides being drunk of course. There are no sidewalks 

on Route 1, so we were walking in the breakdown lane, in the dark. Every time a 

vehicle was traveling inbound, we all had to climb over the guardrail to avoid 

becoming roadkill. This was complicated by a severe drop off of on the other side of 

rail of 75-80 feet. This would have been okay in the daylight, sober, but to say it was a 

challenge is an understatement. Steve tripped over a cable and gashed his left calf, 

which did not speed us up at all. After an hour or so, we spotted some lights up ahead 

that looked promising. As we got closer, we could tell it was some kind of bar or 

restaurant. We were definitely making a pit stop to freshen up our buzzes. The staff 

inside couldn’t believe we had walked there from Gillette. They got quite a laugh 

when we told them how we had to dodge cars by jumping the guardrail. I believe 

that we may have ordered some food, it’s difficult to be certain. After a few drinks, we 

got back to our journey towards the elusive EconoLodge. When we finally arrived, 

tired, wet and cold, we had missed all the 4:00 PM games. We all changed in to 

warm, dry, clothes and grabbed a cold beer from the cooler. I think we were all 

passed out by 9:00 PM.  

 

The next morning, after the worst continental breakfast spread I have ever seen, it 

was time to head for the airport. But, before heading to Boston, I decided to drive to 

Gillette Stadium and clock the mileage. As we suspected, it was nowhere near the 

one mile that we were promised. In fact, we had walked nearly four miles the 

previous night. Thanks for the painful blisters EconoLodge!  

 

 



Chapter Twenty-five – Choose Your Driver Carefully  

 

It was the Summer of 1995, my buddy Dan and I had been looking forward to the 

Allman Brothers Band show since the date was announced early in the Spring. Of 

course, that was before Dan broke his foot playing on our awful YMCA basketball 

team. Regardless, we were still planning on having a great time at the show. Cheryl, 

Dan’s girlfriend then, now wife, offered to drive us to the show, about an hour away.  

We packed the car with coolers and food and hit the road pretty early. Along the way, 

we stopped in Providence to pick up another friend, Massey.  

 

We pulled into the parking lot at Great Woods in Mansfield, MA just after noon for 

the 7:00 PM show. We were only the third car in the entire lot. In hindsight, perhaps 

seven hours of tailgating is a bit much, but I digress. We set up our camp chairs 

around our cooler and cracked open some beers. We were a de facto welcome party 

for everyone arriving to the lot. We met some very interesting people who we drank 

with all day.  

 

By the time we decided to head into the venue, we realized that Cheryl was in rough 

shape. But, we figured that we would get her some food and water inside, and she 

would have a few hours to sober up. I practically carried Cheryl into the show on my 

back. Don’t forget, Dan’s was on crutches, with his foot in a cast. We grabbed some 

food and drinks, and found a suitable spot on the lawn for our blanket.  

 

Almost immediately after the band went on, Cheryl announced that she had to use 

the bathroom. I am not sure why Massey didn’t go with her, but I did. We stumbled 

our way through the crowd, eventually making it to the line of port-o-johns. We 

reversed the navigation and finally made it back to our blanket, after what seemed 

like an eternity. A short time later, Cheryl had to use the bathroom again. She 

seemed to be doing better, so we let her go by herself. It was the last we would see 

her for the rest of the night.  

 

While the Allman Brothers Band was putting on a great show, it was difficult to 

enjoy it, knowing that Cheryl was ‘missing’. Our expectation was that she had 

returned to the car, and we would catch up after the show. We stayed until the end of 

the show, then hurried back to the car. We were surprised to find the car empty, with 

Cheryl nowhere in sight. There were still plenty of people filing out of the show, so 

we still expected her to emerge from the crowd. When that didn’t happen after a 



while, I decided to hunt down a police officer for some advice. I found one and asked 

if anyone had been injured or arrested. He pulled out a list from his pocket and asked 

for her full name. Moments later, he said “Yes, we have her.” He went on to explain 

that Cheryl had been found crying, alone, on a bench, apparently unable find us after 

visiting the restroom. Because she was alone and intoxicated, she was taken into 

protective custody, and brought to the town jail. I asked about the process of getting 

her out. He responded that it was as easy as driving down to the Police Station and 

signing her out. The only problem was that Cheryl, as our driver, had the keys. The 

jail was only one mile away, but with Dan on crutches, walking wasn’t really an 

option.  

 

I walked back to the car to get Dan and Massey up to speed. Just then, a BMW 

slowly cruised by with only the driver inside. I flagged him down, and explained our 

situation. Amazingly, he agreed to drive the three of us to the police station. Not 

wanting to push our luck, we didn’t ask him to give us a ride back. We realized that 

Cheryl was not the only one taken into protective custody that night. There was a 

line of people waiting to pick up their friends. The process was pretty quick and 

painless, at least for us. We were able to grab a cab and get back to Cheryl’s car pretty 

easily. Massey was kind enough to drive us home safely.  

 

  



Chapter Twenty-six – The Guys Behind the Tap 

 

The Bon Vue Inn, in Narragansett, RI was one of our favorite bars in college for a 

number of reasons. They had live music nearly every Friday night. They had Howie, 

who is still the best bartender I have ever seen work a crowded bar. And if that 

wasn’t enough, they had dollar drinks every Thursday from 8:00 PM to 10:00 PM. 

For those reasons, and more, my college friends Dan, Mike, Paco, Shitty and I were 

regular fixtures at bar, so much so, that we had our own seats. We always sat directly 

behind the beer taps. If folks were sitting in our seats when we arrived, Howie would 

find them other seats at the bar. It wasn’t until years later that Howie told us that he 

and the Bon Vue staff referred to us collectively as ‘The guys behind the tap’.  

 

 
 

In the 1993/1994 school year, every Thursday night unfolded the same way. Dan, 

Mike, Paco and I would start off at the Mews Tavern to take advantage of two-for-

one burger night, and wash down the burgers with some draft beers of course. We 

would then head back to a rental house on Angell road that those guys shared, to 

have some more beers and play some darts. Shitty would either be at the house 

already, or arrive shortly after us. From 8:00-8:30 PM we were tuned in to The 

Simpsons. At 8:30 PM we would bolt out the door to get to the Bon Vue to take 

advantage of the dollar drinks until 10:00 PM.  

 

While the five of us were regulars, we would often have a few others that would join 

us. We would all file in, picking up a glass from ‘Mama Bon Vue’ as we walked 



through the front door. We made our way to our regular seats behind the tap. To 

make it easy for Howie, we all drank rum and Cokes. Some guys liked lime, some 

didn’t. We would all place our glasses on the bar, and Howie would ask just one 

question, “How many limes?” Once he had that answer, it set into motion a drinking 

frenzy for the next hour. Every few minutes, Howie would glance over and see if we 

needed another round. If one or more guys was slacking behind, he let them know. 

To Howie, there was no such thing as a partial round. Everyone was peer pressured 

to finish their drinks so that they could be all refilled at once. I believe that the record 

for most rum and Cokes between our arrival (approximately 8:45 PM) and the end of 

the dollar special at 10:00 PM was fourteen. That equates to one drink every five 

minutes for over an hour. I would not suggest that you try this anytime soon. This 

behavior did not come without casualties. We had a streak of seven weeks in a row 

where someone in our group puked inside, or just outside the bar. The most 

impressive of which was Mike puking into a beer bottle, without making a mess. 

Now that takes skill.  

 

After the dollar drinks were over, we typically stuck around for a beer or two, then 

headed back to Angell Road for some drunk Sega golf. Despite the fact that I lived 

only a mile away, on Thursdays, I often slept on their couch. Shitty would nearly 

always grab some sort of random food from their kitchen (Oreos, cereal, crackers, 

etc.) and somehow make the drive home to Bonnet Shores. One Friday morning, 

Shitty woke up on a sheet in his living room, butt naked, covered in Oreo cookie 

crumbs. I would love to say that he is lucky to be alive, but none of us have heard 

from him since 1995. I am hoping that he is somewhere in a neighborhood bar, 

sitting with some guys behind the tap.  

 

Here is one of my favorite exchanges from a random Thursday night at the Bon Vue 

when an acquaintance named Watson joined us for the first time; 

 

Howie: “Hey new guy, drink up. You are lagging behind!”  

Watson: “I like to enjoy my rum and Cokes.”  

Mike: “Enjoy ‘em after 10:00!” 

Watson: “This isn’t going to be good!” 

 

 



Chapter Twenty-seven – My First Arrest 

 

It was the Spring of 1992 and the weather was warming up, so my fellow dorm rats 

and myself were itching to spend some time outside after a long winter. It was a 

Friday night, so instead of the usual dorm room drinking games, we decided to pack 

up our beer and head down to Point Judith and do some drinking by the old 

lighthouse.  

 

After a few hours of drinking by the lighthouse, we decided to head back to campus. 

But, as we headed down Ocean Rd, I decided to take advantage of the full moon and 

stop by Hazard Rock. The Hazard Rock area is known for having great ocean views, 

tremendous fishing, but most of all, as the name implies, for being a hazardous area. 

What appears to be a flat expanse of rock is really the top of an underwater cavern. 

The rocks are slick and the cave beneath creates incredible current and invites 

crashing waves, both of which are responsible for the majority of drownings here. 

Because of the history of accidents in this area, the Narragansett Police Department 

has installed an emergency telephone with a direct line to them.  

 

In retrospect, it was probably a bad idea to head to this area after we all had been 

drinking. I can say for certain that if I had it to do over again, I would keep heading 

north on Ocean Rd, and not divert down Hazard Avenue. My thought was to take a 

quick walk out to the rocks’ edge, check out the view, then head back to campus. I 

walked down to the water’s edge, then glanced back over my shoulder. I was startled 

to see my friend Bob walking towards me with a large wooden box in hand. He had 

apparently ripped the emergency phone from the post that I had passed on the way 

to the water. I scrambled back up to his location as I was telling him that we needed 

to put it back. As soon as we got back to the post and tried to reattach the phone, 

Narragansett PD showed up.  

 

I knew that this situation would be difficult to explain, I just didn’t realize how 

difficult it would be. What I didn’t know was, prior to dislodging the phone from the 

pole, Bob had picked up the receiver, instantly connecting him with Narragansett 

PD Dispatch. As if alerting them of our presence was not bad enough, he apparently 

told the Dispatcher “There is a ninja with a samurai sword down at the beach”. 

When the responding officers told me this, I immediately realized two things; 1) Bob 

was much more drunk than I thought and 2) I may not be able to talk myself out of 

this trouble, despite my innocence.  



 

The next hour was painful, to say the least. While I was trying to be respectful and 

cooperative, Bob was belligerent and combative. This didn’t help the situation. I 

understand that it was tough, if not impossible, for the officers to know who had 

called them and subsequently separated the phone from its proper home. But, when 

one officer told me that he recognized my voice from taking the call, I lost my 

patience. I said “First and foremost, I didn’t make any phone call. Second, do you 

really think I believe that you are answering the phone and then going out on 

patrol?”. While my points were valid, I don’t think they were appreciated by the 

officers, since this is when Bob and I were placed in handcuffs and escorted to the 

back seat of the patrol car.  

 

 
 

Things didn’t get much better after we reached the Police Department. We were 

booked, fingerprinted and placed in separate holding cells. Occasionally, an officer 

would come by and ask us random questions. Bob continued his belligerent 

behavior, responding to every question by repeating his name, home address and 

Social Security number, as is he was a military Prisoner of War. It made for a long 

night.  

 



Mercifully, at 8:00 AM we were finally released on our own recognizance, with an 

understanding that we would appear for a court date the following week. We shared 

a silent taxi ride back to campus. I was scheduled for work at Douglas Drug that 

morning, which meant I had time for a quick shower and I was off to work without 

much sleep at all. I feel bad for whatever pharmacist I worked with that morning, I 

cannot imagine that I was much help.  

 

The following week, Bob and I had our preliminary hearing where we both plead 

Not Guilty to a charge of Destruction of Public Property. We were assigned the same 

Public Defender, which I objected to. I considered it a conflict of interest to have the 

same lawyer represent two clients accused of the same crime, particularly because 

one of us was innocent (me), and one was guilty. Bob agreed, and his family decided 

to hire him a lawyer. Thankfully, his lawyer got him to admit that he acted alone in 

removing the emergency phone. He paid a substantial fine, and all charges against 

me were dropped. Bob’s family pulled him out of school and I never heard from him 

again.  

  



Chapter Twenty-eight – Headed to the Bar at 6AM? Why Not!  

 

In Rhode Island, 94WHJY has been the most popular mainstream rock radio station 

as long as I can remember. Like many rock stations, they have a zany morning show 

targeted at young adults. Their show is hosted by ‘Paul and Al’, and has been since 

the early 1990’s. Back when the show was new, they would do live broadcasts at 

various locations, trying to drum up a following.  

 

In 1994, on the Thursday before the University of Rhode Island’s Spring Break, they 

began an annual tradition of broadcasting live from the Ocean Mist Beach Bar. Did I 

mention that this is a morning show? That meant that the doors of one of my favorite 

watering holes would be open at 6AM. There was no way that I was going to miss 

that!  

 

I set my alarm for a time much earlier than ever did for any college class, or job. My 

pals and I strolled into the Mist shortly after they opened. None of us were Bloody 

Mary fans, so it was a round of Red Stripes for us. Since it was the inaugural event, 

we didn’t really know what to expect. The morning started pretty tamely, with Paul 

and Al doing their usual bits and occasionally egging on the crowd to make some 

noise.  

 

After everyone got lubed up a bit, Paul and Al started engaging the crowd more. 

They decided to have an on-air belching contest. As soon as they announced the 

contest, I saw my buddy Shitty’s eyes nearly pop out of his head. Then, out of 

nowhere, he sprinted out the front door of the bar. A few minutes later, he returned 

with the biggest shit-eating grin. He reached into his coat, being careful to conceal 

from others, and pulled out a ‘fart machine’ It was a small toy with several buttons, 

each of which would emit a different type of fart sound when pressed. Shitty 

immediately entered the belching contest, keeping the device concealed under his 

coat. When his turn came, he was able to get in two different “belches”, before his 

device was spotted. He was quickly disqualified from the contest, drawing boos from 

the growing audience.  

 

After that fun was over, Paul and Al announced that the next contest would be to 

determine Rhode Island’s hairiest back. I was pretty shy back then, so I really had no 

interest in taking my shirt off in front of a bunch of strangers. But, my idiot friends 

were not taking ‘no’ for an answer. So, after a couple more beers, I was up on stage 



showing off the hairiest back in Rhode Island. That’s right, I won! After a bunch of 

high fives, and several more beers, the rest of the day is a bit cloudy, as you might 

expect.  

 

When the Spring of 1995 rolled around, I had no choice but to head back to the Mist 

to defend my title. I am happy to report that my title defense was successful! Of 

course, that meant I was the two time defending champion in 1996. This was a 

particularly memorable contest. When Paul and Al called for contestants to come 

forward, only myself and one other guy came forward. By 1996, I was already shaving 

my head, so my competitor, with a full head of curly black hair, was brimming with 

confidence. He and his pal were beyond confident, they were downright cocky, 

talking shit about how they would win hands down. That is when my buddy Steve 

simply chuckled and explained to them that they didn’t realize that they were in over 

their heads. Steve offered to give them a preview, and raised my shirt sleeve, 

revealing my ridiculously hairy shoulder. I can still see the horrified look on the 

dude’s face. He immediately conceded, and that’s how I won my third consecutive 

hairiest back title, without having to even remove my shirt. I immediately announced 

my retirement from competition, going out undefeated!  

  



Chapter Twenty-nine – URI Dining Halls 

 

I guess you could say that I had a Love-Hate relationship with URI’s Dining Halls. I 

loved tacos, and hated pretty much everything else. A few of the awful meals that 

really stick in my brain from my three years living on campus; 

 

‘Chicken’ Stir Fry – To this day I have not encountered chicken with the 

texture of this stir fry mystery meat.  It had the toughness and grain of a two-

dollar steak. And, I swear there were less squirrels around after stir fry night.  

 

Chinese Chicken Wings – It didn’t help that they were grayish-black, and still 

had remnants of feathers on them. But my biggest issue with them was that 

they were covered in some kind of ‘sauce’ that was more like glue. It was 

impossible to eat them without having tons of napkin pieces stuck all over your 

hands.  

 

Deep Fried Provolone – What nutrition expert thinks deep frying a slab of 

cheese and covering it in tomato sauce makes an acceptable entrée? And to 

make it worse, it was always served on Fridays. I can assure you that it didn’t 

make a good base for drinking a lot of cheap beer.  

 

Hope Burgers – URI had a pretty good idea when they designated Hope 

Dining Hall as an alternative to the regular menu selection. They offered hot 

dogs and hamburgers every day for lunch and dinner. This would have been 

great, had they not used the lowest graded meat allowed for human 

consumption, barely above dog food. It is not surprising that it had a near 

instant laxative effect. Enough said.  

 

Turkey Divan – We affectionately called this “turkey with tree in the middle”. 

Try to imagine two slices of deli turkey wrapped around two of the largest 

pieces of broccoli ever grown, then covered in a slimy yellow sauce. This was 

by far the worst meal served.  

 

Based on my disdain for Turkey Divan, I am delighted to share the following story 

about how it has been removed from the menu rotation at all URI Dining Halls. In 

the Spring of 2001, I was invited to a co-worker’s bachelor’s party. It was going to 

include outdoor paintball, which sounded fun, so I decided to go despite not knowing 



anyone else there besides the Bachelor. I arrived early and was introduced to a few of 

the fellas. As we waited for others to arrive, we made idle conversation. One of the 

guys revealed that he was the Director of URI Dining Services. He must have seen 

my eyes widen, because he assured me that I wouldn’t hurt his feelings if I had 

something negative to say about the food. He seemed like a genuine guy, so I decided 

to tell him how much my friends and I hated “turkey with tree in the middle”. He 

laughed and then told me that I should be very happy hear that it had been removed 

from the menu rotation several years earlier. Apparently, fed-up with this awful meal, 

the student-body decided to send a message about their displeasure by filling all of 

the suggestion boxes in Butterfield Dining Hall with the slimy entrée. Score one for 

URI students. If only we had thought of that years earlier!  

 

My favorite dining hall story focuses on Steve’s good friend Mark. He wasn’t around 

much, but when he was, we always had a good time. One afternoon, Mark started 

drinking earlier than the rest of us, and by dinner time was quite drunk, or as we 

called it “krailed”. We headed to dinner, thinking that may sober Mark up a bit. It 

was ‘Burrito Bar’ night, where you were given a choice of protein and some soft 

tortilla shells and went to a station to select from all your fixings. When I tell you that 

Mark filled his burrito with everything possible, I am not kidding. Besides the 

ground beef and all the standard fixings, cheese, peppers, salsa, sour cream, etc., Mark 

started grabbing stuff off other guys’ plates, like tater tots and Captain Crunch. As he 

went in for his first bite, I saw Steve try to stop him, without success. Before Mark 

took his next bite, Steve reached into Mark’s burrito and pulled out a fork that Mark 

had unwittingly folded in. I’m sure glad that Steve noticed that Mark’s fork was 

missing.  

 



Chapter Thirty – Driving Blind 

 

In the Spring of 2003, my buddy Brian and I headed down to Blacksburg, VA to 

visit our friend Mike. We decided to take a couple of canoes out on to the New River. 

I had lost a contact lens in Vegas the weekend before, so until I got a replacement, I 

was stuck wearing my glasses. While this wasn’t optimal for the river, I didn’t think it 

would be an issue. Brian and I had a cooler of beer in the boat, the sun was shining, it 

was a beautiful day. Then, as we approached a rocky area, Mike and his wife warned 

us to be careful. Two minutes later, we flipped the canoe and we were both in the 

river. Standing on the rocks, each holding on to the canoe, we both decided it was 

wise to put on our life vests, which we had sitting in the boat.  Thankfully, we had 

tied down the cooler, so our beer was safe. Unfortunately, my glasses were not tied 

down, and thus were not safe. In the tumble out of the boat, they were knocked free 

and have been lost to the New River forever. The rest of that day and night was fun. 

But the four-hour drive home on Sunday with only one contact in was anything but 

fun. I have learned my lesson and never travel without a spare set of contact lenses.  

  



Chapter Thirty-one – Perfect Timing  

 

My friend Mike was living in Utah in the late 1990s when he got engaged. When he 

came back to New England for the holidays, a few of us decided on a night out in 

Providence to celebrate. After dinner and a few drinks, we walked over to the 

Providence Civic Center to catch the Providence Bruins hockey game. We ran into a 

sketchy looking dude who was willing to sell us five tickets at $7 each. Dan did the 

math for him, duping him into believing that we only owed $25. We made the 

exchange and headed inside. We each grabbed a draft beer and headed in the 

direction of our seats, with low expectations. An usher offered his help and asked us 

to follow him to our seats. Surprisingly, he kept walking towards ice level, until he 

finally stopped at the first row. Somehow, we lucked into seats along the glass for $5 

each. Just as we sat down, the puck was dropped to start the game. We weren’t 

settled into our seats for five minutes when a fight broke out along the boards directly 

in front of us. We could not have timed it more perfectly. We sucked down many 

more beers during the game, but eventually made it back to Dan’s house where we 

all crashed for the night.  

 

The next morning, we are all drinking our coffees at Dan’s house, telling Dan’s 

girlfriend the story from the night before, when the local TV station started showing 

highlights of the Providence Bruins game. Almost on cue, they cut to the fight. And 

you clearly see the five of us clowns in the background, banging on the glass. Perfect 

timing!  

  



Chapter Thirty-two – Mustang Sally’s 

 

In the Spring of 1991, my cronies and I were looking for something different than 

drinking and playing cards on a Friday night. Steve, Bart, Paco and I piled into my 

car and made the twenty-minute drive to Mustang Sally’s in Cranston, RI. We 

affectionately called it “Stretchmark Sally’s” in deference to the older women who 

frequented the club. After a few hours, I was tired of the club and wanted to head 

back to the dorm so I could continue drinking, without having to drive. The issue 

was that Steve and I had separated from Bart and Paco. We made a few rounds 

through the club, without finding them. Frustrated by this, Steve and I drove back to 

campus. With nothing exciting going on in the dorm, I went to bed. A bit later, I was 

awoken by the telephone ringing. Bart was on the other end of the line, yelling at me 

for abandoning he and Paco. I agreed to drive back to pick them up, but the club was 

too far off the highway. I told them to make their way to the Casa Lupita parking lot, 

which was not exactly close, but was right off the exit ramp, making it easier for me. I 

pulled up about thirty minutes later, only to find them both asleep in the bushes out 

in front of the restaurant. It was a long ride home listening to Bart bitch the whole 

way. In hindsight, it was pretty lame of me to leave them there.  

  



Chapter Thirty-three – Ghetto Golf Part Two 

 

In 2013, Greg and I were headed to the US Open outside of Philadelphia. We 

decided to get a head start on the weekend by going up to Baltimore to catch a Red 

Sox-Orioles game on Thursday. Before the game, we wanted to get in a round of 

golf. We found a course that wasn’t far from the Inner Harbor. As we drove to the 

course, we started to notice we were driving through some rough neighborhoods. 

When you see a lot of Bail Bondsman, Pawn Shops and abandoned houses, you 

know the area isn’t exactly affluent. We pressed on and made it to the Clifton Park 

golf course, which actually looked nice.  

 

 
 

The front nine was enjoyable, but things changed when we got to the tenth hole. 

There was a security guard stationed at the hole, which was a bit unnerving. We 

could see that the course was separated from a series of row houses by a chain link 

fence. There was some sort of disturbance going on at one of the row houses, as 

evidenced by the slew of police cars out front. We played the tenth hole at a record 

pace, trying to distance ourselves from this particularly shady area.  

 

  



While all this was going on, we weren’t paying much attention to the helicopter that 

had been following overhead for a few holes. We joked that it was probably a police 

helicopter, but we went about playing our game. Once we started hearing 

announcements from the helicopter, it became impossible to ignore. The first 

announcement that we could clearly understand was something like “Lay down on 

the ground with your hands over your head!” There were others like “We have you 

surrounded, you must surrender.” We never saw the subject that they were chasing, 

but he had to have been close by. We don’t know if they ever caught him, by hole 

fifteen all was quiet.  

 

 
 

The tee box on eighteen offered a spectacular view of the Baltimore skyline. 

Unfortunately, it also provided a spectacular view of the impending rain storm. We 

hurriedly finished the last hole before speeding to Greg’s truck. As we loaded our 

clubs in, the skies opened up with a fury.  

 

We drove back to our hotel in the Inner Harbor through a tremendous 

thunderstorm. But, there was no way that we were stopping in the hood. We made it 

back to the hotel safely and enjoyed a late lunch with some beers at the hotel bar. 

The storm blew through in time for the Red Sox game that night. All in all, I would 

call that a successful day. But, I wouldn’t push my luck by playing another round at 

that ghetto golf course.  



Chapter Thirty-four – Quick Hits 

 

I have been lucky enough to experience a lot my lifetime. Some may not warrant an 

entire dedicated chapter, but they certainly are worthy of sharing.  

 

I was invited to a wedding by the bride’s father to ensure that he got his money's 

worth from the open bar. I did not disappoint!  

 

I once changed a flat tire without using a jack. My pals Mike, Dan and Brian lifted 

the rear quarter of the car as I changed the tire. 

 

I missed a day of work because I was tracking a bear with a radio collar through the 

woods of West Virginia, unfortunately we didn’t find her. My buddy Dan and I were 

lucky enough to handle her abandoned bear cubs before they were successfully 

‘adopted’ by another mother bear.  

 
 

Most people probably don’t know that I've been both to a Barry Manilow and 

Debbie Gibson concert.  

 

In college I was beaten-up by a pizza delivery guy, and he had every reason and right 

to do so. 



 

I was given a shot of tequila and milk on my 21st birthday. I did it, and somehow 

didn’t get ill. It was worse than the tequila and Tabasco shots that we used to do for 

‘fun’.  

 

I was so well known for wearing cargo shorts, flannel shirt and hiking boots every day 

of the year that my company secretly planned a ‘dress like jay' day where nearly every 

employee dressed liked me. It was quite entertaining.  

 

Some people sleepwalk. I once sleepdrove….it didn’t end well.  

 

I was ‘shot’ at a murder mystery dinner in Las Vegas. During that same show, the 

part of Britney Spears was played by my buddy Gaspar.  

 

When I left my job in Rhode Island to move to Virginia, I quoted the Allman 

Brothers Band in my resignation letter. “I'm gonna hit the road, adios my friend. Go 

someplace and start all over again.” 

 

I walked home > 11 miles from the Richmond NASCAR race, via the interstate.  

 

While wading in the surf, drinking beers, in Aruba, we met a guy who went to the 

prom with my mother in law in Virginia. On that same trip, we ran into our former 

next door neighbor at the pool bar. It really is a small world after all.  

 

In the mid-1990s, the company I worked for had Boston Celtics season tickets. I was 

lucky to get them pretty frequently. I would go to three or four games each month, 

particularly when the weather was bad and no one else wanted to go. I was tired of 

over paying for beers, so I started smuggling in Captain Morgan and buying Cokes at 

the Garden. But, that wasn’t good enough. One night, my friend Marty was able to 

smuggle in an entire two-liter of Coca-Cola, saving us each another five bucks!  

 

If you are wondering what balsamic vinegar smells like when its poured onto a 

bandage and heated in the microwave, it's awful! My college roommate thought it 

was a good idea, it wasn’t!  

 

Don’t try and drink beer in the ‘Family Section’ at Fenway Park! Apparently, they 

take that shit pretty seriously!  

 



In 1995, I was alone outside of the Excalibur Casino in Las Vegas when a group of 

drunk assholes decided that I should get a beating for having a shaved head. I am 

eternally grateful for the Valet attendant who stepped in and kicked them off the 

property, saving me from what surely would have been a bad day!  

 

In 2007, Deb and I were married at the Flamingo Hotel and Casino in Las Vegas, 

NV. The Red Sox were playing the Yankees that weekend. As a diehard fan, I 

arranged to have a TV at our reception so we could keep an eye on the game. Not 

only did I wear a Red Sox tie, but my groomsmen and I wore Red Sox jerseys for the 

reception. This resulted in my favorite wedding photo. We also reenacted the photo 

on the field at Fenway Park in 2016. 

  
 

Somehow, Steve’s brother Dan got away with walking through the front door of our 

door with a full keg for Super Bowl XXVI in 1992.Not surprisingly, the only thing 

that I remember from that Super Bowl is doing keg stands in Steve’s dorm room.  

 

One of my favorite quotes from my college days comes from my good friend Doug. 

“Yes, I have morals. But, they are soluble in alcohol.  

I frequented my 8:00 AM Physics class so little that I was actually asked for ID by 

the professor during the final exam. Apparently, since he didn’t remember ever 

seeing me, he thought I was taking the exam for someone else. For what it’s worth, I 

passed the exam and the class with a B average.  

 

My 30th birthday celebration was at the Atwood Avenue softball field in Cranston, 

RI. That was my favorite cake of all time because it had candles that resembled 

Miller Lite cans.  

 



I once missed a connecting flight in St. Louis, MO because a bag of mail fell off of a 

Postal truck and scattered on the runway. Because it was U. S. Mail, we had to sit 

and wait for a Postal worker to be located to come gather the fallen mail.  

 

If your job ever requires you to go to Fargo, ND in January, just quit. I got suckered 

into going, and it was awful!  

 

I am not sure why, but in college we enjoyed drinking beer from a funnel, made from 

a rubber chicken. Her name was Ethyl.  

 

 
 

I will always love my Memere (grandmother) and Pepere (grandfather), but in 

retrospect, learning to play poker and visit the race track beginning at age 5 may have 

something to do with my annual Vegas trips. 

 

In college, a group of us would occasionally get drunk and sneak onto the practice 

football field, turn on the lights and play tackle football. We were far more successful 

doing this versus sneaking into the gym to play basketball where we would 

inevitability be caught about five minutes after starting to play.  

 

  



I thought being drunk and watching karaoke at Ping’s Chinese restaurant in 

Uncasville, CT was fun. But, watching my friend Jim forcing down an undercooked 

T-Bone steak that he ‘won’, close to midnight, made it genuinely hilarious! And 

that’s not even my favorite part of the photo. The look on our friend Jamie’s face is 

priceless.  

 

 
 

I walked backwards from a bar in downtown Manassas, VA to my friend Brian’s 

apartment, over two miles away. Brian did a great job acting as my spotter, alerting 

me of all obstacles. I am not sure why, but it was fun.  

 

One random night in the early 1990s, my cronies and I were in a bar in Providence, it 

was apparently some poor guy’s 21st birthday. The bartender lined up twenty-one 

shots on the bar and refused to serve anyone else until birthday boy did all the shots. 

I will give him credit for a valiant effort, but thankfully the bartender set up a 

trashcan at the end of the bar.  

  



When the servers at a Mexican restaurant in Phoenix, AZ kept forgetting about 

Gaspar and I and repeatedly shut the lights off in our section, we exacted our revenge 

by stealing a decorative plate from the wall. It became an engagement gift for my 

friend Mike, which still hangs in his kitchen today.  

 

 
 

I hope you enjoyed my stories. Remember, if you enjoyed my work, please leave a 

comment, share the link with a friend, and feel free to make a small donation. Now 

go out and make some memories for yourself. Thank you for reading!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


