
Early one Thursday morning in the middle of February,  everyone but 
Mike had their bags packed, ready to make our way to the airport and a 
charter plane headed to Nassau, the Bahamas. The old man was now the 
Potentate  –  the  top  dog,  for  those  unfamiliar  with  the  hierarchy  of 
Shrinedom...the old man’s reign was going to be travel and party. Hey, 
we hadn’t been on a family vacation for four years, so it was time, except 
for Mike. The rift between Dad and Mike had been festering for a few 
years and this was just the latest in the growing feud; even though Mike 
had been invited, it was no secret that Dad hoped he wouldn’t want to go. 
Dad wasn’t disappointed. Oh, well.

Nevertheless, I enthusiastically grabbed each bag and stuffed it 
in the trunk of the car. I was ready. We were going to leave the frigid 
chill of the Midwest behind and be in the warm, sunny Carribean in a 
matter of hours. Let’s get the f***ing lead out,  people! Sunburns and 
mai-tais are calling! Let’s go!! - page 54

 We walked out  of  the  airport  into  the  hot  sun  and,  with  no 
sunglasses, everything seemed to take on a strange, bleached tone. Dad 
approached a cab and the driver emerged from behind the wheel on the 
right side of the cab and spouted something in a lilting, strangely British 
accent. Dad asked him if he knew where the motel was, naming it. The 
cab driver responded with that same lilting, strangely British accent some 
words that were unintelligible to any of us. Dad started to ask him again 
and was getting audibly and visibly upset, until a constable stepped up 
and assured Dad in a less lilting but still strangely British accent that the 
driver knew where the motel was and would take us right to the lobby 
entrance. Driving at a good clip but not reckless by any means, the cab-
bie had us right before the lobby entrance of the motel in about twenty 
minutes. Dad was certainly pleased and gave him a good tip after he lif-
ted the last of our bags from the trunk and said, “Thank you.”

“Ya welcum,” he smiled...
... Dad and another guy appeared at the door. With them was a 

cart loaded with beer. Jeff and I were going to lose our bathtub and we 
were going to have to make some trips to the ice center for buckets of ice 
with the worst of it all being that we would spend the rest of the vacation 
with alcohol in our room, an obvious teenage infraction. Poor us. The 
other guy turned out to be the group lush and he turned to me and said,  
“Okay, you’re in charge of the beer tub, which means you have to keep it 
iced and let us know when it’s getting low. For that, you can have one 
every once in a while.”

I looked at the old man as he nodded his head and I replied, “We 
can do that, but anybody that wants a beer’s gotta show us ID.”

- pages 55-56


