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The writings and photos of Jochen Rueckert are short stills of a life in music constantly in motion. They remind us of
the comic tragedy of our time and strip away the romanticism associated with the touring musician. Whilst taking off
my shoes for another security check or answering another endless hotel questionnaire  I have often meditated on the
absurdity of my situation as a traveling musician and wondered how I could relay this ongoing nightmare. The wait is
over. Now Rueckert strikes back with this series of anecdotes and views into his traveling life that set the record
straight. Too often we let banality and ignorance go by unpunished, here is a man who has just about had enough.

As a jazz drummer he has reached the heights of his profession, playing with musicians the world over. His talents
as a writer and photographer are here revealed for the first time in this small limited edition. I had to ask myself, what
brings Rueckert,often imitated and marveled at for his flawless technique and profound sense of time, to suddenly
change the drum sticks for the pen and open up for us the reader a new perspective on the travelling musician?
Perhaps it is the countless people who remark on how fascinating it must be to be constantly on the road playing
concerts. Was it simply one nightmare flight or one early check-out too many that inspired him? Or perhaps he simply
wanted something different to a CD to sell after the concerts. Either way, it is an honor for me, to write a few words
introducing this work.

This book consists of 8 short stories and over a hundred self portraits made by Rueckert in hotel rooms around the
globe. For over 12 years since he relocated from Cologne to New York he has been touring extensively with a myriad
of bands. The situations he describes are I am sure ones that have been repeated in various forms throughout his
touring life. Sad, tragic even, but true. Having been with him in several of these scenes I can testify to their full accu-
racy, and would even go as far as to say that he has still left the big guns for the next series of writings. Should the
need arise, I am sure Rueckert has enough material for volumes.

Foreword
by Hayden Chisholm
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Born and raised in Germany, Rueckert is firmly rooted in the Teutonic tradition of exact analysis and thoroughness.
Translating these faculties into English gives us wonderfully complex phrases that are closer to Thomas Mann than
Elvin Jones. His knowledge of aircraft which usually greatly exceeds that of the average stewardess provides for some
marvelous entertainment onboard. Roller coasters, breakfast buffets and other modern absurdities are described with
an encyclopedic vigor: "the ride's main feature is a corkscrew and was built by the California based company Arrow
Dynamics, though named plainly "Arrow" at the time of erection". 
The buoyant chatty Australian on the plane with sunglasses, the stewardess called Jennifer, the cocky promoters and
over-sexed band members all spring to life as characters because they are so real. No one in these scenes escapes
the magnifying glass of Rueckert´s all-perceiving eye and ruthless wit. 
We are constantly reminded of the maxim "the more you know, the more you suffer" and almost wish on our protago-
nist the  "Xanax-induced half-sleep" he speaks of to relieve him of the pain of communicating with the half-dead in the
world he describes. Our sympathy goes out to him however, as he constantly tries to diffuse situations with his soft
manners, come to the aid of his band members, and sometimes even accepts blame himself : "you return to your room
to find it might have been your own mistake, not having slid the card through the reader at the optimal speed."
The photographic oeuvre of Rueckert is another art form deserving of the same level of analysis present in his writing.
His approach is simple : First shot, best shot. In each of the countless Hotel rooms he has frequented he allows him-
self only one shot through the self timer mechanism of his small digital camera. We can see in the 108 prints the
breadth of visual imagination of the artist; perspective and composition are dealt with in an intuitive and playful way. 
There is a deathly silence that pervades these prints, the kind of silence that we can feel, not hear. It is perhaps not so
far from the loneliness and isolation of Moench´s "The Scream", only there is no outward scream here; instead,  the
drummer is usually sitting , red bull in hand, contemplating something we can only guess at. In light of the texts that
accompany these prints, I have the feeling that something has either just happened or is about to happen to the pro-
tagonist. The sterile emptiness of these hotel rooms is the only haven from the numbing ignorance of the outside world,
on- or offstage.
The symbolism in the compositions is never far away. New Testaments versions tossed on the floor, empty cymbal
cases, or the beautiful reflection of the sailboat in the dirty Izmir Sea next to the room resembling a prison cell all point
to bitter isolation, longing, and silent retreat from the cacophonous bilge of the touring life.
The bitter sweet taste of reality is never far away and the moments of relief in Rueckert´s world are short lived, just as
the moment of orgasm passes one by before we know it, leaving us lonely and vulnerable.
"The exhilaration of arriving in the southern hemisphere in mid-summer is tainted by the thought of the reverse effect
you will eventually experience on your way home, arriving in NYC in the middle of winter".
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Antwerp
Upon entering the 757 that will take you from Newark to Brussels, you realize other passengers have the
exact same concerned look that you probably have on their face, wondering how Continental has managed to
configure such a small narrow body aircraft to fly across the Atlantic.Last time you ended up in a 757 to
California you were complaining to your fellow band members about having to sit through 5 h in this flying tuna
can, which Continental had the audacity to not equip with even the most basic and widely taken for granted
features such as adjustable headrests so you will have to attempt to get some rest in the most awkward spine
twisting position possible.You later try to jokingly make a comment about it, carefully weaving in Continental's
add campaign boasting their providence of pillows, as you hand over $5 for your red wine that really should be
part of the dinner, but it is lost on the cabin attendant, whose name is Jennifer. The pilot informs you that we
are looking at 7.5 h flying time, and you know a bigger sized aircraft like, say a 777 would have made it in 6.5
h due to its higher cruising speed. In your Xanax induced half-sleep you contemplate the other pluses a larger
aircraft would have had, such as personal screens, 1 seat neighbour instead of 2, smoother flight during turbu-
lence, fuel efficiency and such. You also try to draw parallels between the poor service and the choice of New
Jersey as a hub but don't investigate much further, since it is very obvious. In the morning you are being
served a light snack. Brusselles airport is non-smoking as of June this year, a fact you are unaware of, looking
forward to having a cigarette before having to wait for your bags. Realizing it will be a while before you get to
do so, you check that you have your bagtags with you and leave the baggage area and exit the building to
smoke the cigarette. When you come back and present the security officer guarding the door with your tags,
claiming to plainly having forgot to get your bags, he makes you go through the security checkpoint to regain
access to the baggage area, a process that not only includes taking off your belt, shoes, wallet, keys, cell
phone, jacket etc and having your bag swept for explosives but also makes you lose possession of a 3.5 €
Vittel bottle you bought earlier. You think about hiding it somewhere and reclaiming it after you get your bags
but decide not to be too much of a cheapskate and ponder on the absurdity of the thought. You spend most of
this afternoon's 4 h rehearsal trying to remember to bring all the little colour coded coupons the festival’s
organizers have given you to the venue so you will receive your free dinner in exchange for them. The band
decides to have dinner elsewhere, obscure sources are being cited promising fine dining just 5 minutes by taxi
in Antwerp's main square. Possibly fueled by your earlier loss at the airport you decide to walk to the venue,
which appears closer on the map than in reality.The shortlived joy of the surprisingly good free food in the
backstage area is annulled by tonight's performance of a local band that mixes your least favourite aspects of
brazilian, soul and house music into a torturous melange. The band has chosen to name itself after the last
name of the actor portraying Mr. Pink in a Tarantino breakthrough movie. The patronizing looks of the
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assembled crowd of stagehands and other musicians that seem to be enjoying their dinner don't further your
confidence in eating alone. While walking back to the hotel in a slight drizzle you receive a text message from
your fellow band members admitting defeat by high dinner prices and expressing feelings of eager anticipation
about joining you for the free dinner. ( text message is 50 cents) Upon entering the hotel lobby you run into old
friends who are rushing towards a festival shuttle van to go over to the venue to "check out the free dinner". The
hotel is conveniently situated next to an Esso gas station where you purchase some canned liquids for later and
for your morning caffeine fix. The gas station's attendant who hasn't quite cleared the acne troubled period of
his life, is happy about the opportunity to use his B+ high school English skills, which arises over the exchange
of a 100 € bill he reluctantly breaks for your 4.50 € charge, which he possibly wouldn't have broken if you
walked in speaking Flemish. After feeling fortunate to pass the ice machine on the way from the elevator to your
room at first, given the 50/50 chance due to the ice machines' distribution on odd numbered floors only, you
realize you have to collect the little ice bucket from your room first, which is at the end of the hall. You quickly
decide against possibly just dispensing 2 hand fulls of ice and carrying them to your room cupping them in your
hands and realize that the ice buckets should really be stored by the ice machine, not in your room, making a
mental note to suggest it to the front desk next time you pass it. You will probably regret forgetting to act on that
mental note next time you stay in the same hotel, playing the same festival, in possibly 3 or 4 years. Parts of a
$32 litre of duty free Johnny Walker black ensure a swift and uncomplicated slumber at 11.30 pm which is really
5.30 pm in the time zone you were in only yesterday. The morning holds excitement including free use of the
adjacent fitness club's cardiovascular equipment as well as indoor swimming facility plus a complimentary
breakfast buffet to boot. The breakfast buffet has a special area sectioned off for the festival's residents and
most of your morning's thoughts are consumed trying to figure out why. A 2 pm performance with estimated
40% of capacity attendance gives you a welcome excuse to start drinking at 4.30 pm. The complimentary red
and white wine bottles in the backstage area which you estimate to be of 1- 2 € value are all of a sudden guard-
ed by one of the hospitality company's employees like her first born, new rules about not just taking bottles over
to your table are introduced spontaneously while the evening progresses. At 7 pm your old friends from the brief
lobby encounter have joined you and the surge in alcohol consumption has declared an all out war between
your group and the staff, although volunteers have been paying out of their pocket to get belgian beer from the
beer stand, which they claim is way better than what they are serving backstage. Being from Germany, you dis-
agree. While you surrender to your hotel bed again around 11.30 pm, the remaining members of your band
manage to coax their attractive female driver into having a drink at some reception taking place elsewhere. You
were supposed to meet them back in the lobby after dropping your instruments in your room, though gauging
your body's resources helps you decide to abandon them, calling the front desk to relay a
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message to anybody waiting for you in the lobby. Just after falling asleep around 11.50 pm you are woken up
by a phone call by a band member inquiring your whereabouts.

Belfort 
Arriving at Belfort train station, you are pleased about the close proximity of the "Hotel Modern" you are about
to check into just across the street from the main exit.The old lady executing the rather slow check-in, appears
to live in the back of the hotel and has a prominent mole on the right side of her upper lip, which hosts a par-
ticularly dark and long single hair triumphing over the rest of her moustache. After climbing to the 3rd floor with
your luggage, declining to wait for the elevator which holds one person and a suitcase at best, ( there are 3
other band members ahead of you ), you enter your room to have your dream of possibly connecting to the
internet ( it has been a few days ) smashed by the absence of a wireless signal and the choice of a rotary tele-
phone which is hard-wired into the wall as one of the advertised modern features of this hotel. Hoping you
might at least be able to use your phonecard to place an international call you also realize there is no dial
tone. After finishing up the gig, which is in a basement in an even smaller town nearby, you return to your
room, desperate to make that phone call. You go to the front desk in hope of mercy, it has happened before
that you were allowed to make a phone call from the front desk when your room's phone line was down, think-
ing about it, you decide that that should be common courtesy. Finding the front desk unmanned, you attempt
to awake the old lady who is probably asleep in her apartment behind the front desk. A buzzer or bell on the
desk can not be located. Thinking of the likely oasis of public phones just across the street in the train station,
your exit is being rebutted by two supposedly automated sliding glass doors. You can hear the sensor clicking
when you move into what you calculate to be the prime location for the sensor to give the signal  for parting
the first door, over and over. You suspect the door maybe being jammed, not fathoming that it is actually
locked, so you give it an encouraging push into the right direction. Possibly by some sort of emergency over-
ride, the door slides open, you exit just to realize the outer glass door is not following suit and the first door is
now closing behind you, trapping you in between. The trick with the push is not working the second time
around and now you realize there is an emergency button on the other side and a buzzer for the hotel on the
outside, but nothing in between the doors. Gradually increasing your soft knocking to a forceful pummeling of
the glass door yields no reaction. A moroccan young male walks along the street and you manage to get his
attention, he rings the buzzer outside and is kind enough to even phone the hotel from his cell phone after the
buzzer stays unanswered. Eventually, the old lady emerges in a bathrobe from the depths behind the check-in
counter, wildly gesticulating and finally letting you back into the lobby. You try to communicate to her that you
want to leave the hotel to make a phone call, but she refuses to open the door, let alone even recognize the
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word “telephone” or that sign you do, your thumb at ear and pinky at mouth. To this day you have to encounter
a language where "telephone" is not something very close to "telephone". Retreating to her lair, she simply just
leaves you standing there at the front desk, unable to leave. You are unable to sleep, engulfed in rage, the
absence of any blinds, shutters or curtains does not expedite the situation, plus you have a workshop of out-
landish proportions to look forward to in the early morning. After afromentioned workshop ( which includes sev-
eral embarrassing moments with you, the teacher, failing to demonstrate the exercises you proposed for the
mostly beginner-level students ), the rest of the band decides to get a late lunch, you are eager to return to the
hotel to retrieve your laptop, having heard about  the only internet cafe in town, which closes at 6 pm, in 20
minutes. This time, the hotel doors remain closed entirely, calling the hotel and the bandleader, ringing the
buzzer and pounding on the doors is even less successful than the night before. After pointlessly meandering
around a few nearby turkish kebab places, sampling their soda selection and deciding you were judging poorly
last time you expressed your love for "Uludag" soda, you return to find the bandleader fervently arguing with
the old lady. Allegedly she had to have the doors fixed this morning and insists on the entire band leaving the
premises as the obvious form of reimbursement. For good measure, she states that you were threatening to
kill her last night, possibly misinterpreting your "telephone" sign, and she will call the police momentarily. When
you pack your bags in your room, you consider breaking or stealing something, but decide against it, only to
realize there isn't really much material to work with here, anyway. Back in the lobby the bandleader is trying to
squeeze in a few calming words inbetween the tidal waves of accusations, you are contempt with having given
up on pursuing conversation level French skills a while back and are thankful to Pimsleur language courses
for the first time in your life, leaving you oblivious to what is being said. Eventually the promoter picks you up
in his car and drives you to a new hotel, it is just a couple of hundred metres away but the clever layout of this
particular city's one way streets makes this trip 20 minutes minimum. The time at that point is stated as X min-
utes to fascism by the two frenchmen present, referring to the election that night, when X finally approaches 0,
Sarkozy indeed takes the lead. The new hotel is a lot nicer and costs 5 € less per room than the other one.
Later that night you are defeated by the bass player in an obscure eighties jazz blindfold test at the promoter’s
house.

Helsinki
After waking up around 10.45 am and having your complimentary breakfast ( the tea cups are so small you
have 8 of them ), you  shower and put on the clothes from last night. You step into the cold outside at 11.18
am, figuring you have 12 minutes before the driver comes to pick you up to fly home ( 9 h flight ). You have
told him to come at 11.30 am so you can be at the airport by 1 pm; your flight is at 2 pm but you have cleverly 
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finished the check-in process upon your arrival the day before. Your boarding pass is in your left shirt pocket.
You walk along the shopping street with your head slightly bowed since you are subconsciously afraid any
female human will recognize you from your shamefully empty and late  performance the night before. You get
to the coffeeshop. The double espresso macchiato ( 4 € ) is not as good as the day before. You have 3.80 € in
change so you have to break a 50. You stuff  the bundles of 5s, 10s and change in your pockets, you have
been hoping the espresso will be less than 3.80 € so you don't have to carry all that change through the air-
port security screening.The price for a macchiato is not to be found on the menu. You get back to the hotel
lobby at 11.29 am. You enjoy your espresso and complimentary copy of the herald tribune. It is saturday and
there's not much to read in there. Also your favourite column, the international traveler's update, is only in the
weekday edition. At 11.45 am you meet a pink-eyed bass playing band mate. He is also going for coffee. You
ask him for the number of the driver, he gives it to you, but the concierge refuses to call him, quoting the high
cell phone charges. You decide to call him from your cell phone ( $2 a minute ). He informs you his colleague
was supposed to pick you up. After several phone calls you find out that your driver is nowhere to be found,
nor is the festival's promoter. She is most likely just waking up in somebody's bed with a crushing headache
and a dull pain in her right lower back. She will later find out at age 42 that she needs a liver transplant, which
is tricky, being a blood type O. At 11.59 am, the other driver calls you ( also $2 a minute ) informing you he will
pick you up now, he is just around the corner. At 12.12 am you go to the main station across the street and get
into a cab. Your bass playing band mate has returned and generously lent you a 100 € bill for the cab. You are
a little nervous, fearing that the cab driver will not accept such a large bill. 2 minutes after you leave in the
cab, the driver calls ( $2 /minute ) inquiring your whereabouts since he has just arrived, only 9 minutes later
than his estimate. The cab driver gets you to the airport at 12.38 am, careful to obey all the implicated speed
limits. You generously  try to tip the driver 10 € on top of the 32 € the meter shows. He is very thankful and
hands you a receipt for 32 €. You were hoping for a receipt that includes the tip, somehow thinking that a 42 €
extra expense versus a 32 € extra expense for not picking you up is just what is going to push this festival's
promoters over the edge and call it quits.You ask him to maybe write onto the receipt that you gave him 42 €
total, but he doesn't understand. He hands you back the 10 € tip. You decide that a 5 € tip is much more ade-
quate if it is not reimbursable by UMO Jazzfestival, Helsinki. Now you have change for a 50 and 100 €  in your
pockets. Security check is a breeze, Helsinki airport much resembling the hall you have played in the night
before,in terms of number of humans assembled. You hurry to your gate, your flight is in 15 minutes. After
handing the staff your boarding pass and entering the holding area they inform you your flight is delayed until
3 pm, due to some late connecting flights. They reluctantly let you leave the holding area after collecting your
passport as a deposit for reentry. The beer ( 5.50 € ) and cigarette at the bar are a welcome way of relaxing



16

B
er

lin
C

hi
ca

go
C

le
ar

La
ke

C
ol

og
ne

1



17

from your stressful morning. You send the band leader a text message instructing him to collect 35 € from the
promoter ( text message is $0.50 ). You consider sticking your cell phone roaming charges onto the bill but
decide against it since you will not be able to prove them till after your cell phone billing cycle has ended in 3
weeks. The airplane is a DC11 which is suspect and last time you flew one was in Bangladesh, but knowing
so you have checked in as far in the front as possible, as to not sit under the giant single engine on the tail-
piece, hoping for some rest. Your 2 young russian row 42 neighbours are assiduously exploring new ways to
make out on an airplane propelling them towards their assumed honeymoon vacation. Also, they bend over
you a lot to watch the descent into JFK, not much to see there except for the suburbs of Far Rockaway. They
are seemingly disappointed that they didn't catch a glimpse of historical Manhattan landmarks, also unaware
they missed a fascinating 2 hour long view of Greenland a few hours earlier. You spend most of the flight time
calculating if this might have been the worst ratio of miles flown and people attending, coming up with a quo-
tient of roughly 200 miles per person, which rivals a trip to Asia not too long ago, you think about unpacking
your laptop to calculate the ratio for the trip to Asia but decide that you are taking it too far, which you are not,
as you later decide. On the way home, the A train runs local,  you have to play at nublu at midnight, but it
turns out to start more around 1.35 am now. The Euro has changed from $1.33 to $1.36 by the time you pay
back your bass playing band mate.

Moscow
You are playing your third night at an overpriced jazzclub with a french article in its name in Moscow. On the
way to the gig the club owner's assistant informs the band that ticket sales and reservations have been slow
and the club was forced to accept a private party for tonight, so tonight's performance will start a little later and
the single set you will be playing will be part of the private party's diverse entertainment. After protesting, the
assistant states that the club owner is traveling the United States and unreachable at the time. The week-long
decline of your two choice complimentary dinner's quality continues this evening. The band is trying to take the
current goings-on around the club lightly, but deep down everybody is reconsidering their career choices. The
band plays its regular set, playing even more aggressively than usual, possibly riding a brief wave of emanci-
pation, though probably just compensating for being ill at ease, unsure if the music will really have a positive
effect on the apparent wedding reception in progress. Clapping after songs seems to not be the audience's
forte tonight, although it appeared the opposite when the russian one man band occupied the stage earlier.
The band consumes their night’s allowance of alcohol at once and is being driven back to the hotel.
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Back in your room, you have wisely secured some highly caffeinated austrian soda cans and attempt to store
them in the mini-bar so they will be cold in the morning, however, the mini-bar is equipped with sensors that
swiftly charge the removed drink to your bill, so switching out cans is tricky. Not without complications, you
manage to gingerly remove a horizontally stored Evian bottle from the bottom compartment, holding the sen-
sor lever up in its original position with your other hand. You succeed at slipping the austrian doppelgaenger in
place and let go of the lever, retracting your hand along the razor-sharp edge that the fridge's manufacturer
designed to be that particular compartment's outer edge. Frowned upon by fellow hotel guests,you leave a trail
of blooddrops on the carpet of your floor, the elevator and the ground floor. The female front desk attendant
chooses to reply with a cute but curt shrug to your inquiry about medical assistance. Considering the chance
of finding an open pharmacy, affordable emergency room treatment, or changing Holiday Inn's apparent no
first aid kit policy right then and there you decide to bandage your sliced knuckles yourself. Adhesive tape
does exist in the hotel but it is safely locked away in the janitor's closet, who has left for the night, so you
improvise with toilet paper and your checked luggage tag. The next day, the toilet paper and your wound have
become one entity and you find a $7 charge for 0.5 l of evian on your bill. While you discuss the matter with
the front desk attendant who kindly removes the charge once presented with the actual bottle in question, the
complimentary breakfast buffet is being stored away. Walking outside in search for food, you are glad to not
have pointed out the blood stains on the carpet to back up your story in fear of getting charged for a cleaning.
A couple of days later, on a flight to Strassbourg, where the complimentary dinner after the concert will give
you a malign case of food poisoning ( you blame the close proximity of Germany for the poor quality of the
food ), forcing you to have plain pasta the next night in Milan, while everybody else is enjoying the much her-
alded delicacies of the region, Aeroflot charges 12 € per kilogram over the allowed 20 kg, which was 30 kg on
the incoming flight, due to the difference of intercontinental and inner european flights’ allowances, a fact you
were unaware of and also makes you take a closer look at the controversy over Europe and Asia being con-
sidered the same continent, hoping your airline will be unaware of the dispute next time you fly within Eurasia.

Oslo
You are quite excited that you are now 2nd in line for takeoff after only about 30 minutes taxiing at JFK.
Suddenly the 767-200 that is not quite up to date for a transatlantic flight in terms of comfort and/or entertain-
ment, stops its engines and you are being informed that the airport is unexpectedly being closed for an hour
and a half without explanation. Upon takeoff it is being revealed that it was Airforce One taking off preventing
the regular flow of air traffic. You are nervous about flying in the darkness and now the delayed takeoff
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ensures maximum night flying time to London's Heathrow. Arriving two hours late you text the tour manager
informing him about your missed connection flight ( roaming charge for outgoing text is 50 cents ). He sends
an ironic reply about enjoying Heathrow which you do not appreciate ( also 50 cents ). A colonial chicken
sandwich and a 0.15 l berry smoothie come to about $14. Upon your now 5 h delayed arrival in Oslo you are
being told that your luggage didn't make it and also that the promoter messed up and you are not staying in
the original hotel but a "fjord" hotel in the suburbs ( by text message/ 50 cents ). All the hotels in the city are
booked because there is a Nato convention in town. After completing the missing luggage report a taxi takes
you swiftly and safely to your hotel. The rest of the band is enjoying a dinner in the hotel restaurant. It is the
only restaurant in the area and today features a 80 € prix fixe menu with 2 seatings only. Trying to avoid the
hefty dinner price tag, you order a sandwich from room service. You choose roast beef, which the piano player
recommends. The enjoyment of the sandwich is decimated by the chef's courageous decision to match the
weight of the roast beef with dill butter, and by the following news that the promoter wants to make up for
switching hotels by paying for everybody's meal, missing the second seating by minutes. The tour manager
has also assembled an array of instruments in a conference room for a quick rehearsal, since you are unfamil-
iar with the material.Your cymbals, sticks and brushes that you packed into your checked luggage, being just a
little too accustomed to Heathrow's security check protocol, are possibly making their way to Oslo airport dur-
ing the assigned rehearsal time. Trying to cover up the fact that rehearsal will not be possible without these
items you and the piano player explore the comic potential of the provided keyboard's factory presets. The
conference room is non-smoking, as is your room. The rehearsal is the one single reason you arrived a day
before the show, all channels on your room's tv are in Norwegian, except for CNN and Rai Uno. Alcohol tax in
Norway averages around 200%.

Sao Paulo/Ouro Preto 
You are comfortably situated in 27K of the 330 bound to Sao Paulo's international airport. Being 40 min late
leaving the gate and expecting a long bumpy overnight flight, unable to correctly decipher the pilot's
announcement about light turbulence during crossing of what you interpret as either the "Atlantic" or the
"Equator", you have already taken 0.5 mg of Xanax and now are awkwardly slumped over and asleep. Being
in takeoff position 46 tonight the anti-anxiety drug has pretty much worn off when you are finally awoken by
the loud thump of the main gear retracting right under your seat. You choose the in-flight map as the most
interesting channel on your personal screen and merely poke around your pasta, since you had the tuscan
grilled chicken earlier in the airport (comes in a sandwich and with fries, just as they do in Tuscany- for only
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$8.95 plus tax ). Crossing the Equator is a bit shaky and it does get soupy up there but not nearly as bad as
last time you did it. Flight time today is 9.10 h so you are only 50 min late on arrival, airlines seem to simply
add an hour and a half onto any international flight time just so their statistics can claim a certain % of being
on time and making them look trustworthy, which you have figured out a long time ago. You disembark quite
confident to make your connection that is now in 1.10 h. Unfortunately you are told to clear customs with your
bags and then make your connection. You always thought the United States were the only ones arrogant and
ignorant enough to require this procedure. The passport line is busy, despite there being a flurry of uniformed
civil police, only two counters are open and most of the personnel seems to be just hanging out. The two
female officers have magnificent secondary sexual characteristics. You are the first one through and now you
have 20 min to make your flight. Hoping to maybe get to the gate in time and holding the flight for your band
mates, who are just behind you, though one entered his immigration booth before you ( you suspect you were
the faster one because you have carefully filled out the landing card and handed your passport to the officer
with the visa page open, so he would not have to search for it, which can take a while and also encourages
the officer to handle your case swiftly, appreciating you having done your part the best anybody could have ),
you grab your bags and exit the baggage area. Cleverly hidden in the left hand corner behind two cafes serv-
ing cappuccinos with chocolate covered teaspoons, you overlook the transfer desk and make your way
upstairs to domestic check-in. After choosing the line with the least people as the one you're supposed to be in
to drop your bags for a connecting flight ( everything is in Portuguese ), you are being informed that your flight
has closed and you are being rebooked with another 1h connection in Rio. You check your bags and try to
relate your band mates' names to the check-in agent, whose refusal to understand what you are trying to com-
municate is firm, but not without an elegant smile. You manage to type a text message during check-in to one
of your band mates which doesn't go through since you didn't add +1 to the number. As you watch your bags
go down the conveyor belt, you and your bandleader both are charged $2 a minute during the phone call that
informs you that the rest of the band has been rebooked on a straight flight, but from a different Sao Paulo air-
port, famed for many unfortunate landings, and are now making their way there by bus. Apparently things are
done differently downstairs. An avalanche of phone calls from the road manager ensues, who's waiting for you
at your destination. Celebrating not having to be on a bus, you treat yourself to a cappuccino and cigarette
outside. Domestic security check proves quick yet very inefficient. Waiting for your 10.50 am flight to Rio you
realize there is no aircraft at the assigned time of boarding. A young local girl working the makeshift massage
parlor at the gate is not too concerned about everybody watching her massaging with one hand and text mes-
saging with the other. Your name is called and a cross-eyed gate attendant informs you you will not be able to
make the connection in Rio and presents you with the options of a 2 pm flight from the other airport or a 4 pm
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from the current one. After the tour manager urges you to take the 2 pm though you would rather take the 4
pm, you turn back to the gate attendant who is now busy with other people. He tells you the next bus to the
other airport is at 11.30 so there is no rush so he will process all the other people waiting in line first. Handing
you your new boarding pass he tells you to go pick up your bags at the baggage claim in 15 minutes, belt "N".
In the baggage area you find belt 7 through 10 and decide 10 is he closest to "N". Your bags finally arrive on
belt 8 at 12.15. The gate attendant's estimate is off by approximately 500%. Having missed the bus and your 2
pm flight you get in line to check in for the 4 pm flight, which turns out to be a 4.30 pm flight. You decide this is
a good time to get a little sleep. Most of the allotted sleep time is spent looking for benches without armrests
separating the seats so you can lie down. There are some with 2 seat configuration but that's almost worse
than sleeping sitting up, 2 seats being just a little too short to lie comfortably, you twist endlessly trying to
make it work, rather than accepting defeat when you do it sitting up. You find a stone bench outside that
leaves you waking up later with a stiff cold back, your kidneys complaining about the sleeping arrangement.
You enter the restaurant  "Terra Azul" on the ground floor. A long buffet is set up to the right, you assemble a
compilation of almost every dish and hand it to the person not wearing a hairnet at the end of the assembly
line who weighs it on a scale. Upon presentation of the voucher that TAM airlines provided you with he refers
you to the cashier, who IS wearing a hairnet. He gives you a blue list of items you can order with blank check-
boxes next to each item, which the weight-station attendant feels is the right paperwork necessary for him to
release your food. The powder you sprinkle your dish with, hoping for it to be farina, being in Brazil and all,
turns out to be stale parmesan, which is your least favourite member of the cheese family. The tv broadcasting
a telenovella at maximum volume close to the only available table helps you skip desert. Back at your gate A
03, the same gate you were to leave from earlier, the gate's information screen switches to announce a differ-
ent flight than yours, since it is boarding time you rush towards A 07 which the departure screen, that is actual-
ly only to be found the other way, at A 01, announces as your actual gate. After settling there, it is announced
that the flight now is actually leaving from A 03. You pack up your stuff again and return to A 03 to find out your
flight is now 40 min late. The gate attendant decides that everybody standing in a stuffy jetway squeezing into
the single aisle aircraft is better than people staying comfortably put in their seats till it makes sense to board
their row, and boards everybody at once. The flight is smooth but you sleep through beverage service. TAM
airlines' leaflet advertising their 11 music channels with a varied selection of styles incorrectly assumes that
"one of them certainly will be perfect for you". Finally arriving in Belo Horizonte a courteous young man with a
sign bearing your full name including your middle name, a name not without embarrassing associations, walks
you to the other end of the terminal and then back, realizing the van is actually parked right there where you
exited. He wrongly presumes that you are eager to hear about his time living on 84th and Columbus during
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and Columbus during the walk. There is an older couple also riding in the van that is not concerned about cell
phone conversation length and volume. Travel time to the town of the concert is declared to be 1.5 h. When
you turn on your portable video player to enjoy some more motion picture entertainment, you realize you must
have forgotten to turn it off so now the battery is dead. You switch rows in the van to be close to the single
overhead light but as soon as you unpack your book the van goes off the well maintained highway up a bumpy
mountain road. Left with staring blankly, the woman riding with you interprets your actions as a sign that you
are interested in a conversation, which turns out ceasarian of sorts. After the 2.10 h ride the driver acknowl-
edges your long travel day by dropping the couple off at their hotel first. Yours is nicer though and the front
desk attendant even carries your bags to your room. After introducing your forehead to the many low hanging
beams of your attic style windowless room, you walk across the street to the restaurant where your band
awaits you,finishing their complimentary dinner. A few jokes are made about you abandoning the band in Sao
Paulo and having had to foot the bill for your actions, which are met with uncomfortable and insincere laughs
not only from you. Somehow the festival's organization figured that the dish you would pick from the extensive
menu is fettuccine carbonara and has already ordered it for you. Exchanging the pasta for a fanfare of brazil-
ian meats turns out easier but lengthier than expected. You are being charged for the beer, which is later avail-
able for free backstage. For about a week, you call the 3rd crew member, who is traveling with you from then
on, Guilhermo, though his name really is Gabriel.

Sandpoint
Arriving at Spokane's international airport from Laguardia via Denver just half hour late, you stand outside
while your band members wait for their bags ( you have cleverly taken your instrument and change of under-
wear on board, also wearing clothing that is suitable to play the concert and comfortable to travel in, as to not
having to wait for checked luggage, overlooking that you will still have to wait for your band members to
retrieve their bags ), the feeling of pleasant surprise over Frontier airlines' in-flight entertainment system ( 5$
per segment ) gives way to the overwhelming and unexpected temperature difference. A hotel shuttle contain-
ing the guitar player, road manager and 32 little water bottles bearing the hotel’s own label picks you up and
drops you at the hotel. After a brief exchange of nostalgic anecdotes of the last tour and band only jokes, it is
loosely agreed on having a drink at the hotel bar, "the pheasant lounge", although you can not shake the feel-
ing that most people were just joking, considering the bar's name, clientele and ambience. After disregarding
the rooms no smoking policy for an hour you accurately deem it safe to return to the ground floor and secure a
nightcap, which is poured generously, to your surprise. The next morning, a quick 14 floor elevator ride
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confirms rumors that the hotel lobby offers its very own Starbucks outlet. The single young female, who the
company assumed sufficient to fill the roles of barista and cashier simultaneously, is struggling with the work-
load. After a few minutes you obtain a croissant ( $2.45 ) and a single macchiato ( $2.19 ). the macchiato is
bitter and the foam is sticking to the sides of the way too large cup. You walk outside to realize there is a bet-
ter coffee shop across the street which you enter in hope of completing your so far meagre attempt at break-
fast. Unfortunately they stop serving breakfast at 11 am, it is 11.02 am. Still determined to avoid the hotels
$12.99 in room continental breakfast charge, you have another macchiato, hoping the caffeine will tie you over
to the time of soundcheck, assuming there will be free snacks provided. The projected ride time to the venue
in Sandpoint is 1.5 h, though an unforeseen wreck near Silverwood amusement park, which changed it's top
attraction's name from "Gravity Defying Corkscrew" to "Corkscrew" not too long ago, ( the ride's main feature
is a corkscrew and was built by the California based company Arrow Dynamics, though named plainly "Arrow"
at the time of erection ) slows the single lane trip to a 3 h ordeal, forcing the elderly volunteer driver to relieve
himself in the bushes by the road several times. Upon check-in at the motel close to the venue you and the
bassplayer realize they've been assigned rooms with windows that open into the indoor pool area, exposing
them to unpleasant odors. The manager is called and the bass player is given a new room, you now only have
the choice between your original or the bass player's old room. Trying to appear not too picky you choose your
original room. When you get to the room on the second floor, which is only accessible through the staircase at
the other end of the complex, though clearly visible right from the reception desk, your key card is not working.
After exchanging it at the front desk you return to your room to find it might have been your own mistake, not
having slid the card through the reader at optimal speed. In your room, you have to draw the curtain so other
hotel guests walking past your window will not be able to look into your room. The wireless internet signal is
strong and free of charge, though no actual content is being transmitted. Upon checking the modem and out of
service "internet station" by the front desk, the front desk attendant recommends calling the 800 number on
the sticker by the modem, since she is unfamiliar with the world of wireless internet service. The estimated
wait time to speak to a customer service representative is 14 minutes. An attempt at a relaxing nap proves dif-
ficult, you lie on your hotel bed feeling restless and unnecessarily nervous. You enter the bathroom to urinate,
suspecting your full bladder is keeping you from napping. This not being the case you are looking into the pos-
sibility of having a panic attack, remembering your small dose of anti-anxiety drug you brought along in case
of an overly bumpy flight. You regard your hand and realize it is shaking, as is your leg. Upon further inspec-
tion you determine that also the table ( your laptop is resting on it and the vibrations are likely to damage the
harddrive and cripple your only means of entertainment ) and in fact the whole room is shaking. You call the
front desk and tell them about it. They decide to never have heard about a problem like that and offer you the
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only other room available, which is adjacent to your current one, and the one the bass player turned down.
You retrieve a new key card, to your surprise it works on the first try. After you transfer all your belongings to
the new room, somebody from the front desk comes to help you do so. She acknowledges that your old room
is indeed shaking but doesn't feel the same way about the new one shaking as well, just less, as you.
Considering the front desk attendant's precise calculations about the layout of the building, it is assumed that
the shaking probably has something to do with the hotel laundry facility that is situated conveniently just below
these two rooms. The ebb and flow of the shaking is attributed to certain spin cycles, which are promised to
not being used at night, when sleeping is essential. Swimming laps in the 30 ft x 20 ft pool is unsuccessful but
the hot tub is warm and soothing. After 2 minutes another hotel resident with handlebars, a large faded swasti-
ka tattoo on his belly and his two sons decide it isn't rude to join you in the 2 person tub. Tonight's audience
consists of approximately 90 % senior citizens and a few kids, most of them are spinning around the lawn pre-
sumably due to their grandparents' unawareness of the effects of administering sugared foods. You are not
supposed to count off the last song and never have been told the accurate tempo but somehow you are
expected to do so tonight. You choose a tempo which you think is fitting, it turns out to be on the fast side,
when you count off, your boss overrides your suggested tempo just after the second "one" that leaves your
lips. The song is uncomfortably fast and your boss is constantly trying to slow down. There is no encore and
your boss admits to possibly being partly responsibly for the disastrous tempo, though finding a way to still
make you feel like she thinks it was all your mistake. The issue will be further discussed the next day in line
for a slice of vegetable topped pizza ( $4.95 ), which is the only hot food you will have that day, in Minneapolis'
Wold-Chamberlain airport. After the concert the piano player finds some people to have a drink with.You sus-
pect they are young and female, being slightly jealous, you hope they're either ugly and keen or attractive and
taken. You think the 2 bottles of local Idaho brewed "Koelsch style ale" you took from your backstage buffet to
drink at your motel room are a little too warm to be enjoyable, though when you summon up ice and cool
them, you find out it is really not the beer's temperature that is at fault. The next day, the ratio of cabs/ people
looking for them at JFK is 1, 20 respectively, the A train is running local and ends at Hoyt-Schemerhorn. 

Sydney
Today's flight from JFK to Sydney features a total of 25 h in the air and 8 h on the ground in South Korea's
Incheon international airport. The lengthy layover time is probably unpopular with the seasoned traveler and
presumably the main reason for the ticket price being just shy of a summer season round trip to, say, Italy. 
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Entering the aircraft for the first segment you are surprised to find yourself in a 747-400ER, the most modern
version available at the time, slightly assuaging your anxiety, which has been stirred up before your trip by
reports of questionable air safety practices and certain incidents involving today's carrier, Korean Air. Flipping
through the "fleet" section of your in-flight magazine, you realize this particular aircraft is the only model capable
of making the 15 h trip. Scrolling through your memory you also determine that the last time you flew on board
a 747-200, the model you expected, was years and years ago, on Pakistan International Airlines, an airline that
is currently banned from landing in most european hubs due to safety concerns. Hopes for decent in-flight
entertainment evaporate after 3 h of Korean music videos, that are suspiciously reminiscent of what you've
seen on Karaoke screens around the world, you wonder why they bother re-recording the music when the
videos apparently are the originals. Lunch is being served, almost in a manner of previewing the quality of the
dinner you are now no longer looking forward to. Music videos make way for korean soap operas, you are not
sure if you are fortunate or not that there aren’t any subtitles. Flying over the Arctic is smooth and uneventful
and you make plans to ask a pilot on the many occasions you see one looking bored, sitting in a hotel lobby or
restaurant, about a possible connection between the area's climate and a smooth flight, you never follow
through, possibly to your advantage since you rarely fly across the region. About 11 h into your flight, the "amer-
ican feature presentation" is being revealed to be a rather silly and unsuccessful Christmas movie, it is
February. Deplaned at Incheon, you crave a caffeinated soda but the can that looks like what you determine a
korean version of the austrian original would possibly look like, turns out to be a milky green drink with little
gelatinous globules mixed in, a consistency not unlike what you imagine first ejaculate after an extended period
of masturbatory abstinence to be like. Incheon's only smoking area is highly appreciated but the futuristic look-
ing air cleaning pylons inside seem to be overwhelmed with the 3 smokers assembled. On your next flight, you
have cleverly chosen a seat on the opposite side of the aircraft to switch up the side of your neck that will feel
the strain of hourlong reclining against an airplane window. Your seat neighbour is a garrulous Australian, also
he thinks wearing sunglasses on a 10 h overnight flight is appropriate. He is jokingly referring to a few Asians
we watch running down the jetway, late for their flight and holding up the departure of 400 people, as "blade
runners". Only after deployment of headphones and sleeping mask does he notice that you are not keen on
conversation tonight. After a few hours flying time, the pilot's distinctively german accent is highlighted in a short
announcement about likely light-moderate to moderate turbulence during the crossing of the Equator. Realizing
that international aviation is possibly as good a market as any to find a German working in Korea and Australia,
you try to find reassurance of the flight's safety in german reliability, which you have read and heard about so
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much, though never experienced as an outstanding germanic quality, which is disturbing, having spent over
half of your life in Germany. Cruising at 38.000 ft, turning on the landing lights seems strange at first, but the
the ensuing zig-zag avoiding huge cumulonimbus clouds justifies it retrospectively. After the numbing 2 hour
ordeal of flying through the rather unsettled air, exhausted from clutching your armrest, you finally succumb to
sleep, though not uninterrupted by the overly enthusiastic use of the tray table's folding function by the pas-
senger behind you, and ultimately terminated by the cabin crew's insistence on everybody being awake for
breakfast service that occurs a full 3 h before landing, at 6 am. The exhilaration of arriving in the southern
hemisphere in mid-summer is tainted by the thought of the reverse effect you will eventually experience on
your way home, arriving in NYC in the middle of winter. Regardless, a vicious stomach flu you contract from a
very rare water born virus renders you unable to enjoy most of the summer activities during your stay. When
you return home, one of the empty spaces in your neighbourhood you have been hoping to soon be hosting a
restaurant  serving food you like and can afford, is revealed to be the new home of a gift store selling scented
tofu candles and brushed metal wallets.

Jochen can be found at www.myspace.com/jochensucks and www.myspace.com/wolffparkinsonwhite
Thanks to Hayden Chisholm,Lucy Shaw and Kris Bauman for proofreading.
copyright 2007 Jochen Rueckert
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