The Diary of Bobby Steiner

Tour Tales from the New Millenium

by
Witliam Traveler

This project is dediCated to the banhd Phish, the Cars that somehow always got
me to the shows on time- ahd to mY fellow phahs. The good, the bad, ahd the ugly- tour
was some of the best times of my life.

It might not come as a surprise to |earn this entire book was written while listening
exclusively to the Phish show’s referenced herein.
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“In Which 1 Elucidate the Purpose of My Diary”

Wow. Gtarting is harder than ] thought it would be. T hot sure
where to begin. Should I even be writing dumb shit like this down?

Probably hot.

OKay, T’ll just start at the beginhning. NO- that’s ah exaggeration.
The beginning was 22 years ago and I Can’t honestly remember most of the
early bits. 1 guess, in this Case, the beginhing would be telling you who 1
am. My name is Bobby Steiner. My friends Call me Bobby Stoner- and
they really shouldn't talk- they're as bad as T am.

This- as you've probably already figured out- is my diary. Well, it's
not really much of a diary- right how it's just a Single sheet of paper. T'm
going to heed to piCK up a hotebook somewnhere.

1 have arrived at the first stop in my itinerary and I'm buzzing with
excitement- or T suppose that might be the four jumbo Coffees 1 drank
during the drive- but 1 don’t think so. I'm only teh miles away from the
venhue now, and it seems like every Car passing me is full of freaks. They
smile ahd wave- and 1 smile ahd wave baCk- as a freak myself- itS always
exCiting to see Kinfolk.

This trip is my College graduation present to myself- 18 Phish shows
in 25 days. 1 did mail order online for the entire tour ahd got tiCkets toO
almost every show. The only tickets 1 dont have are for the show in
Canada (that ] have ho intention on seeing) ahd the second nhight ih New
Jersey (that 1 have every intention oh seeing). My tickets are |ocked
securely in my glove compartment and protected with the best mojo 1
could think of- 3 staCk of tiCket stubs from the 79 concerts T'Ve already
seen prior to this run.



go that's what I'm doing. I'm sure T'll write more about Phish and
the whole tour scene as this goes along, but first T want to Write down
the story of why I started writing a diary/jourhal in the first place.

T'm writing this diary beCause of @ manh 1 met yesterday while T was
still in Bloomington, home of Indiana (Jniversity, the place T've Called my
home for the past several years. It was the middle of the afterhoon and 1
was oh my way to the grocery store tO StOCK Up Oh ShaCKs anhd sundries
for my Phish trip.

On the way, T was hungry (hever go to g grocery store on anh empty
stomach!) and so ] pulled into the parking |0t Of this little dump Of a
diner called Joe's Café. It was the Kind of place where everything has a
thin film Of Srease over it beCause the short order COOKS have been
Frying Stuff in the baCk KitChen for 40 Years without any apprecCiable
break or deep Cleaning. Even the walls were Yyellow, though 1 suspecCt
their condition had as much to do with the non-stop Cigarette smoking as
the grease. It was the Kind of place where the food is to die for- they
make no bones about anything being healthy- but what it [aCKks in low
cholesterol it makes up for in deliciousness.

The quality of the grub was obvious from the fact I had to wait
for a table at 11 in the morhing. The usual Saggle of people milled about:
a Couple of families with their Kids, an old guy with a battered |eather
face and a John Deere hat, a few students, and one other guy sitting by
himself at the end oOf the |ong bench they kept by the door fOor patrons
such as ourselves- wWho have yet to SCore a proper seat. The guy Srabbed
my attention as soon as I walked in. He was huhched over, his face only
inches above the page as he furiously sCratChed something on a hotepad
sitting on his lap.

Curious, 1T ambled over toward him, trying not to be too obvious
about what J was doing. Even from up close I couldn't read what he was
writing- the sCript was Cramped and probably illegible to anyone but the
guy writing it. TFinhally, after a few minhutes of watChing him- he stopped
writing and |ooked up.

1 asked him what he was doing. He said, “T'm writing in my journhal.”

This really didn’t tell me very much- so I asked him, “IWhat are you
writing in your journal?”

“It’s private.” He replied curtly.

Fair enough. It was a legitimate reply. SinCe he didn't want to be
interrupted, 1 looked arounhd tO see if there was anhyone else who might
be a bit more receptive t0 a little conversation- thinking the old guy in



the John Deere hat might have a good story to tell gbout onhe thing or
anhother.

Without a doubt, talking to Strangers is ohe Of my favorite things
t0 do in the world. ] |ove talking to people- T don’t even really Care what
about- although 1 prefer when people tell me stories. True-false- g little
bit of both- T don't really Care. Although people who insist obviously
false things are true tend to get oh my herves a bit.

If you think about it- the topiCs Strangers Choose to divulge are
usually more interesting thah the content of the speCifiC information.
There are people who talk gbout hothing- and some who will tell you
Crazy personal things out of the Clear blue sky. T swear to god a Sirl at a
show once told me she’d had four misCarriages in five years literally 10
seconds after ] met her. It was like, “My name is Sally ahd T've |ost four
Of myY babies.”

When T was a Kid, I hever would’ve considered going up to total
strangers and speaking to them. 1 was really shy. It wasn’t unti| ] started
smoking pot that 1 beganh to come out of my shell. 1 was a bit more
socCiable, but ] still mostly kept toO myself.

But then came the game changer. T wWas oh 2 hits of some real hice
Leary wihdow pahe blotter aCid and ] realized it was possible ho one onh
the earth really existed- that they were all just my imagination.

Of course, this wasnh't @ hovel idea, DesCartes argues the same
thing oh his way to his very famous Cogito Ergo Sum (I think, therefore ]
am)- but I've always found the revelations T Came to myself more Valuable
thanh ones T learh in @ bOOK.

For me, what sparked the idea were these preppy Kids who were all
drunk and acting like total fucking imbeciles. Tt just seemed |ogiCal to me
at the time I must be making them up somehow. I meanh, why would any
réa/ person want to aCt that way?

Now, before you g0 Off thinhkihg T'm some Kihd Of hut-job, you
should know, T am fully aware other people exist. T'm just saying it’s
possible they don’t- ahd SinCe it’s possible everyone ] see is just imaginary,
1 can walk up to them and have a Chat, since ] might be Chatting with my
own imagination. 1 suppose that sounds daft, but it’s just one way using
hallucinogens has helped me become a more soCiable person.

1 was about to get up anhd g0 to the bathroom when the guy with
the jourhal all of a sudden decided he wanted to talk.

“TWhy do you want to kKhow what I'm writing?” He asked- still Kinda
being a dick, but T was intrigued, so ] sat baCck down.



“1 dont kKhow, You just looked really intent doing it- J was just
wondering wWhat you were getting on about.”

“T'tm writing about what a bitCh my ex-wife is.”

Internally T Cringed- it was Clearly @ major misstep talking to this
dude. 1 Khew T was inh for an earful of Crap 1 probably didn't want to
hear. @GuUYS wWho are willing to start ripping on their exes to total
strangers as a Conversation starter are generally hot Coming from a happy
place.

Twenty minutes later, I was choking down the |ast bite of 3 grilled
Cheese as fast as I could, while T listened to Frank Call his poor ex-wife
every hasty hame ever conceived for the ladies. Tt wWas exCrucCiating, but
1 invited this guy to talk, ] felt like T heeded to tough it out.

The only distraCtion Came from my concerted effort to uhderstand
how my grilled Cheese had beCcome infused with the strong taste Of trout.
Frank was bumming me out, SO 1T was doing my best to listeh only well
enhough to allow me to khow when to say “uh-huh.”

But there was ohe thing he said that stuck out in my mind.

Frank said, “I write things down in my journal so that I Can look
pbaCk oh what I'm feeling right how and remember. In a Ccouple Of Years,
when T'm stupid enough to et ahother woman into my heart, T'll 0 back
and read this and T won’t make the same mistake again.”

For the sake Oof women everywhere, 1 hope he does. To me, the
reason Frank wrote seemed stupid. But the idea behind it, t0 write down
what was happehing so 1 could |00k back on it later on, when I'm old and
probably less cool (I hope hot) ahd maybe remember what it was like to be
22 and on the road- just like Jack Kerouac in the Dharma Bums- that
seemed like a fantastiC idea.

And so this pieCe of paper is my attempt at Capturing just @ bit of
what life is like onh tour with the greatest roCKk band on earth in the first
year Of this hew millennium. I think T'm g0ing to Write it as if I'm Speaking
t0 myself, then, when T'm like 75 and Cah barely remember what any of
this Crap meant or why- I Cah come baCk to this book and it’ll be a bit like
a time machine- assuming we haven’t invented the real thing by the time 1
get that old (] boggle, everyday, that the Internet didnt really come into
the publiC conscCioushess until 1992- just 8 Sshort Yyears ago- it’s
astonishing).
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“Why on earth would anyohe want to do something like that?”

Great show last night!!t T am so glad 1 did this.

TFor today’s entry T thought I would write about how J Came to this
adventure. QOnh the day of my Sraduation my ever SO proud parents took
me out to mYy favorite restaurant in Bloomington and hanhded me an
envelope. Inside was a Card and a CheCk for a grip Of money. The Card
had a piCture oOf the world on it ahd they said they wanted me to use the
money to travel- g0 t0 Europe or ASia ahd see some of the world.

Problem was- 1 didn't want to go to Europe. Well, that’s hot really
true- T do want to go to Europe, but as soon as I saw the check ] knew
exactly what I was going to do- T was going to g0 on a full leg of Phish
tour. TVe seenh ¢-5 shows in a row every year since 199¢, usually 2 or 3
times a Year- but T'Ve never been able to0 do a whole tour from Start to
Finish. With that single check, my dream becCame a possibility.

Of course 1 had a few doubts and a regret or two. TVe wanted to
g0 to Amsterdam sinCe T smoked my first joint seven years ago anhd there
was definitely part Of me interested in taking the trip. But after last
night’s concert- I'm absolutely certain I made the right decision.

It was the first show of the tour and it Was full of specCial guests
including Bluegrass legend Del McCourey- sO that was really Coo| to see.
After the show 1 jumped in the Car anhd drove the four and a half hours
straight to Atlanta- they're playing two hights here SO 1T wanht to get a
hotel as close to the [Lakewood Amphitheatre as possible.

So that’s how ] Came to be on tour, but the question still remains-
why am I onh tour? J thought for the rest of this entry T'd talk about tour
in general. Tirst Of all, the experience oOf seeing Phish is completely



different when you’re seeing a string of shows. While the crowds are
huge, there are maybe 10,000 people who are actually following along
from show to show and you quiCKly begin to see them from one towhn to
the next. The |onhgest String of shows T've done prior to this was 7- and
even then ] Came t0 Khow a dozen people by sight alone.

The people on tour fall ihto two genheral Categories®, the
alternative entrepreneurs, and the tour rats. I tend to hang around the
alternative entrepreneurs because the tour rats have a tendency to steal
your Cleah SOCKS anhd try t0O mOooCh into your hotel room without throwing
in money Or even a few bowls of weed in exchange.

Whenever T’'m trying to explain to people why I spend so much time
and energy following Phish, 1 always give them the same answer. Phish
Shows are the way AmeriCa is supposed to be. It is the America you read
about inh the brochures. [ife on tour is @ mobile community where a guy
Cah do his own thing in total freedom SO [Ohg nO One is getting hurt and
you’re smart enough to keep away from the limited, but always diligent
police. It’s the Kihd Of plaCe where people- total Strangers- Will actually
help you if you nheed it- the Kihd Of placCe where even the dirtiest,
smelliest hippy Cah find a ride to the hext town.

Sure there’s assholes here. The universe is full of them. It’s hot a
utopia, ahd things aren’t perfect. People get ripped Off, strung out, and
wasted in the worst possible way- which remihds me about a rumor Tve
been hearing lately. One ] refuse to allow myself to believe- that Trey
Anhastasio, the |ead guitarist- has suddenly started smoking heroin- maybe
even injecting it. 1 heard it from a guy T know who regularly goes out into
the crowd anhd buys weed and the oCcCasional mushrooms, not just for the
band, but for the backstage party in general. He told me last hight, ih a
conspiratorially harsh tone, that Trey had suddenly started asking for
balloons of heroin along with the hormal Stuff- hot g good time.

The musiC has beenh fantastiC SO far sO 1 dont eveh wanht toO
contemplate the idea the rumor could be true. Before 1 discovered
Phish 1, like many other people onh tour, Saw as many Grateful Dead
shows as ] could convince my Mom to let me see. Jerry (zarCia’s death in
1993 is attributed direcCtly t0 health CompliCations arising from his heroin
use- so until he gets busted or otherwise admits it publiCly, I'm going to
assume Trey is just doing the smart drugs and avoiding the stupid ones.
TO my definition, Smart drugs are weed anhd psychedeliCs- shit that
expahds your mind oOr makes you a Calmer, mOore empathetiC person.

° If 1 wanted, | could probably identify 1000 categories, but generically, there are 2.



Stupid drugs are cocaine, heroin, the sorry ass fake bullshit that passes
for ECstasy these days and of course, pills.

T'Ve met plenty of Simple minded people who say all drugs are the
same and all equally bad. Their Caffeine anhd alcohol use is somehow
given a moral pass beCause the Caffeine and alcohol industries have
better PR people. 1 think this oOpinion is not only scCientifically
ihaCCurate- its just plain old fashioned fucking stupid. Inh my experience,
the Key tO drug use is moderation, ahd having an intellect Ssufficient
enough to deal with what the drugs deal you.

Far to0 mahy people thihk the whole point Of going on tour with a
band is to get wasted and do drugs. Anhd T’'m nhot going to deny to myself
this isnt really @ faCtor for g |ot Of people. PBut Certainly hot all. For
many of us, myself inCluded, the musiC is what matters. If they could
somehow bah drugs completely from concerts- I'd still be here.

1 think T'Ve discovered the heart of what it is I love SO much about
this sCene. Tt probably seems trivial, but to me, it’s the nougat Ccenter in
the middle of the Phish candy. The band holds quasi-ahnual “festivals”
where they piCk g place out in the middle of howhere (upstate New York,
upstate Maihe, the swamp in Florida) and play 3 sets a day for 2 or three
days. T've been t0 all Of these |arge festivals and 1 just hoticed this detail
at the [emonwheel- the big party Of 1998.

At every concert T'Ve ever been to- the guys working for the show
wore shirts that were emblazoned with the phrase “SECURITY.” At the
Lemonwheel- these same shirts said, “CAFETY.”

See, ] told you it didn’t seem like g Very big deal. But it is. Just by
Changing this one word- the people who are supposed to be at the show
t0 keep ahy sCary StUff that might come up from happenhing- are there to
help you- tO keep you Ssafe.

Not secure, safe. If something is “secured” its Strapped down,
held tightly, constriCcted, controlled and thoroughly squared away. In
other words, seCure things, are fascCist things.

Safety, on the other hand, is SO mucCh softer. I Canh be totally safe
just gbout anywhere. Safe doesn’t assume the other guy is there to stiCk
a Knife in your baCk. GSafe assumes that youve taken reasonable
precautions not to physiCally harm oneself or others. Gafe still assumes
assistance if the darkness does come Khocking oh your doorstep- but
Such things aren’t Central. Safety assumes most people Cah take Care of
themselves and Canh do SO not to your detriment. And I khow these
things are true and possible not because ] think so, but because T've seen



it. Tt was like 104 degrees in the shade last Year at the two day festival in
Oswego New York and everyone worked together anhd |ooked after one
ahother, kKids whod brought water to sell were just handing it out to
people who didnt have any. TPeople with good Cars set up little air
conditioning tents that 5 Or 6 people would Cram into for some hint of
respite from the heat.

1 think everyone at these shows iS more interested in being safe,
thanh being secure. And for once, for those moments, our culture, our
government, such as it is, is alighed with our own intentions and beliefs.
Maybe t0 most people that ish’t important. But tO me, it’s the greatest
part about AmericCa, that this Cah happen here, that we are as free as we
are.

LATER

1 just re-read my little sCreed above and ] realized 1 barely talked
about why T'm hot just following the scene of this band, T'm following
THIS band.

So why do ] love Phish? It’s hard to explain- but let me start with
ah example.

1 think the guys inh the band Khew they had to do something
spectaCular to take them into the hew century. 1 first started hearing
Yumors as early as march of [ast Year (1999) they were going to throw the
biggest party ever- somewhere ih the south. Then they anhounced the
Japah trip and everyone was thinking they were going to be like the
Grateful Dead who went to Egypt tO play the pYyramids- except with
Phish they'd play the top of some mountain in Japan. But after endless
weeks spent wildly theorizing on Phish.net, the annhouncement finally
Came- they were going to play... the middle of the fucking everglades...
oh an Ihdiah Reservation.

For me, Big Cypress Indianh Reservation became the one and only
place T would even consider spending my New Year’s Eve. But for the 8girl
1 was dating, it wasnt her first choice. PBelieve it or hot, we broke up
over that concert. ] bought tiCkets for both Of us, but the hight before
we were supposed to leave she told me she wash’t going.

So T went alohe, ahd we broke up as a result, and although it may
make me sound like an asshole, T haven’t regretted my decision tO g0 for a
single second. And since 1 didn’t write them down at the time, I wanht to
record the four things about Big Cypress I remember best.



o The sun rising on a new century standing in the middle of that
huge field- everyone |ooking so tired, Yet SO hopeful.
That random, beautiful girl who kissed me at midnight.
Hiking 3 miles into the show with all of my shit on my back and
those hiCe people who gave me a glass of water ahd a big fat bowl
Of hugs to help me on my journey.

o The alligators ] stopped ahd watChed on the ride home and my
thoughts about those prehistoriC Creatures ahd our Current state
Of affairs.

That was 6 months ago how, and I'm just as happy about this
decision as T was with that one. Just as a for instance, take tonhight’s
show. They play two sets and the second set proceeded as follows:

They opened with “Jesus Just [Left ChiCago” (a Blues Standard)
played it into “Down with Disease” then they went into “Twist Around”
from their hew album. TO be Clear- they started playing “Jesus left
Chicago” and Created a musicCal bridge from it to “Disease” ahd then into
“Twist” without stopping for even a moment- I suppose if you didn’t kKnow
they were different songs, you could think it was all just ohe enormous
song- that’s how slickly they move from song to song. After that, they
paused briefly and didn't stop again until the end of the second set-
“Contact” into “Makisupa Policeman” -DANK!- into the now standard
closer “CharaCter Zero.” They played for almost an hour and a half and
they only stopped once. That's hot just genhius- that’s the uhiverse
expressing itself musically. These guys are conversing with their
instruments, they’re not just playing. Each instrumental excursion in the
midst of @ song sees the band playing games, Challenging each other, and
forcing themselves tO |eap OfF Of the Cliff Of improvisation over ahd over
with stunhningly consistent results. The best baseball stars bat .300, Phish
bats like .970.

Wanted to say more about the band but ] gotta cut it short- T'm
going to a party being thrown by the best friends of the people hext to
my tent in the Yard Of a house hear the venue. A |0t Of the thihgs that
happen here are like that- 1 got my last bag of weed Via a guy I met two
summers ago- his cousin was also at the show and after walking from one
end of the parking |ot to0 the other we finally found him- and then he had
t0 find this one specific 8irl he’d bought from when they first arrived. Tt
tOOK two hours and talking to like 20 people, but 1 eventually got my



grubby paws Ooh some fantastiC StuffF. Nothing here is linear and time
flows much more slowly when you have nhothing really to do but hanhg out
until the show starts- its What I [ove about doing this- it alters your very
perception Of time- what else could you ask £or ih @ Vacation?



