FREMONT:  THE “WHAT DID WE DO TO DESERVE THIS?” TOUR.

Chronicled

By

Steve Evans

THURSDAY, JULY 1, 1999 – DAY ONE.

1) THE GREAT LAKES MOTEL.  This motel comes complete with tacky décor, cold and colder running water, the pleasant ambiance that only a radiant blue bug zapper can provide, and drunken guests that politely discuss their lack of a “fuckin” microwave with the management.  The management, of course, is crazy.

FRIDAY, JULY 2, 1999 – DAY TWO.

26) The first day.  What a beautiful day.  Let’s unload the truck.  You know it’s usually easier to do with a lift gate.  But, alas, since ours will not work, just ask fairground construction to unload our truck with their forklift.  Boy, how simple.

2) Pat enjoys listening to about ten minutes of  “muzak” on Ryder’s toll free problem line.  The music is probably payment enough.  Finally, a repair technician is dispatched.  The gate is fixed.  Better too late than too never.

27) The city generator arrives.  After seeing the “carny” version that is available to us, the city model seems to hold the promise of a brighter future.  Boy, how did we ever miss those oncoming storm clouds.  As the meter now verifies, the city generator is not the right amperage contracted for.  OK, plan B may work.

3) Plan B - the Carny generator that General Lee probably used to provide circus entertainment for his troops.  Oh and look, Bubba and Patch, two of the south’s finest, (probably Lee’s first stable boys) are here to run this piece of engineering history.  Fire er’ up Patch.  Something ain’t right Bubba – don’t start.  Back to plan A.

28) We decide to modify our power set up to use the city’s generator.  This means a modification of their transformer.  Take off the panel to its front and what do you know it’s the back.  Put that panel back on – take the back panel, which is really the front panel, off and discover it’s all been a gigantic waste of time.  Transformer wasn’t big enough and voltage wouldn’t go low enough.  Result  - Hey Bubba, that thing running yet.

4) Circus wagon is running, but the frequency is fluctuating more than the amount of times Patch tells Bubba – “I heard that!”

5) The city generator has to be the way to go, but now that means we have to change the tweekos on the KLS transformer.  We are so made of time.  

6) This power ballet has now ended and Bubba and Patch go their merry way.  (Some biscuits and gravy and a bottle of “Jack” is probably their next destination.)  Let’s open the side door to the box of the truck.  Key please.  Ahhh – that key is back at the motel.  What idiot left it there – Steve?  Metro engineers had to drive us back to the motel for key.  Unfortunately, opening the side door will now open a new Pandora’s box.

7) Because of fork lifting cases off of the truck, they were indiscriminately placed on the driver’s side of the truck.  So, naturally the generator should be positioned on the passenger’s side – right?  Wrong!  Think now - what is on that side of the truck?  That’s right, the side door to the box.  All the better to hear, what can only be described as “the loudest fucking generator known to man.  We endured its deafening roar for 3 straight days.  We couldn’t hear cues.  We couldn’t hear each other.  We couldn’t hear anything.  In fact, I still can’t hear period.  WHAT!

8) Oh, number 11 is a cute little problem that came up.  THE RENTAL GRAPHICS LASER WON’T FIRE!!!  Please feel free to panic now.  No wait.  Don’t panic. We do have a back up laser.  (Granted it’s not a white light laser like the rental.)  And KLS has many laser comrades who may have answers to what the problem may be.  “Hey Pat, use your resources, Give them all a call.”

9) Cell phone is a piece of shit.  Sitting in the truck cab, in what was volcanic like conditions, it melted into a rotary phone.  Well, not really, but about as worthless.  (Picture Pat holding his cell phone in front of the trucks air conditioning to get it to work.)

10) On are own now, we begin to trouble shoot by desperately flip flopping components to locate the origin of the problem.  All the while praying to almighty God that it’s not the laser tube.  Let the dance begin.  

A.) Connect rental laser and KLS power supply.  

B.) Connect rental laser to rental power supply.  

C.) This last connection requires stripping the cam locks off the rental power supply and replacing them with the user-friendly KLS tweekos required to adapt to the KLS transformer.  

D.) Connect KLS 5 watt to rental power supply.  

E.) Replace stripped off cam locks to rental power supply.  

F.) Connect KLS 5 watt to KLS power supply.  The final switch for show.  The final verdict- - - THE RENTAL LASER TUBE IS FUCKED!  

Pat strangely feels the same.

11) As we sat on the lift gate contemplating other career choices, we noticed a large amount of pedestrian traffic inside our supposed SECURE area.  Why you might ask?  Well, the fencing, it appears, was not placed correctly. Enter the fairgrounds “Fence King”.  He is none to happy with our request to rectify the problem.  “What the Fuck is wrong with MY fence”, we recall as being his exact sentiment.

12) After “the king” grudgingly corrects the problem, we find a new one to take it’s place.  Two Porta – Johns have mistakenly been left in our secured area.  Does any one really know the definition of secured area?  Don’t even think about talking to “Fence King”.  YO! – Construction.  Bring that forklift over here.  Do your power-moving thing.  Construction good.  Construction our friend.  Johns are moved without incident.

13) Night falls, but the atmosphere remains the same.  11:30pm – the perfect time for a rough laser focus because, of course, it’s pitch black outside.  Well, that is of course if you just ignore the 60K bank of blinding lights pouring from the fairground grandstands.  Pat constantly had to remind Steve – “Don’t go into the light Steve, it’s not what you think it is.”  Fortunately, the problem was in good hands – Fairgrounds Security!  A minimum of 4 different people came to tell us that the lights will be turned off shortly.  Of course, all these people preceded the 1 person that then told us that they were not being turned off.  (It seems that the stage crew needs 300,000 foot-candles to work by.  It’s in their union contract.  Look it up, 300,000 I swear.  Damn union!)  Then comes the most blatant, and overused, lie in all entertainment.  “TEN MINUTES”  “The lights will be off in 10.”  Right, do you really think we’re as stupid as we look?  For some reason they did.  Needless to say – we finished the focus before they eventually went out.  We did get a nice tan though.

14) Maybe we were weak and dazed from the lights, but after 16 hours, MAJOR MISTAKE!  In using the drain hose to fill ballast buckets for the mirror masts, a kink in the hose stops water drainage for the 20 watt laser.  The water backs up and shuts down laser.  Small panic.  But, it comes back on – relief.  So we decide to not use the 20 watt drain hose, but, instead, to use the 5watt laser’s drain hose.  (Which is not open or in use at present.)  OK, good plan.  Steve goes to turn ON 5 watt drain valve but, mistakenly, turns the wrong valve.  Meaning that he just took all the water away from the 20 watt laser.  It shuts down.  OK, MAJOR PANIC.  Mistake is identified.  Water is back on, but laser will not stay on.  We hope and pray that it’s just a little overheated, so we’ll rest it till tomorrow and worry about it all night.  (The first words spoken by everyone before going to bed – 

“Please GOD . . . “)

15) Everything is packed up.  Cases are all covered and rain proofed, and the truck is locked up.  Let’s go home.  Oh shit, we didn’t cover the FX mirrors.  Where are the bags?  Of course, under the tied down plastic that’s covering all the cases.  Must undo – then do again.  It’s 3am, let’s get out of here.  17 ½ hours of hell are enough for one day.

SATURDAY, JULY 3, 1999 – DAY THREE.

19) We come in – LASERS WORK HURRAY!  Certainly the karmic worlds have realigned themselves.  Let’s put up the 30x40 ft. projection screen for the laser graphics.  Looks like a great day for sailing.  Open the box to discover that the tie lines have been taken off and moved to the wrong side of the screen.  (A recent rental is to blame.)  They have also totally removed one side of ties.  This means we have to remove – replace – and retie a combined total of 103 screen ties.  World alignment is nowhere to be found.

20) You say you want more laser problems? – We got em’.  Rental 20 watt laser power supply starts leaking water from the “IN” connection at an alarming rate.  (Amazing powers of observation at work.  “Hey, water shouldn’t be pouring out of the bottom of the truck – should it?”)  We try all the simple solutions, (new washers etc.) but the swivel joint is screwed.  ROAD TRIP!  We all go to Lowe’s.  An unstoppable mission to find the correct plumbing supplies to modify and fix the rental power supply.  We will succeed, or die trying.  (Or at the very least, we’ll kill something in our place.)  Pat is once again a genius, and the crisis is over for now.  I don’t know if I made that clear, Pat was once again a GENIUS.

21) We some how survived to this point, (with no deaths tallied) and we’re ready for Saturday night’s graphic projection show.  Everything works perfectly on our end, but the show has been scheduled at an earlier hour and it is not dark enough to read, (let alone see) the graphics.  What can we do?

22) Problem 21, along with serious audio problems on their end, result in a client meeting that night to discuss the BIG SHOW Sunday.  What is the optimum show time and conditions for the show?  It is here that the client asks why the graphic of the American flag wasn’t in color.  Pat informs him that color graphics were not part of the contract, although the client persists in saying that they were talked about.  Not the same thing, is it?  The client is not happy, but we inform him that we actually have two lasers working his show when contractually we were only required to bring one.  Client realizes his folly and is once again happy.  So are we because we get to go home before 1am.

SUNDAY, JULY 4, 1999 – DAY FOUR – THE BIG SHOW.
23) You would think by now, we would have run out of bad luck.  Think again!  Because of the show’s complexity, Steve starts to rehearse the show’s graphics with its music.  It is now we discover, (Just 7hrs. before show time) that the 2 weeks of graphics programming, that Pat has painfully and meticulously timed out for this gigantic 25 minute show, is now running out of sync at some points, with gaps of up to 5 seconds.  (We think the extreme heat and humidity of the weekend is the cause.)  Pat spends over 3 hours pulling his hair out and correcting the sync.  Steve’s cues have changed and increased in number, meaning even longer rehearsal time.  (Up to 1 ½ hrs. before show.)  Between Charlie Daniels literally blaring without end, and its clash with Satan’s deafening generator, our sanity was walking a razor’s edge.

24) To calm himself, Pat decides to take an output reading of the 20 watt with its provided power meter.  Needless to say, Pat wasn’t calm for long.  Hey, what do you know – it doesn’t work.  Batteries dead.  Laughing helps to fight off the impending breakdown. 

25) Enduring these hardships on this journey through hell, will make the end result all the more sweeter to savor.  Hence we must record this show for posterity.  Get the camera.  Yes, Pat did remember to bring the S-VHS video camera.  Unfortunately, when he opens the camera bag – NO TAPE!  I repeat, NO TAPE!  Bloodied and beaten down, Pat has reached his breaking point.  The tape case flies and Pat falls to his knees. Asking only for understanding, Pat cries skyward – “WHAT DID I DO TO DESERVE THIS?”  Leading us to one benefit reaped from these events.  A great Fremont tour slogan.

This would normally be a fitting end to our tale.  But this is certainly anything but a normal tale.  So let’s continue – shall we?

29) Connie, our laser production assistant, runs off in search of S-VHS tapes.  Needless to say, she returns with headphones, magazines, a cooler, water, candy, and of course a nice new soft pillow for Pat.  Oh, and by the way, no S-VHS tapes.  She was able to find regular VHS tapes that may, or may not, work.  We’ll see.

30) Good news finally.  The regular tape seems to work.  Pat starts to document the show set up.  He then checks the tape.  It recorded! – Let’s have a party. . . yeee hawww!  Great, now put in the show tape.  That might take a while.  The recorder has just eaten the document tape that Pat spent the last ½ hour recording.  What a tangled mess.  I’m, of course, referring to our professional lives.  Hell, while we’re at it, just make that our lives period.

31) One hour to show.  The camera is set up for Connie to record the show in her own unique cinema-verte style.  But what’s this?  You say something’s wrong?  You don’t say.  OH YES, we do.  The camera instinctively takes it’s cue from it’s brother the computer – over heats – and starts producing images that only alien “Predators” would likely understand.  Maybe you’ve seen the movie.  Wasn’t it great?  I loved the part where Arnold tricks the predator into . . . . . 

32) SUNDAY 10:05PM.  5 MINUTES TILL SHOW TIME.  Ladies and gentlemen of Fremont, thank you for coming.  We are here to honor and celebrate the birth of the United States of America and the birthday of Fremont Ohio, on this, it’s incredible 150th Anniversary.  This, a show like no other.  An extravaganza of laser lights and fireworks set to music.  So sit back and enjoy the show, on this historical, once in a lifetime, night.

               

(Please read dramatically and with feeling.)




PAT:  

“House lights are you ready?

    


HOUSE: 
“Ready.”




PAT:  

“Stage Manager are you ready?”




SM:

“Ready.”




PAT:

“Audio are you ready?”




AUDIO:
“Ready.”




PAT:

“Radio Station are you ready?”




STATION:
“Ready.”




PAT:  

“Ken with fireworks, are you ready?”





           
“Ken – are you ready?”





           
“Fireworks – Ken – Do you read me?”





           
“Fireworks, where the hell are you? – 

“Ken! – Ken!! – KEN!!!”





           
“OH SHIT – WHERE IS THAT POT LICKER?”

33) 





THE END
