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  This caregiver’s guide is so much more than a self-care tool. Cording weaves in personal anecdotes of her own caregiver journey, star-studded interviews, and yes, even music playlists. This framework makes it an interesting read that’s also chock-full of tips to help you take care of yourself so you can show up better for those you’re tending to.


  —Samantha Cassetty, MS, RD, nutrition and wellness expert and co-author of Sugar Shock


  This is an important resource for caregivers of all kinds. Jess’s engaging combination of storytelling, actionable tips, and mindbody wellness insight makes this an approachable, relatable tool for the overwhelmed caregiver.


  —Jason Wachob, Founder & Co-CEO, mindbodygreen


  I know all too well how difficult caregiving can be and this book, which blends approachable advice, personal story, and even a playlist, is an essential tool to help avoid or recover from burnout. You’ll learn the basics of what to eat to keep your energy and mood up, how to improve sleep, make movement part of your life even with minimal time, and more. No matter where on your journey you are, The Farewell Tour can help lighten the load.


  —Max Lugavere,


  NY Times Best-selling author, science journalist, and podcast host


  Jessica Cording has utilized the best of her massive talents as a storyteller, interviewer, and dietitian/health coach to create this extraordinary book that I know I will continue to pick up and read for years to come.


  —Adam Wade,


  20-Time Moth StorySlam Winner and Author of You Ought to Know Adam Wade


  The Farewell Tour is so much MORE than a book—it’s a guidepost for anyone, anywhere who is (or will become) a caregiver. It’s truly THE book that I so desperately wanted to read (and searched for to no avail!) when my dad was sick, and I laughed, cried, and yelped affirmations aloud as I devoured it start-to-finish in an afternoon. Jess is as masterful at writing and storytelling as she is at applying science-based evidence to her patients’ real lives as a health practitioner. Yes, this book is filled with compassion, love, humor, resilience, and grief; but it’s also an exceptionally practical guide that provides tangible, actionable strategies that can help make life less difficult so that you can make the most of the time you have with the people you love.


  —Jaclyn London, MS, RD, CDN,


  Consultant, Brand/Media Expert, and Author of Dressing on the Side (and Other Diet Myths Debunked): 11 Science-Based Ways to Eat More, Stress Less, and Feel Great About Your Body.


  The Farewell Tour is a life resource tool that the entire world could use right now—not just caregivers. Clever and heart-warming, illuminating and raw, Jessica shares her expert ingredients and soundtrack for a well-lived life.


  —Kate Eckman, award-winning author of The Full Spirit Workout
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  This book is dedicated to my family.

  Thanks for always making the best road trip playlists.
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  Disclaimer: I am a registered dietitian, health coach, and certified Pilates instructor and not a medical doctor. This book is not intended to diagnose, treat, or cure any condition. For parts of this book related to real people and situations in my personal life, everything has been written as accurately as I remember it. Where appropriate, names have been changed out of concern for privacy.


  INTRODUCTION


  While nutrition and wellness are my professional passions, writing and music have always kept me moving forward. I usually have a song in my head and a soundtrack for pretty much everything. When I started on my career path as a dietitian and health coach, I knew in my gut that somewhere along the way, writing and music would find their way into the story somehow, and it’s certainly been an interesting trail of crumbs to follow.


  A core part of my writing work has always been to create resources I wish I’d had when I needed them. Sometimes that has been a resource for patients and clients, and in some cases, something I could have used for my own needs.


  This book is intended to be a resource for caregivers of all types—not just those caring for someone with a terminal illness, though that was how it started. As a dietitian in an ALS clinic early in my career, I got to know my patients and their families and saw the wear and tear the whole family went through. It was in that role where I became keenly interested in the emotional and social aspects of food as a connector and in finding ways to provide the best quality experience possible during a challenging time.


  I naively had thought that my work in that area would prepare me if any of my own family members ever experienced a serious illness with a poor prognosis, but not surprisingly, I was introduced to a bunch of unanticipated struggles when it came to my own father’s health journey.


  When my dad was first diagnosed with advanced and inoperable pancreatic cancer, his attitude was “Well, someone has to be the first to survive this” so we dropped everything to support him. Because his prognosis was so bleak, we went into “sprint mode,” so to speak, burning the candle at both ends, trying to squeeze in as much as possible while maintaining a positive exterior. At first, the trial drugs worked well (though they came with sometimes debilitating side effects) but as the months went on and the cancer stopped responding, the energy shifted. It became about making the most we could of our time together.


  My father wanted to live whatever was left of his life on his terms and remain as social as possible—when he wanted to be social, that is. I walked into the kitchen one afternoon as he hung up the phone and chuckled to himself. He grabbed an ice cream bar from the freezer and mused as he unwrapped, “When they find out you’re dying, everybody wants a piece of you.”


  So we started calling it “The Farewell Tour.”


  In some ways, it really did feel like being on the road, touring with a band, where my dad was the headliner, my mother the road manager, and my sister and I part of the crew with our specific duties. Because my dad had worked in the music industry, a large part of his work had involved helping organize and promote many tours, albums, and artist campaigns—it was a framework my family understood. Going to concerts all those years and seeing the joy but also the exhaustion in the eyes of the artists and crew members had stuck with me (and had a lot to do with why I never pursued a career in the entertainment industry). There were even times when younger artists stayed at my parents’ house when they were playing New York, and I remember the suitcases and the vans and buses parked wherever they would fit and what a relief a home-cooked meal could be after weeks of fast food.


  For the fifteen months my dad battled his disease, I never once fully unpacked my overnight bag. I even got to know the different drivers on the bus route I took between New York City and New Jersey at least once a week. As the dietitian of the family, I made it my job to see that everyone ate well when I was around. In retrospect, I’m not totally sure my help was welcome or if it seemed meddling, but it was at least something I could do when so much was out of my hands. My mom and I used to spend a lot of time on the phone discussing my dad’s latest labs and what to put in his milkshakes and what to pack in the cooler she brought on chemo days.


  The long days at the hospital with the constantly changing schedule of rotating doctors and nurses and the few familiar faces made me feel disoriented when I’d step out onto the sidewalk and try to interact with others. Every handout from every new provider was like a new call sheet, a new set list. It was like every time we got the hang of it, the routine changed.


  I wanted to create something that would be inclusive for people supporting loved ones for whom the priority is making the best of what time they have left. I remember feeling left out when looking for caregiver resources, sometimes even like I was being made to feel guilty for thinking realistically instead of blindly hoping for a miracle. Also, was it okay to laugh? Because wow, we laughed so much at the darkest stuff.


  While my family’s story is about supporting someone going through terminal cancer, my hope is that this book can be helpful to caregivers of all types.


  I also want to note that we all process grief differently. I seem to take after my paternal grandfather, who mourned the loss of my grandma’s death from stomach cancer by tinkering around the house. I accepted the offer to write The Little Book of Game Changers literally the day after my dad died, and many times throughout the writing process, I came back to the image of my grandfather at the top of a ladder, hammer in hand and nails between his teeth. Though I did speak with my mom and sister about their experience throughout the writing of this book, they preferred not to do formal interviews, as it was difficult for them to revisit painful memories.


  Another thing I felt I should comment on: You may notice that a lot of the music artists and industry individuals I interviewed are white men of a certain age. I struggled a lot with this—I wanted to speak primarily with people with whom my dad had worked, and while he did work with some women and with people of color, at the time he was most active in his industry, rock and roll was really, really white—and male-dominated. I labored over how best to address this imbalance in these pages. Between the artists and health experts I interviewed for this book, I did my best to feature a variety of voices as I do in all my writing, but I always keep an eye on how I can do better. Because this book is part “how-to” and part storytelling, I view these artist interviews as part of the “story.” These individuals are sharing their unique experience of touring with a band, but exactly that: unique to that person and not reflective of all artists and music industry professionals.


  You’ll see “suggested listening” in each chapter. I pulled from Spotify playlists my dad and I both had made during his illness and added them in where they fit. Playlists are my family’s love language, and it helped me write this book. Feel free to listen along.


  So whether you are caring for a friend or family member, are a professional caregiver in some capacity, or are simply interested in learning about how to take care of yourself while supporting others, I hope you find this book to be a useful resource.


  CHAPTER 1


  BEST-CASE SCENARIO


  Suggested Listening: “End of the Line”


  —TRAVELING WILBURYS


  When I got the call, I was on my way to break up with my therapist.


  Both my parents were on speakerphone. “I don’t know how else to say this,” my mom started, “so I’m just going to say it.”


  I remember feeling like I already knew what she was going to tell me.


  “It looks like your father has pancreatic cancer.”


  I thought back a few weeks to when we’d last had dinner together. A couple bites in, my father had pushed his plate away with a puzzled, upset look on his face. “Something’s just not right,” he’d said. He’d been back and forth to a few different doctors over the past month, trying antibiotics, talking about changing his diet (for real this time), and while he’d initially rolled his eyes at the urgent care doctor who’d written a prescription for a CAT scan, I think he knew too.


  I stood there with my phone to my ear, trying to gather my thoughts, knowing that I couldn’t stall much longer without it being awkward. So I just opened my mouth and hoped for the best: “I am so, so sorry.”


  Sorry? I said to myself. Sorry is the best you can do? What’s wrong with you? Or was I being too hard on myself? I didn’t recognize it in the moment, but it was the same mechanism in my brain that kicked in when I had to show up to work and see patients during Hurricane Sandy in 2012, and the one that later enabled me to counsel ALS patients without crying when I talked with them about initiating tube feeding.


  If my parents found my response dissatisfying, they didn’t say so. We quickly fell into making arrangements for me to get out to their house in New Jersey that evening so we could talk about it in person.


  Surprisingly, my therapist didn’t charge me for the missed session. Even though I’d felt like I had hit a wall in my eight years of working with her (I’d started when I was twenty-three, and so much had changed since then), I’d decided I wouldn’t stop my treatment yet—this seemed like a bad time to change horses. She knew all about the complex relationship I had with my family, especially my dad, with whom I would often butt heads because we were so similar. While we’d been able to find a more peaceful flow in recent years, I suspected his illness would bring up lots of stuff and that maybe it would be helpful to be able to talk to someone who knew all that history.


  I was the first to arrive that night. My mom filled me in that they’d told my sister’s fiancé, Theo, but not my sister. Even though she’s not even two years younger, my mom had always shielded Julia and tried to soften and smooth what she could for her. I’m the crispy test-pancake child who can do stoic pretty well.


  My dad was kneeling on the floor with the dog as he calmly broke the news that the doctors had found what they believed to be pancreatic cancer and that later that week, he was going to meet his oncology team and talk about next steps. While it didn’t look good, he was going to fight it, and he was happy we could all be together.


  Theo, who at 6’2’’ towered over my dad by almost a foot, reached down and hugged him. “I love you, Jim.” Since I was barely ever home, it was the first time it really clicked for me that Theo truly had become a part of the family. Had I really been that tuned out?


  At that point in my life, I was juggling a per diem hospital job, a weekly corporate wellness gig, private coaching clients, and regular speaking engagements, not to mention enough writing assignments that I needed to keep a monthly calendar of deadlines. I filled my free time with networking meetings and conferences. As a result, I rarely saw my friends or family, and had started joking about being on an “extended hiatus” from dating. I was thirty-one and watching everyone around me pair off (including, yes, my younger sister—birth order was the first question anyone ever asked when I mentioned she was getting married), but after a string of disappointments, I had chosen to channel my energy into my career. I was, essentially, the real-life embodiment of the Hallmark Movie “Career Girl” archetype, the one who hates Christmas and keeps her visits to her hometown as short as possible.


  When it came up in conversation that I was a single woman in my thirties living and working and writing in Manhattan, inevitably someone would say, “Like Sex & The City!” I’d usually say something like, “Sure, if Carrie Bradshaw wore a lab coat and custom orthotics!” The truth was, though, I hadn’t so much as been on a date in a year.


  As I went to bed that night in my old bedroom at my parents’ house, I thought of all the moving pieces of my personal and professional life. So. Many. Pieces. So many spreadsheets and calendars and calculations. And what was it adding up to? There was no way I could keep it all up at the pace I had been and still be present for my family. My dad had made it very clear that he considered us all on this cancer journey together—and I wanted to be there. A lot would have to change.


  The next morning, I had to go back to the city for an appointment, so I was up early to work out and pack up. As I was making breakfast in the kitchen, my dad came in. It was the first time we’d been alone since I’d been back.


  “Want some eggs and sweet potato?” I offered.


  “No thanks. I went to the bakery.” He grabbed a plate and sat down at the table. He reached into the brown paper bag he’d brought in. “They tell me I have cancer,” he said, “so I’m going to eat this fucking donut and this buttered roll.”


  We didn’t talk much as we ate—I wasn’t sure where to start—but we naturally began discussing his upcoming appointment and the logistics and what he expected would take place. I think he was hoping that a doctor would come in and say, “I looked at the films again—we messed up. You’re fine!” We all wanted that.


  As we loaded our plates into the dishwasher, I said, “Well, worst-case scenario, you have something so rare, they name it after you.”


  He thought this over for a moment and then chuckled. “That actually sounds like best-case scenario,” he said. “I’ve always wanted to be remembered.”


  Three days later we met at the hospital in the city to learn more about the bizarre journey we were about to embark on.


  “So, the pancreas is shaped kind of like a hot dog.”


  The oncologist held up a picture and started pointing as he explained the location of the tumor and why surgery was not a viable option for my father.


  My family nodded along, trying to take it all in. I just kept thinking, “Well, I’m never going to be able to look at a hot dog the same way again.” Honestly, though, no love lost there.


  A few hours later, when we had finished meeting with a few other members of my dad’s new care team and it was time to take a break for lunch between appointments, he said, without a hint of irony, “I could really go for a hot dog.”


  CHAPTER 2


  A LITTLE FAMILY HISTORY


  Suggested Listening: “I’m From New Jersey”


  —JOHN GORKA


  ‘Teach Your Children”


  —CROSBY, STILLS, NASH & YOUNG


  My dad, James “Rocky” Del Balzo Jr., grew up working class in Long Island, New York. Despite his Greek-Italian heritage, he had a big head of curly red hair. My grandparents both worked multiple jobs and bred and showed dogs as their weekend hobby. My dad grew up scooping up dog poop and worked in an animal hospital all through high school. When I was an animal-obsessed kid, I used to beg him to tell me stories about his furry and feathered patients.


  Always an athlete, my dad was scouted for minor league baseball, but at 5’5”, was deemed too short, so he went to college, thinking he’d become a veterinarian. He quickly learned that veterinary school was not his destiny, so he switched to communications, intending to go into sportscasting—he had a unique voice that was perfect for radio. Along the way, he fell into music, hanging posters until he worked his way up to a position at a record label in New York, reaching out to college stations.


  My parents met when my mother was a program director at her school’s music station, and they developed a professional friendship. As the story goes, that changed when he invited her to attend a press junket in New York for The Jam and asked her to come to lunch with the group. They were both super young and my mom wasn’t looking to meet anybody, but she’d later say that when he kissed her on the cheek as they said goodbye that day, her knees buckled a little.


  My parents got married a month after my mom finished college. They moved to LA, which they hated so much, they moved as quickly as possible back to the East Coast. My sister and I came along a few years later. My parents worked very hard at their respective jobs, so while we were “comfortable,” financially, we lived in an area where our friends lived in giant mansions and took fabulous ski vacations and traveled to private islands. My parents were always quick with a reality check about their own upbringing to point out how lucky we were so we wouldn’t lose perspective.


  Honestly, though, growing up, I never would have traded with my friends who flew first class. Sure, I guess it would have been cool to go on exotic trips, but even as a child, I kind of hated the beach (I’m terrified of the ocean and sunburn easily), and the idea of zooming down a mountain through the snow sounded like a combination of a few of my least favorite things, so I didn’t feel like I was missing out. Besides, I got to tag along to concerts and hang out backstage, watching the show from the wings where I could see all the behind-the-scenes stuff. I was an observant, quiet kid, taught from an early age to play it cool and stay out of the way, and I soaked it all in like a sponge.


  My dad worked in promotions, and for most of my life, was at Columbia records, eventually becoming Senior Vice President of Promotions. He did a brief stint at MTV when it was still in its infancy, but his friend and former boss Paul Rappaport brought him back into the Columbia / Sony Music fold. It was a demanding but creative job that allowed him to use his passion for music, people skills, and fearlessness to get his artists’ records played. It was a point of pride for him that he did so without greasing the wheels via gifting DJs cocaine, a standard practice at the time. I learned all my best curse words on Take Your Daughter to Work Day. The office had a certain buzz to it, and I loved the electricity of the shows, even though I also saw the nonglamorous side too.


  While I saw mostly how hard my dad worked (and the crazy hours and travel required), we did get to do some cool stuff too. The concerts, of course, were a major perk, and as a kid I loved sitting in on press conferences and watching the exchange between the journalists and artists, flashbulbs going off all over the place. We also got to tag along sometimes on other promotional events. One that sticks out to me was a promo for Pink Floyd’s 1994 album, The Division Bell. During the tour Columbia records flew a 194-foot airship (dubbed The Division Belle) between tour locations. When the zeppelin came to the Tri-State Area, my dad brought my mom, sister, and I on board for a ride with some local contest winners. I’ve always been a little afraid of heights, but even I was dazzled by the view.


  My dad left Columbia in 2002 to do his own thing. It felt like the right time for him to pivot. The industry was changing quickly, thanks to streaming music, in a way that made it seem like the rug was being pulled out from under the machines. For the next sixteen years, he did consulting work and managed established and emerging artists. You’ll see a few of those names in these pages. In writing this book and talking to various artists and industry people, I came to understand my dad in a different way. I knew who he was at home, and I knew how deeply passionate he was about music and how loyal he was to those he worked with, but it was a revelation to hear stories about the force of nature he was.


  Everyone I interviewed for this book remarked at how refreshingly down to earth and humble and irreverently funny my dad was. They also spoke of his love of the music, uncommon in an industry where the business side has been notoriously disconnected from the craft. To come across someone who enjoyed the creation of the music within the context of making it commercially viable was rare, they said.


  My dad would blast whatever he was interested in or working on at the time to the point where the house shook. He was constantly making us mix CDs and later, playlists. My mom played us her favorite albums in the car. I still think of various phases of my life in terms of, say, Revolver summer, Tapestry spring, and After the Gold Rush October. Every phase has its soundtrack.


  To be totally honest, I was nervous about including details about my dad’s work in this book, scared of giving anyone the wrong idea about my family. Even though we were aware of the glamorous side, there was a very clear understanding that this stuff was a job. Much of our together time as a family revolved around my dad’s work—the vacations we did go on usually took place where my dad was traveling to for a conference or where one of his artists had a show. When I sat down to write about my dad’s “Farewell Tour” (or as I’ll call it in some parts, the Cancer Tour or the Cancer Show), I realized I couldn’t not talk about his work—it was so important to him and such a central part of my own upbringing.


  What you see in these pages is just the small sliver I had room to share. I was blown away by the generosity of the people who shared their time, insight, and stories with me for this book. In my head, in so many ways, I still feel like that little girl sitting on an amp watching an artist strum away and sing out into the bright lights of yet another venue, giving it their all.


  CHAPTER 3


  WHAT’S IN YOUR BAG?


  Suggested Listening: “New Amsterdam”


  —ELVIS COSTELLO & THE ATTRACTIONS


  The first time I ever packed a “go bag” was during Hurricane Sandy in 2012 when I was living in NYC and doing my dietetic internship at NewYork-Presbyterian Hospital. I was up at the Columbia campus in Washington Heights, and during that week, rather than continue with my pediatric rotation, I was tossed into staff relief on whatever floors needed dietitian coverage. I also did a few shifts serving food from our emergency supply in the cafeteria. It was controlled chaos, but chaos nonetheless. That first day, my heart was in my mouth the whole time. I remember feeling like I was moving at double speed.


  I have a very clear memory of running up a stairwell, on my way to see patients on the sixth floor, when I nearly collided with a medical resident who was lumbering down. He sang a very slow, mournful rendition of “The Times, They Are A-Changing” at the top of his lungs. He did not even see me.


  I felt something click into place in my mind. Things were changing. Yes, I could spend my energy being scared, or I could focus on what I had to do and put a smile on my face to help put those around me at ease. I was there to serve my patients, and right now, that meant putting my own fear aside. I recognized that this moment would stay with me. It was this tiny thing, but it felt like the beginning of the rest of my life.


  So, about the go bag.


  A go bag is, essentially, an emergency preparedness bag you pack ahead of time—and of course, hope you never need. It was a phrase I’d been hearing since I was a teenager, living outside New York in the days just after 9/11, when people were talking about building fallout shelters or moving off the grid far away from major cities. This idea that, at any moment, you might have to pick up and run certainly contributed to a lot of existential anxiety (on top of the usual cocktail of teenage drama), but I didn’t realize how loud the echo was until my internship director was emailing us instructions about what to bring to work with us in case we had to sleep at the hospital.


  It would be years until I could relax enough not to always have a toothbrush plus a spare pair of contact lenses and underwear in my purse when I just running around the city for a regular workday. When I was dating, I mastered the art of squeezing a shocking amount of “just in case” into smallish purses while still somehow leaving room for my EpiPen.


  When we talk about self-care, we often talk about having the right tools in our toolbox. During very tumultuous or stressful times, however, I have found that it feels more like a backpack you carry with you—and you need to make sure you have those essentials, but not so many self-care practices that you feel weighed down by them. Learning essential self-care practices before we’re in crisis mode (and hopefully never having that experience, but let’s be real, the world isn’t exactly getting simpler) and having those strategies already in place can help us when we do need them. While it’s great to have that well-stocked toolbox, it’s also okay to focus just on what feels essential for a particularly intense stretch or for each part of a long journey.


  It makes me think of people who are constantly traveling for work. Because my dad had to travel a lot to places his colleagues and artists went, he was away at least a few times a month. I also remember the way the artists he worked with would talk about life on the road being different from when they were at home. This comes up for people in other professions too. As a dietitian and health coach I have worked with people in all different industries who found themselves regularly traveling for their jobs, and a central part of our work together involved coming up with some go-to healthy habits to give them some semblance of structure even when they were living out of a suitcase or going across time zones. A big one: they always kept a bag packed with the essentials (clothes, toiletries, supplements, snacks, etc.) and had a version of a healthy routine for when they’re traveling and need at least a few things to anchor them.


  In some ways, caring for a loved one who is on a long and difficult health journey is not that different. You’re on that path with them. Even if you do go home to your own bed every night, the drain of new information, new challenges, new treatments can grind on you in a similar way. Sure, you could eat crap or drink your feelings or pump yourself full of caffeine, or you could start with a few simple habits to help you feel better. I can’t stress this enough: better is still better. Don’t push for “perfect.”


  In this book, I’ll share a wide variety of self-care tools with you but know that you don’t need to put every single one into practice. Start with what resonates and give yourself permission to let that change over time. You may find you’re starting with a few great habits in place that allow you to feel a sense of ease in one area of your life but struggle in another. Often, as situations evolve, the shake-ups to your routine mean you need to become intentional about things that were once baked into your day-to-day life.


  The toolbox is a great idea, and I do love and use that example in other contexts, but this is a unique situation where we need to travel a little lighter and simplify even more. Feel free to lean in or back off from these tools as needed and know that they’ll be there when you need to come back to them.


  INTERVIEW WITH PAUL RAPPAPORT


  Suggested Listening: “It’s Only Rock and Roll (But I Like It)


  —THE ROLLING STONES


  Paul Rappaport is a fifty-year record industry veteran and former vice president of album rock promotion at Columbia Records. I’ve known him for, literally, my entire life, as he and my dad were close friends and colleagues for many years. Early in his career, Mr. Rappaport toured extensively with the artists he was working with and had a lot of insight to share. Here, he answers my questions about the music industry life on the road.


  For people who may not be familiar, what are some of the other key people involved behind the scenes for a touring artist?


  The agent is someone who books the artist and puts the tours together. The artist’s manager works with the agent to decide the best venues and tour packages to fit the artist’s persona and fan base. The manager also helps plan the artist’s overall career path and handles the basic finances along with an accountant. The artist also has a road manager who travels with the band and who’s in charge of all aspects of the day-to-day tour (travel, hotels, scheduling sound checks, etc.). Then there is the road crew (“roadies”) who haul the equipment into the venue, set up the stage, the sound system, and the lights. There is someone in charge of mixing the live show from the soundboard, and also someone running the lights who is located right next to the soundman. Sometimes there are large video screens and crew members in charge of all those aspects. There are also people that fix broken equipment and techs assigned to each band member, not only to help set up their drums, guitars, keyboards, etc., but also to be there during each performance if something should break, or if a guitar player needs to switch out different guitars for certain songs. Some are solely hired as drivers. Especially for large arena acts, these people are driving huge semi-tractor-trailer trucks that require a special skill and license.


  Of course, artists that are playing clubs or small theaters don’t require as big a road crew and some folks double-up on tasks, but as you can see there’s a lot going on behind the scenes.


  What are some of the physical health challenges of touring?


  Lack of sleep, fatigue, and diet come to mind immediately. Many artists not only have to play multiple shows a week, but they also can have other commitments, like local media interviews each day while they’re on tour. Often television or radio interviews are done with morning shows because they have the most people watching and listening. That means an artist has to get up very early in the morning, which can be quite taxing when their work carries them late into the evenings. There are press interviews and social media interviews along with all the rest of the digital platforms that an artist has to deal with. An artist can be very busy around the clock. When schedules become packed, fatigue sets in.


  With so much running around, one doesn’t always have their first choice for food, so staying on a healthy diet becomes a real issue. Eating healthy on the go can be quite challenging and often eating at odd hours without a daily regimen doesn’t help.


  The constant pace, lack of sleep, and eating on the go, will wear you out. When you are a record company representative on the road with an artist and you are organizing the media interview schedules, making sure you get the artist back to the venue in time for a sound check, and afterwards overseeing meet-and-greets with fans, press, and radio personnel, you can easily wind up as fatigued as the artist. And like the artist, you’re fighting for time just to get a decent night’s sleep. All those events begin to run together and after a few days you feel like you are in one long movie.


  Because you change cities and accommodations daily, the road can play tricks on you. One of the funniest things that often happened to me was, I would get up in the middle of the night to go to the bathroom, and still half asleep I’d walk smack into a wall because in my mind I was remembering the bathroom from the hotel room the night before!


  When I first got into the music business, it was the late sixties, early seventies. Drugs were a big part of the culture. The rock scene was exploding with new artists who found themselves on tour for the first time. This was quite exciting, and many didn’t understand how taxing life on the road could be. The accent wasn’t on pacing oneself and staying healthy but on partying—sometimes endlessly. All artists weren’t like this, of course, but many didn’t know how to control themselves. Although the drug scene proved interesting and even mind-expanding at times, too much of anything isn’t good and many artists quickly found themselves behind the eight ball while on the road.
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