Chapter Thirteen

I couldn't contain my excitement. "I would love to see CBGBs! I hope we can bring Mandy in. I'd hate to miss out on seeing The Piss Ants play CBGBs."

"I don't see how we could bring her in there. First of all, I doubt they'd allow anyone in that young. Whether they'd make an exception because she's my daughter, I don't know. But if you really want to go, you should leave her with a child minder."

"But you know she doesn't do well with strangers. Besides, how could we find someone suitable on short notice? How do we know they'd be able to know what to do if she had an asthma attack or if she screams the whole time."

"Love, we've been over this so many times. She hasn't had an asthma attack in like three years and I doubt she'll scream the whole time. She'll be six and a half at the end of this month. She's more than old enough to be left with someone outside the family. This is exactly why I suggested we find a nanny to accompany us on the tour."

"Well we weren't sure we could afford it until you started selling out arenas for the entire tour."

"Which we've known about for six weeks. I said I'd take time off to help you interview people. You just won't do it. So I suggest you get a child minder through the hotel. I'm sure they can get us someone and I'm sure they've been screened so they won't run off with her or otherwise cause her harm. If you want to go to CBGBs, which I strongly urge you to do, we'll get a child minder. Besides, she'll most likely be asleep. We're going on at like midnight and she's still on London time."

I tucked my knees up under my chin and wrapped my arms around my legs. "I need to think about it."

Keith rolled his eyes. "You know what? I'll do it. I'll ask the hotel staff to find someone to come here at midnight.  This is a once in a life time opportunity. You can't just throw that away."

I thought Keith could have been more sensitive to my feelings.

___________________________________________________________________*
As I predicted, Mandy woke at five the next morning. I woke when she shook me awake. "It's time to see the Statue of Liverty now," she demanded.

I groaned and looked over at Keith. He was still out like a rock. "It's too early, Darling. The Statue of Liberty doesn't open for several hours.

Her pout returned. "Let's go now. We can get there early."

"The ferry to get there doesn't leave for four hours, Darling. The only thing we can do now is get you in the bath, then wake Daddy and we'll all have breakfast together."

Fortunately this idea appeased her, but after nearly an hour in the bath, getting her dressed, Keith wouldn't rouse. "I have a big show tonight. You two go ahead. Give me another hour or two."

I understood he had a big show to perform, but still, I was disappointed. We hadn't had any family time since coming to New York.

I didn't notice any stray fans in the lobby as we entered the Palm Court once again. But it was still quite early so I would have been surprised to see any at all. 

"I want kippers and a waffle," Mandy proclaimed as we were shown to our table.

I scanned the menu. "They don't have kippers, Darling. I don't think anyone in the United States has kippers. That's more a European thing. The waffles have pecans in them so you won't like that. They have blueberry pancakes. You like those."

"Are they as good as what Daddy makes?"

I laughed. "I guess you'll be the judge of that."

While Mandy feasted on pancakes, I feasted on a smoked salmon quiche.

"Can we look for alligators next?" Mandy looked so hopeful, I didn't have the heart to tell her looking for alligators was futile. "Let's find a brochure on the Statue of Liberty so I know when it opens."

We found a brochure and headed back up to our room. I opened the door and found to my surprise that Keith wasn't there.

"Where's Daddy?" Mandy said as she jumped onto the bed.

"I don't know, Darling. He isn't here and didn't leave a note. He never has, though, so I don't know why I'd expect him to start now."

"But we're going to be late to see the Statue of Liverty!"

"The first ferry leaves in more than an hour. I think Daddy will be back before then."

"But I can't wait a whole hour!" Mandy protested. She stood up and began jumping on the bed.

I set my purse down on the desk. "We'll find something to do. But would you please take your shoes off if you're going to jump on the bed."

She flopped onto her bottom, before scrambling off the bed and spinning around the room. I was going to need to get her outside for awhile.

There was a knock on the door. "I wanta open the door! Maybe it's Daddy!"

"Daddy has a key. He wouldn't be knocking. Let me look through the peek hole first."

It was Keith. I let Mandy open the door. "Daddy! I've been waiting for you for hours!"

Keith picked her up. "Hours and hours, eh?" He kissed her.

"Where have you been?" I asked, trying not to sound as annoyed as I was as I closed the door. 

"I couldn't get back to sleep, so I went to Ryan's room for a cigarette. Forgot my bloody key. We're all set for CBGBs. Have you secured a child minder yet?"

"What are you talking about?" Mandy suddenly looked suspicious.

"Mummy and me are going out after my show tonight. You are coming back here and staying with a child minder."

Mandy was on the verge of tears. "I don't want to."

Keith sat in a chair with Mandy in his lap facing him. "Baby, girl, you're big enough to stay with someone other than Mummy or Daddy. Besides, you'll be asleep, I'm sure."

"But you can get Gran to come."

Keith actually looked amused. "Remember how long it took us to get here? Believe me, the person who stays with you will do almost as good a job as gran."

"But I don't want to!"

"See," I said. "I told you this wasn't such a great idea."

"And it won't be if you keep coddling her." He lifted Mandy onto the floor and stood up. "Let's go down to the lobby now and we'll go talk to someone at the desk about it."

"Don't do it, please!" Real tears started flowing now.

"Baby girl, we are not sending you off to the guillotine. We are leaving you in the capable hands of someone who takes care of little girls all the time. You'll be perfectly safe."

"We'll leave for the Statue of Liberty right after," I said, hoping that would stop her tears.

It didn't. The way she carried on, we may as well have just sentenced her to the guillotine. I felt horribly guilty, but I also wanted to go to CBGBs. I just wished Keith would have let me break the news to Mandy a little more gently. She may have taken it better if I had done it.

"Ryan says he should come with us to the Statue of Liberty," Keith said, ignoring Mandy's tears.

I looked at him, aghast. "Whatever for? This was supposed to be our time."

"He says I need him as a bodyguard after the encounters we've had thus far."

Admittedly I couldn't argue with that, but I was still disappointed and frustrated that it wasn't to be just the three of us. I wasn't sure if I'd like this meteoric rise to fame.

"It's nearly eight now," I said. "We might see if it's not too hot to walk through Central Park before catching a taxi for the ferry."

"We'll stop at Ryan's room on the way, take care of business at the front desk, then I'm game. I hope my disguise works this time. He dug through his bag and pulled out a large pair of sunglasses and a cowboy hat. Crumpled in his had was a pair of fake sideburns. He peeled off the backing and stuck them on. I noticed Mandy almost laughing, but at the moment she preferred to stick to her bad mood. I didn't have the heart to tell Keith that his skin-tight Levis with the chain dangling off the right hip, the black Chuck Taylors, spiky hair and gold chain hanging off his earlobe might not override his disguise. I sucked in my breath and hoped for the best as we headed out. Mandy's mood seemed to improve until we reached the front desk and Keith asked about getting a child minder. She actually looked shocked that he'd really go through with it. 

"But what if I don't like her," she protested.

"You'll be asleep," Keith said. "You won't know the difference."

"She's had health issues in the past," I put in. "You might wish to take not of it. She was premature. And she's shy around strangers."

The woman behind the counter gave me a reassuring smile. "Our sitters have been thoroughly screened and have first aid training. Your daughter will be in excellent hands.

"So, have you seen any alligators yet?" Ryan asked Mandy.

I wasn't sure if he was trying to rile her or distract her.

"No!" Mandy crossed her arms and pouted.

At least we were thus far un-accosted by fans.

The hotel promised to have us a child minder by midnight. I still had reservations and considered calling the whole thing off. What was I doing gallivanting off to a rock club? I had responsibilities to my child. 

We headed out to the bright sunlight. Mandy let go of my hand and darted over to a nearby sewer grate. "Mr. Alligator. Come out. I want to see you."

"You lose something, young lady?" A hotel staffer had just finished loading someone's luggage into a waiting cab when he noticed Mandy peering into the sewer grate. 

"I'm looking for an alligator." She stooped down for a closer inspection.

"Oh, you won't see any of those here. We keep traps down there to keep them away. We can't have them scaring off our customers."

Mandy stood up and looked horrified.

"You can't do that. You might hurt them!"

I wanted to laugh, but dared not. 

"Come, Baby Girl," Keith yelled. "Our taxi is here to take us to the Statue of Liberty."

Mandy came running over. "But I didn't get to see an alligator."

"There will be other opportunities, I'm sure," Keith responded.

The taxi driver got out to open the doors for us.

"Did you ever see any alligators in the sewers?" Mandy asked him.

The driver didn't hesitate. "Absolutely. I've been driving taxi in this city a long time and I've seen everything. In fact, I got bitten by one of them alligators."

Mandy's eyes grew huge. "Really? Wicked!"

"I'll show you my scar." He raised his trouser leg slightly.

Mandy looked leaned down for a hard look. "Wicked!" she said again.

I saw nothing, but this at least took Mandy's mind off the child minding issue. The taxi ride wasn't very long, but Mandy asked questions non-stop to the driver about his encounter with the alligator and he spun a tale about how he stuck his leg out to save a passenger from the alligator and how it latched onto his leg and how he had to shake it loose and it went scurrying back into the sewer. This kept her quite entertained.

The taxi dropped us at the harbor where the blue and white ferry waited. We were early, which was just as well. We could be the first to board and hopefully find an out of the way place to sit.

Keith and Ryan immediately lit cigarettes while another sewer grate lured Mandy. She stooped down again and again called for an alligator to show itself. "I won't hurt you, Mr. Alligator. Please come."

Ryan couldn't help snickering. "I really convinced her they're real, didn't I?"

I glared at him. "Don't act so smug. This is getting old really fast."

"But it's a laugh, isn't it?"

Keith grinned. "Be careful you don't get bitten. You saw what happened to that poor taxi driver."

Mandy stood up and looked directly at him. "It won't bite me. It'll like me."

"Oi! I just saw one!" Ryan pointed.

Mandy wasn't fooled. She crossed her arms and glared at him. "You're making that up!"

I laughed. "I'm glad she doesn't believe everything you tell her. Come, Darling. It looks like the boat is starting to load." I took her hand and glared in Keith and Ryan's direction.

"I wanta sit on the top!" Mandy insisted, dragging me behind her as she pulled ahead.

At Mandy's insistence we trudged up the two flights of stairs to the open roof seating. I took pictures as Mandy stood peering over the boats railing.

"I can see the Statue of Liverty!" she yelled, pointing to the small speck on the horizon. 

There were wood benches all over the deck, but Mandy insisted on standing right at the front. She wasn't tall enough to see over the railing and started climbing it.

I panicked and yanked her off, nearly causing her to tumble to the deck. "Don't climb!" I scolded. "I don't need you falling over board."

Keith grabbed her and hoisted her to his shoulders. "There. You have a bird's eye view now."

The boat was filling up quickly with tourists. I could tell they were tourists by the way they dressed. Women all tended to wear shorts that were either white of pink and hung just above their knees and the blokes tended to wear polo shirts or shirts with horizontal stripes. 

Mandy reached up to try and tag a stray seagull that flew overhead, then lost interest when the boat began moving. I took lots of pictures of Mandy and Keith and of the approaching statue. I even forced Ryan to take a picture or two of the three of us with the statue in the background. Ryan was turning out to be useful after all. Thus far, Keith was not recognized, but for the most part, the tourists on the boat weren't of the ilk that would know who he was anyway. 

As the statue came closer, Mandy grew more excited. It was hard not to get caught up in her enthusiasm. The boat finally docked and we wound our way down the stairs and to the dock. I held tightly to Mandy's hand as she continued to pull me faster than I could go without bowling down the masses in front of us. 

I groaned when we reached the statue and I saw that there were more than 300 steps to reach her crown. 

"I hope you're up to this, Baby Girl," Keith said. "I don't want to have to carry you up 300 steps."

"I will! I will!" she insisted. "Come on. Let's go!"

To my amazement, she climbed the entire height. She seemed unbothered by the smothering heat inside the statue. Between the stagnant heat and climbing over three hundred steps, I could barely catch my breath by the time we reached the top and I was dripping with sweat.  

Keith held Mandy up so she could see out and all she could say was, "Wow!"

I couldn't agree more. The view of the entire harbor was stunning. I could see the entire New York skyline, the Twin Towers in the foreground.

"You sure you don't need a boost to see out?" Keith asked me with a smirk.

I shook my head and tried unsuccessfully not to crack a smile. "You just can't go a day without poking fun of my size, can you."

After having Ryan snap pictures of the three of us against the view, and looking out every side, we finally headed down the long, treacherous stairs. It was much easier going down, of course, but the heat was just as unbearable, so much so, that I was relieved to be outside where the air was still hot and stagnant, but breathable.

"We should head back now," Ryan said.

I looked at him, aghast. "We still need to see the museum."

"We have sound check at three. We can't spend all day being tourists."

"It's not yet noon. If we stay two hours you'll be back in time."

Ryan threw up his hands. "Bloody hell!"

We ventured into the museum, a large, cavernous place. Mandy took great delight in yelling intermittently just to hear her voice echo off the walls until I told her to hush. She scowled at me. I tried engaging her in the exhibits, the display of trunks and old fashioned luggage that were carried by the immigrants. The only thing she expressed interest in were the pictures of the children. Keith and Ryan seemed more occupied with talking of the upcoming performance and subsequent show at CBGBs. I really wanted to see every aspect of the museum, but Mandy was growing more restless.

"I'm hungry," she complained.

"I'm actually quite peckish myself, Keith added. "I didn't eat much breakfast."

I heard a woman's voice loudly yelling instructions about staying together and something about the exhibits. I realized she was leading a school group. I also realized said school group were teenagers. I wasn't sure if Keith's disguise was as foolproof as he thought it would be. Besides, he'd given the cowboy hat to Mandy to wear.

"Let's go to the gift shop first," I said. "Then we'll find somewhere to eat back in Manhattan."

"Finally," Keith said as we turned and headed to the exit.

We were nearly out, but before I could breathe a sigh of relief, someone shouted, "It's Keith Morrison of The Piss Ants."

