Ever since reading Tom Wolff’s Electric Kool-Aid Acid Test in college I’d created a scenario in my head about playing a New Years Eve gig with the Merry Pranksters. Now, a full 15 years later, I was on stage doing just that. 
My brothers Dan and Bagus know the venue, The CalSport, from a benefit we did in 2000. The place has since been bought out with money from the Kesey foundation - a pile of cash left over to the Pranksters and their family. I took the same stage that Fork did 5 years ago and ended up playing a set that Fork would have never agreed to. Tonight was 100% Dead covers. 

As far as I can recall Fork only played one Dead cover - the closer - Morning Dew. Dan just annihilated the hell out of it on his bass because at that point I didn't even know the lead.

The Prankster’s have an ‘all-in’ philosophy meaning anyone can play as long as you have an amp. There were 9 musicians on stage so it was a wrestling match to get your shit heard. It took me the entire first set to get my sound into the mix so I was dismissed by the big players as a wannabee. Welcome, but nobody to really anyone who would make a difference.
I waited out the set break, then got on stage for the big New Year's tune. It ended up being Franklin's Tower sung by Eli Babbs, a 35 year-old son of Ken Babbs, one of the originals still kicking around. Eli created some new anti-Bush Lyrics and then pointed to people in the group as it was their turn to lead. I've known the guy for a year or so now, but he's never really heard me play. Basically as a kind gesture he pointed to me and gave me the lead. I hate to pat my own head, but I shredded the tune to pieces. In the middle of my jam 75-year-old Ken Babbs, dressed like a fool, stepped up on stage and started blowing leads out of a well-seasoned trombone. I couldn’t believe I was sitting on stage playing with one of the main instigators of the Tom Wolff book. It was hard to concentrate because I wanted to take mental snap-shots of the scene, but instead I just concentrated on my leads. 
I can't say I was the best player up there, but I can say that from then on, the band made sure I got my bite of the apple. We played an I Know U Rider, Fire on the Mountain, Playin' in the Band (couldn't for the hell of me remember how it went, but once it comes to leads on that tune you just shout real damn loud), Friend of the Devil, The Other One, Loser (I was the only one who could remember the lyric!!), and Deal. We ended up with We Big You Goodnight for a closer. 

By the time we finished our New Year’s Eve crowd was down to 30 people who were more exhausted than energized. 
But as I was packing up my gear it occurred to me that I’d just lived out a dream I’d envisioned over a decade before. Of course the reality of playing with some of the people that actually changed our society was nothing like what I’d imagined. I wasn’t knocked out of my gord partying my ass off. I was paying attention and concentrating on the task at hand so as not to look like a fool. 
Anyone can party, but you gotta put some work in to party with the big boys. 

