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Praise for
 Flying by the Seat of My Pants


“As a frequent flier who has accumulated enough air miles that the pilots often come ask me for directions midflight, I am very aware of the funny (as well as the not-so-funny) things that can happen to any passenger! Marsha’s book gives us a behind-the-scenes look. This is a fun and honest read that humorously helps put life into perspective.”

—BRAD STINE, comedian and author




“Few of us get to realize our dreams. Fewer still write about the experience. And truly rare are those who do so as captivatingly as Marsha Marks has done in Flying By the Seat of My Pants, by sharing a personal look at her life in the air and on the ground.”

—DAVID M. ROWELL, publisher of The Travel Insider newsletter and Web site




“Marsha Marks is witty, entertaining, insightful, and basically herself. Her writings are a breath of fresh air.”

—JOHN L. HOH JR., author of Silent Meditations for a Silent Night




“Laugh out loud funny. Marsha Marks gives an outstanding voice, sense of humor, and personality to the folks so many of us know only as, ‘Excuse me, Miss!’“

—SUSAN FARREN, inspirational speaker and author of The Fireman’s Wife




“Flying by the Seat of My Pants is that rare sort of book that has me giggling helplessly. Marsha Marks is a winning combination of wacky class clown and quietly perceptive observer. You will love this ride!”

—SHAUNTI FELDHAHN, author of For Women Only: What You Need to Know About the Inner Lives of Men




“Flying by the Seat of My Pants is laughter at thirty-thousand feet.”

—JOYCE DIXON, Southern Scribe
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This book is dedicated to anyone who has ever flown a commercial flight or anyone who has ever wondered what it is like to be a flight attendant, but especially it is dedicated to my first four wing-sisters: Tracy Frame, Susan Evans, Sally “Blackie” Bartlett, and Melanie Feddersen. If you are interested in what happened to these former flight attendants after they left their careers, turn to the afterword, where I list what they are all doing today.
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Introduction

As you read these stories you might ask, “Are these true? Did this really happen?”

The answer is yes—to most of the stories.

I really did get evicted from an apartment. I really did live in a tiny camper in the front yard of a friend of mine for a few weeks. I really did call up the airline and pitch myself to them in the third person, I really did work in a size 2 uniform once when I wore a size 12, and I actually have a photo of me in an overhead bin. And both the wig story and the toupee story really happened. But you should know right from the onset that I did change some details in certain stories in this book to protect both the innocent and the potentially embarrassed.





CHAPTER 1
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My First Flight

If you can’t be Miss America and you can’t be a model, then you become a flight attendant.” The flight attendant sitting next to me was explaining why she decided to go for this job.

She was a former Miss Southern Some-Kind-of-Fruit State, she said. And when she didn’t get crowned Miss America, her daddy said, “You need to get away and grieve the loss.” He thought travel would help. So he called up his good friend, the president of our airline, and said, “My little Peaches here needs a job.” She went on and on with the details. “Since I wasn’t ready to marry Mr. Frank Barnell Jeffreys III…quite yet, Daddy said this job was a good one for a girl who was pre-engaged. He said it would keep me busy so Mr. FBJ would not grow tired of me before the wedding.”

I could understand that. I was growing tired of her, and we had only just met. I was also hoping she wouldn’t ask me why I took this job.

“Why did you take this job, honey?” she said, leaning into me as she bit a piece of celery without it touching her lipstick. “I mean”—she pointed the celery at me—“with you being so old and all.” (She was twenty-one. I was thirty.) “And…so big.” She used her celery to draw a huge circle of air around me.

She was five foot two and wore a size 0. I was six feet tall and wore a size 10. My shoe size was double hers. I felt like a Siberian work dog being taunted by a toy poodle. But I was too intimidated to bark at her, so I decided to tell her the truth.

“I’m trying to get over a loss too,” I said.

“Honey, what do you mean? Did you lose your husband?” She held the celery directly under my mouth and moved in closer, like it was a microphone and she was the media.

I grabbed the celery and started speaking into it. “Well yes, you could say that. My fiancé left me for a younger woman.”

Then I told Peaches the story of my life in a few sentences: how after college, I wanted to be a writer but instead became a recruiter for the fast-food division of a dog food company. And how I couldn’t find true love until age twenty-seven. Then I got engaged, and a few months before my wedding, my fiancé left me for a twenty-two-year-old. But he wasn’t right for me anyway, I realized, and not just because he wasn’t tall enough for me.

I could see Peaches loved the drama of my life. After my speech, she grabbed the microphone and bit it. Then she gave me a warning. “It will be hard for you now, being over thirty. The chances of you ever meeting anyone…well, you know… anyone with teeth, are just, honey, not good!” She stood and walked out of the galley, holding her hand near her hair as if adjusting an invisible crown.

I was left alone to ponder my fate.

She was right and I knew it.

I was doomed.

There was no hope.

I had lost my job, lost my fiancé, and lost my apartment. Now look at me, a big old work dog in flight attendant clothing.
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The Eviction Description

Getting evicted from your apartment, for anyone who is not familiar with it, is quite embarrassing. One day you come home confident that the late-night talk shows are fighting over you. And as soon as their guest coordinators battle it out, you’re in. I mean, after all, you are the number one freelance writer in the nation for the Charles Schulz Peanuts line for Hallmark! Sure, your name isn’t on the cards, but you couldn’t be more honored if the people who represent Disney said your mouse drawings look like Mickey.

And that very day over lunch, Charles Schulz himself said, “Marsha, you have a voice. You need to design characters to go with your voice.”

You are so bolstered by what good could come from this encouragement that you tell everyone who will listen that “Charles Schulz said I have a voice.” You even call your landlord (collect) and relay this information.

“Good,” your landlord says. “Did you use that voice to ask him for the rent money?”

“No,” you smile at her innocence. “That would not be acting cool.”

She huffs and says, “Acting cool doesn’t pay the bills.”

You tell her not to worry, that you are destined for “the lists.” (You mean The New York Times Best Sellers lists.)

Then your landlord says something very encouraging. She says, “Oh, I believe that. And the sheriff does too.”

You have no idea what she is talking about because you have never known anyone who was evicted. You are, in fact, encouraged that she is being so supportive and has obviously been speaking well of you to her friends in law enforcement.

After the phone call to the landlord, you drive to your grandmother’s place and hide your car behind a fence. (Your tags are a couple of years past due, and you have no insurance.)

Then, although you are twenty-nine years old, you catch the (free) old folks’ shuttle to your apartment. On the shuttle, you stand up as if you are the tour guide and point out monuments and malls along the way. You don’t charge for the ride, but many of the riders do tip you as they leave the bus.

As you trudge up the hill to the apartment complex where you’ve lived for three years, you contemplate dedicating your first book to your landlord: To Lilly, who kept understanding and waited months to get paid.

You reach your front door and realize some confused person has posted an ugly sign on your door. It says basically, “By Order of the Sheriff, Get Out.” You absolutely cannot believe it. You won’t sue anyone over this mistake, but it is the type of thing that could be embarrassing if someone saw it.

Then, as you read the fine print on the notice, you see your name, and it is spelled correctly. Your stomach tightens. You rip the sign off the door and go inside your apartment where you read the whole warning. You have twenty-four hours. Your things will all be placed on the front lawn of the apartment complex in twenty-four hours.

For one last second of denial, you think of some story. You were in Europe accepting the French prize for literature. (In this case it would be for literature not yet released from the mind of the writer.) Or drinking tea with a distant relative of Mark Twain and the tea went long. The bills must have arrived while you were out.

But then, numbingly, you realize this is no time for jokes.

And somehow, in the next twenty-four hours, you must deal with your problem, which seems big. You have no family, no money, and no place to live.

You frantically gather all your belongings, except clothes, and move them into a storage unit you know you can’t afford. You load your clothes in the backseat of your car. There are three cans of tomato soup rolling around in your trunk. (You would have put your clothes in the trunk, but it’s raining and the trunk leaks badly.)

You drive to the front yard of the brother of your best friend, and as you get out of your car, your best friend gets out of her car too and tries to cheer you up.

“Well, look at that,” she says.

You are looking. And like someone who has just been in a collision with life, you are in shock.

“I can’t live in this!” you say, staring at a tin can disguised as a camper.





CHAPTER 3
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The Beverly Hillbillies Without the Beverly

Well, at least you don’t have to worry about a roommate,” said Janie, looking on the bright side. We stared at the camper before moving me in.

Janie had been my closest confidante for ten years, and as we stood side by side at what seemed more like a collision than a crossroad in my life, I glanced at her and thought about how she already had everything I wanted. She was married to the love of her life, had a beautiful baby, and was even the same kind of writer I dreamed of being—the kind that was supported by someone else.

She understood I was too stressed to accept her offer of moving into her tiny home with her family. Or of moving in with her brother’s family, in front of whose home the camper sat.

“I’d rather live alone in my cardboard box,” I said. Of course, I didn’t mean it. I wanted to live alone, but not in a cardboard box. I wanted to live alone in my lovely apartment where I had lived for a long time. I wanted class, beauty, and a pool. I didn’t want to be homeless.

“I can’t believe I’m homeless!” (I had to yell to be heard over the sound of cars driving up and down the street.)

“Oh, come on,” Janie yelled back, “you’re not homeless. You’re living in a camper…with a lawn and everything.”

“I’m on the
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