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INTRODUCTION

Channeling Bob Newhart

It was a balmy spring day in southern California. My husband Bob and 
I, on vacation, were wheeling a cart through the produce aisles of Trader 
Joe’s outside Laguna Beach. Bob, wearing his iconic navy blue University 
of Michigan sweatshirt, drew the attention of another pair of shoppers. The 
friendly couple who looked to be about our age in their mid-sixties, struck 
up a conversation, telling us that they too are U-M alumni. They began 
reminiscing about their fond memories of going to school in Ann Arbor. 
When we mentioned that we still lived there, they raised the inevitable 
question: “What do you do?” 

“We own the Ann Arbor Bed and Breakfast.”
The woman’s eyes widened, and she broke into a huge smile. “Running a 

bed and breakfast?” she began. “Omigosh, that is my...”
And, I waited for her to say “lifelong dream.”
Instead, she declared “... worst nightmare!”
“Having people in your house all the time,” she shuddered. “Total strang-

ers. Catering to their every need. And then you have to get up in the morning 
and fix them breakfast!”

Wow, I remember thinking, she did have a point. Stated like that, innkeep-
ing does sound like a peculiar choice of occupation. 
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More often, we innkeepers encounter the opposite impression. People tend 
to romanticize running a bed and breakfast, conjuring up a lofty image of 
working from home in luxuriant surroundings. We get to meet fascinating 
people and engage them in riveting conversations, as our bank balance grows 
with each swipe of the credit card at check-in.

Think of the classic TV sitcom Newhart, set in a Vermont Inn. Did you 
ever see the lead characters making a bed? 

Of course, neither extreme is the true picture. Let’s call it “the snapshot 
versus the movie.”

The snapshot version of what we do tells one tiny piece of the story. Like 
any photo, it’s static. Whether idyllic or horrifying, the snapshot captures a 
single facet of running a B&B. It’s as if you are watching an epic film on 
DVD and press the pause button, freezing the action to a single frame. It 
leaves a single image but it doesn’t divulge the plot or all of the characters. 
It’s far from the full story.

Now press play. The movie unfolds a more nuanced and balanced picture 
of innkeeping: the great fun of outfitting the guestrooms; the drudgery of 
keeping them dusted. Guests who enrich your life with their warmth and ap-
preciation; guests who cancel at the last minute, or never show up at all. It’s 
the six-room-wedding booking during off-season that covers the mortgage 
payment; it’s the furnace that fails on that same weekend. And you can be 
sure that if your furnace, plumbing, or any appliance chooses to fail, it will 
always, always, happen on the weekend.

The reality of running a B&B is excitement and exhaustion and everything 
in between. It’s like no other occupation. It isn’t a job; it’s a lifestyle.

Twenty for Breakfast is about that lifestyle. It celebrates the pleasure of 
creating a welcoming environment, making a difference to someone, and be-
ing of service. Am I sounding too rapturous? It is also about the mistakes 
and catastrophes. Of course, we never refer to anything that goes wrong as 
a “mistake” in this business. It is merely a “valuable learning experience.”
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While other trade books focus on the economic aspects of running a B&B, 
such as writing a business plan, optimizing search engines, and designing 
a website, Twenty for Breakfast focuses on the social aspects. Innkeeping 
is ultimately about people: greeting, feeding, accommodating, appeasing, 
and appreciating them—and that includes your partner, staff, and innkeeper 
colleagues as well as your guests. Synthesizing fourteen years of anecdotes 
and “aha” moments, Twenty for Breakfast is an inside view of the bed and 
breakfast life.
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Most people evaluate the pros and cons of becoming an innkeeper before 
entering the profession. But it was not until I really became immersed in the 
business that the benefits became clear. Early on, this list was emerging and 
now, fourteen years later, the rewards continue to multiply. Here, in homage 
to the iconic former TV host David Letterman, is my Top Ten list of reasons 
to be an innkeeper. 

It is 9 o’clock in the morning, and my guests have finished breakfast 
and are off on their day’s activities. The table is cleared and the 
dishwasher is loaded. Most people are just beginning their work day 
at 9 a.m. Mine (or so I choose to pretend) has already ended.

The dress code is slacks, shirt, and slip-on shoes. Sometimes an apron 
to accessorize. No more pricey designer blazer or briefcase. Since I 
rarely see the same people three days in a row, I can wear the same 
favorite comfort clothes over and over. 

 There can’t be a shorter commute. Our bedroom is one flight of stairs 
above the kitchen. 

Every day offers an excuse to use the good china; no waiting for 
Thanksgiving. 

Calories to burn? Cleaning and shopping constitute a good workout. 
Once I needed physical therapy. Now my knees are pain-free, thanks 
to climbing stairs off and on all day. Who needs a Stairmaster when 
you live in one? 

The Top 10 Reasons 
I Love Being an Innkeeper
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Hitting the Ground Running, Without a Map

Innkeeping transcends the traditional gender roles. Among innkeepers 
I know, men are as likely as women to do the cooking; women are 
as adept as any male at bookkeeping and repairs. At a state board 
meeting of B&B owners, I overheard three grown men discussing the 
merits of high thread-counts, and debating whether or not to own a 
mangle.

Keeping up on world events is easy while cooking with NPR in the 
background. Home delivery of the New York Times is a reasonable 
business expense, not an extravagance. 

Shopping is no longer frivolous but virtuous. Cruising Amazon and 
eBay for best buys and bargains is a necessary pastime, not self-
indulgent.

Whatever you have to buy—from printer cartridges to pillow 
shams—is tax deductible. 

And the number one reason for being an innkeeper is of course … 
the people! Consistently interesting and appreciative, they enrich our 
lives. Some folks get to travel the world. When you’re an innkeeper, 
the world comes to you. 

…. And the One Reason Not To
The money. 

None of the how-to books promise that running a B&B will make you a 
fortune. No innkeeper in my acquaintance is a one-percenter. A B&B with 
four or fewer guestrooms is better looked upon as a hobby than a high income 
source. A larger, busier inn brings in more revenue but costs more to run.

Focus instead on the intrinsic rewards, which include independence, 
self-employment, living in beautiful surroundings, and sharing them with 
some of the most interesting people you might ever encounter.
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It’s A Small World After All
Finally, I’ll relate one of our best guest experiences.

On a fall football weekend, two couples who had never met struck up a 
conversation across the breakfast table. They were parents of U-M under-
graduates, eagerly comparing notes on their children’s campus experience, 
but two of them were about to discover that they had much more in common. 
“You have an unusual accent. Where are you from?” Lewis asked the woman 
across from him. “Pauls Valley, Oklahoma,” Jeannie drawled, with a broad 
smile. “It’s a tiny little town. You’d never have heard of it.” 

Lewis stared at her. “I’m from Pauls Valley myself,” he declared. 
Over the next hour they (and we) learned that Jeannie and Lewis had gone 

to the same high school two years apart, and knew many of the same people. 
They had been to the same shops and eateries. Learning Jeannie’s last name, 
Lewis exclaimed, “I dated your sister!” 

 Sure, people meet over breakfast and discover they’re both from Chicago. 
But Pauls Valley, Oklahoma, population 6,000? What are the odds of this 
happening?

One of the group had brought a camera, and Bob took photos of the four of 
them, but he warned, “When you get the film developed, you’ll find that it’s 
blank. You were never at this B&B and this meeting never happened. It’s all 
an episode from the Twilight Zone.”

What’s more, there’s a postscript. Three years later, we were telling this 
story at a dinner party in Laguna Beach, California. One of the guests looked 
at us wryly and said, “My mother grew up in Pauls Valley, Oklahoma.”

Connections and coincidences are frequent here, if rarely this dramatic. 
A B&B is a crossroads where many guests discover an amazing number of 
common interests and shared experiences. It’s thrilling, actually, to hear gales 
of laughter coming from what had been a table of eight strangers. As inn-
keepers, we’re focused on relations with our guests. But it’s just as exciting 
to see guests relate to each other.
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Speaking of Guests

You know that your guests have transitioned to friends when:

 • They call you en route and say, “We’re stopping at Whole Foods on our 
way in. Would you like us to pick up anything?”

 • You receive a Christmas card with photos and their family news update.

 • They friend you on Facebook.

 • They invite you to stay in their home. If you’re ever in Ottumwa, Iowa, 
the guestroom is ready and waiting. And they can hardly wait to make 
you breakfast.

Notes to Aspiring Innkeepers

Everyone We Meet Becomes a Part of Who We Are
None of your friends are likely to say to you, “I sure wish my home 
had twelve bathrooms.” Or envy your five-figure annual grocery 
bill. 

But you’ll hear this again and again: “You must meet the most 
interesting people.” 

And they’re right. You can only smile in agreement. 
Rarely will you find a profession that brings you in touch with 

such a wide range of people on an almost daily basis as innkeeping. 
They not only enrich your life with their stories and experience, 
but thank you profusely for adding to theirs. And then they hug you 
warmly when they leave. Really, can you think of a profession in 
which you may be hugged, up to a dozen times, on a daily basis? 
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When we purchased the B&B in 2003, I figured décor was my bailiwick. I 
chose the furniture; Bob chose the furnace. I selected the lamps; Bob ordered 
the lightbulbs. He was in charge of the infrastructure, and I got to embellish 
everything else.

But like all gender stereotypes, the lines have blurred and the rules and 
roles are far from static. Not that I was paying attention.

I was so absorbed with the great indoors—fussing over carpet samples 
and table settings, matching up toothbrush holders with tub mats. Then came 
spring, and my focus turned outdoors to our south-facing front garden, where 
I spent hours happily digging and deadheading. Masses of snapdragons and 
sunflowers, along with three seasons of perennials, bloomed in glorious 
 succession. 

But by December, the garden was bedded down for the winter, covered 
with snow that merged with an equally colorless sky. The B&B looked for-
lorn against this white-on-white backdrop. That is, until the arrival of—    
ta-dah—Mr. P, a jolly life-size upright air-blown polar bear. 

“You bought a tent?” I said to Bob as he eagerly opened the cardboard box 
and withdrew several yards of white synthetic fabric. I watched as he plugged 
in the attached motor-fan. Within seconds, Mr. P (short for Mr. Polar Bear) 
expanded to full stature—six-feet tall and five-feet across. He wore a snow-
flake patterned purple sweater and stocking cap and sat back on his haunches 

Invasion of  
the Inflatables

SEVENTEEN



Twenty for Breakfast

1 1 2

with outstretched paws. His smile was pure bliss. Bob anchored him on top 
of a wrought iron table in the center of the front balcony where he sat like a 
king holding forth on his dominion below. Cute, I thought, of this temporary 
adornment. Little did I know, Mr. P was just the beginning. 

Inflatables were a new form of outdoor décor that began to appear in the 
early 2000s, replacing blow-molded plastic reindeer and snowmen. If you 
weren’t browsing through Sharper Image and Frontgate catalogs, they proba-
bly escaped your notice. Manufacturers quickly added designs for other holi-
days; ghosts for Halloween, bunnies for Easter. Trademarked characters, like 
Winnie the Pooh, Snoopy, and Olaf, made their catalog debut. Soon, we’d 
own them as well.

When I need to buy something other than groceries, like sheets, towels, 
or a crock-pot, I head for the mall. There, options are limited, which leads to 
restraint. Bob, heaven help us, shops the Internet, where choices are infinite. 
The following Christmas, Mr. P was joined by Santa Claus himself, cheerily 
waving from a twelve-foot high hot air balloon. Next we acquired a giant 
Nutcracker, several penguins, and an assortment of snowmen. They joined 
Winnie and Snoopy, filling the lawn below.

Bob was scrupulous about removing Santa on December 26. After all, 
inflatable Santa, like the real Santa, had to return to the North Pole to rest 
up and then resume making toys for the year to come. We wouldn’t want to 
confuse local children by displaying him after Christmas. But the bears and 
snowmen remained through February. Naively, I thought the inflatable sea-
son would be confined to three months of winter.

But in early October, several eight-foot jack-o-lanterns sprouted amid the 
fall foliage, joined by goblins, ghosts, and a tarantula the size of a bathtub. 
Most popular was the large menacing black cat crouching next to the side-
walk. He appeared still as a statue, then suddenly his head swiveled as his 
glowing eyes followed a passing pedestrian. “Did you see that? His head 
moved!” we heard people gasp. The technology of inflatables design was 
improving. Dogs walking alongside their owners barked hysterically at the 
moving cat. 
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Just as Santa had disappeared following Christmas, the cat and ghosts 
were removed after Halloween. But the lawn wasn’t barren. Bob installed a 
scarecrow and turned the jack-o-lantern faces away from the street to create 
a backdrop of giant fall pumpkins. He added an inflatable farmer driving an 
inflatable tractor. The lawn became nearly as crowded in the fall as it was 
before Christmas. Thanksgiving approached. At least, I thought, we don’t 
have an inflatable turkey.

Wrong.
In fact, a supplier shipped us two by mistake, and when Bob called to say 

he was sending one back, the company said “Don’t bother. We won’t charge 
you. Just keep it.” 

Within three years we owned more than two dozen blow-ups including 
the twin turkeys, and let me just say it: I was embarrassed. I recalled visiting 
my aunt in central Florida when I was a teenager and making fun of the pink 
plastic lawn flamingos. Was this display any different? Any notion that our 
B&B would be perceived as a sophisticated establishment was hopeless. 

Our friends felt compelled to comment. It wasn’t about the elephant in the 
room; it was the every-animal-but-elephants on the lawn.

Them: I see you’ve added more inflatables.
 Me, emphatically: It’s all my husband’s doing. He gets full credit.

Full blame was my unspoken message 
Bob was dedicated. He rearranged his menagerie showcase, as one would 

arrange furniture, for maximum visual effect. He bought a scarf and hat for 
one of the polar bears. When any of the inflatables was damaged (wind gusts 
can be treacherous), he painstakingly repaired them with duct tape.

Each year, the products got bigger and bolder. On a fall day in 2013, I 
came home to a gigantic twenty-foot high black Halloween cat rising on the 
lawn. He had an arched back and upright tail that reached our second story 
kitchen window. Like our smaller crouching cat (which by contrast looked 
more like a kitten), Giant Cat had a head that moved and a diabolical grin. I 
had to admit he was spectacular.
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Somebody else thought so as well. Sometime after midnight on the Satur-
day before Halloween, our deflated cat, along with an especially provocative 
ghost, was spirited away. It was the first time in our decade of innkeeping that 
anything of value was taken. Our friend Rick, who owned a fleet of taxi cabs, 
told his drivers to be on the lookout for a ghost and a very large cat on some 
lawn across town, but they were never recovered. Some people suggested the 
snatch was a fraternity prank, but I doubt it. More likely the two were taken 
outside of the city where no one would know they were stolen goods.

Refusing to be defeated, Bob replaced the cat a year later. Anchored to 
concrete blocks by ropes and chains, Giant Cat II reigned.

Other holidays do not provoke such mischief. No one has tried to take 
our inflatable leprechaun (St. Patrick’s Day); inflatable eagle (Fourth of 
July); or the dog wearing a mortarboard and holding a diploma between his 
teeth (graduation). No one has stolen the inflatable palm trees or the double 
 rainbow.

The display reached its peak in December 2014, the year our three grand-
sons visited for Christmas. We usually travel to their home in Massachusetts 
but that year we reversed the tradition. Trevor and his twin brothers Colin and 
Zach were then aged ten, seven and seven. Bob pulled out all the stops, and 
wow them he did, with a record thirty-five inflatables. Bears, penguins and 
snowmen stood toe to toe, like a crowd in a mosh pit. The newest additions 
were Angry Bird, wearing a Santa hat; Olaf, the snowman from Frozen, and 
R2D2 and C3PO singing “Droid to the World.” 

As we reached this tipping point, my embarrassment subsided. I realized 
the excessiveness wasn’t the problem; it was the point. Their overly ostenta-
tious presence was what made the inflatables funny and fun.

In fact, they have proven to be an effective marketing device. “Which 
B&B do you own?” someone will ask. When I give the location, they say, 
“Oh! You’re the one with the…” Far from mocking us, people go out of their 
way to say how much they look forward to our seasonal changeovers. I’ve 
watched people stopping to take photos or pose beside the inflatables for sel-
fies. I suspect they’ve appeared on hundreds of Facebook pages. 
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 Some even felt a sense of responsibility. More than once, a passing motor-
ist has called us to say, “Something’s wrong with your balloon people!” They 
were alarmed that the creatures were deflated like puddles; not realizing that 
the blower fans were on timers because they need periodic rests. 

So I’ve lightened up. My friend Happy Feigleson wrote a book about hu-
mor in which she identified its three key elements: incongruity, exaggeration, 
and surprise. Those words perfectly describe a lawn full of inflatables in front 
of the Ann Arbor Bed and Breakfast. 

I no longer care if people are laughing at us. I know for sure that we’re 
making them smile.
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Expect the Unexpected

NINETEEN

“What has surprised you the most about running a bed and breakfast?” asked 
Lila as she buttered a second piece of toast. She’s an outgoing woman of 
about fifty, staying with us while visiting her son and daughter-in-law and 
their new baby, her first grandchild. 

Smiling at her, I’m thinking, I am surprised that you’ve come to breakfast 
wearing pajamas and slippers!

Really, if she were staying at the Sheraton, would she enter the hotel din-
ing room in her bedclothes?

But at our B&B, this happens every so often and I’m not offended. The 
comment we hear most frequently is, “this place feels just like home.” So 
why shouldn’t guests behave exactly the way they do in their own home?

At least she’s presentable. My fellow innkeeper Sarah once heard noises at 
2:00 a.m. and encountered a naked man in her kitchen, peering into the open 
refrigerator. The appliance beamed like a spotlight across his crouching body. 
“This is not acceptable,” Sarah declared, managing to keep her cool. The man 
scurried back to his room and avoided eye contact when he checked out the 
next morning. 

Online reservation systems typically have a space for guest memos such 
as “add extra bed” or “allergic to tree nuts.” Next to this gentleman’s name, 
Sarah wrote, “Do not rebook” with underlines and exclamation points.

* * *
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Getting back to Lila’s question, here’s how I actually responded:

“I’m surprised that I continue to be surprised.” 

In many respects, the B&B business had become predictable, with each 
day unfolding like the one before it. Start coffee, fetch morning newspaper, 
fill the juice pitcher, and set out the sliced butter and bread by the toaster. 

Greet each arriving guest with a perky “Good morning! Help yourself to 
the fruit and cereal. Would you like something hot? There’s French toast in 
the oven, or I’m happy to make you any kind of eggs or an omelet.” 

My life could be a version of Groundhog Day, the film in which Bill Mur-
ray’s character reawakens each morning to his clock radio, with Sonny & 
Cher crooning, “I’ve Got You, Babe.”

I could predict which chocolates in the candy bowl would run out first, 
(Butterfingers); how long it would take the green bananas to ripen, (a day-
and-a-half); and how much Best Way would charge us for cleaning the car-
pets ($265, after the 20 percent discount). 

But life here becomes unpredictable once you bring people into the mix, 
and by people I mean guests. It starts with their arrival time. Our website 
says, “Check-in is from 3:00 to 7:00 p.m.,” but that turns out to be merely a 
suggestion. Incoming guests arrive at their own convenience, sometimes as 
early as 8:00 a.m. to make use of our free onsite parking. Their room may not 
be ready, but they are welcome to leave their car, drop off luggage, and pick 
up a key. Others, often owing to a traffic or flight delay, may appear after mid-
night. We tell these folks to look for a key in an envelope under the doormat 
and then signs pointing the way to their room.

Slow Shows and No-Shows
The envelope under the mat system worked flawlessly for thirteen years un-
til the night it did not. The doorbell sounded at 1:00 a.m., the ultimate rude 
awakening. Throwing on jeans and a sweatshirt, I dashed down three flights 
of stairs, more anxious to prevent a third ring of the bell, which would surely 
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wake up every guest in the house, than to greet the late arrival. There stood 
Ryan, a fellowship candidate visiting the College of Engineering, apologiz-
ing profusely. “I was told to look for a key under the mat,” he said. “But noth-
ing was there.” I apologized as well and showed him his room, explaining 
that Katie, our new employee, must have forgotten to leave it.

The next morning, Katie assured me that she certainly had left the enve-
lope. What had become of it?

It turned out that an earlier guest, Joanna, had also been told to “look for an 
envelope under the mat if you are arriving late.” Joanna arrived at 8:00 p.m., 
which is not “late” by my standards, but she looked under the mat instead of 
ringing the bell. There she found an envelope, shook out the key, unlocked 
the door, and quietly walked up the stairs to Rainforest, the room that was 
specified on her confirmation sheet. She had overlooked Ryan’s name on the 
envelope and the letter inside that began, “Ryan, welcome.” 

Surprises like this are mere hiccups, no cause for alarm. The late night 
doorbell cost barely a few moments of sleep. Other mishaps have proven 
more expensive.

Two couples—let’s call them Smith and Jones—had booked two rooms 
for the last weekend in January to attend the annual Ann Arbor Folk Festival. 
Our B&B always fills up for this popular two-day event and we count on the 
revenue spike it produces during the slow winter season.

The Smiths and the Joneses had been coming to the festival from Toronto 
every year for five years. Each year upon departure, Mary Smith gave us her 
credit card to hold the same pair of rooms for the following year. Usually if 
someone books a room several months (or in this case, a year) in advance, 
we contact that person two weeks ahead of time to be certain their plans have 
not changed. But these two couples had established such a reliable pattern I 
failed to check ahead and confirm they were coming. 

I came to regret that lapse when 8:00 p.m. approached and the rooms were 
still empty.

“Maybe they were running late and decided to go straight to the auditori-
um,” I said hopefully.
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“Not likely,” Bob replied. “They would have let us know.”
So I called the number we had on file, reaching Mary on the third ring. It 

was clear from her bleak tone of voice she’d forgotten the concert. “I’ve had 
a terrible year,” she said. “Bill and I are no longer together. I lost my job, and 
last month my house was broken into. I canceled my credit cards since my 
purse was stolen, so the card number I gave you to hold the two rooms is no 
longer valid. I have no money to pay you.”

What could I do? I did not even ask about the second couple, their friends 
whose names were not on file and were clearly not coming. We had lost $800 
with no chance to fill the last-minute vacancies, but it seemed to me that 
Mary Smith was dealing with greater losses. Even if I could have enforced 
our cancellation policy, I had no heart to do so. File this under Cost of Doing 
Business.

The reality is that even reservations made recently hold no guarantee. 
Some guests do not note an arrival time, so by 10:00 p.m. we’re still waiting 
and wondering. Did they decide to go to dinner first and forget to tell us? I 
might phone the absent guests to clarify their status, but often the phone goes 
straight to voice mail. No-shows are worse than last-minute cancellations 
because of the uncertainty. All I can do is tape a note on the door, place a 
welcoming letter and key under the mat, and post prominent signs with the 
guest’s name and arrows leading to his or her room. I sleep uneasily, still 
bracing myself for that midnight doorbell ring.

Sometimes I get up in the morning and find the key still under the mat, the 
notes and signs intact, and the room still empty. The reason is nearly always 
the same. “Don’t you remember? I canceled that room four weeks ago.” No 
matter how perfect the system, some messages fall through the cracks and 
fail to get recorded. 

Mistaken Identity
We were out of town on the Saturday that Andrew, our assistant innkeeper at 
the time, was minding the inn. All but the last room had checked in. Then the 
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doorbell rang, and Andrew greeted a very happy couple in full wedding at-
tire. The bride was wearing a traditional white gown, holding the hem as she 
walked up the stairs. Her new husband had on a tuxedo shirt, striped pants, 
and boutonnière.

“The ceremony just ended, and we thought we’d drop off our bags and 
pick up a key now before going to the reception,” they explained, and gave 
their name, which sounded like “Colby,” as in the cheese. Andrew scanned 
the computer screen and saw “Coadie” registered for the large room up the 
spiral staircase, known as the Loft. Since the Loft was the one remaining 
empty room, it was obviously theirs, he concluded. “Just charge it to the card 
you have on file,” the bride instructed. “My mother made the reservation for 
us as a wedding gift.”

Andrew escorted the couple upstairs to their room, which they pronounced 
to be perfect. They left their suitcases and hurried off to rejoin their wedding 
guests. Andrew processed the credit card and went into the kitchen to begin 
preparations for the next morning’s breakfast. He felt that serene sense of 
satisfaction that always comes when the last guest has checked in, and all of 
the chicks are in the nest.

Thirty minutes later, the doorbell rang again, and Andrew trotted down-
stairs to answer it. “May I help you?” he asked politely, ready to explain 
that all the rooms were filled. “I’m Christine Coadie,” a young woman an-
nounced. “We have a reservation for the Loft.”

Andrew felt the blood drain from his bearded face. “Wait here a second,” 
he said, and quickly dashed upstairs, snatched the luggage out of the Loft, 
and stashed it in the living room. Forcing a smile, he welcomed the “real” 
Coadies to the B&B, mentioned he had already charged their card, and ush-
ered them to their room.

Who were those other people?
Andrew quickly assessed what had happened. The bridal couple had come 

to the wrong B&B, and presented a name that he misheard as the one attached 
to the Loft, the one remaining room.
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The dilemma was that he had no way to reach them to let them know there 
had been a mistake. “I could just envision the scenario,” he told us later. “The 
bride and groom would enjoy a wonderful evening of dinner and dancing, 
come back here sometime after midnight, climb the stairs to celebrate their 
wedding night—and find another couple sleeping in their bed!”

Fortunately, Andrew was not alone in his concern. Across town, our fellow 
innkeeper Marla Queen, was awaiting the two guests who were to occupy her 
bridal suite. Finally, she called the bride’s mother to find out what time her 
guests would be arriving.

“My daughter told me that she already dropped off her luggage and picked 
up the key,” the mother replied.

“She didn’t come to our place,” Marla assured her. “I’ve been here all 
afternoon.”

The mother spoke with her daughter, discovered the error, and dispatched 
one of the groomsmen to fetch the luggage and transfer it to Marla’s B&B, 
the Queens’ Residence. Crisis averted. Andrew’s blood pressure returned to 
its normal level.

It makes a good story despite the anti-climactic ending.

Strangers as Bedfellows
If surprises are going to occur, we’d much rather they happen to us than to 
our guests. When they do, we hope they can be as adaptable as Jane, in what 
came to be known as “the taco wedding.”

Jane had contacted me six months earlier to inquire about renting our sec-
ond property for her son’s wedding. Since coming to live at the B&B, we 
had been offering our family home across town where we had raised our 
kids, the 1842 farmhouse, as a short-term rental through VRBO (Vacation 
Rental By Owner). I mentioned to Jane that bedrooms in the Farmhouse, as 
we called it, had king beds which could be split into twins. After canvassing 
friends and relatives, Jane called back to say she would need more space 
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than the Farmhouse provided and ended up booking all nine rooms of the 
B&B instead. “It’s such a relief to have the accommodations all settled,” she 
declared happily.

Ten days before the wedding, Jane phoned to give us the names of guests 
who would be staying in each room. “And I’d like each of the king beds set 
up as twins,” she added.

“That won’t be possible,” I explained. “Our Farmhouse has kings that con-
vert to twins, but the B&B does not. All of our king beds have conventional 
king pillow-top mattresses.”

Long pause. “Oh dear,” said Jane. “Many of the people who will be shar-
ing rooms are friends of my sons who have not even met each other.” We both 
contemplated the undeniable weirdness of strangers sleeping in the same bed 
together. Then, she came up with an idea.

“How about this: you could make up the beds with a fitted bottom sheet, 
but with two top sheets folded in half along the center, so that the person can 
slip between the folded sheets and have their own personal space, like being 
in a sleeping bag.”

When I described the plan to our twenty-year-old assistant innkeeper Bai-
ley, she understood right away. “I get it,” she said. “Like two back-to-back 
tacos.”

Jane was the first of her party to arrive at the start of the wedding weekend, 
and I held my breath as she checked on the bed set -ups in progress. If this 
wasn’t what she had in mind, I was not sure what to offer as an alternative. 
The Farmhouse had subsequently been booked for another event and was 
not available for an overflow. “This looks perfect,” she said with a beam of 
approval, and went off to oversee arrangements for the rehearsal dinner. 

As often happens during weddings and other celebrations, the revelry con-
tinued long after the reception had ended. The group stayed up late into the 
night, laughing and talking on our large front balcony. By the time they final-
ly collapsed into bed, I doubt they even noticed their unconventional sleeping 
arrangements.


