DAY 1

GENESIS 1: …something something.

So far my New Orleans trip has gotten off to a rocky start.  I had a 1:55pm flight which I didn’t leave for until 12:45.  For any of you wondering, that’s an hour before my flight, and thanks to Osama that is also the same time I needed to be at the airport to make my flight (or so they say).  The fact that I live 20-35 minutes away from the airport did little to relieve my tension.

I say “my” tension but the reality is, I really didn’t have any.  Maybe its part of my upbringing but my mother is a big procrastinator.  But what does that say about me when my veteran, procrastinating mother is ranting about how I’m not going to make my flight.  Don’t take the word “rant” out of context.  I’m not bashing my mother.  I love my mother, but any other word wouldn’t describe what was happening.  To be fair, she came home at the exact time we should have been walking out the door.  Not only was I not packed yet but I had a sopping wet load of laundry in the dryer with a countdown of 37 more minutes to go, maybe more.  So I packed my wet clothes in a plastic bag and put it hurriedly into my suitcase, and we were off.


Luckily this was not my first flight.  In fact it wasn’t even my 30th or 40th.  I estimate I’m safely in the triple digits.  Likewise this was not my first “close call” with a flight.  Some of my earliest memories are of my mother running down the terminal, me in tow, only to arrive at our plane moments (literally) before the door closed.  We cut it close, but those were pre-9/11 days.  I like to entertain the idea that it’s harder to make situations like this one work unless you have leveled up your speech and barter skills fairly high.

My Mom drove me to the airport.  She said she wasn’t going to speed but she did.  I sat shotgun pointing out all of the new highway traffic cameras to her.  I found this a bit hard to do.  I guess it’s a combination of factors; I wasn’t driving, I was trying to pay attention to what my mom was saying complete with proper eye contact, as well as look for cameras, highway patrol, and cops.


It’s amazing to me how much money “talks” while everything else “walks.”  We arrived 5 minutes before my bags would no longer be accepted onto the flight.  I pulled a ten from my wallet for the curb-side, check-in attendant to see.  Don’t get me wrong, I didn’t wave it around but I held it visibly in my hand, folded so the “10” was facing him.  As he went to look up my flight he gave me a quick glace.  He knew I was running late.  I knew he knew I was running late.  A glace at the ten and he did me a spot.

I suppose I’ll pause here for two additional “oh shit” factors in this little ticking-trip-time bomb. I bought the ticket 2 days before the trip. I bought the tickets with rapid reward points, and not MY rapid rewards points.  I got them from a man on craigslist.  A man named Ryan.  Nice gentleman.  He let me sit in his house and call from his phone to make sure I was getting something legitimate for my money, and good thing he did.  The operator started asking me all kinds of questions in an attempt to validate who I was (not Ryan).

Luckily it went through and I got my tickets and confirmation number.  With a handshake I was off.  Unfortunately, due to the nature RR points, I couldn’t get on a flight the 2nd; I had to book it for the 1st.  I don’t need to be there till the 3rd.  After reviewing the emailed version of my itinerary, I learned that they spelled my last name wrong, with a “B” instead of a “D.”  As well as correcting the spelling of my name when I called, I set the return flight earlier so I would make it back in time to watch the Silva v. Griffen fight.  By correcting one name I shot myself in the foot in another way.  My name on my driver’s license is spelled wrong, with an “n” instead of an “m.”  This problem takes a little more than a friendly phone call to rectify.

So now, if I don’t miss my flight outright, they might say I’m not on the flight reservation, and if they do let me on I could be so late that my bags might get there until later.  But here is the really fun part.  I didn’t just procrastinate on the flight; I did it on the hotel reservations too.  I found out a friend was going and had no problem having my stay at the hotel he’s staying at.  Is it a shame he’s not a pretty redhead, standing at 5’3”, freckles, tone athletic body, sharp wit, and totally into me? I’d be lying if I said no, but he was a friend and he could be trusted.  But he was getting in on the 2nd.  I was getting in on the 1st.  See the dilemma?

I texted a few friends, close friends, to ask what I should do in the meantime.  Damien’s solution was typical Damien but I can’t say it wasn’t good advice.  The thought crossed my mind anyway.  Talk my way into the hotel room of a pretty girl.  This doesn’t mean I’d sleep with her but I guess I like the idea of rooming with someone I’m attracted to as opposed to otherwise.  It wasn’t beyond my abilities and Damien wouldn’t have suggested it if he didn’t think I could do it.  A few things stopped that train though.  First was that I don’t find any of the women attractive here, none over a “5” for me.  Second, there aren’t many people to socially engineer at 9:50 at night.


OJ advised me to, “play your game.”  I assume that was the same advice Damien gave me but in different words.  Joe called me and continued to help me brainstorm.  He had lots of ideas as well as factoring expenses into the solutions.


I touched down, got my bags, and began to wander.  I eventually found the one phone that would put me in contact with hotels.  I refuse to pay for a room for one day though, especially when it would cost 84 dollars (at the cheapest hotel around even after I sweat talked the girl at the front desk into giving me a military discount. Have you seen my hair? It’s longer and prettier than most girls!  I’m pretty sure I’m going down a pay grade when I meet up with Master Sergeant Reid). 


I took a shuttle to a hotel across the street.  I would have walked but I would have had to cross a major highway, which meant scaling a large concrete divider. No thanks.  The lobby wasn’t that big and I felt odd just sitting in such a small waiting room so I walked a quarter mile to the Hilton next door.  I set up camp on one of the many couches.  I sprawled out, whooped out my laptop to find that I needed to pay for the internet, and settled with trying to finish the book, The Game by Neil Strauss (which is probably why I’m in such a writing mood.)  Eventually I got bored and hungry.  My stomach took me a quarter mile back to the original hotel which has a Denny’s attached.

The Denny’s looks old and has a cigar/ ashy smell I’ve grown used to since I’ve been here, so much so I don’t notice it anymore.  I ate a big breakfast and then began writing.  That brings us to now aside from the bathroom break I took earlier.  I almost followed a woman into the women’s restroom.  That was not the first time I’ve almost done that.  

Needless to say, this has all happened in the first day off being here.  I think this trip will be quite interesting.  I’ll try to keep writing but this might just be a product of my forced boredom.  Anyway, we’ll see.

DAY 7

BOURBON STREET BRAWL

There was a lot of fun stuff that has happened since the last, "note," but as promised, I will write about what happened yesterday around 4am on Bourbon Street. I think I should start off by painting an accurate picture of Bourbon Street. As a tourist I overly embellished Bourbon in my mind.
Bourbon can best be described as a cornucopia of shit. Many cities have a lil' chinatown, or a lil' Italy. New Orleans has a lil' Amsterdam. In the middle of towering buildings, Bourbon looks more like an alley way than a street. There is no building taller than 3 stories on the strip, most are only 2. There might be 20 strip clubs in a 8 block area. Bar, bead shop, smoke shop, stripclub, poolhouse, stripclub, club, stripclub, hotel, stripclub, and it goes on like that the entire way down. See any trends?

So I was hanging out with some people I had met down here, Valerie, and two of her co-workers, who's names are escaping me right now. We were at a pool house called the dungeon which is just a right turn and a stones throw from the strip and I was soaking up the environment. Eventually Valerie and her friends had to go home so I went off to wander the city and walk home.

I walked out of the pool hall, took a left and then took another left on bourbon. I don't think that I had walked a block and a half before I came to a large group of people circled around something making a bunch of "OOOooo's" and "OOhhhh's." My first thought was B-boy battle. I was partially right.

As I pushed my way in to see the show I found one guy standing over another guy, who was in the fetal position getting the shit stomped out of him. I just watched something called felony fights (which is totally fucked up by the way). In these videos the guys beat each other even when they got knocked out. Since I don't like that type of shit, and since I would want someone to throw in the towel if I was getting stomped I walked up to the guy and said, "Alright, you're done."
Well it did get the guy to stop, but his testosterone switched from the guy on the ground to me. For a visual, This guy is a 5'10"-ish stocky white dude with this kinda "gangsta look" to him. He stepped over the guy on the ground and asked, "What'd you say mutha fucka?" but before I could respond he said, "I'll cut your throat, boy."
Pause. Everyone reading needs to know that I hate... HATE being called boy. HATE it. There is only one person who can call me boy and his name is Joshua Smith. If your name isn't Josh Smith you best not call me boy. To be fair, I think all of this could have been avoided had I wanked the wookie that morning. I probably would have just walked away had I had no built up sexual tension. Moral of the story is wank it or get laid if you don't want to fight (I guess).
So I front kicked the dude in the solar plexus in a, "this is Sparta!" type manner about the time he finished saying boy. He went over the guy on the ground and fell hard. I thought my job was done. None of his boys jumped me and no one stepped in. Not a cop in sight. But he slowly got up, which would have been fine except that he mumbled something about killing me. So I jumped on top of him and beat him like my daddy taught me, until he stops fighting back.
So I beat him for a solid minute or so. Maybe 40sec but it felt like a long time. His arms were flailing about and he was trying to fight back from the bottom but his jujitsu was weak because he had NO ground game. I suppose I could have just submitted him but the truth is the thought never even crossed my mind. From what I remember I stopped when he balled up and stopped fighting back but a security guard I talked to later said I stopped after I smashed his head against the ground twice. I don't remember that part. Maybe he was exaggerating a little bit.
Sadly, I have no proof. The only blood that got on me I washed off my knuckles. No one I know was there. I only have a picture of the ambulance that came later. So take it or leave it. Believe it or don't. I'm not writing this to brag, I just thought it was a good story and a lot of people were asking. Mostly for Damien though. Wish you were there Damien.
