Following the flights the group headed back to the cabin, changed into swimwear and walked down to the “Adventures Unlimited” white water rafting centre which was situated on the campsite we stayed at.  A bearded fellow, David Klein who reminded many of us of actor Sam Elliot greeted us.  We were split into three groups two of six and one of two.  After brief discussion on what was going to happen we all collected a paddle, a helmet and a life jacket from the stores and got on board an old American yellow School bus.  As we drove to the start point we began to worry about the quality of the white water as the levels were painfully low and barely flowing.  However as we neared the site we spotted some rafts on good water and it quickly became clear that the authorities had only just open the dam that regulates water flow into the river.  We then received instruction on how to sit and what would happen.  We were told to keep our legs high in the water if we fell out.  David and Tyler were in the raft with David Klein whilst Dan, Henrik, Alexia, Emily, Gareth and Rafael were in a raft with Richard, who guided us with stitches in his lip.  The other six were on a raft with Rob.  We first had to carry our raft down to the water’s edge where we practised the manoeuvres.  There were several other rafts in the group and we [image: image1.png]


waited in the water until all of them were launched before heading off as a group.  To ensure safety several guides were in Kayaks to help with any problems.  The rafting began well and the course that was used in the Olympic games several years ago proved great fun.  Gary and Steve provided the first major incident of the trip when they got to the washing machine rapids.  Steve fell out of the raft and Gary lost his paddle.  The paddle was not retrieved so Gary was able to sit back and let the rest of the raft do all the paddling.  David Klein made Dai and Tyler smile in their boat by proclaiming loudly “I am the Master!, I am at one with the water! It’s a Zen thing!”  Several members of each raft were able to ride bull.  This meant that they climbed onto the bow of the raft held the bowline and rode through the weaker rapids.  During the second half of the trip whilst passing through a large series of rapids Dan fell out of his raft.  The fall was assisted by Alexia, who was next to him at the front and provided the final push by falling onto him.  The rest of the rafting provided excitement and thrills aplenty.  At the end of the trip once we had returned to the campsite we were able to view a video and photographs taken of our trip.  We then collected up our damp and mucky clothing and shoes for storage until they could be washed.  There then followed a 200-mile journey to Birmingham Alabama.  We had pre-booked a restaurant “The Mill” which was a bakery, brewery and bar/ restaurant.  After a pleasant meal we drove to Freedom? Park????? This was a park dedicated to the memory of the black activists who fought for the civil rights movement.  The park has some very interesting statues that reflect the battle they had to wage.  The statues showed dogs being set on blacks by the police.  There were also statues of water cannons and Martin Luther King.  We left the city after 9.00pm and headed out to Tannehill Hill Historic State Park.  Even though it was late when we arrived it was extremely humid.  With the campsite in woods there was a loud insect presence deafening us as we set up our tents under the light of the vans headlights.  This proved distressing to several members of our group who took a dislike to the grasshoppers and crickets that visited us.  A further bone of contention was the single key to the rest room that we had to share.  Most people were too tired to do much more than grumble and it was not a very late night.

Friday 2nd July 1999 - Birmingham to New Orleans (342 Miles/550 Km)

Day Six chapter 1, We left Tannehill Historic State Park a humid bug infested nightmare to some of us who were happy to be out of there.  We stopped off at Wal-Mart to get some groceries, Tyler said that it has everything; groceries, garden stuff, toys, car parts.  It turned out however that this particular one didn’t have any groceries so we had to go elsewhere.  We ended up waiting for Raphael because he went to McDonalds for some food, he also took the key to the van and so we had to wait outside the van in the heat for him, it was decided that a good beating was called for.  We arrived in New Orleans at 5:30pm and after unpacking our stuff headed straight for the launderette to do some washing.  Getting ready to go out Gary spent 10 minutes trying to iron his jeans without the iron plugged in. As Karina put ‘that was stupid’, it could be the Irish influence me thinks.  We headed down to Bourbon Street at around 8:00pm for some dinner stopping of at a bar for some alcoholic squishies on the way.  The Secret Garden was a small restaurant but very nice.  We ate out back in the garden, some of us braving the local beer, which was a bit weak and watery but drinkable.  The food was excellent, everyone enjoyed their meal and just about managed to finish their dessert as well.  After we had eaten we headed back to Bourbon Street for some partying.  We walked down the entire length first before splitting up to check out different places.  Tyler and Henrik were the first to disappear followed by Dan, Dave and Gary who headed back to the hotel to get changed.  We were meant to meet them in this bar but we got kicked out because we didn’t all have ID  This was the general pattern for the night as we went from bar to bar each time being told politely that we couldn’t stay unless we had some ID.  In the end we all legged it to an Irish pub on Toulouse Street called Flarhetys, bit of irony there for you.  It wasn’t that great but at least we got served.  Patrick wasn’t impressed by the music especially when they wouldn’t play Roy of the Rovers for him.  We left about 1:30am, most headed back to the hotel but Bert dragged Gareth to a strip club where Dan, Dave and Gary were planning to go.  After a few expensive drinks and admiring the scenery they headed home.  Meanwhile Dan Dave and Gary had got changed quickly left Tyler and Henrik to sleep and returned to the bar we had planned to meet the others in.  When we got into it after ID checks we discovered the others were not there.  We began looking in the bars up the street before Gary led us into a small innocent looking bar that turned out to be a strip club.  After buying a drink for $5 we sat down to finish it planning to go on the search after the drink.  However as with all plans made in pubs, they get waylaid.  To paint a picture of this club would be to describe it as rectangular with a stage taking up one wall and seating in the free space.  The first bad sign to warn us it was not exactly top notch may have been the fact that it was deserted but for an overweight New Orleans cop propping up the bar and fondling an overweight underdressed woman.  The second bad sign was the quality of the dancers, which was frankly poor.  Two out of the 10 or so there rated above average with at least 5 of the others below average.  One or two could be rated scary with no difficulty.  The third bad sign was when three came over and sat with us. A large woman came over and asked us individually if we would like to buy the lady a drink.  We politely obliged her and the drinks arrived.  The girl beside me informed me I could buy a small large or medium drink.  The large drink meant that I got to go out back and have a private lap dance.  Assuming we were still leaving to find the others I did not get her a large drink and for that I am grateful.  The price of the small drink that was brought turned out to be $20.  This was enough to send the warning bells ringing for me.  I turned to warn Dave and Gary this was a big rip off but it was too late.  Each had a girl sat on their lap and was reaching into their pockets to tip each girl that came off the stage and asked for a tip.  I realised they were not going anywhere and hastily said my good-byes.  After a fruitless search for the others I returned to the suite it was about 1.30am.  Dave and Gary returned 10min later changed again and went out once more.  They were clearly more wasted than I had thought and that was pretty wasted because they searched the clubs again and then went back to the strip club.  Returning after and hour or so each having spent over $200 both appeared somewhat plastered and each cursing themselves for going back to the club.  The others arrived around 1.45am without Gareth and Bert who had gone to a strip club. After deciding not to go out again the others decided to go for a swim in the pool.  Gareth and Bert got back and went down to the pool to join the others.  About 3:00am it was decided that enough was enough so we headed back.  We found Dai stumbling around outside the hotel in the street looking for the pool.  We couldn’t dissuade him from taking a swim but failed so Gareth went back with him to be safe.  Finally everyone turned in about 4:00am to sleep/pass out depending on their blood alcohol level.

