Saturday 3rd July 1999 - New Orleans
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Finally able to sleep in we all got up quite late (for us) around 9:00am.  The majority of the group (12) decided to go on a New Orleans walking tour at 1:30pm.  The plan was simple go on the walking tour, then go shopping, then go to the pool then have takeaway pizza.  The only minor problem occurred when the tour bus appeared not to pick us up at 1:00pm when arranged.  We waited 20minutes then asked the hotel clerk if he knew why it was not there.  He told us it was too early and it became clear that we had passed into a different time zone without realising it.  In fact since we arrived in Birmingham the time was one hour behind.  This caused some amusement when it was noted that we had apologised for being late for reservations and had rearranged times several times over the past two days.  When we finally caught the bus after half an hour in front of MTV we were driven to the super dome the large stadium home of the New Orleans saints.  We got our tickets and caught a tour shuttle that drove us back to the French Quarter.  We met our tour guide, Katie a large and eccentric American woman.  Starting in the lobby of a plush hotel she explained New Orleans’ history.  There then followed tour of a large town house with Katie’s slightly obscure commentary, followed by a tour of the streets stopping in locations of historical significance.  The tour concluded shortly after 4:00pm.  The majority of the group went to see the Mississippi River where the millennium peace bell was on show.  We then headed into the shopping mall and searched out the food hall for lunch.  After lunch we split up and went to do our individual shopping and planned to meet back at 7:00pm.  The early evening was spent resurrecting the pool game and sustaining injuries.  After a couple of hours in the pool we went back to the suite and had pizza.  After dinner Gary went down stairs to the tattooing shop below and had his tattoo “improved” two and a half hours later he returned bleeding and in pain $200 worse off.  The rest of us sat watched TV and played cards for most of the night.  Bert went out to Bourbon Street to see what was happening, he arrived back with a frozen margarita that was really nice. Midnight came and someone suggested going for some strawberry squishies from the bar we went to yesterday.  Patrick and Alexia volunteered to go get them while the rest of us took it easy and played some more cards.  They took their sweet time getting them to say the least but finally made it back.  The machine in the bar was bust so they had to go find another bar.  The ones they got weren’t so frozen and had had little ‘kick’ in comparison, which was probably a blessing.  We turned in after these for some sleep ready for tomorrows’ early start.

Sunday 4th July 1999 - New Orleans to Panama Beach (340 Miles/544 Km)
Independence Day, we had big plans for tonight and it was certainly an eventful day.  We got up, unsurprisingly, early (7:00am) and packed up ready to head for Panama Beach.  We left the hotel with a sense of regret, the prospect of sleeping under canvas on the ground compared to air con. and a bed explains all.  We headed for the swamp once we left the comfort of the hotel.  The tour itself was excellent, we saw a few alligators and even the odd frog.  Mr Denny pointed out various ecological features of the swamp, it was almost like being back at school!  The word for the day was ‘aye-eee’ , not quite as good as ‘yee-haa’ but a close second.  We ended up at the moonshine tree and had a break there for a bit.  The swamp was full of bugs and everyone was slapping the bastards left, right and centre.  We paddled along to the continuous chirping of the bugs and the backbeat of hands being slapped against exposed skin.  The paddling was hard going at times but we managed to turn it into a bit of a laugh with some racing between the two boats.  The two hours passed quite quickly and we were back before we knew it.  Once back our guide stroke host took us in to taste some moonshine.  It is definitely an experience we won’t be forgetting in a hurry, the stuff was leathal, 190% proof.  I think it was the way it evaporated as you drank it that made you realise just how strong it was.  I’m glad there were no naked flames in the room when we tried that stuff given all the fumes we were [image: image2.png]


breathing out.  After the moonshine we had a group photo on the steps before hitting the road again.  As usual everyone slept (or tried to) for the majority of the journey.  Towards the end we all woke up and played some cards, it has to be said that we all looked pretty dumb with cards stuck to our foreheads!
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The campsite in Panama Beach was opposite the beach, which was cool.  We put up our tents and then went to check out the beach.  It was covered in beer cans, which ruined it so we headed back to the campsite and the pool a bit disappointed.  The pool was nice though and while Steve cooked our steaks we all took a nice cool swim in the pool.  Dinner was tasty and after the washing up we got down to some serious drinking.  It eventually degenerated into singing (badly in general) and American Pie was performed in a way never heard before!  We played ‘21’ for a bit with a cup of wine as the forfeit, unfortunately the wine didn’t last very long.  No one was very sober after that and so when at some early hour in the morning someone suggested that the beach would be a nice place to take a stroll everyone jumped up ready to go.  When we got there the beach was still pretty crowded with Americans celebrating.  We drifted down to the waters’ edge and then someone decided to go paddling.  Paddling degenerated into a water fight, which then degenerated into general mayhem and almost everyone ended up in the sea, willingly or not.  I think we were just about the only ones in the sea and we got some very strange looks from a lot of the Americans there, some even went so far as to take pictures.  After our ‘morning’ swim we all headed back to dry off.  I managed to spill hot wax all over myself when I tried to move one of the bug candles, a bit stupid of me really.  We sat around for while talking about stuff, can’t remember what but then you normally never can.  Gary and Bert turned up after a while having been to the club, Gary was of course off his face.  Everyone decided to go to bed and so we all drifted back to our tents.  Just as I was drifting off to sleep Gary decided to come and convince Dai to go back with the club with him.  Dai decided not to go but after few minutes and with Bert joining in trying to get him to go he caved.  Dai managed to spill aftershave all over the tent and so I gagged all night.  I haven’t a clue when they got back, Gary was so pissed he fell asleep sitting at the table and apparently he fell asleep in the club as well.  And that was Independence Day.

Monday 5th July 1999 - Panama Beach
We weren’t in a rush to get up this morning especially after last night.  Tyler was up making blueberry pancakes fairly early and there were a fair few of us up already.  Gary finally emerged looking pretty rough to say the least; nobody looked particularly good come to think about it.  Thankfully no one was sadistic enough to get a camera out (they probably would have been lynched anyway).  Everyone was

