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A Note from the Author:

 


Planning a vacation? Why not New Orleans?
It's one of my favorite cities in the world and I've returned to it
many times over the years. I wrote this travelogue told in
fictional form about my favorite places to visit, dine, and stay
overnight in The Crescent City and Louisiana. My travelogue also
includes helpful websites to consider before planning your next
vacation.

 


Here's what one reader wrote about this book:

 


"Light and enjoyable read. Highlights some of
the best of New Orleans. I am a recent traveler to New Orleans and
enjoyed Louise Hathaway's recount of this romantic city."


Chapter One

 


 


A handsome man and a full-figured redhead
were on their way to New Orleans to get married. The lovers, Don
and Isabella, were taking the red-eye. Their plane touched down in
New Orleans at 4:00 in the morning and there was a light rain
falling as the taxi driver took them to the French Quarter. When
they reached “The Quarter”, they loved the Creole townhouses with
their black wrought-iron railings and balconies with ferns hanging
from the ceilings. The lights reflected in the rainy street added
another layer of ambiance to the charm of the city. There wasn’t a
tourist to be found, and the streets were deserted except for a
teenage African American boy dressed like Gainsborough’s “Blue Boy”
who was playing a trumpet in the shelter of a doorway on Royal
Street.

Don said, “Listen to him. I think he’s
playing Stardust by Louis Armstrong.”

“How wonderful!” his fiancée answered.

They were staying on the outer edge of the
French Quarter on Esplanade Avenue at The Lamothe House. It was
built by a wealthy sugar cane planter in 1839 and had two
Corinthian columns at its entrance. The entire building stood out
in the neighborhood because it was painted pink. The taxi dropped
them off and they rang the doorbell. A night clerk opened the door,
looking like he’d just woken up. The couple immediately fell in
love with the hotel once he let them inside. The first thing they
noticed was the wonderful scent of roses from a large vase in the
foyer. The clerk led them to the suite upstairs. Isabella said, “It
smells heavenly in here.”

Yes, ma’am,” the clerk answered.

“Does this hotel have ghosts?”

“Why yes, I believe it does,” he told her.
“Some of our guests have reported seeing a woman in red walking the
hallway looking for her baby who died.”

“Oh, you don’t believe that. Do you?” Don
asked.

“Who am I to say? This is New Orleans and
there are many things here that you may find hard to believe.” He
showed them to their rooms, then told them, “Watch out for the red
woman’s ghost. We haven’t seen her for a while. You never know when
she’ll return.”

“So much for catching up on our sleep,”
Isabella said under her breath.

“You’ll be fine, honey,” the clerk answered.
“Just be sure to lock your door.”

After he left and they were unpacking,
Isabella told her husband, “That guy kind of gives me the
creeps.”

He looked out of their upstairs’ window and
saw the city starting to wake up. “Come look,” he told her.

She walked over to where he was standing and
looked out. “How beautiful it is here!”

They heard a calliope playing in the
distance. “That must be the riverboat. I can’t wait to take a ride
on the Creole Queen,” she told him.

He put his arm around her and clearly had
other plans. “Let’s go to bed.”


Chapter Two

 


 


Later that morning, they dressed and went to
the dining room for breakfast. Other guests were sitting around a
large antique table. The concierge introduced herself as Madeline
and told them the names of the other guests. She said to the other
diners, “Don and Isabella are getting married at St. Louis
Cathedral this week.”

“Do you have a date set?” the concierge asked
Isabella.

“The day after tomorrow.”

“How romantic!” a middle-aged woman with a
heavy Southern accent told them. “So, how did you two meet?”

Don and Isabella looked at each other,
wondering which one of them was going to speak first, until
finally, Don said, “We met at a murder mystery dinner.”

“I’ve always wanted to go to one of those,”
Madeline answered.

“Well, you probably wouldn’t have wanted to
go to the one we were at because someone did get murdered.”

“You’re kidding?”

“No. I’m dead serious. A man was shot while
he was watching the show.”

“Wow!” one of the male diners said.

“How thrilling!” the middle-aged lady
added.

Isabella picked up the story. “Don was the
investigating detective. The first time he met me, I was one of the
diners at the mystery dinner. He interviewed me like I was a
suspect.”

Don corrected her, “Now, Isabella. You know
that I never thought you had a hand in it. You were a witness.”

“Was it love at first sight?” the Southern
lady, who was clearly attracted to Don, asked Isabella.

“Are you kidding? Just look at this gorgeous
man,” she told her, possessively putting her arm around him in his
chair. “Would it be anything other than ‘love at first sight’?”

“I bet it was!” all of the ladies at the
table acknowledged.

Don took his wife’s hand. “And look at this
gorgeous, hot redhead. Would it be anything other than ‘love at
first sight’ for me either?”

The men sitting around the table all nodded
their heads.

Don told them, “She stuck out in the crowd. I
made a beeline for her first thing, out of a whole room full of
people.”

Madeline gushed, “What a romantic story!” She
was temporarily lost in a daydream and then came back down to earth
by saying, “Good grief! Where are my manners? Would you two like
some chicory coffee? It’s a long-standing tradition in New
Orleans,” she said, clearly back in her concierge role.

“We’d love to try some,” Isabella told
her.

Madeline poured their coffee and told
everyone, “Louisiana began to add chicory root to their coffee
during the Civil War when Union blockades cut off the port of New
Orleans. Y’all must come back for tea later this afternoon. We’ll
be having king cake--a New Orleans tradition. Are y’all familiar
with the Feast of the Epiphany?”

Isabella answered, “It has something to do
with the Wise Men coming to visit the Baby Jesus.”

“Right you are. We think of them as the three
kings.”

One of the diners chimed in, “We don’t have a
feast that day. Do you eat a lot of food?”

“We give out presents and have a king cake.
The cake has a little plastic Baby Jesus inside. And whoever gets
the slice with Baby Jesus has to provide the king cake next
time.”

Don told her, “New Orleans has some great
traditions.”

Madeline asked him, “So where are y’all
planning to have dinner?”

“We were thinking of going to Brennan’s.”

“Don’t go there--that’s where all of the
tourists go.”

“But we are tourists,” Don
replied.

“Well, I’m just saying that you can go to the
Gumbo Shop and have the same wonderful dishes for half the
price.”

“Thank you for the tip.”

Madeline asked Isabelle, “What are your plans
for today?”

“We’re planning to go see Oak Alley.”

“Oh, you’ll just love it. The tunnel of oak
trees that lead up to the plantation is a sight you won’t
forget.”

“I heard that the tour guides dress up like
Scarlett O’Hara—hoop skirts and all.”

“They do dress like that. You will love it,”
Madeline told her, and those around the table who had been there
agreed.

Isabella looked at her watch. “Well, I guess
we better be taking off if we hope to make the tour bus to Oak
Alley. It was nice meeting y’all.”

“Bye, everybody,” Don stood up and told
them.


Chapter Three

 


 


As Don and Isabella waited for the tour bus,
she told him, “I can’t wait to get there. I’ve wanted to see a
Southern Plantation ever since I was 9 years old and saw Gone
with The Wind.”

They were relieved when they saw the tour bus
pull up. The door opened and they were greeted by a perky lady
wearing a hoop shirt, doing her best to look like Scarlett
O’Hara.

They made their way to their seats and the
tour guide asked the passengers, “How y’all doing? Are you ready to
see some Old South?” She waited for a few beats. “What was that you
said? I can’t hear you!”

The tour group answered with a rousing,
“YESS!!!”

“Okay. Glad y’all are awake and listenin’.
Today we are going back in time to the days when there were large
sugar plantations all around here. Yes--there were slaves, and yes,
we were wrong, but forget about all that for a few hours and just
try to imagine being the lords or ladies of the manor today.”

She cleared her throat and continued, “We are
on our way to the “Bon Sejour” plantation. Anyone know how that
translates into English?”

Someone guessed, “Oak Alley?”

“Good guess. But wrong. Anyone else?”

Isabella politely raised her hand and said,
“It means ‘good living’.”

“Right you are. Good living. I’m sure y’all
are thinking, but it wasn’t good living for the slaves. And you are
correct; but I must reiterate, try to put those thoughts aside for
just a little while today.”

A teenage boy who acted bored about being
forced to come along on the tour with his parents told her, “You
don’t have to keep apologizing for slavery. We get it,
already.”

“Okay... I’m hearing ya loud and clear.”

Isabella whispered to Don, “What a brat!”

“I know.”

The tour guide asked, “Anyone else have
anything they want to say to me right now?”

When nobody said anything, she continued.
“Oak Alley was built in 1837. It is best known for its double rows
of live oaks leading up to the plantation. The trees were planted
before the house was built. The design of the building is Greek
revival with some features of Caribbean architecture. Anybody know
what that looks like?”

Isabella raised her hand.

“Tell us about it,” the guide said to
her.

“I think that it means it has shutters on the
windows to keep out high winds and has an open floor plan to keep
the house as cool as possible. Like some of the houses in Key
West.”

The guide was impressed. “Very good. Are you
a teacher?”

“No. I’m a librarian.”

“That figures,” the guide said, and the
audience chuckled. She continued, “Because it’s so warm in these
here parts, we need as much air circulation as possible; so the
many windows and open floor plan provide that.” She paused to catch
her breath and
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