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Dedicated to Kel who has shown me a multitude of new horizons.
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Introduction
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This book may be the most humorous so far due to the third trip detailed in it which just so happened to be Trip 13 in this series — very appropriate number! The places we took dog vacations to were quite diverse and some were long distances which made for longer journeys. The first stop was New Orleans due to the fun we’d had there for a very short two-night stay on our Christmas trip to Key West which was written up in the second book of this series. We desired to stay longer in The Big Easy, so in March we returned there. Then in June we had a longer road trip with B.B. to visit two places we’d never been — Zion and Bryce Canyon National Parks. There were many interesting and exciting things that happened along the way and in the parks themselves. But perhaps the funniest and longest dog vacation was the next one from July into August which was all the way from Stillwater, Oklahoma, to Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada! The things that happened daily weren’t funny at the time, but over the years, we came to consider them quite laughable. That trip is sure to be entertaining to anyone who reads this book, and many people will relate to some of what took place as they may have experienced similar situations on one of their forays to new, unfamiliar places. Kel, B.B., and I return for the last time to Tucson so he can ride solo in the bicycle “race” named El Tour de Tucson. The reader will discover why I didn’t ride later when reading about this shorter trip. And finally, the last trek of these five has us driving back to Phoenix, Arizona, to stay in March of 2011 during the time when the professional baseball players are out there in force training for their upcoming season. All of these dog vacations were fun in the end and when we looked back upon them. And it is my hope that the readers will find this book as funny and involving as the others in the first series and this newer second one. 

Trip 11: The Big Easy
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Chapter 1: B.B. Survives an Operation!
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Since our return from the Christmas dog vacation to Key West life had rolled along for us at a leisurely pace sometimes on two wheels, four paws, two legs, or four wheels as the case was. We had something new to roll in as we’d gotten a little electric car basically for free using tax credits offered by the federal and state governments in 2009. This cute little yellow glorified golf cart reminded us so much of the ones driven by the senior citizens up in New Harmony, Indiana, which we’d visited on our last year’s June dog vacation, that we decided to name our new girl Harmony. She was street legal, so once we received the title on January 13, 2010, we hustled right over to the tag agency to get a license plate and called State Farm for the insurance. We were riding our bicycles on the warmer days and also taking B.B. for her walks twice a day or more no matter what the weather was like. 

The three of us would board Harmony and take short rides down the two roads which lead to our neighborhood. We could tell B.B. relished her rides in this new Car-Car maybe even more than in the red convertible or the CRV we traveled in since she got to sit right up front between us on the only seat there was in that little vehicle. Her eyes were lit like two glowing candles and her smile was spread all across her face as she took in the smells on the breeze while we glided along with hardly a sound at all since it was battery powered.

On March 3rd Kel was so fed up with seeing the litter lining the two streets which lead to our neighborhood that he had a brilliant idea to begin a one-man community service project using Harmony to drive and park along those roads to collect the trash and place it in small plastic bags, then leave them marked for people to pick up and dispose of in trash cans at their homes. B.B. and I sat and cuddled in the little yellow car while Kel picked up his first bag of litter on one of those roads nearby a new neighborhood, tagged it with small signs he’d duplicated which read, “Don’t pass it up. Pick it up!” and left it at the side of the road for someone to dispose of for him. In this way, he felt it was an awareness campaign for neighborhoods bordering the littered roads to get involved and take some of the responsibility for the clean-ups that were much needed. Harmony also was equipped with flashing red lights on the back to warn drivers that we were stopping a lot and driving slower than normal traffic most of the time. Our neighborhood would hold a trash collection day only twice a year but that didn’t help much as the roads would become covered in refuse again almost the next day. B.B. and I watched as he walked along with a grabber and picked up each bottle, can, scrap of paper, or whatever garbage there was on both sides of the road until he was satisfied that he’d gotten it all and returned to where we were sitting in Harmony. The day had been a beauty with warm temperatures and not much wind, so it was a very good one to start his project. Then the next day we noticed the bag had been taken by someone, and later we found out our good friends who were also our neighbors, the Halligans, had seen it, grabbed the bag, and thrown it away for us. Thus began a whole new era of keeping the two roads near our neighborhood tidy. It was about a seven mile stretch counting round trips on both of them. We saw it as a welcome win-win since he was getting good exercise while keeping the sides of the roads looking pristine. It was nearly a daily occurrence for all three of us to go out in Harmony for him to pick up what had been thrown out the night before.  Our neighbor Joy, who was also a good friend, would sometimes collect the bags Kel left and get rid of them once we told her about his project. Other folks we didn’t even know would take a bag away, but the Halligans were by far the most helpful especially when they found out it was Kel doing the collecting. B.B. and I never minded waiting and watching in the car as we could sit close together to cuddle, and I would kiss her on top of her smooth head and whisper sweet words to her. 

Only one thing marred our precious time together. On February 10th B.B. had surgery on her left eye to remove a couple of small growths I had noticed on the lid of it. Dr. Pitts did a superb job, but I was inconsolable until we got the call later in the day to come and pick her up since the operation had gone smoothly and she was fine to go home. She was a little aggravated at us as the dour look on her face confirmed when she saw us at the clinic. While she was there, Dr. Pitts checked her heart and said he’d need to put her on medication for it because the left side was “huge.” That made us sad because we knew she was aging and might not be around a whole lot longer. We had to let go of those feelings so as not to spoil the time we had left with her. She didn’t give any indication of feeling bad though. But we had noticed a cough she had, so that’s why we asked him to check her heart. We hoped she would have several more good years with us. I was faithful about medicating her heart with a pill every day like clockwork and she seemed to be healing up just perfectly from the surgery. But by the 4th day after her operation, her left eye still didn’t look right, and both Kel and I were worried that it wasn’t healing correctly. Of course, I called and made her an appointment to see Dr. Pitts as soon as possible for him to check it. That was on a Monday, and we finally got her in to see him on Friday where he removed the stitches that had been irritating her for way too long. He said they’d “moved.” He also put some eyedrops into that left eye and sent home the rest of the bottle for me to use four times a day. Then he suggested we give her an aspirin each day to reduce the pain and inflammation. We were hoping that would solve the problem. She opened it some of the time, yet it still seemed to be bothering her along with her right eye and we were both plunged into a deep funk about her condition. We loved her so much and had never wanted her to be harmed like this. 

B.B. was so much more than just our dog since there was such a huge amount of history and amazing memories of all those wonderful trips we’d taken and all the places we’d walked together and her link to Miss Bea who had been on fourteen of those trips along with us. By February 22nd her eye seemed to be healing, albeit slowly, and she was opening it a little more each day. I was continuing to put the eyedrops in three or four times a day. And bless her heart, she was certainly handling this trouble and suffering much better than Kel or I would have. This difficult turn of events had Kel and me wondering if we’d made a terrible mistake in having those two tiny growths removed as we thought she might have been just fine without having that surgery done. 

The sad anniversary of B.B.’s older “sister” Bea’s death was February 27th, and I couldn’t help but remember and feel depressed over that as well as poor B.B.’s eye. By March 3rd we had to take our Little Sprite in to see Dr. Pitts again because near to the end of February she was still pawing at it and acting like it was hurting her. He took another stitch out of her eyelid and finally freed her from all the pain and irritation she’d been having for far too many days! She immediately began opening both eyes and acting like her normal, happy self which also freed us from our continuous worry about her suffering which had tortured us as we watched her. And that was the same time as Kel began his trash clean-up project. That was also around the time we decided to take a dog vacation back to one of our favorite places we’d stayed on our recent Christmas trip to Key West — The Big Easy.

When all the luggage, backpack, basket, and other assorted items began to be assembled in the front entry hallway, it seemed to us that B.B. knew there was going to be a dog vacation soon. After all, she’d been on so many trips and seen this behavior plenty of times in the past when Kel and I would haul out all that stuff we always took along and place it in a huge mass in that same area of the house. Her eyes, plural now that both of them were in good shape, opened wider and her eyebrows and tail rose higher as she surveyed all the normal travel things appearing near the front doors in the entry hallway. The journey magic was upon her again as she might’ve wondered where we were off to this time. The month was nearly at an end as this day was March 29th and we’d planned this little excursion to New Orleans over a few days since it would be shorter than a lot of our other trips. 

As this old month moved on, we’d changed our routine for the trash cleaning a bit as we were now letting B.B. stay in the little car with her leash tied to the seat arm so she’d be safe while I was walking one side of the road to help Kel pick up the trash with a grabber we’d bought for me to use. Watching him working so diligently every day, I felt guilty that I wasn’t helping and also wasn’t burning the calories with the exercise I could be getting, so I had joined him in his quest to keep the two roads clean. B.B. was such a perfect little lady that she never tried to escape the car and just sat and watched as the two of us performed our nearly daily task. With both of us working, it took a lot less time out of our busy days, and I enjoyed the walking even with my bad hip since we didn’t cover a large area all at once but broke it up into smaller increments by driving Harmony and parking then riding on to another area and parking until we’d cleaned from in front of our neighborhood all the way to the highway. And eventually after several months of performing this community task, Kel had me drive Harmony very slowly while he used the longer grabber to snag the discarded matter alongside the roads right from the little car and place it in an open bag we had on the floor in front of his feet. This made it even swifter and with less walking for us both. B.B. still sat proudly up on the seat in between the two of us and relished the snail’s pace ride.

The day of the trip had dawned as beautiful as the one before it and promised to be a fine day to travel to Shreveport, Louisiana, for our first night on the road. We were off by 10:00 which was my goal time to get away, and we had smooth sailing with B.B. barking at the cows and horsiecows all along the way out the windows which were rolled down since the weather was so mild and sunny. Our only problem we encountered at all was in finding a picnic area where we could stop and eat our meager lunch. But by close to 3:30 we finally located a pretty little park in Daingerfield, Texas, where we were able to sit at a decent picnic table and satisfy our hunger pangs. B.B. was also enjoying the lovely warm weather as she stretched out on the grass, crossed her paws in front of her, and had a serene look of complete contentment on her cute face with her eyes closed some of the time. It thrilled us to see her so happy and well — no more worries about her eye.

After arriving and unloading all the great number of things we always traveled with, we took B.B. for a little stroll to look over the area near the motel. Noticing how many empty buildings there were, we figured the bad economy had probably contributed to that. The downturn in 2008 had taken its toll and was still in evidence even in this new year of 2010. B.B. was fed and then Kel and I ate our supper at a Thai restaurant named Goldenland Superior. Their name fit the place as the spicy food was definitely superior to a lot of the Thai dishes we’d had previously. Kel said his Pad Thai was the best he’d ever tasted, and my green curry was the finest and most flavorful I’d ever eaten. It was nearly 9:00 when we arrived back to B.B. who was taking it easy with the TV lulling her to sleep. We were so satisfied and full from our exquisite meals that we didn’t watch much TV back in the room, but instead, turned in close to 10:00 for a restful night.

––––––––
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B.B. and I were out early the next morning for our usual walk, and she found a stray cat whom she scared when she ran at it on her long extended leash. I could tell how much she enjoyed doing that as her little dark eyes were glistening like two bright embers and her tail was curled up so high that the tip nearly touched the center of her back. The cat was quicker though and escaped easily as he disappeared behind a building almost like he’d vanished into thin air. We never spotted him again. I was excited as well but not because of the cat. I was thrilled that we’d be in New Orleans later in the day — a city Kel and I had visited before and truly loved for all the fun, music, delicious food, and glamour it never failed to provide. Since we’d been there recently at Christmas time for just a couple of nights, we were happy that this time we’d be having a longer stay in the same comfortable abode we’d come to love during our shorter stay — the Olde Town Inn. It was a different season all together than when we’d been there before, and this last day of March was heading out like a lamb with sunny skies, mild temperatures, and hardly any wind to speak of. 
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Chapter 1: Photos
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“...B.B. relished her rides in this new Car-Car...”
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“She opened it some of the time...”
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Chapter 2: From Happy to Harrowing
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We were later getting away from Shreveport since we weren’t on the road until 11:00 that bright morning. But we arrived at the Old Towne Inn by around 5:00 which was not too bad since we’d stopped for gas and to eat lunch. We found a deluxe picnic spot at a roadside rest area right along the highway which we considered lucky since they weren’t always that easily located. B.B. seemed to relish her time in and out of the car during the trip as she watched for cows or other grazing animals along the way taking in the scenery as well. During our short picnic lunch, she stretched out on the soft grass to receive the little tidbits of food we tossed to her. The weather had stayed perfect for this shorter drive. 

They gave us the exact same room where we’d stayed during our Christmas trip to Key West, so it felt comfortable like an old friend when we got everything unloaded into it with much less trouble than the first time we’d stayed here. That time in December rain had been falling on us as we were bringing all that stuff inside. But now on this glorious lamb-like day of March, there wasn’t a cloud in sight. Immediately after securing everything in the place, I took B.B. on a little walk around the neighborhood which seemed familiar to us. Then once she’d been fed, Kel and I took off for the French Quarter which was within easy walking distance. Happening on Jimmy Buffet’s Margaritaville restaurant and bar which he named after his most famous hit song, we each had to try what was dubbed a “Perfect Margarita.” And the drinks lived up to their moniker as we sat out on the balcony overlooking the street to luxuriate in the fine, warm weather and watch the people go by below. 

Once our refreshing beverages were consumed, we walked on until we came to a place on St. Ann Street where a hotel was located which we’d stayed in back in late December of 1988 into January of 1989. That trip had been a generous Christmas gift given to us by my mother that year. She’d bought us round-trip airline tickets and paid for a five-night stay for us at The Place d’Armes Hotel right in the heart of the French Quarter. What a spectacular Christmas surprise she bestowed upon us! And we’d had a terrific time on that trip even though it wasn’t a dog vacation. We’d hired a young college student to take care of our three large dogs and cat (Jade, Rapport, Kyotee, and the cat named Yella Fella) at our house during the time we were gone. 

At suppertime on this glorious evening, finding what promised to be a restaurant where vegetarians could get a light supper, we ate what we described as the best tomato basil soup we’d ever had and each of us had another margarita which we thought was just as good as the ones we’d drunk at Jimmy Buffet’s place. 

With our stomachs pleasantly filled but not bloated, we strolled on down to the renowned Bourbon Street where a lot of action and music was taking place in bars packed side-by-side. Stopping in the doorway to glance inside each one, it was quite an amazing sight, especially since it was only a Tuesday. 

“Wow! If these bars are so full of revelers on a Tuesday, I wonder what it will be like on Friday?” I put that rhetorical question out there.

“I guess we’ll find out in a couple of days,” Kel replied. 

“I love New Orleans,” I gushed as I looked into the next saloon we came to where jazz from a live band filled the air. 

“It’s one of the fun cities for sure,” he responded. 

The music styles were so varied as were all the smells floating on the breeze and the excitement was catching as we walked along. But not wanting to have any more to drink since we planned to ride our bicycles the next day, we made our way back to a sleeping B.B. inside our large cottage after seeing and experiencing all we could for one night on Bourbon Street.

The following day which was the last day in March was a duplicate of the one previous as the sun was out and the wind was low. It was a perfect day for our bicycle ride. Now all we needed to figure out was where to ride them. I noticed a bike lane the night before on St. Claude Street when we had been walking around in the French Quarter. B.B. and I took our sashay around in the neighborhood and saw many other dogs who were being walked at this early hour. She didn’t react to them but did bark at the yellow and white cat who lives here at the inn. 

Kel and I decided that the easiest way to ride our bicycles to see most of the French Quarter would be to crisscross back and forth on the streets. We were able to ride all over the place with ease since it was flat and fast. There was one very sad thing we saw during our two and a half hour ride which netted us only 16 total miles. A little Chihuahua had been run over and killed right on one of the streets in the French Quarter. That upset us mightily. But the thing that made it even more painful to see was that no one had picked up the body of the poor tiny dog. There should’ve been an owner who would bury the little fellow and mourn his death. It made me so relieved that Kel and I always take such precautions with B.B. to keep her safe no matter where we are. 

And after our ride when we found B.B. resting in the cottage, we took her out for a long walk in the neighborhood near the inn again. Once she’d had her outing and got warmed by the beaming sun, Kel and I let her stay back inside the room as we walked to a neighborhood pub called Cajun’s Pub which was close by where we were staying. I discovered a brand new kind of martini called a pina-tini as it was made with the ingredients of a pina colada but had vodka instead of rum in it. The flavors of coconut and pineapple juice made it delicious, and it tasted almost as sweet as a pina colada. 

Having quenched our thirst, we were back quickly to get cleaned up and remove all the grit and grime of a bike ride in the French Quarter. Then once that was accomplished, we took B.B. out again for an even longer hike to a large park where a whole world of dogs was playing. She met one who was a smaller terrier mix with white fur who became friendly with her as they both sniffed each other’s butts and circled around one another making eye contact. When they decided it was safe to be pals, they ran and played a little with each other. But that wore out rapidly and it was time to make our way back to feed B.B. and let her rest once more in the suite.

As the sun was beginning to set, Kel and I sauntered out again to a restaurant called El Gato Negro (the black cat) right across the street from the French Market which we’d seen earlier in the day on our exploration on bicycles in the French Quarter. The food was tasty, and the margaritas were even better. We were hungry after our ride and found just the right vegetarian meals to fill us up without feeling bloated. Then to top off what had been a most delightful last day of March, on our way back to our place, we ran into John Malkovich, the famous actor whom we always enjoyed in so many good films. Kel spotted him inside a store through their big picture window where he was at a counter paying for something. So, we waited outside in front of the place to make sure we could be there to speak to him when he exited with his purchase in hand.

“I love your men’s clothing line,” Kel said to him as he got near to where we were posed to speak to him. 

“Thanks,” John replied with a tone of surprise in a voice which was so familiar to us. Then he hurried away on down the street and disappeared around a corner.

“I decided to compliment him on his clothing instead of on his movies since that would be different from what the majority of people would say to him,” Kel explained to me as he must’ve read the question in my eyes without me having to ask it. 

“I thought if I did that, it would surprise him and maybe it would be more memorable to him and possibly please him if I didn’t gush about his acting,” Kel elaborated more. He’d had time to think about what he’d say since we’d been waiting outside for a few minutes before John came out onto the street. 

“You can add him to our list,” I said.

“I sure will when we get home.”

Kel and I had been keeping a list of all the famous people we’d met and interacted with during our thirty years together. There were quite a few celebrities’ names on it — all kinds of people from actors, actresses, politicians, authors, sports stars, etc. But the stipulation was that we had to interact with a famous person by speaking to them and getting a response back before their name could be added to the growing list. We couldn’t count someone if we didn’t get a response. If we just saw someone (like we did with Faye Dunaway in NYC), it wouldn’t count. What a fun thing for us to do and keep track of at home. We never took it too seriously.

During our bicycle trek, earlier in the day in the French Quarter, we’d seen that there was a movie being filmed at the intersection area of Decatur and Frenchman Streets. 

“I wonder if John is starring in that movie we saw being filmed?” I asked as I thought about what we’d seen earlier on our ride.

“He could be,” Kel responded. “We’ll go see tomorrow or some later time.”

“What a fun day this has been. But I guess we’d better get back to B.B. now and take a little rest ourselves from all the riding and walking we’ve done,” I said as we took our time heading back to the Old Towne Inn under a starlit sky with the stars in our eyes from our chance meeting with someone we admired, and felt we knew, having seen so many of his excellent films.

As happy as our first full day and night had been in New Orleans, our second full day turned out to be just the opposite — harrowing and even dangerous! After all, it was April Fools’ Day, so I guess we shouldn’t have been surprised as it was rather appropriate that we had an April Fool joke played on us. Riding our bicycles a little over seven miles down to the Audubon Park/Zoo, we made our way over to the levee bike path which was paved and smooth. Even on that short jaunt, there were some scary moments due to the large volume of cars and trucks speeding by us as we negotiated our path on a very small amount of room on the shoulder. Once we were safely on the levee path though, the riding was easy and fast for eleven miles with no cars at all until we decided it was time to turn and start the trip back to B.B. and our suite at the Old Towne Inn where she was waiting and probably ready for a break by the time we arrived to take her out. It was at that point when the trek became dangerous and frightening. 

Our ride in Key West at Christmastime just the December before had not been as terrifying as this one turned out to be. It was most definitely the scariest ride we’d ever done since we’d begun to pedal along back in the fall of 2004. 

The shoulder on the road we took to try and make it at a quicker time back to B.B. was almost nonexistent and heavily laden with traffic whizzing past us at furious speeds. Everyone driving seemed to be frantic to reach their destinations and didn’t show any care for a couple of bicyclists as they crowded us when they passed closer than three feet. We began to feel extremely uncomfortable as we kept a careful eye in our rearview mirrors we had mounted on both sides of our handlebars. Fear mixed with dread and just a touch of anger set in as I thought at any second I might be hit by one of the rather careless and callous maniacs behind the steering wheel. 

Our GPS was even set on bicycle mode, yet it was putting us on streets that were anything but appropriate for a cyclist to take a chance on riding. At one point on our inn-bound trek, we even got off our bikes and walked them up on the sidewalk to stay safer from the frenzy of the traffic rushing by and the even narrower area they called a bicycle lane. It was then that I wished we were on a rather boring ride like it had been when we were sailing smoothly on the levee. It reminded me of what an airline pilot had said once after there had been a long delay to take off due to a bad storm. He came on to speak to all of us passengers and said, “I’m sorry for the delay, but believe me, it’s better to be on the ground wishing you were up in the air than to be up in the air wishing you were on the ground.” That seemed to apply here and now, since I was wishing we were just about anywhere but on this ride which seemed like it would never end. But finally, after quite a few miles of peril, we were able to get on our own little street all safe and sound as we pulled into the dooryard and opened the door to find B.B waiting there so patiently. While Kel put the bicycles away, I gave her a good break before we took off to calm our nerves and celebrate our good fortune that we’d survived this difficult ride with a nice drink at a bar called Izzy’s which was a 24-hour place near enough to walk to easily and quickly. Choosing to sit outside so as not to offend anyone who might pick up our fragrant odor due to the sweat we’d generated by the humidity and warmth of riding in New Orleans mixed with what I would describe as flop sweat, I remembered being in a musical and hearing that term. I hadn’t thought of that in a very long time. But my memory was clear about how I’d come to learn what that was, and I’d never forgotten.

Way back in the summer of 1976, a director at our local community theater spoke to all of us who were performing in the musical about flop sweat, and that was the first time I had heard the term. Barbara Lee was her name and even though she wasn’t the director of this production, she still was involved as a props manager if memory serves me, and 99.99% of the time she was instrumental in doing some kind of work on the plays or musicals presented there. This diminutive woman was one of the founders of the little theater and stood tall and over her many years had earned the respect among everyone who performed or worked on a show as she was one of the wisest, most knowledgeable veterans. Barbara reminded me of a little frog because she had the biggest bulging eyes on her weathered face that I’d ever seen along with short, blunt cut, straight as a string, dark brown hair streaked with gray. She took it upon herself to always give “The Talk,” as it was called by the other veterans of this theater. We all snickered among ourselves behind her back after hearing her warning as she didn’t mince words when she said, “If you stink, the audience will totally forget about the show and only think about how bad you smell!” She had cautioned us that this kind of extremely pungent perspiration was caused by a fear of forgetting one’s lines or failing to do something correctly on stage, in other words “flopping.” She warned us that we’d need to use extra strong deodorant so that when we walked out to do our roles, we wouldn’t offend the audience members by the way we smelled. This was a small theatre in the round which meant that many members of the audience were right on top of the actors during the entire performance. They were so close that just walking or dancing by someone would cause enough of a breeze for them to smell you.  Even though we poked a little harmless fun at her for being so blunt when she spoke to us, I believe most of us took this advice to heart and lathered on bigger gobs of deodorant than we would normally use before each show. I never smelled any stinky odors on any of my fellow cast members during the only two shows where I was involved in the productions. This little community theater with the clever, descriptive name of Town and Gown is still going strong in Stillwater. But Barbara Lee has gone on to that great theater in the sky where maybe she is still giving “The Talk” to other performers starring in the shows of the Beyond. The theater’s name was chosen because people who participated in the plays and musicals were either townspeople who weren’t associated with the university or college students and/or their professors at Oklahoma State University — the gown folks as in cap and gown.  

Even on this vacation here in New Orleans, Kel and I had been so nervous and shaken up by the last part of our journey with the fear of possibly being hit by a careless motorist or crashing down on our bicycles while avoiding being hit that it had probably caused us to sweat more profusely with this nastier kind of flop sweat than on many of our other rides when we hadn’t felt like our lives might be on the line. Sitting outside was the best way for us to relax and cool off after what had turned out to be a 32. 5-mile ride with a partial walk. 

Once we were cleaned up back at our inn, we took B.B. to the park nearby and then later just the two of us walked to eat at Angeli on Decatur Street in the French Quarter. A movie was being filmed right in that area, so we stopped to watch for a few minutes thinking that maybe John Malkovich was starring in it. But there were no recognizable stars in sight. Kel whipped out his camera anyway and took some photos of someone he thought might be Malkovich. But upon reviewing them later, we discovered that it wasn’t him. Moving on to eat dinner, we each had another martini with our meals which consisted of delicious portabella mushroom sandwiches which tasted like grilled steaks and pasta salad. 

Kel had desired to taste some absinthe after we’d finished our repast. Strolling on down Bourbon Street, we came upon The Olde Absinthe House where he ordered a glass of the sought after drink. He seemed to like it well enough, but when I tasted it, I didn’t appreciate the flavor at all. It tasted like licorice — not one of my favorite candies. It was a strong drink.

We were at the inn just at the right time to catch one of our favorite TV shows, CSI, at 9:00 once I gave B.B. a quick break out in the handy little park right across the street. I was so relieved that this day had turned out well enough once our harrowing ride had ended without any dire consequences.
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Chapter 2: Photos
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“...a perfect day for our bicycle ride.”
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“...ride our bicycles to see most of the French Quarter...”
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“We were able to ride all over the place...”
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“And after our ride when we found B.B. resting in the cottage...”
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“...we took her out for a long walk in the neighborhood...”
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“...we made our way over to the levee bike path which was paved and smooth.”
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“Kel had desired to taste some absinthe...”
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“It was a strong drink.”
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Chapter 3: B.B. and the Carriage “Mulecows”
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B.B. and we had not yet experienced the pleasure of walking together in the French Quarter since we’d not taken her there on the trip before this one when we stayed in New Orleans. When we’d double parked ourselves here on our Christmas trip just the previous December, it was such a short two nights for us to stay here that Kel and I decided to do our holiday shopping in that area by ourselves instead of taking B.B. with us. There were two reasons for this decision. One was that we could both go into all the stores together to look around even if some weren’t dog friendly. If we’d have had B.B. with us, one of us would’ve had to stay outside the stores which didn’t allow dogs inside, and that would restrict us from both shopping together for the limited time of the only one full day we were in New Orleans. The second and more important reason was that B.B., being an older dog now, would probably need to rest and catch up on her sleep which she’d missed during the drive from Shreveport to arrive at our destination here in the Big Easy. She usually slept a lot during the days at home, and we wanted her to feel well rested on the entire day she had to loll around at the place we were staying with the TV turned on for company. 

But on this second trip here since she’d already had two full days to rest while we were riding our bicycles, this glittering, sunny day was perfect to remedy B.B.’s lack of exposure to the French Quarter and all the delights in the sights, sounds, and most importantly to her, the smells it had to offer. We were glad she would accompany us there on this beautiful Good Friday. After our scary bicycle ride on April Fool’s Day, we reasoned that this would be a much tamer day and another holiday to boot. Even the name Good Friday had such excellent connotations for us. So, with happy smiles on all three of our faces, we sauntered along for B.B.’s first foray into the unique, exciting area so well known by everyone who has been to NOLA — the French Quarter. It should’ve been absolutely perfect but for one thing which neither Kel nor I took into account. How could we have forgotten?

Our stroll was proceeding so well in the mild, shiny weather. B.B. was having a fine time finding interesting smells all along the way as she lifted her nose high up in the air or stopped at a particularly fragrant bush or pole to give it a closer inspection and sniff where other dogs had left their marks. But as we got closer to Jackson Square in the heart of the French Quarter, her keen little eyes spotted a carriage “mulecow,” and that was the end of our tranquility. When we saw any kind of hoofed animal out in a field as we were driving by in the car, we’d say the name of that animal followed by the word “cow” to get an instant reaction from B.B. as she recognized her most hated animal’s name and would bark. So, when she spied a carriage “mulecow,” as we called it, we didn’t even have to say the name since it was almost upon us and not way out in a field. She began to bark furiously and ferociously as she tugged on her leash wanting to go over to bite his nose. Whether we had noticed the carriage mules when we’d ridden the streets of the French Quarter on our first full day here or not, we didn’t even entertain the thought about how our Curly Tail Cowgirl would react to them. We didn’t even begin to remember how bountiful the poor old creatures were on these streets pulling the carriages slowly along full of sightseers out for a fun jaunt. But we came to our senses immediately once she began a tirade of reviling him for just living and passing near her. 

“Well, of course she’s going to bark and carry on,” I said aloud as Kel nodded and tightened the leash to keep her from rushing over closer to the old nag who seemed not the least bit worried about this little black terror of tenacity reading him the riot act. 

It was uproariously funny to us and to some of the other tourists on the street close by where B.B. continued her scolding until the poor old fellow with his load dropped out of sight around a corner. We had a good laugh about how upset she was getting while others in the crowd acted as if they were offended by her noisy upbraiding of the poor beast. From then on, we had to keep our eyes peeled for any more carriage mulecows or horsiecows who might just turn onto a street right in front of us as we prepared to avoid the onslaught of barking and snarling that would be coming immediately if she spied one. By us keeping a sharp lookout to see the critter first, we’d get her over into a doorway and turn her face away from the street where the carriage was going to pass by. We kept her eyes pointing towards the door of the place in the small enclosure where she would be unable to view her chosen favorite creature of aggression. Black Bea never seemed to mind having her face turned toward a door as she spent her time using her keen nose to discover interesting smells which were lingering there. Then once the coast was clear, we would bring her out on the street again to keep walking on down the sidewalk until once more having to take cover in the nearest doorway which had an indented area where we could confine her until the creaking wheels had rolled on past. 

Eventually, we sat at a table in the front window which was huge and opened right onto the street to have a couple of martinis at an establishment called The Chart House. B.B. was handily tied to one of the table legs so that she could sit on the sidewalk not far from where we were perched with our cocktails. She had her bowl of water as we drank our cosmos. The weather and setting were all very pleasant which made us wish we’d never have to leave to hike back and try to avoid the carriage mulecows who were in abundance all along the way. At one point, I set my second martini in its customary glass right out by where B.B. was with her paws spread out in front of her and her belly touching the sidewalk – a relaxed position which let us know she was having a super time. Kel snapped a photo of her with “her” martini (posed, of course, since we weren’t letting her drink a real martini) as we laughed about how much fun we all were having. We always had more fun when we could see how much enjoyment she was getting out of the place. Stopping briefly at Desperados, we each had a slice of pizza as a quick lunch. After satisfying our hunger, we ran the gauntlet of the carriages which was unavoidable on our way to the Olde Town Inn to let her inside where she could settle down and take a restful nap. After all that time of telling off the overworked carriage mulecows and horsiecows we figured she certainly might need a rest. It appeared she was exhausted as she curled up on one of the throw rugs as soon as we let her inside the living room. Her exploring was over, but we weren’t done with ours yet as there was still so much to see and do in this wondrous city of so many different languages and diverse people.

This time our choice of transit was a streetcar located at the intersection of River Front and Canal Street which we could walk to and catch. Due to my obsession with dates, we wandered into the cemetery where the streetcar had deposited us at the end of its line — apropos since so many residents had been placed there at the end of their lines — and spent about a half hour perusing that. Above-ground tombs were called for instead of the traditional in-ground graves as New Orleans is so low — at or below the level of the sea. If a coffin were to be buried in the ground, that would be risking it becoming deluged with water seeping inside or even dislodged from its final resting place in the soil and maybe brought up or lost by moving to some other area or up to the surface. I strolled from tomb to tomb reading the dates, looking for the oldest ones. And there were some from way back in the 1800s. I was also seeing if anyone of the many souls entombed there had died on days that had special meaning to me — birthdays, dates of the deaths of people or animals I loved, anniversaries, or holidays. Reading names was interesting as well, and we both were scrutinizing each grave to see if there was someone famous in this graveyard. It was all kind of morbid, creepy fun, but having satisfied our curiosity now, we were ready for a beverage. The Beachcomber nearby proved to be a well-stocked bar which could make a cosmo for each of us. Once we’d refreshed our thirst, we caught the streetcar to ride it back to Bourbon Street where we could walk on to the inn and our little Blackie Bea. I took her out for a quick break, then fed her supper before Kel and I changed into some dressier clothing to amble over for our supper to an African restaurant Kel had seen on one of our rambles. We found the food delicious there and were happy we’d taken a chance on it. 

The place we were staying had long ago been a stable, and later remodeled to make it into this adorable cottage. We had found out that fact on our stay here at Christmastime 2009 not long before we returned here on this March-April dog vacation. There was a bound book which told all about the history of the inn which I had read part of aloud to Kel on our initial stay here in December. 

So, when we arrived back, Kel proposed, “How about a little roll in the hay, my love?” 

“I guess that would be appropriate since this place used to be a stable,” I replied as I smiled at how he’d phrased his suggestion. I had heard “roll in the hay” many times and knew what that meant. 

The day had been lovely, fun, and better than the day before, even with the carriage mulecows and horsiecows fiasco. We’d had some drama with B.B. trouncing one poor old guy with her sharp barking, but still, it had proven to be over quickly once we were able to keep her from seeing any more of them the rest of the time. On this day we had not feared for our lives, and our activities of the day and evening left us with a warm glow on our last night here.  

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/image091.jpg





d2d_images/cover.jpg
HAVE DOG & WILL TRAVEL

CARGL WEST MEVER. “#





d2d_images/image130.png





d2d_images/image394.jpg





d2d_images/image094.jpg





d2d_images/image171.jpg
HAVE DOG 48 WILL TRAVEL

BOOK 3:
e o g
W
l‘ ‘.
A
¥
o,

g

CARAN WESTHEAER %





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image036.jpg





d2d_images/image410.jpg





d2d_images/image364.jpg





d2d_images/image387.jpg





d2d_images/image021.jpg





d2d_images/image164.jpg





d2d_images/image187.jpg





d2d_images/image124.jpg





d2d_images/image026.jpg





d2d_images/image103.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





