 Bourbon on the Rocks 
by

Eyes Right

New Orleans, LA – You may want to avoid the French Quarter on any future visits.  I realize that it is the focus of essentially every television shot of New Orleans whenever the city makes the news, as if it is the only way to take the pulse of the city.   Most views show this narrow street filled with pedestrians reveling in celebration of something.  In reality, it is far more seedy than glamorous.

There is about an 8-block stretch of Bourbon Street reserved exclusively for pedestrians.  Vehicles are forbidden except at intersections where they can cross.  Presumably this feature is to allow patrons to stumble unencumbered from one bar to the next without the possibility of being leveled by a vehicle attempting to navigate the street.  In addition to the ubiquitous bars, there are a lot of strip clubs on Bourbon Street, all, it seems, owned or connected to the infamous Larry Flynt, of Hustler Magazine infamy. [interesting facts:  Like myself, Flynt is from Kentucky, and like myself, he served in the Navy.  Unlike myself, Flynt has made millions from porn – so much so that he is widely considered to be the most influential person in pornography in the United States – ahead of Hugh Hefner.  Flynt bought his first bar at age 23, and has been in the business since 1965, in spite of being shot and paralyzed. He now owns 15 Hustler Clubs across the U.S. and abroad.]   
Apparently Larry owns, or is connected to, far more than 15 of these places.  Here on Bourbon Street, there appears to be several each block bearing his name.  For example, in addition to the Hustler Club at 225 Bourbon, there is the Little Darlings at 411, and the Barely Legal at 423 – just to name a few.  Most of these bars/strip joints have scantily clad young women in front acting as shills to lure drunken men into the clubs.  The cover charge fluctuates, depending on the traffic, but is typically $10.  Once inside, drink prices also vary, but the usual charge is at least $7.  Woe be to the patron who is foolish enough to pay with plastic.  One disgruntled fellow to whom I talked on the street told me that his credit card had been charged $200 for a 15 minute stay the last time he visited.   Most of the young women who are beckoning men into the clubs appear –at least to this observer- to have fallen on hard times.  They are young, and appear to have had many more years on their bodies than the typical college student.  
As one walks down Bourbon, the general theme is decadence.  It is a different type of decadence than in Las Vegas, which seems almost puritan in comparison.  You will be approached on Bourbon Street by girls carrying test tubes containing wildly colored fluids which are offered for $2 each.  Some of these are “jello shooters” – a concoction made with jello mix, water, and booze (usually vodka).  Food coloring is optional.  What amazes me is that these girls are able to sell tons of these drinks to passersby who have absolutely NO idea what is in these drinks.  There may, or may not, be booze;  there may, or may not, be drugs (although for $2 I doubt that it is economical to insert much in the way of drugs); and there may, or may not, be other harmful ingredients.  Buying a test tube of ANYTHING from a scantily clad woman on Bourbon Street probably is not good for you.
There is a heavy police presence on Bourbon Street, but its main function is to prevent fights or to break them up quickly.  The whole idea is to promote an “anything goes” atmosphere, but to ensure that no one is bodily injured.  Many of the police are on horseback to be able to move quickly through the crowds and to project authority.  It works.

Occasionally nearly undressed women hang from the balconies overlooking Bourbon Street and throw the traditional Mardi Gras strings of plastic beads to those below, who literally dive onto the streets to retrieve them.  Their mission is not unlike the girls on the streets below trying to entice potential customers into the bars; the purpose is the same: marketing, to lure men into the clubs.  It also seems to work.
There are some fine restaurants on Bourbon Street and there is the occasional jazz club, but they are far out-numbered by the sleaze.  Bottom line:  go if you must in order to complete your check list of life, but be prepared to be disappointed.  It truly looks better on TV.

I thought you might like to know.
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